Castlelyon’s Abbey Ruin.
Among the loveliest lands to glad the greed of foreign lords

Who claimed our country’s valleys by the strength of conqueror’s swords.

Were those green wooded vales that stretch on either bordering side

Far by the sunny banks that bask along the smiling Bride.

As gen’rous gesture, from the fields that Might had made his own

A lordling gave, when earliest here were Norman barons known,

Some acres from his hundreds all where cloistered monks could bide

In peace and silent poverty beside the silvery Bride.

Their matins to the morning called ere larks had left the grass;

They sang while slept the countryside the High and holy Mass;

And deeper than Bride’s flooded boom their bells’ nigh ceaseless tolls.

Spoke praise to God and penitence and prayers of saintly souls.

Yes, farther than the wireless wave that utmost clime now calls

These humble monks, all close immured in lonely cells and stalls,

Sent voices that beyond the stars rang God’s Eternal Throne

With power more potent than aught yet to nature’s wonder known.

But on two hundred holy years dread persecution came – 

The Lord had warned of woes that should be suffered for His Name – 

And ‘neath oppression’s cruel reign the monks in scattered scores,

As fugitives, were forced to flee to far-off friendlier shores.

In roofless ruin soon were sunk the Abbey’s halls of pride;

Its bells no more for Mass and prayer pealed loud along the Bride,

The bats and owls possessed its walls where wooing ivy waved,

And storms through tilted towers and eaves and aisles unshuttered raved.

These walls have heard long centuries’ call around the Bride vales green,

And strange and stirring sights down through the cycling years have seen,

But that good men gave all to God and lived in lonely cell

Is all that of themselves to-day their shattered remnants tell.

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s note in respect of this item is as follows:

Castlelyons Abbey Ruin.  

In the village of Castlelyons, a few miles south of Fermoy, are substantial ruins of a monastery that was occupied and in use for some centuries before the dissolution of the monasteries in the sixteenth century. The building was fairly simple in design. It had a nave and a choir, which sections can still be readily traced; but no arch or supporting pillar survives. Flagstones lying flat within its boundaries, probably covering graves of deceased members of the community, contain inscriptions and incisions, still clearly visible.

There is no clear evidence of the date of founding this abbey, nor of the Order of monks who occupied it. The general view is that it was a Carmelite foundation.

Apparently some of the monks who had to leave it after its dissolution remained in the area, and lived on in the homes of sympathetic locals. Some others of the monks went abroad. Those who stayed in the district were no doubt hopeful that they would some day be allowed to return to their hallowed home ¾ but that hope was in vain. After dissolution  the property passed to Lord Boyle, Earl of Cork. He left it to his daughter, wife of the Lord Barrymore of the time, not as something of any great value to her but as he put it “to buy her gloves and pins”.

For some years a hedge school was carried on inside its walls, but one stormy day the roof collapsed and that was the end of the hedge school.

In the fairly recent past, part of the surviving structure was in use as a hand ball alley.

The place is looked upon with great respect by the people of Castlelyons and the neighbouring parishes and has now been taken over by the Board of Works, as a National Monument.

