A Brideside Romance.

An Autumn Evening by the River Bride.

The setting sun’s red burning glowed

On green Knocklehan wood,

The restful herds wide-scattered lowed

Beside Bride’s crimson flood;

The warblers on the tree-tops high

Were ev’ning carols singing,

And stout camáns1  on lea near-by

Mid clash and cheer were ringing.

Adown the bright ensanguined stream

Came yacht ‘neath white sails floating,

Unheeded by the hurling team –

Some Brideside rev’llers boating.

Amidst the game’s excitement high

Scarce one onlooker views her,

And none amongst them hears a cry

From that fast-coursing cruiser.

Neath wak’ning winds with rising roar

Soon angry waves were surging,

And faster sent, with strength the more

The cruiser onward urging;

While, as her course apace she clove

Through fierce waves wildly foaming,

Nor faster hied the hast’ning dove

Through thickening twilight homing.

Full broad and deep the river swelled 

And, middle current keeping,

Unhindered way the vessel held

Past banks and bends on-sweeping;

Till, leaving fields behind her fast,

With force unbated ever, 

Against a bridge she crashed – and cast

Her crew far o’er the river.

A Rescue from Drowning.

Meanwhile as shades were gathering dark

Some coachmen paused their speeding

To ask had hurlers seen a barque

Along the river leading, 

One that neath idle sails that swung

Abutting Brideside garden

When boarded by two children young

Unguarded by their warden;

And while its owner’s many a guest 

Sat round the dinner table

These children twain, at mischief’s hest,

Cut through the anchor’s cable.

The vessel, from her moorings freed,

With nought to intercept her,

Was caught by waves whose rushing speed

Along the river swept her.

One young man, hearing story told,

Owned racer, richly treasured,

Whose paces had ‘gainst rivals bold

Victoriously been measured.

Upon this saddled courser soon

Down by the Brideside winding,

As rose o’er clouds the eastern morn

Swift pathway he was finding.

Upon the coachmen’s utmost speed

He soon was quickly gaining,

As bravely still his gallant steed

Untiringly kept straining;

And lest the banks hide wreckage strewn

Close watch, as he is hasting,

The rider keeps, while o’er the moon

Dark clouds are shadows casting.

When haply showed fair Luna once

Through drifting shadows o’er him

The broken boat just caught his glance

Lying by the bridge before him!

He fast – but fruitless – searched the wreck,

The flood then further quested,

Immersed deep, oftentimes, to neck,

But moment not he rested.

At length the children twain he found, 

Tall rushes both enwreathing,

The brother’s arms close twining round

The sister, barely breathing.

From driftage fast he freed the pair

‘Mid leaping waves that lapped them;

Then bore them to the bank and there

In his own greatcoat wrapped them.

He chafed their hands and cheeks and brows,

(Himself the while untended),

The pulse of each to stir and rouse

As o’er their breasts he bended.

Assuring signs the sister shows,

Her sighing heaves e’er stronger,

But doubt to dread conviction grows – 

Her brother lives no longer!

The maid soon breathes with greater ease;

More effortless her gasping, 

And as her strength revives he sees

Her lashes fair unclasping;

As, pulsing freely through her veins,

The life-blood round goes rushing

It sets, as yet more force it gains

Her fair young features flushing.

To him beside her on his knees

In gentlest tones and clearest

She proffers gratitude with, “Please

Accept my thanks sincerest.”

And as the rumbling coach on-rolled,

The horseman, nought suppressing,

To father, nigh distracted, told

The tragic tale distressing.

Seven Years Later.

Years passed, and in strange lands afar,

(As more “Wild Geese” before them),

Our countrymen waged others’ war

While foreign flags flew o’er them.

A brave intrepid virile band

We find the Brideside leaving

And, ‘neath our saddled friend’s command,

Grim paths through foemen cleaving.

A leader soon wide famed and feared

By Norman as by Norseman,

Each month the more acclaimed and cheered

Is our old Brideside horseman.

And she whom he had saved that night,

Her father’s only daughter.

Now mistress of his mansion bright

Reigns by the Bride’s fair water.

Though close by suitor-crowds beset,

That round her hung and hovered,

Ne’er once had dart of Cupid yet

Her virgin heart discovered.

Where highest social circle’s call

Brought beauteous belles the rarest,

She, guest in many a crowded hall, 

Was ranked among the fairest.

    .         .         .         .         .

To “Party” held by titled dame,

New wedded fav’rites fêting,

Wide scattered friends in numbers came

To offer happy greeting.

And of the flow’rs who graced the feast

Of that convivial peeress

The loveliest, brightest, gentlest guest

Was our fair Brideside heiress.

Old friends that night attentions pressed

To win the maiden’s favour,

But prized by her o’er all the rest

Were those a stranger gave her!

And when the waking morning sky

Of time to part was telling,

His friendly, fond and warm goodbye

Deep in her heart kept dwelling.

Weeks Afterwards, at the Hunt.
When huntsman’s horn pealed “Gone Away,” 

At late October meeting,

Mid gathered field, on blooded bay,

Our lady friend went fleeting.

O’er lawn and fence her lusty steed

So fast the chase was leading

The huntsman feared such reckless speed

For danger dread was heading.

Ah, yes; the maiden’s strength is vain

Against that hunter’s breeding;

Despite her arms’ withholding strain

He lengths adds to his leading,

Till bold resenting curb and bit

Rebellious on he rushes,

And – stumbling over hidden pit

His rider neath him crushes!

The first to reach her sprang afoot,

(His horse the while unheeding),

And found the fallen maiden mute,

Stretched helpless, bashed and bleeding.

He placed her on a soft green bank, 

Beside a brook deep-willowed, 

Her hatless head and tresses dank

On his own Red-coat pillowed.

Her wounds he washed; wiped blood and clay

From each disfigured feature

When, horrors dire, before him lay

That fête-rooms fairest creature!

By recognition urged to more

And greater efforts making,

He joyed to see, as moments wore, 

Light in her dark eyes waking.

She notes him nigh by slow degrees,

Of those around her nearest

And, half-unconscious, utters “Please

Accept my thanks sincerest.”

Vague sleeping thoughts were feebly stirred

In chambers darkly shuttered;

He surely had in years gone heard

That self-same sentence uttered?

Dim mem’ries from their cloister rise

And, dreamily returning,

Seem strangely mixed with tears and sighs

And scenes of death and mourning.

But when? or where?  He thinks, and thinks;

Ah, yes. The Bride’s deep water!

And, sure at length, the words he links

With Lord De Barri’s daughter.

Was this she whom that night of flood

He’d snatched from Bride’s dark bosom?

Was she – that erstwhile childhood’s bud – 

This glorious girlhood’s blossom?

He maid revives; her wondering gaze,

Now filled with eager questing, 

As though still wrapped in fancy’s haze,

Upon her friend is resting.

As others now the chase resume,

(The maiden out of danger).

The horseman asks, “May I presume

To know thy name, dear stranger?”

“I’m Christine Joan,” the maid replied, 

“Lord John De Barri’s daughter,

His only child; we both reside

Down by the Bride’s fair water.”

“Accept” (he doffs his hat) “my thanks;

“I’ve moments long debated

If drowning child by Brideside banks

Could be with thee equated.

The truth assured, I now may tell,

Lord Barri’s call obeying,

Some part was mine, for good or ill,

In that sad drama’s playing.

“Through summers since, for freedom far

O’er field and fronts wide-scattered,

A sword I bore in many a war

Where flags to frills were tattered.

Her favours fortune on me shed;

I mocked war’s grimmest louring,

And scathless rode where bullets red

And bursting shells were showering.

“My Irish field-mates, wide renowned

Undaunted, fearless, dashing,

Mid battles’ fiercest rage were found

Where sharpest swords were clashing.

Old “warrior” here (the fondled horse

Enjoys the loved caresses)

I hold the happy root and source

Of most of my successes.

“He bore me safe through battles’ brunts

Where Death’s dread fiends were screaming;

His charges challenged wars’ red fronts

Where reeking blood was streaming;

He gleed when pipes to combat played, 

To their shrill music dancing,

While brother steeds responsive neighed

With pleasure gaily prancing.

“My brave brigade through seasons new

The boldest foeman routed,

And while their flags triumphant flew

Loud ‘Vive-Lás’ they shouted.

From Hessian hills to Danish dunes

Proud ranks they rent asunder

And never did Lord Clare’s dragoons

With charge more thrilling thunder.

“Their webs the Fates oft strangely weave;

As if of much accounting

New honours more climbed up this sleeve

From wrist to shoulder mounting.

My tale forbids me linger lest 

Of self ‘twould seem to savour;

My luck, by lengthened wars caressed, 

Brought many a future favour.

“With peace proclaimed, and men no more

The slaves of strife and slaughter,

I yearned for leas belov’d of yore

Beside the Bride’s dear water. 

With health and this bold horse endowed

I left. On my return,

With soldier-like salute he bowed – 

“I’m General John O'Byrne.”

With feelings high and ear intent

This tale the lady listened,

While lights of love and wonderment

Deep in her great eyes glistened.

She marked how much he wished the claim

Of feat and fight surprising

Should cater to his comrades’ fame,

His own part minimising.

“Oh¸Gen’ral John O'Byrne,” she cried,

“My thanks requite but coldly

The man who dared the ravening Bride

To rescue me so boldly.

My father tells of hero who,

When Bride’s wild floods were booming,

Snatched me from death, (to rashness due),

With courage unassuming.”

“Forbear, I beg,” the General’s glove

Waved gesture deprecating.

“Who by the Bride had loved to rove

E’er feared its worst dilating?

And now I deem for both ‘twere best

Be homeward steps a-wending;

Your wounds, though slight, may well request

Than mine more careful tending.

“Hear; yon far-distant hillside grey

The yelling pack is waking;

We must, till future friendlier day,

Now leave of them be taking.

My path with thine some distance leads,”

(The horses’ heads round facing),

“Then let us o’er these yellowing meads

Our steps be homeward tracing.”

“To pay, with thanks,” she urged, “my debt

Has been through years denied me;

How little, when we lately met,

I deemed it then beside me.

My thanks are poor, with home so near,

Did I not now entreat thee

To let me, and my father dear,

With gratitude there greet thee.

“Round yonder grove, at distance short,

Down by the Bride reposing

Mid spreading trees, this ancient court

We’ll find in sunshine dozing,”

As side by side they paced the slant,

By voice so sweet invited, 

Was ever yet a bold gallant

Who could her words have slighted?

Happy Nuptials.

My tale’s nigh told; one sun-bright day

Within De Barri’s Castle,

Round happy guests, a hosting gay,

Rang mirth and feast and wassail.

The feeble owner’s failing health

Old age’s stealth forestalling, 

Left him unequal now, he felt, 

To cares upon him calling.

His pleased consent he gladly gave

To union of his daughter

With him who, cheating watery grave, 

From Bride’s cold depths had brought her.

And, waving soon from ancient towers, 

The brave O'Byrne’s banners

Salute the Bride’s soft banks and bowers

Along De Barri’s manors.

Time Marches on.

Ah, hurrying seasons since have flown;

Vales by the Bride’s bright river

Have many a changeful chapter known

- Its own waves changeless ever.

The brave and beauteous court a fame

Ere hey-days yet have fleeted,

But speeding years oft knell the claim,

With graveyard grass enwreathed.

Our happ’ly wed romantic pair

In Brideside’s bannered castle

Esteemed and loved and honoured were

By follow’r, friend and vassal.

And voices young whose chorused rhymes

Soon nursery tales were telling,

As years rolled by, to huntsman’s chimes

Led on the pack loud yelling.

When parted sad with parents fond

(Neath Time’s sad touch now greying),

Some bold O'Byrnes were far beyond

Their native valleys straying.

But from their various scattered homes

To Brideside back they wended

To watch these parents’ closing tombs,

With filial grief down bended.

The tireless wheels of Life and Death

Keep ever fast revolving,

While years to coming years bequeath

Grave problems for the solving;

And of these questions’ baffling keys

Elude a wildered world

Till futile Peace’s failure sees

The war-flags dread unfurled.

Thus when, at one sad time, our land

Was scourged from Suir to Shannon,

O'Byrne’s battling castle grand

Crashed ‘neath the conqueror’s cannon.

In ruins now lie walls that once

Flew martial banners proudly

And echoed clash of sword and lance

And war-cries shouted loudly.

For years long no De Barri Lord

Has reigned by Brideside’s borders,

Nor once has an O'Byrne’s word

Voiced there a chieftain’s orders.

But round and round the world yet turns;

And oft its greatest glories

In darkness die, as do O'Byrne’s 

And Lord De Barri’s stories.

1. One of the Lord Barrymores, the ruins of whose great castle still remain, was reputed to have been an enthusiastic patron of a Brideside hurling club.

