The Fall of Shanbally Castle.
There is a tradition that Shanbally Castle, overlooking the River Bride on the borders of Glenville and Rathcormac, was betrayed to a besieging garrison by a tradesman working within it.

Above the ambling infant Bride

O’erlooking rolling regions wide,

In massive strength and towering pride

A former fortress rose,

Held by an Anglo-Irish clan

Whose undisputed title ran

To something like the long-drawn span

Five hundred years compose.

‘Twas one of those bold  keeps that stood

On guard along Bride’s winding flood,

Lest warlike neighbours dare intrude

To reave these fertile vales

That stretch by greenwood, tide and town

Through storied scenes of old renown,

From Kaime’s defiles and uplands down

To Decies’ distant dales.

Its battled walls with bastions crowned,

Its many a rampart ridging round

The barbicans that bristling frowned

On port-hole, grille and gate, 

Proclaimed alike to foe and friend

How vainly should besiegers spend

The efforts that would fain contend

With such defences great.

And seldom since its earliest hours

Had banners floating o’er its towers 

Been from their heights by hostile powers

In fiercest battles lowered;

Defiance stern they proudly waved,

Battalions boldest ranks they braved;

O’er war-cries when they wildest raved

But more assured they soared.

Our Isle’s intransigence to tame

Great English cohorts one time came,

And sought with bullet, sword and flame

Resistance quick to quell;

But when these conquering legions tried

To crush this castle by the Bride,

Full many a phalanx in its pride

Beneath it prostrate fell.

The limpid waters rolling by

Each passing day showed bloodier dye,

While from the castle’s turrets high

Its flag defiant swung;

The bold besiegers would not halt,

Though back from each resumed assault

On buttress, gateway, moat and vault

Defeated they were flung.

As all too oft our history shows

The direst of our country’s foes,

The authors of her worst of woes

Are traitor sons she’s known;

And then, alas, the Brideside knew

One of those false, those faithless few,

Those renegades, those wretches who

Stab sirelands they disown.

A tradesman, held in high report

Served in the castle’s outer court

And, since his work had special worth,

Was well and kindly cared.

On matters of much consequence

He gained the chieftain’s confidence,

And of the fortress’s defence

Had many a secret shared.

An entrance in a hidden niche

Gave easy opening wide through which

The castle’s inner rooms to reach,

Without the aid of blood or breach

Or storming parties strong.

‘Tis said our tradesman’s bosom spurned

Accusing conscience (while he yearned

For chance to see his treachery turned

To rich reward) the secrets learned

Through years of service long.

The wished-for hour at last he found;

And promised, doubtless, many a pound

The dooorway’s bracings he unbound – 

The troops without pour in!

The brave defenders fighting well

Their lives in vain all dearly sell,

For treason throve when shot and shell

Had failed this fort to win.

As rushing through come further foes,

The doors and drawbridge they unclose,

And grimmer yet the combat grows

From base to attic floor;

And though those foreign warriors paid

Grim toll to many an Irish blade,

Their part o’erwhelming numbers played 

As forward fast they pour.

Of pride and power and rank bereft

The castle bold a wreck was left,

With turret, bastion, arch and shaft

In scattered fragments strewn.

The Ball and Banquet, so long known.

Are from the place for ever flown;

Now sighing winds with piteous moan

Round grass-grown parlours croon.

To-day no ruin, bank or mound,

Nought of the slightest note is found

To mark the spot once so renowned

With castle, halls and court;

Yet Bride’s bright waves beside it urge

Their course with softly sweeping surge – 

Their song no more that dismal dirge

Shean Baile’s fate called forth. 

