When Patrick Barry died in 1954 he left the two following items in draft form. They were subsequently completed by his son Liam, who also wrote the notes. [The other poem is 452 Forts and Fairies]

A Haughty Landlord, in Haughty Days.

This poem, which is based on fact, records an experience of four tenant farmers, close neighbours of the poet`s family, (his mother lived through the famine and told many stories of that time) when on one occasion after their potato crops had been almost wiped out by blight  they sought some relief from rent. Their landlord bluntly refused.

Apparently not all the landlords were as obnoxious as that particular one, but in general they had their tenants at their mercy.

The year referred to is 1879.


In Seventy Nine from every side


Reports in early Autumn tide


Told of potato failures wide


With fears of famine great.


The elders then remembered well


And oftentimes sad tales would tell


Of some of those grim horrors fell


Far back in Forty Eight.


These losses now disaster spelled.


A starving state for most they knelled.


And some from landlords were compelled


Their clemency to court


The land league was not yet a force


Though moving slow on victory course


As scattered crowds on foot and horse


Were pledging it support.


The farmers then ill-organised


Irresolutely  fraternised.


The landlords well their weakness sized


And so their claims ignored.


It seemed to that imperious class


That things had reached a serious pass


When suchlike beggars bold and crass,


Could ask that rents be lowered !


When tenants in a townland small


Who (neighbours, friends) were four in all


To pay their rents got final call


Approached this landlord gent.


They tell respectfully their plight.


Their hardships all in turn recite.


They stress the havoc of the blight


And ask relief from rent.


With cold unsympathetic ears


Their tales of woe the landlord hears.


He bluntly tells them he has fears


They are dishonest grown.


“When debts are due they must be paid.


The law by all must be obeyed.


To court you go for rents delayed


`When two more days have flown.”


That awesome air and threatening dire


So deeply roused one tenant`s ire


That he, when rising to retire,


Upon the landlord turned.


The despot`s wrath he boldly dared,


For worst that he might do prepared;


And now his pent-up anger flared


And deep within him burned.


“The cubs upon your kennel floor


Than us” he cried “you value more.


They`re better housed than are we four


And they are better fed.”


 With cool, innate, contemptuous tone


The other answered “yes I own


That`s true. But then you should have known 


That they are  better bred.”


Of that once haughty class no trace


Remains today, nor of their race.


The tenants children in their place


Possess their meads and manors.


And to those tenants` heirs belong


In healthy independence strong


The land from foreign ransom wrung


Beneath the Land League`s banners.
