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 451 Haughty Landlord]

Forts and fairies -- Trouble in East Cork.

Ring forts, often surrounded by circular mounds and containing souterrains, which were underground stores, are plentiful in Munster; and many of these were long associated in folklore with the fairies, and some, with secret hoards of fairy gold.   This poem concerns one of the latter which was believed to hold an exceptionally large hoard, but no-one dared to investigate for fear of the wrath of the fairies. No-one, except one young man who did not believe in the superstitions. Three attempts by this youth to disprove the myths succeeded only in leaving him permanently injured. Yet he lived to see the gradual erosion of the old ideas on the matter, and a wide acceptance of his own.

The poem is based substantially on fact although the name used is fictitious.

The countryside`s mound-circled forts

Were sometimes known as fairy courts

Where, could we credit old reports,

Was many a nightly feast

When hid behind their bordering banks,

Those pigmy, prim and perky ranks

Enjoyed their cups and quips and pranks

Till sunrise in the east.

A fort was to this writer known

Whose eerie atmosphere had grown,

When twilight passed so drear and lone

That few would dare come near it.

The neighbours on it looked  askance

With half-averted hidden glance

Lest on its elves their eyes should chance,

So greatly did they fear it.

Placed central in a fertile field

Which, though not large, was often tilled

The mound about it formed a shield

`Gainst any plough profane

And, to themselves severely left,

Of interference all bereft

The fairies ne`er by tread or theft

Rough-treated neighbouring grain.  

Within the fort an opening led

To sunken subterranean bed

Whose passages -- so people said --

With lavish wealth were stored.

And while those who that quarter passed

Sore yearned for all its riches vast

They still would ever shrink aghast

From searching for the hoard.

But one young man, Jack Higgins, mocked

The secrets in that circle locked

On this he oft his neighbours shocked

With his contrary preaching.

The fairies he made food for mirth.

That suchlike creatures lived on earth

In withering words he would assert

Was all “oul` topers` teaching”

If any cared that cave to quest

No fairies would the work molest

Our sceptic friend on all impressed

Were but his aid invoked

(And that he might full demonstrate,

Within the fort in restful state

He sat and stayed hours lone and late.)

And fun at fairies poked.

But when his offer to them failed

(of proffered aid not one availed)

But curious friends on jack prevailed

To probe the cave`s recesses

And thus make clear to young and old

What secrets did the cavern hold

And close the story of its gold

To tales, surmise and guesses.

His First Attempt

This challenge -- yes, he would accept.

The cavern`s length and breadth and depth

He would explore, if watch was kept

To show that he was serious.

And so one Sunday evening bright

As crowds -- some not without affright --

Looked on, he crawled with lamp alight

To probe the cave mysterious.

A wisehead whispering in the queue

Foretold he would his rashness rue

And that well hidden from his view 

Would lie the fairies` loot.

And sure, as boders buzzed apace,

Young Jack within some moments` space,

Limped out from this dark eerie place

With sorely torn foot.

His Second Attempt.

But on he went to make o`erhead

An entrance to the rear that led

And scorning all that viewers said

Once more the cave he dared.

Much longer now the moments wore

When bobbed his head from out the shore

And features pallid, stained and sore

Quick show how he had fared.

And now his friends with feelings tense

Besought the searcher yield to sense

And cast his hairbrained notions hence,

The fairy bands defying.

No; no! Against those shady hosts

Of Munster fairies, fays and ghosts

He would make good his baffled boasts --

He would again be trying.

The Third Attempt

And so each pleading voice was vain;

He would not from the task refrain.

He needed now, his goal to gain,

A bigger brand for burning.

Down once again he goes alone,

And fifteen minutes full have flown

When he is heard with hollow moan

To upper earth returning !

From out the shore he wriggled hard

A distance less than half a yard.

Then stretched him there upon the sward

In suffering and pain.

A sickly look his features wore.

And blood oozed out from many a pore.

His left leg on the grassy floor

Was almost bent in twain.

Of what had caused his downfall here

He had not recollection clear,

But loud he stated without fear

“No fairies are inside”

Yet bolder now the viewers gave

Their thoughts to words, with noddings grave,

Of how those impish elves behave

Within their secret hide.

“They could have struck you lifeless ¾ dead

One frighted neighbour trembling said

“But to us all as warning dread

They left you with your life instead

Disabled -- crippled --  lame.”

But some surmised the lenience

They showed him was a consequence

Of what upon the evidence

Was but a foolish first offence

The fairies to defame.

Later

In later years though handicapped

Jack Higgins` strength was little sapped

And half a century more he swapped

Exchanges with the years.

His lot in humble life was cast

With hammer, awl and cobblers last.

And brave he faced each day that passed

In concert with his peers.

To sinews strained within the fort

He mainly owed his pain and hurt

And not (as spread in wild report)

To anti-fairy preaching.

These forts today no more behold

The elfin hosts they claimed of old.

The passing years the truth unfold,

`T was all “oul` topers teaching.”

