Douglas Pyne in Lisfinny Castle.*

An Episode of the Land War

(The principal incidents related in these lines are substantially true.)

 Mere serfs our countrymen had been in their own fruitful land

Till from their bondage rescued by Parnell’s illustrious band,

The fearless Davitt, Dillon, Healys, Redmonds, bold O’Brien

And many more of whom not least was dauntless Douglas Pyne.

When Decies’ lands were wrested from the vanquished Geraldine,

In Raleigh’s train to share the spoils came foreigner named Pyne;

And with the changing dynasties, down all the years that passed,

To British Crown and laws the Pynes were loyal to the last.

But Douglas’s young generous heart his country’s sufferings wrung;

Allegiance that his house had owned far to the winds he flung,

Broke with traditions cherished long, pledged faithful heart and hand

To burst the age-old chains accurst that bound his native land.

And ne’er did knight of old, not e’en a gallant Geraldine,

More loyally a promise keep than now did Douglas Pyne;

He counselled, championed, rallied on the men of wide Oir Mhumha,

And autocratic lordlings’ power chid, challenged, and o’erthrew.

Victoria’s royal writ ‘twas clear ere long should cease to run

Where treason foul was preached by this degenerate Saxon son,

Unless ‘The Castle’ 1 wake at once to dangers of the hour

And tame this firebrand fierce with all the terrors of its power.

But those who’d lightly punish Pyne but little knew their man;

On plank bed or in prison let them place him if they can.

And scour as swearing peelers did the country’s wide expanse,

Elusive Douglas, day and dark, still led them merry dance.

With tension high some thought it ‘nerves’ when folks were heard to talk

Of ghost that in Lisfinny tower on nights was seen ‘to walk’;

And some who’d seen it said ‘twas sure a long dead Geraldine,

And some would swear ‘twas nought if not the wraith of Douglas Pyne.

And Douglas Pyne in truth it was, and no one else than him.

His spirit? Yes, but clad with flesh and blood and bone and limb;

Up in that stairless tower secure, ‘neath Ireland’s flag unfurled,

He’d wake,  to hearken to his tale an apathetic world.

And while upon the castle’s top he kept unwearied guard,

With peelers impotent beneath on sleepless watch and ward,

To far and farther countries spread, with Ireland’s name allied,

The fame of Douglas Pyne and of Lisfinny by the Bride.

In home or foreign land was not one Irishman so cold

Whose breast not faster beat to hear Pyne’s epic story told:

But who can tell what pride and joy and glory thrilled each heart

Of those ‘mong whom he’d lived and moved and long played hero’s part.

From Imokilly’s spreading plain to Knoc Maol Domhnaigh’s crest,

From Cumar na Tri Nuisge East to Carn Tiarna West,

Came beating drum, procession long, and bannered cavalcade,

This hero of Lisfinny to salute and serenade.

And peelers used their pencils sharp while Douglas, out of reach,

With fierce sedition proudly gemmed each bold, responsive speech;

And then some vent’rous visitor with pulley he’d hoist up

For chat convival o’er cigar and light inebriant cup

But these policemen patiently watched their prospective prey,

Defying galling jibes and jeers of all who passed the way,

As well as ceaseless cries of many a neighbouring herd and flock

Whose chortling ‘maas’ and ‘moos’ they felt were meant themselves to mock.

And often would those restless beasts out on the highway stray,

And by their heedless owners there be long allowed to stay,

A nuisance and a danger to the public old and young,

For some were an aggressive type, with fighting instincts strong.

Two herds, it chanced, one Anguses in lusty drovers’ charge,

The other hefty Herefords that long had been at large,

(But now by farmhands rounded up on homeward road were set),

Those two, one evening close beside Lisfinny Castle met.

The drovers had been drinking; this their thickened voices told;

At fair they may have been all day since early morning cold;

To segregate the beasts they’d not, by act or word, assist,

But fast and furious beat their own into the others’ midst.

The upshot was a mad melee where neither side gave way,

And shouts and threats and clashing sticks resounded o’er the fray;

The maddened cattle bellowed hoarse, big missiles round were flying,

And loudly–moaning men were soon upon the roadside lying.

How all this might have ended up ‘twere doubtless hard to tell

Had not the policemen intervened such lawlessness to quell;

And e’en their efforts scarce sufficed the combat wild to stay,

And tear the grappling parties from each others’ throats away.

Next morning, fires lit Decies’ hills and bugles round them peeled;

The workers ran from bench and shop, from farmhouse, forge and field;

Excited crowds from far and near round passers by were queueing,

And peelers in Lisfinny felt some mischief sure was brewing.

‘A rescue planned?’ they thought. ‘If so, by policemens’ coats we swear

That Pyne, but o’er our bodies dead, will never leave his lair.’

In solid phalanx lined behind the castle’s wall they stood

With ready guns and bayonets fixed and battle in their blood.

The hours rolled on, the sun rose high, along the Bride reigned peace,

The early hours’ alarms had died, but yet the wond’ring police

To solve that morning’s mystery not the faintest clue had gained,

And, fearful yet of ruse or trick, their tireless watch maintained.

The sun was sinking in the West behind dark Corrin’s head

When urgent messenger arrived with telegram which read –

‘To-policemen-in-Lisfinny,-health-and-greetings,-sorry-kine-

And-cowboys-were-unruly.-Better-luck-in-future. Pyne.’

A wave of consternation swept o’er every peeler’s face;

‘Twas ruin for them, censure dire, ‘twas unredeemed disgrace;

The fracas was a feint they saw; too late the fact they’d learned

And Pyne had slipped away the while their witless heads were turned.

Yes, Pyne, his mission well fulfilled, had left his castle tall;

Great thousands he’d compelled to hear his suffering country’s call;

The message by Lisfinny sent had wider audience reached

Than plea or protest ever could from other forum preached.

Nor ended was his work: he fought full many a battle more

At home and with his ‘Party’ on the British Commons’ floor;

They did the work their helpless country called for in their day

And paved a path for those to thread who’d follow Freedom’s way.

Large on her history’s page a grateful Ireland yet will write

The names of those who fought and broke vile landlordism’s might,

And high upon that roll of fame will honoured place assign

To him who held Lisfinny fort, the fearless Douglas Pyne.

1Dublin Castle, the seat of British administration in Ireland

* See also the appendix, page 435   (ed)
