Castlelyons by the Bride.
O’er the waves far away there’s a dear smiling vale

In the bright sunny South of my own Innisfail,

‘Mid whose beauties my boyhood roamed careless and free

And which still haunts my heart, here in lands o’er the sea.

By soft hills girdled round, there the whole sunshine seems

To gleam bright on its groves and dance gay on its streams,

And, with balm richly laden, the soft breezes glide

O’er that loveliest of valleys, Cas’lyons by the Bride

How oft as I strayed round Kilcor’s upland ways

Did I pause, on the grandeur beneath me to gaze

Where the fair charms of Nature strewn lavish and grand

Where all gemmed and embellished by art’s happy hand

More than once on this scene as in rapture I gazed,

While the sinking sun’s beams on the bright river blazed,

Have I thought if in all this great world far and wide

There was spot half so sweet as Cas’lyons by the Bride.

Now on Mem’ry’s fair map can I see it all spread,

All as clear as if camped on Kilcor’s lofty head,

All the leas and the lawns and the dells wooded deep,

All the halls and the homes through the arbours that peep;

And there slumbering beside is the ancient town set

Where the fortress and fane raise their ruined walls yet;

While, like guardian on high, in its lone crested pride

Towering Corrin looks down on Cas’lyons by the Bride.

How I envy that sun as it sinks out of sight,

‘Twill have looked on Cas’lyons ere I next see its light,

But to-morrow a message back here it will bear

From the haunts and the hearths and the friends I left there.

From the ‘Bridge’ and the ‘Cross’ and the ‘Weir’ in the glade,

From the bowers where we loitered, and the parks where we played;

From the spot where beloved ones sleep now side by side

‘Neath the oaks and the yews in Cas’lyons by the Bride.

Cas’lyons had its kings in the great days gone by

When their banners in battle’s red front blazed on high1
But Liathan’s lovely land was a prize all too rare

For the greed of the rude Norman spoilers to spare.

Wrested foul by rude force from its owners of old

It was swayed by the stranger while long centuries rolled,

But the foreigner ’s now fled with his train o’er the tide

And the People hold power in Cas’lyons by the Bride.

And now when it’s basking in Freedom’s young beams,

–The hope that long dazzled my boyhood’s bright dreams–

Doubly dear seem to me in that new light’s glad ray

All its glories and grandeur and glamour today.

Oh, may happiness ever, dear homeland of mine,

And peace, that most priceless of treasures, be thine,

And may blessed abundance ne’er cease to abide

In thy lawns and thy leas, sweet Cas’lyons by the Bride.

1. Muirkertach, son of a chief of Hy-Leathain, and Geivennach, son of Duggan, chief of Fermoy, fought at the Battle of Clontarf on the central division of Brian’s army (Haverty’s History of Ireland).

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s ‘note’ in respect of this item is as follows:

Castlelyons by the Bride.
The parish of Castlelyons, a few miles south of Fermoy, has probably been more to the fore in Irish history than any other parish by Bride or Blackwater. For many centuries from the time of Saint Patrick onwards it was the headquarters of  powerful family named Lyons, or Lehane, whose domains stretched well to the south. It was after that family the parish and the village, or town as it was called, were named.

But the Lehane sept was displaced in the years after the arrival of the Normans, though they did not give up without a struggle. Much of their area fell into the hands of a Norman family, the De Barris, and it continued so for a number of centuries. That family remained loyal to the British interest throughout turbulent years, but its “heads” proceeded eventually to overspend their possessions and got into financial difficulties, all of which were aggravated by the accidental burning of the castle in the Seventeen Seventies. Soon afterwards the family’s dominance in the area, as Barrymore’s came to an end. But the ruins of their once massive castle remain a conspicuous sight near the village of Castlelyons.

Not far from that old ruin, and in the village itself, is another historic ruin, of a monastery. It was closed when the Irish monasteries generally were suppressed under Henry VIII.

The poem is on a familiar theme – an emigrant from the place, abroad for some years, looking back in fancy to where he grew up and growing nostalgic about it. The emigrant in this instance was a Castlelyons priest who had spent long years on Mission work in Perth, Australia. The poem is largely based on a conversation the author had with him during a visit to the homeland.

(The word Castlelyons is in pronunciation usually shortened to two syllables “Cas-lines”. It is to be so read in the poem.)

