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 SONG AND STORY
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ONEGAL has the honour of

being credited with giving an

’ atode to the first human
inhabitants of Ireland. Ac-

cording the Leabhar
Gabhala Partholan landed at and
settled in the place now occcupied by
Ballyshannon. His wife had a favourit2
dog which Partholan slew in a fit ot
jealousy. The dog was buried on the
little island near the estuary, and that
island has ever since been called Inis
Saimer, as Saimer was the name of that
much prized animal. According to
the ancient accounts Saimer was also
the name of the river and of the lake
in Fermanagh. The name of the river
and lake was afterwards changed to
the Erne in memory of a Firbolg chief
called Earnai. The beautiful and use-
ful waterfall, Eas Aodha Ruaidh, is
supposed to owe its name to the fact
that Aodh Ruadh, a monarch of Ire-
land, was drowned there five centuries
before the Christian era. This Red
Hugh was .the father of Macha of the
Golden Hair who, it is stated, built the
Royal Fort of Eamhan Macha, or
Emania, which figures so largely in the
stories of Conor Mac Nessa and the Red
Branch Knights.
O’Donnell Castle of Beal-Atha-Seanaidh
that Red Hugh was welcomed by his
father after his escape from captivity
in 1592, and here also, five years later,
he won his signal victory over the
English forces commanded by Clifford.

to

The principal Castle of the O’'Donnells
was in Donegal Town. Dun na nGall,
or Fort of the Foreigners, was so called,
it is said, because some Danes settled
there in the ninth and tenth centuries.
At the Inquisition held at Lifford in
preparation for the plantation in 1809,
the county was called Donegal after the
place which had been for 200 years the

It was here in the

principal residence cf the Chiefs of the
territory. Aodh Ruadh, son of Niall,
and his wife, Fionnguala, built a
monastery for the Franciscans in Done-
gal, in 1474, and it flourished until its
destruction in 1601. At that time
Niall Garbh, who took the side of the
English, seized the Akbey. Aodh
Ruadh laid seige to it and the fainous
Abbey was burned. Near Donegal the
famous Cathach of Columcille was kept
in the custody of the Mac Groartys.

The Family of Mac an Bhaird were
Ollamhs and Bards to the O’Donnells.

After the flight of the Elarls and the
deaths of Ruaidhri and Cathbharr
O’Donnell, Eoghan Ruadh Mac an
Bhaird wrote a touching elegy. Nuala,
their sister, who was married to Niall
Garbh, but who left him when he threw
in his"lot with the English, is repre-
sented by the poet as standing alone in
the Eternal City weeping over the grave
of her departed brothers:

O woman of the piercing wail,

Who mournest o’er yon mound of clay,
With sigh and groan,
Would God thou wert among the

Gael!

This poem reminds us of ancther
beautiful lament, containing the praises
of Donegal, placed on the lips of Nuala,
daughter of O’Neill, who once reigned
in Tirconaill as the wife of O’'Donnell.

Ir a01dinn, ao1dinn Tip A0 na n-ead,
1r 401NN & DLAD aZur a4 COnac;

Ni aotbne Liom nd 6 PN amac

0 Onpom Tuama 50 Muipdead,

Seoba Tl map DA ap 00 Méip
Inbean éirc ar cuan na nJall,

Taod Daite Arveann Le Srém,

I mamiptip légeal Vim na nSalt.
Ir a0inn, aotdinn béal an Veanpa
AT épge amad ouic maroin ¢eovac;
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Ni aodne tiom nd Déal &éa Seanaro,
1r 6 rin amac 50 oci Opom Cuam!
Ir aodimnn, aoimn iy e Naop,
Ip TOM 4 bpaon 'poap milip a bLAT,
1 reans an reamrnac, it bimn an cuad,
11 bmc Dallad’ le n-a brua¢ a3 rndm.
1 nOin na nSall T& poga Sa¢ 1eoo,
Date Ui Domnaill i+ Liop na Riog,
Ve mo deannacc-ra pd 06

To Léamnar Mon Tipe A0V,

Like Oisin she reveals her identity in
the final stanza:——

1 mé Nuala, nSean Ui NéL

Ui real 1 scéim 1 nOGn na nSall.

Man Zuc Loin 1 oTom Lei péin

T&m ’noir 1 scéin ' mo cetteaban
matl. .

Niall Garbh was detested and little
compassion was felt for him when he
was imprisoned by the English whom
he had assisted. When he died iIn
London in 1626, some poet, probably one
of the O’Clery’s, was charitable enough
to write an elegy. This poem em-
phasises the one virtue that could be
admired in Niall Garbh, his personal
bravery. - Here are a couple of verses
from the poem:—

Niall Garbh O Domhnaill do dhul
A ttor ghiall Grianan Lundan,
Creach ra-domhain do ghabh geall
Ar bharamail Fer nEirenn,

Fedh a therma a ttor an riogh
Foirm Gaoideal gabus dimbriogh,
San tor-sain an tann do-choidh
Dob am osnaidh da a n-onoir.

Leaving untouched the wealth of
historic data associated with the Castles
and Abbeys of Ballyshannon and Done-
-gal, we pass through Inver Naille and
Dun Congaile, near which, acording
to the fireside stories, Gaibidin Gabhna
forged armour and taught prowess to
the young nobles, and pause by the
quiet harbour of Killybegs. This place
is called in Irish “na Cealla Beaga,” or
little cells. These were evidently her-
mit cells, but their exact location has
not been ascertained with certainty.
Curiously enough, the parish is dedi-
cated to St. Catherine of Egypt. There
is a story that a ship once arrived there
from foreign parts with a bishop on
board. The bishop conducted his
fellow passengers to a little nook where
he returned thanks for their safe
delivery from the perils of the sea. He
blessed a well there and dedicated it to
St. Catherine of Egypt. In the 15th
century the Mac Suibhne of Banagh
erected a Franciscan Abbey near his
own castle, and that also was called
St. Catherine’s Abbey. There were
three branches of the Mac Suibhnes in

Donegal: those of Fanad, Doz and
Banagh. They came across ‘rom Scot-
land to Fanad in the 13th century, and
were captains of the Gall Oglaigh of
the O'Donnells. After a couple of
generations one of the Fanad Ma:-
Suibhnes settled in Doe having
wrested their territory from  the
O’Boyles. Some of the Mac Suibhnes
also settled in Connaught and Mun-
ster, and thcse of Banagh were a
branch of the Mac Suibhnes of Con-
naught.

A few ships of the ill-fated Spanish
Armada in 1588 sought slielter in the
harbour of Killybegs. One of them
sank at the harbour mouth; the others,
three in number, under th2 command
of Don Alonzo de Leva, reficizd at Killy-
begs and sailed for Scotland. These
were wrecked on their way east of Pori-
rush. The survivors of thiav disaster
were seized and hanged by the English,
Eight years later, in 1596, three other
Spanish ships "arrived in Killybegs,
bringing an ambassador from Philip of
Spain to O'Neill and O'Donnell. Killy-
begs must have been well known to the
Spaniards in those days.

For a period of about twenty years
during the 18th century, Killybegs was
the centre of a considerable whaling
industry.

We must now hasten on td len-
columbkille, merely bowing our acknow-
ledgments to St, Carthach as we pass.
Over Glencoumbkille towers the majes-
tic Sliabh Liag, whose sea cliffs, rising
1,900 feet above the restless waves, have
no serious scenic competitors in all
Burope. Aodh Mac Bri¢c had his her-
mit. cell on Sliabh Liag in the 6th cen-
tury, and blessed a well there. To this
mountain, according to Colgan, St.
Assicus, the guileless Bishop of Elphin,
repaired for six years to do pénance
becanse he had unwittingly told an
untruth.

Manus O’Donnell, in his life of
Columcille, tells a strange story about
the glen. When St, Patrick banished
the demons from Croagh Patrick, they
came across the bay and settled in the
Sean Ghleann, which they forthwith
enveloped in a thick fog. There they
remained until the time of St. Coluraba.
When the Saint approached the glen
the demons became very angry and one
of them threw a javelin which struck
Cearc, one of Columcille’s attendants.
This took place beside a stream, and the
spot has ever since been called Srath
na Circe, or Cearc’s Holm, St. Columba
threw back the javelin and a holly bush
grew where it fell. Some will perhaps
venture to point .out that bush still in
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Meenaneary.
stone, before which the fog receded.
Finaly he threw a bell, and the demons
fled before it into the sea, where they
were converted into fishes. Lest any
one should catch and be tempted to eat
one of these metamorphosed demons,
an identification mark has been placed
upon them: they bear a red mark, and
are blind of one eye. Manus O'Donnell
further adds that the advent of
Columba was foretold not merely by
prophets but by pagan Druids as well.
Tne celebrated Finn Mac Cumhail, by
chewing his salmon-scorched thumb,
could penetrate the secrets of the future
and disccver the hidden mysteries of the
present. One day he pursued a stag
as far as the Sean Ghleann, but his
usually keen dog refused to close With
its quarry. Suspecting some mysteri-
ous cause for the hound’s inaction, Finn
applied himself vigorousy to his Ordog
Feasa, and it was revealed to him that
a man, who should be known as
Columba, would be korn nine genera-
tions from Cormac, the High King,.and
that the place where the stag stood
would be sacred to him. The place was
called Bealach Damhain, or the path
of the stag.

At a place which, I think, is called Bun
na dTri Sruthan, there stands the re-
mains of what is known as the Spanish
Church. In 1756 a Spanish cruiser was
wrecked on the coast. It was a stormy
night, and a Father OGwen Carr took
shelter from the storm at Malinbeg.
Returning home afterwards with an
attendant he heard moaning coming
from the direction cf the cliffs. He
climbed down and found a dying
Spanish officer praying earnestly.
Father Carr, who had been educated in
Salamanca, spcke Spanish well. He
heard the dying man’s confession, and
gave him the last rites of the Church.
The officer gave him his belt, which was
filled with gold coins. This he gave as
an offering of thanks for the ministra-
tions of a priest at his last moments.
With this money Father Carr repaired
the church at Faugher, and built the
Spanish Church, whose walls are still
standing.

Much could be said about the monas-
tery, the wells, the crosses, and the
Turas of Glencolumbkille, but time does
not permit,

There is a poem entitled “Cruach an
tSagairt” which has Sliabh Liag for its
setting. It begins:

Racaro mire piap 50 mullac¢ Stéibe
1458

To dEercrn mé an pral Acamp Domnall.

I furoe Llom nd bligm Fo 0Ti'n 14 A

The Saint then threw a

a1 mé ag Tmall,
TAMMAINST Apt an CLER ant poEnam.

The poem is rather obscure. It
describes the hospitality of the priest,
and gives an exaggerated description
of the natural wealth and beauty of the
place. Probably this poem was written
in the Penal Days when an tAthair
Domhnall spent a month on the moun-
tain to minister to the faithful of the
surrounding district. It ends thus:

Tiocraro opainn an LA & mbérv crum-
ma ap an dan,

Sin nuap a BéAr ca¢ ag éime. 'p nil
A0N Peacad aam a noearn muo

1 ngan f1or N6 Or 4nro, nac mbérd
unn ‘ndp Lam-repidinn.

Faraor, ip riNne  4aT4, map  Caoimy
VEAD an rrd1o,

0 ¢anlt muro Ap rcdc oiom, 'ré an
tdéa Vomnall atéa mé ndo,

So scumowgro Ri ng nSparc’ €, 'r
Tan 4agamnn amm ac rpar miora.

In all mountainous districts the sheep
is a very important possession. Up till
very recent times the old Brehon Laws
geverning the grazing of sheep were ob-
served in Teelin and Glencolumbkille.
The sheep were coralled and counted
in the spring. Some trusted man acted
as brehon, and allotted the sheep to
each farmer in proportion to the
amount of arable land he possessed.
The pecple were fond of their sheep,
and one does not wonder that some poet
should be moved to express in song
what is felt by the poor owners cf a few
valued sheep. The Teelin peet, Eamonn
O hAsgain, wrote a song, in the form
of a dialogue between himself and a
little sheep, in which he warns her to
keep from nibbling the young corn, lest
dire consequences should follow:

A ¢aona Beas Oilir, pan tuap 3o clonn
miora,
Ir nd 1:)1‘ tura a3 irbid an Seamap Sac

H

N6 vewppean 'un torige €, LETD VIOK-
BaL &’ B onc,

’Sna¢ TR ouic an ni vednam cup-
rear ta un baip.

Ni coolaim ran o1dce a¢ a3 ornaidil
11 4% rmaoitid,

S0 Mbérd Tura 1 LPRIOPAN pearca Faot

¢amn ;
A¢ a prTomin mo ¢poroe, reacamn an
ni aval,
Curear an Trniom ap 00 rgeavaman
ban.

Going eastwards we pass through the
land where the names of Cona] Caol,
Seanachan and Dallan Forgaill still
linger on the lips of the seanachaidhe.
Around the Gweebdrra we may pick up



JOURNAL OF THE OOUNTY DONEGAL HISTORICAL SOCIETY. 4

a few so%o 5 The la;in&l& for Egmoux;ln
Buid yle was ] up by the
late Morris, and placed in his
splendid collection. This . BEamonn
Buidhe was ]:gﬂed overrdtwglh}mgec}
years ago in the graveyard of Inis Caol
at the mouth of the Gweebarra, where
St. Conal Caol built a church. The
O'Boyles’ were a powerful family once
and gave their name to the Barony of
Boylagh. This is the first stanza of
the song:—

A €amoinn Durve-mo rile Léan 't mo
Cnao—

na
Vo ¢ora raot L1ag, it TE'n Tip reo 00O
01a1d man td ;
Ir ti bdindin ba oilre vo fiop-reoit
Saeveat Cpie’ Fai,
In Inp Caoil, papaop, 1 5ené 50 bpac.

In another stanza the poet reminds
- the tombstone of the treasure that lies
beneath it:

4n eol ouitre, a Mon-¢LO¢ N6 14p-leac

an,
An reopc 4 aicme 4an ¢6in Bert mp an
" Tip reo ap otar
NiL beo ven pop rin a¢ oir N6 T,
Ir b0V DP6D opT. TE Oir-Gipte Fa¢
Daotgilead pic.

Then we meet with humorous songs.
In the song called “An Ghiobog,” a
young man bewails his marriage to a
wife who has proved herself a useless
housekeeper:

Duam mon ’ra’ taca reo, ba vear mo
cuLai éavars;

Da Latrap, éaociom, aigeantd, o

Véangann bean 4 Hréasao.

A¢ fanntuid mire an $10065, man bi
clipla b6 manp rpré aice,

AZup O'FAS P A an anar mé, asup
mo ¢roiceann Tedl Tan Léo.

A buacalli, 'r a duacailli, an méro
A34a1d td Tan Porav,

N& panncuis1d ’idpe an 510065 map
Feall apn Beasdn bolacc;

D’pednr Llom cailin §lan a5am a5
PiLllead varh TRAENONA,

N& luart Burde na reactamne te cup
4Amac Vg Domnats.

The emigration of our boys to Scot-
land has always been a source of grief
and anxiety to the parents they leave
behind them at home. Here are a
couple of verses from a song in which
a father reveals his anxiety and love
for his sons:—

Nuam 4 Teim an papnse Sapd ’ré mo
¢roroe Biop cpraroce,
Smaoititt an na dbuscatlti md vionn

Mav an ng bavAIL;

Suwrommre Ri na ndingedal-Sé pocpu-
Sear na planéro—

So Lleig1d Sé rldn na buacallli san
contabaine an IT Baroce.

Ta
T4

asonear 1 nDoipe Leac Conaill
na¢ Bracar amam ran AT ping
Tupar a5 Naom Conall ann agup
mionbdilti To Lanman;

A¢ veme nior prantaide nd mo ¢lann-

ra ni prad Mao Le rdil ann,
T4 ol agam nap peacwy triao 0
vAITPTEaD 14D ‘ha LPAIPTIO.

Coming through the Rosses we cast
our eyes seaward, and note the many
isles that lend enchantment to this part
of the Donegal coast. Omne of these,
Inis Mac Duirn, or Rutland, has passed
on a legend which has bzen relieved in
a cameo of beautiful verse by Brigid
MacGinley, the poetess of Glenswilly.
This poem I find in William Harkin’s
“North-West Donegal.”

Arranmore, which was the scene of a
tragic drowning disaster a few years
ago, has witnessed more than one
tragedy in the course of its history.
The following is the brief outline of a
story that has come down to us from
the latter half of the 17th century.
There lived at that time on Arranmore
two splendid types of manhood, who
were also fast friends: Aodh Ban
O’Donnell and Seamus Crone O‘Gal-
lagher. Aodh Ban was then in the
prime of life, the sole support of an
aged mother, and Seamus Crone was in
his declining years. One of Cromwell’s
captains, named Conynham, lived in
Doe Castle whence the Mac Suibhnes’
had been expelled. This captain used
to raid the country around for booty
whenever the evil impulse incited him.
He raided Arranmore and took posscs-
isslic;an m;)t all the cattle and sheep on the

The people fled in terror and some
hid themselves in the caves. Unfor-
tunately one woman looked cut from
her hiding place and was observed by
a picket of soldiers. Conynham, on
hearing of the presence of refugees
hidden on the island, set a party of

————soldiers by land, and another by sea, to

seek out-the hapless people whom he
had robbed. A horrible massacre en-
sued. Some of the people estaped, in-
cluding Aodh Ban and Seamus Crone.
Among the victims was the aged
mother of Aodh, and he swore a solemn
oath that he would avenge his mother’s
murder. He and Seamus made their
way in due time to the vicinity of Doe
Castle, and awaited their cpportunity.
One day they observed Conynham ride
forth with only a single attendant.
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There were two paths, any one of which
Conynham might choose. Aodh lay in
wait along cne path, and Ssamus took
the other. The captain came along
the path which Seamus, the elderly
man, was guarding. The captain
noticed him, and prepared to give fight,
but Seamus was too quick for him: he
discharged his blunderbuss, killing the
horse and wounding the captain in the
leg. The captain appealed for mercy,
but Aodh Ban, hearing the report of the
blunderbuss, rushed up and ended the
career of Conynham, saying: “I will
show you mercy when you restore the
life of my mother and my friends whom
you have slaughterd without provoca-
tion.” Both men were outlawed, and
a reward of £500 was offered for their
capture. They made their way to
Owey Island, and a party of 21 soldiers
under an officer, on information . re-
ceived, was sent to arrest them. Ar-
riving at the shore, the soldiers had no
means of crossing to the island, and
they began to pass the time by playing
games on the strand. Seamus Crone,
dressed in female garb, but carrying his
blunderbuss under his cloak, made a
pretence of gathering shellfish. He
gradually approached the soldiers, and
suddenly opened fire, killing five of
them before they recovered from their
surprise.  Getting behind a rock he
despatched a few more. He was soon
joined by his friend, and not one of the
party of soldiers escaped. The last
man fell at Oilean na gConrach, or the
Island of the Coffins, on Cruit strand.

A ship was once wrecked on the is-
land and the Arran people helped
themselves to what they could find.
One poor boy merely took a rope which
he needed as a buarach, or halter, for
a cow. He was arrested, brought to
Lifford, transported, and never heard
of again. The incident is commemorat-
ed in a song which we find in Henry
Morris’ collection.

An L& pmoa 0'RES mipe
Locdin Liag, ;

Ui na volcai ap mo ¢aom-copp, agup
rion a3 oul 1 m'agaro;

Ap out anonn ap Véat o
vVam, fLUue mé mo Héal,

’S a5 cead¢ mop Voie Locam o’6L mé
mo part.

rréro o

S an L& pm Bi an capta Lan 1 ngeanp
00 Daile Féw,

Tame Papcotan O Damgiy 1p tug pé
Dam THEAT;

At a ou prio Datte an Dpoi¢ro oam
ba Brona¢ mo peéal,

'S up a3 ppriordn oub 1 Leit-beanp
Fuam mé oemmean 'a¢ aon reéal.

The most stirring event connected
with Gweedore is the arrest of Father

Onro1cro

MacFadden, and the killing of Inspector
Martin, on Sunday, the 3rd of February,
1889. Father MacFadden had cham-
pioned his people’s cause against the
grinding tyranny of the landlords. An
order was given for his arrest but, like
the Chief Priests of the Jews long ago,
the civil authorities feared a tumult
among the people. The priest’s house
was guarded by police. A night or two
before the arrest, Constable Keenan
was patrelling in front of the house
when something happened that made
him chill with terror. He averred that
he saw, in the moonlight, the form and
face of Inspector Martin lying dead,
adorned with helmet and sword, but
robed and shrouded as for the grave.
He gazed at this form in wonder for a
few moments. Then a cloud passed
over the face of the moon, and when
the moon shone forth again the appari-
tion had disappeared. Martin very
unwisely decided to arrest the priest on
Sunday morning. Police surrounded
the church, and Martin, with seven
men, took up his position on the steps
that led from the church to the resi-
dence of the priest. After Mass, as
Father MacFadden was returning to his
house, Inspector Martin intercepted

him, and said: “I arrest you.” “Pro-
duce your authority, sir,” said the
pries’, Thereupon the Inspector

grabbed the priest's soutane by the

collar, rather roughly, and at the same

time brandished the sword which he

held in his hand. The cry went

through the people that the priest was

being killed. The crowd rushed in and

the Inspector, releasing his hold, tried

to keep them back with his sword.

Father Mac Fadden was escorted to his

house by two policemen, while the

Inspector strove to ward off the angry

crowd. In the ensuing confusion In-

spector Martin received a violent blow,

and he fell to rise no more.

'Twas on the 3rd February on' the

morn of that day,

From Derrybeg they thought to take
our holy priest away,

All by the late Inspector, with his
naked sword in hand,

He did his best for to arrest our holy
clergyman. :

The wolf is seen, his looks were keen,
that morning on the rock,

His eyes did gaze all for to seize the
shepherd of our fleek. .

To save the priest that morning, they
faced both steel and ball,

How the tyrant fel] no one can tell,
that day in Donegal. .

A few years prior to this incident
Gweedore was stirred by the news of
the execution of one of her sons, Pat
O'Donnell, for the shooting of James
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Carey. There is no need to repeat that
sad story, as it is well known to young
and old. A young man is compelled
to kill the informer who has betrayed
those who took part with him in a
senseless assassination. That young
man pays the extreme penalty, and be-
comes the subject of a song which is
still frequently heard:

My name is Pat ('Donnell, ’'m a
native of Donegal,

I am, you know, a deadly foe to
traitors one and all.

For the shooting of James Carey, I
lie in London town,

And on the dreadful scaffold my
life T must lay down.

Time does not permit us to dwell on
the many associations of Cloghaneely
and Tory, the legendary tales of
Fomorians and Nemidians, and the divi-
sion of the territory by Columba,
Dubhthach, Fionan and Beaglaoch for
the spreading of the faith on the islands
and mainland.

We cannot, however, pass over the
harrowing episode connected with Tory.
After the abortive rebellion of Cahir
O'Doherty in 1608, a remnant of the
insurgents followed Sean Mac Mhagh-
nuis Og O'Donnell to Tory.

The English, under Sir Henry Folliot
and Captain Gore, having hunted and
slain the fugjtives on the mainland,
burned all the boats, set guards on the
shore and invested the garrison on
Tory. According to the abominable
practice, which they had been in the
habit of adopting, the lives of a few
were promised on condition that the
heads of so many of the insurgents
were handed over. One cannot think
without a feeling of horror at the
callous butchery that marked this last
episode of the rebellion. Let us now
withdraw from the gloomy shade, and
look at Ithe light that relieves the
pieture.

The “Crubach” is a very popular song.
The Crubach was the name of a cow
that had been bought, it is said, by
Eamonn O Dubhgain, of Tory. The
cow disappeared, and Eamonn’s search
for his cow was made the theme of a
humourous song:

An L4 Cuard an ¢pava¢ 0 Copaid,

, niop COTAIL M £ODAN NA Féan,

S niop Le1s rire bamgeac Le hocnar,
AC cumard 4 Beit mnpdt oul Prap.

Niond 404 4 reaL ap an oiledn zup

,o  Cmall pToap air 50 Tit mon,

S e vaoine na¢ SCOIPCEID 1M an
Tupdp 30 nIlangard i Timceall
Saot Dobdain.

D’éig Gamonn O Dudzain 'na fea-
ram, 1 O'frappnd cd oteatad

a4 Yo,

Nudpav 5o pad + Min &’ Claoars, no6
mn Inip D6 Finne 04 Comam.
Deip_vaomne mad cuad ri 5o Cpoit

Suige naé baosal of pittead nior

mo,
N6 tid Copmac Ruad ovednarh cuppats
P SUN 415€ T& cpoiceann na bo.

Cormac Ruadh, of Crolly, was suspect-
ed, because there was a party gathered
there that could keep a bishop in con-
versation while the pot kept singing on
the fire:

Ir oona 4 ¢Laord mMmé mo tupar-an
riudal ndn £45 cMoOT 1IN Mo rTuaic
On tuinno ‘nonn ppin Dun na tewce, v
5o Croi¢ Suige ¢ Copmac Ruad
D1 cditlitip 'na cipe ann, Lucc Tteagame,
1 niop o Leo-ran mapdad na o
Coinneocad riao cOmpdd le h€arvos,
‘p an POTA ap 4an Temrd Tabdil

ceoil.

We now come to Doe Castle. The
Mac Suibhnes’ came to Fanad in the
13th century. One of these, Domhnall
Mor, came to Doe in 1360. The _last
of the Mac Suibhnes’ of Doe was Maol
Muire an Bhata Bhuidhe, who with
Niall Garbh, took the side of the Eng-
lish. He was not, however, allowed
to remain in possession of his estates.
He was a proud man, and rejected, with
indignation the suit of Turlogh Og
Boyle for the hand of his daughter,
Eileen. Turlogh lived at Faugher, and
the walls of his residence may still be
seen on the right-hand side of the road
as one approaches Port na Blagh from
Creeslough. .

With haughty pride, he says: “Abide,
at Faugher by the sea; for you'll never
wed the daughter of Maol Muire an
Bhata Bhuidhe.”

O'Boyle persisted in seeing Eileen, but
Maol Muire became aware of their sec-
ret meetings. He ambushed, seized,
and eventually slew the unfortunaie
O’'Boyle, or allowed him to die of hunger
in a dungeon. When the corpse was
being consigned to the earth Eileen,

. from the tower of the castle, recognised

the features of her lover. She died of
grief, but a balled states that she threw
herself in frantic dismay from the castle
battlements.

Moving southwards, we come to Gar-
tan, the birthplace of Columecille. This
was the scene of a heartrending spec-
tacle in 1862, when Stewart, the land-
lord, evieted 125 tenants to be shipped



1

JOURNAL OF THE COUNTY DONEGAL HISTORICAL SOCIETY.

to Australia. The cries of those people
could be heard for miles around as they
bade farewell to the hills and moorlands
that had afforded them a meagre sus-
tenance. Not far distant is the Doon
well beside the imposing rock, where,
according to tradition, the princes of
Tirconail] were successivey inaugurated
as chiefs over their people. It is more
likely, however, that the inauguration
took place in the monastery of Kilma-
crenan,

Near Kilmacrenan, there lived in 1798
a man named Manus O'Donnell, who
was then about 40 years of age. He had
joined the United Irishmen, and was
appointed captain and second in com-
mand of the local forces. He was ar-
rested on the information of a spy and
cast into a loathsome dungeon, where for
some weeks with hands and feet bound
in chains, he endured extréme discom-
fort. An attempt was made to bribe
him, but he scornfully refused to pur-
chase his literty and a pension at the
expense of dishonour. Next year, 1799,
he was tried at Lifford by a military
tribunal. As sufficient evidence to se-
cure a conviction was not forthcoming,
‘he was promised liberty on condition
that he engaged in combat with a
niounted dragoon. The dragoon was to
‘be.armed with a sword and lance, while
O’Donnell, on foot, should have only his
pike. ~C'Donnell was restricted to de-
fensive measures, but the dragoon had
received secret instructions to kill his
adversary. The day was fixed, and the
encounter took place between Lifford
and Strabane, in a field near where the
Finn and Mourne become the Foyle.
Manus, with the first tilt of his pike, cut
the reins of the horse, making him un-
managable for the rider. He succeeded
in eluding the next attack by the
dragoon, and, as the rider was passing,
caught his jacket with the hook of his
weapon and unhorsed him. The dra-
goon lay at the mercy ‘of O'Donnzll,
who, however, made no attempt even
to wound him. Instead of getting cre-
dit for ‘this feat, Manus incufred the
displeasure of the president of the court
for not dying by the hand of the dra-
goon.. He ordered that Manus should
receive. 500 lashes. The timely arrival
of Lord Cavan prevented this outrage.
‘Having heard whathad transpired, Lord
Cavan ordered Manus to be set at
liberty. Manus ODonnell ended his
days in peace, and was buried in Gar-
‘tan in 1844.

As we are dealing with song as well as
story, we must linger for a while around
Glenswilly. There is a very popular
song, entitled “The Hills of Glenswilly”,
written long ago by Michael Mac Ginley,
who died here in Ballybofey a few years
ago. ‘

Then we have a poem of considerable
merit, written by Brigid Mac Ginley,
whom we have already mentioned. This
poem is entitled, “The Hills of Donegal.”

I love their purple heather. and their
rushes, waving green;

I love to see their summits gilt with
sunset’s golden sheen;

I love the smiling valleys, where the
cooling dew-drops fall,

‘Mid the heath-clad hills, the cloud-
capped hills, the hills of Donegal.

There is another song, entitled “The
Hills of Donegal”, composed, I believe,
by the late Niall Mac Giolla Bhrighde,
of Creeslough. The exile, having de-
scribed his sympathetic reaction to all
the familiar scenes from Creeslough to
Moville, becomes reminiscent on reach-
ing Tory.

Among those hills St. Columcille left
miracles and cures,

In shrines and dells and holy wells,
with powers that still endure:
Green Gartan’s cell and old Doon

. Well, St. Fionan’s waterfall,
Are faithful shrines of Christain times
on the hills of Donegal.

We have not time to dwell on the
many associations of Letterkenny and
its surroundings. At any rate, the de-
feat of Scarif Hollis and the victory of
O’Donnell over Shane O’Neill at Fearsat
Mor are well known incidents of history.
From the lore of this district I shall
select one episode, because it has always
appealed to the imagination of the
people. Godfrey O’Donnell had defeat-
ed Maurice Fitzgerald, the Lord Justice,
at Credan Cille, in Sligo, and was re-
covering from his wounds in his cran-
nog on Lough Veigh, when word was
brought that O'Neill was marching on
Tirconaill. He was carried on a litter
at the head of his army to Conwall,
where the forces met, The forces of
Tyrone were routed, but Godfrey died
at the moment of victory, and was
buried at Conwall. Aubrey de Vere has
related the incident in a stirring song,
from which I take a stanzas:

All worn and wan, and sore with wounds
from Credan’s bloody frey,

In Donegal for weary months the proud
O’Donnel] lay;

Around his couch in bitter grief his
trusty clansmen wait,

And_ silent watch, with aching hearts,
his faint and feeble state,

~ We must pass over Rathmullan, with
its Abbey, the kidnapping of Red Hugh,
and she Flight of the Earls. Opposite
the Church of Massmount, in Fanad,
across the eastern.arm of the Mulroy,
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lies the townland of Lurgacloghan. There,
according to a persistent tradition, was
born the Miss Patterson who became
the wife of Jerome Bonaparte in Ame-
rica. ‘Opposite this place, on the other
side of the water, towards the south,
lies the townland of Moross, where still
stands the remains of one of the Mac
Suibhne residences on Carraig Feile. In
a house in Moross, on the night of the
1st April, 1878, a crowd of men came to-
gether to decide upon putting an end to
the Harl of Leitrim, whose tyranny was
pecoming daily more unbearable. Three
men crossed the bay to Cratloe and
waited for Lord Leitrim to pass that
way in the morning of 'the 2nd of April.
Only two men lay in ambush; the third
man was away on the hillside acting as
scout. Lord Leitrim came along with
his clerk and driver. A car bearing the
Earl’s luggage was a considerable dis-
tance behind, as the horse that drew
that car was conveniently lame. The
men who awaited the landlord had no
practice in the use of arms, and their
gun was only an old mended pistel.
They opened fire. One of Lord Leit-
rim’s attendants was shot, the other
died of heart failure, but the object of
attack was untouched. The frighten2d
horses galloped off to Milford, and Lord
Leitrim faced his assailants. H2 was
armed, aund the issue of the attack re-
mained for a moment uncertain. One
of the men, who was a giant in strength,
broke the Earl’s shoulder with the butt
of his pistol as he was on the point of
firing. A few blows broke his skull, and
Lord Leitrim fell to rise no more. The
two men tock to the boat and came
across to the Hawk’s Nest, on Ranny
Hill. One came home by road; the
other took to the hills, crossed Knock-
alla, and reached home before the day
was far advanced. Neither was appre-
hended. The scout was arrested, and
died in Liffcrd Jail. The giant died of
fever a good many years ago; the other
lived until he had passed well over his
80th year, and only died a short time
ago. Many songs were composed to
keep this event in mind. One of those
songs would make it appear that the
men who killed Lord Leitrim met him
by accident, and made their decision on
the spot.

They rambled over moor and mead,
their hearts irom care being free,
Until they came to a wooded shade
convenient to the sea.
And there awhile at rest they lay, for
they had come afar,
when scarcely half-a-mile away they
did observe a car.

With steady pace it onward came, and
as it near them drew,
The hated form of Leitrim appeared

to them in view. )
Says one: “It is the landlord, for him
right weil I know, .
This day I am determined to prové
his overthrow.”

The other being quite satisfied with
what his friend did state,

Says: “We’l]l hold the ground whereon
we stand and for the ,landlord
wait: ’

For he has caused full many a tear
these thirty years and more:

We’ll put an end to his career this day
on Cratloe Shore.”

An eﬂortkof resistance he instantly did
make,
But in firing off his pistol he made a
great mistake;
His enemies escaped -him, as
understand,
And .his driver fell a victim to his
cruel, tyrannous hand.

In Carrigart wé: finf:a: tombstone,
which records that the "Rév. Dominick
O’Donnell departed this lifé in 1793..He
had been & priest; forsook:the Faith,
married the rector’s daughter; and-later
was, himself, appointed rector., He had
a brother who was a priest. To this
brother is attributed the song, which
represents the mother lamenting her
son’s defection.

you may

Cndo onc, a Voimnic Ui Vomnailt,
Na¢ mains amam a connaie €a;
Ui ti oo faganc Ota DVomnais,
Ap marom Dia Luam oo rimmipeip,

PiLL, piL, 4 namnm o6,

PiLL, a piain 6, asur nd h-imerd nam
PiLL one, 4 ¢uto an Traosail mom,
I T¢iP1o ©h 'n L0 md PirLLéann ¢,

D4 dreicted 0o veaptan ap an alToéIm
Dia Domnarg .

A5 Lé1Sea ve leabap 4 popcannary,

A biop an a Leicinn 30 bponaé,

It € 3uL pdn Trasanc 65 ‘na e,

A similar story comes to us from In-
ishowen. In the beginning of the 17th
century, a man named MacLaughlin
lived {n Claar, below Moville. He had
two sens, Domhnall and Peter, who were
to study for the priesthood. It was ne-
cessary for them to go abroad for their
education. On their voyage to 'the Con-
tinent they were shigpwrecked and cast
on the shore of England. A gentleman
took them to his house and offered to
educate them if they conformed to the
Protestant religion. Domhnall accepted
the offer, but Peter refused. Peter went
to the Continent afid became a priest,
while his brother remained in England,
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where he became a _minister of the
established church. By a strange coin-
cidence, one became in after years the
parish priest, and the other he rector,
of Clonmany. The mother, like Domi-
nick O’'Donnell’s mother, expressed her
grief for her son’s error.

U’ pednn ouic bert a3 buacanlescc vo,
Vo vata 0o vopn i PluIvEos ofT,
14 0o furve an fumneosai anoa,
A5 éirteace le I[LOCad mimpTip.

With less of sorrow could I view to-
MOrrow
My lost one herding on the mountain
. lrown,
Than strange doctrines teaching, and
new tehets preaching,
At yon lordly window in " his silken
‘gown.

We take our last stand on Aileach.
Much that would have been of interest
I have to omit. But I have tried 'to
. make my sketchy talk as fair and as
comprehensive as the extent and variety
of the subject maitter allowed. Aileach
stands there like a messenger from the

past, tantalisingly revealing the relics
of ancient splendour, vet holding from
us its inscrutable secrets. It stood
there in its strength long before the
dawn of history. Its wall, 10 to 15 feet
thick, built with huge stones, without
cement, like those of Dun Aenguis,
Staigue Fort and Knockfennel, indicate
either a race of giants or a marvel of
co-operative strength. This siyle of
building has been called Cyclopean Ar-
chitecture, because it resembles the con-
struction of the walls of Mpycenae,
which, the Greeks thought, were built
by the Cyclops. The kings of the royal
line of Niall, the O'Neills and the
O’Lochlainns, lived there until it was
burned by Murtagh O/Brien in 1101.

Buf the ruins still remain to remind
us of the past.

God bless the grey mountains of dark
Don

egal, .
God bless Royal Aileach, the pride of
them all;
For she sits evermore like a queen on
her throne
To guard the deep valleys of green In-
nishowen.




