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Madire Bhui Ni Laoire
lived in the western parts
of the Parish of Iveleary,
quite close to the Parish of

Kilmacomogue (Bantry)

In Brian Brennana book - Maire Bhui Ni
Laoire A Poet Of Her People, published by
Collins Press in 2000, he describes Madire
Bhui as “a true local heroine; a popular
Munster folk poet of the nineteenth century
whose creative contribution barely registers
in Irish literary scholarship” Commenting
on the relative obscurity of her poems and
songs, he goes on to say that “she came
from an Irish literary tradition that remains
virtually inaccessible to all but the Irish-
speaking or Irish-reading minority of the
Irish people”.

Maire Bhui was illiterate. Her poems and
songs were orally transmitted. This puts
her on the far side of the class divide,
separating the less privileged strata of Irish
society — characterised by oral tradition,
the Irish language and poverty - from the
side representing literacy, English and all
the trappings of patriarchal and colonialist
modernity” However, much of her work

is now written down and preserved in

archives. Two of her poems/songs Ar
Leacain na Gréine and Cath Céim an Fhia
were (officially or otherwise!) part of the
curriculum for those of us who attended
Inchiclough National School in late 19507.
The first poem, with extracts hereunder,
express her hope that the French invasion
into Bantry Bay in 1796 would help the
Irish peasants in their struggle with rack
rents, landlordism and evictions, inflicted
on them by the English laws, and then her

disappointment when it failed.

Theobald Wolfe Tone went to France in
1796 and persuaded the ruling Directory
that a French-backed rebellion in Ireland
could be a first step towards a French
military victory over the English. In
December 1796 the expedition arrived
into Bantry Bay, led by General Hoche. On
board was Wolfe Tone and 15,000 troops.
Tone had arranged an uprising in Ireland
to accompany this French landing. The

idea was supported by many including the

poets of Munster. Maire Bhui Ni Laoire was
one such poet, and she wrote her song Ar
Leacain na Gréine (On A Sunny Hillside)
in which she expressed hope that the
English would be defeated, and the United
Irishmen, founded in Belfast by Tone,

would gain dominance.

Image: The Destruction of the French Armada, James Gillray
Image in the Public Domain



By Mdire Bhui Ni Laoire Extracts from AR Le(IC(IiH N GRéiHe

By Mdire Bhui Ni Laoire

Gach duine acu chifir minigh doibh bri Each one that you see, explain to them the gist of the news
mo scéil,

Go bhruilimid a§ ciocht §o buinear Faoi That in full strength they are coming, well-supplied with
ShrAu is Faoi philéar bullets and shot -

Gearradh ghroi au Laoiseach, sax Stout-hearted supporters, hastening, Louis, and the
Spdinneach dd rEir, Spaniard complying -

Go Bauba ag ciochc gan mhoill le grasca To Banba they are coming, without delay, by the grace of
(Dhic Oé. God's son.

(M ar caichridh dul sios o hiochtar Clar For I must go to the North of Lorc’s Plain with the news

lLuirc lem scéal

Go bheaca-sa au Fleec I bhaoide ‘na That I have seen the Fleet in Whiddy, equipped in full
ladnchumas creéiu. power.
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The invasion in Bantry Bay 1796 was a
failure for many reasons including fog and
storm at sea and a severe off shore wind
when those of them who succeeded in
making it in to Bantry Bay, Crown forces
in Cork city were quickly alerted, came to
Bantry, were accommodated there. Hence,
the expedition leaders, had little choice but
to abandon their attempted landing, and

returned to France.

Maire Bhui articulated the disappointment
of the nation in the following extract from

her song ‘On a Sunny Hillside.

My warrior sweet, of the fleet don’t
talk any more

So distressful to me the grief it has
brought to our shore

The winds blow so fierce oer the
deep, to scatter them sore

And our men chained they keep,
like the queen on the far lands of
yore.

A few years later, in 1882, the Battle
of Keimaneigh took place between
the Whiteboys who were known
locally as Rockites and the local
battalion of yeomanry. The scene
was The Pass of Keimaneigh, which
at that time was just a sheep path
through the Shehy Mountains,
between the summits of Bealick
and Foilastookeen. Maire Bhui Ni
Laoire lived nearby and, apparently
witnessed the skirmish. From that
experience comes her famous poem

Cath Céim an Fhia.

Above: Vintage postcard showing Inchigeela lakes between Inchigeela and Ballingeary

Below: Keimaneigh Pass, image credit: Mike Searle from www.talesandsceals.wordpress.com
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Cois abhainu Ghleanuna an Chéama in dibh
Laoshaire ‘sea bhimse

R(Mar a dcéann an Fia san oiche chun siorchodladh
soil

AS machuamh seal liom féinig ag déanamh mo
smaoince

Ag ¢éisceachc I gcoillce le binnghuch na n-¢€iw;
Nuair a chuala an cac hag ceachc auiar,

Is SlOR na n-each ag ceachc le sians,

le puaim an airm do chrich au sliabh

Is mioR bhinu linn a NGIOR.

Thdanadar 5o naimhdeach mar a ciocra garda de
chona ui

Is mo chumhasa Na sarfhir do padsadh Faoi bhrOu.
Nior Fhan bean NG pdisce I mbun dicribh na cf acu

Ach na garcha do bhi acu, agus milce olagon,

Cach Céim au Fhia

By Mdire Bhui Ni Laoire

AS Féachainc ar an NSArda a5 ceachc laidir ‘Na
dcimpeall,

Ag ladmhach is ag lionadh is ag scaoileadh ‘na dcreo;
Al lia Sur lean a bhrad I gciau,
Sé duirc gach fFlaich ur mhaich leis criall:

‘Gluaisisi mear cd an cach dd rRian agus céimis ‘na
chomhair’

Thduadar na sarrhir I gcoim achais le Clanna Gaeil
Is chomdineadar na pdincigh le paduaidh ar seol.

Is sairid duinn 5o dc,ainig lamh laidir ar dcimpeall
Oo sheol amach dr ndaoine o FiorR-mhoch FEN §ceo,
AN Barrach ‘na bhumbdille, Baruec agus Beecher,

Dedges agus Faoicigh is na milce eile leo;
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Ri na bhrearc 5o lasaidh iad,
Gau chlu, sau mheas, Sanu Rach, SO séan

I dcince ceasa a measc N bpian Sau Faoiseamh 5o
deo!

Céad moladh mor le hiosa ndr dhiolomair as an
dcoir
Ach bheich ag déanamh griu de is ‘A iNsinc ar so

Is an bhliain seo anois acd again beidh rRas ar gach
smisce,

Cuirram insa dig iad, drib orchu is Foid,

Ni iaRRFam cUirRcT NG scdicse, beidh ardchroch ‘na
sui aSaiN

ASuUs au chudib 5o slachcmhar saimhce le diolchas
‘Na Scomhair;

Is acu acda au cslag, is olc 1 a riall,

I Scoiscibh greanca is maich é a ngléas,

Gach sOrd le caicheamh - fFleadh agus Féasca - ag
béaraibh ar bord,

Gurabh ¢ deir gach udar XRuiNk liom sara ScRiOChHQ
said deire an Fhomhair

Ius a leabhar so Pascorina 5o ndiolraid as an bpoic.

Oo bhi Smich ar a chdr audirde drdleacain Fhraoigh
dhuibh,

Ba shrauda bhi a Shuoof is SaN caoinnce ar a choiu;

NAr bheire crich is Fearr iad an c-al so Chailbhin
chaoichigh,

Nar ghéill Riaomh do Chriosc, ach puimp asus poic.

Beidh na sluaice Fear ag ceachc gan chiach ar
longaibh meara, is Fada é dcriall,

Is au Frangcach cheas nar mheachluigh riamh 1
bhfFaobhar is I SCOR,

Beidh cachracha G scriocadh asus cinceacha a lasadh
leo -
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Ta an cairde Fada diolca is an lionRich ‘NG
Scomhair.

Is, a Chlanna Gael na N-aRrAN, N SCANAIST is NA
SCRIOCQISI,

Is gear anois sanu mhoill o mbeidh crioch ar bhur
NSHO

Tosaigi suas bhur Scrdisce, ca an ¢-dl so le dibirc,
GO hiFreann ‘a dcioradh idir chinceacha ceo;
Biodh bhur bpici glana I gcearc I nugléas

Teigi ‘'on chach, NA FAONAIST SiaR,

Té au chabhair as ceachc le coil 6 Ohia, agus léirigT
NQ POIRC;

Saichigi isceach 5o daua, in Aicreabh a dcdinig
ROMhaibh

Is michid dibh ¢ fhail is cda an cairde maich 5o leor.

Scadfrad fFeasca ‘em dhdaucaibh cdaim laimh leis an
SCrRiNeachc,

Tda iomarca ‘en drochchroi agam do bhuidin na mbolg

mMOR

Ni gean dom a chuille a radh leo, HGra Fearrde don
mbuidhiu &,

Ach ar agus sceimhle o dci ar a SCOR;

Ndara dion doibh scad ar sheal da wgléas,

Nara dion doibh carrais, cnoc, NA sliabh,

(Mar a mbiodh an seannach mear da phiadhach.

AgSus a shéim acu ar seol;

Beidh gach seairFhear croiuil is a phice agus a sled ‘na

dhoid

Gau suil le saésamh choidhche na diol as 5o deo.
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Cath Céim an Fhia

By Mdire Bhui Ni Laoire

An English translation is offered hereunder

By the river bank in Keimaneigh, in Iveleary I do be,
Where the deer comes nightly for its restful repose,
Thinking for a while, while pondering some memories,
Listening in the woodlands to the birds’ melodious tones.

From the west came the sound of battle of horses’ hooves, of armour’s
rattle

Which quaked the hills in displeasing fashion, loathsome to report.
So they came viciously like a pack of venomous hounds.

I pity those valiant men for whom no leader can be found.

Without grief-cries and thousands of wailings,

As they watched the guard vigorously surrounding them,
Shooting and loading and firing in their direction.

The cry that went out far and wide -

It was what every prince who wished to be on the move said:

‘Move fast, the battle is being fought and let us go to meet it.
The heroes joined the Clanna Gael at a mountain recess,

And they drove the fat rabble away down the slope.

Short was the time until a strong hand surrounded us

And led out our people into the fog of early morning.

Barry the bum-bailiff (was there),

Barnet and Beecher, Hedges and White and thousands of others besides.

O King of Great Deeds, may they be cast down into fires of heat,

In the midst of pain, without remission for all eternity,

Without reputation, without honour, without success, without prosperity.
A hundred great praises to Jesus that we didn’t pay the penalty for the rout,

But lived to make a joke of it, and tell the story at our ease.

In this present year of ours, every boor will be put to rout
They will be knocked into the dikes, gutter be their shroud.
we don’t hold court or inquest, the gallows is a-building,

And the rope with vengeance twisting for their ugly throats.



16|

They have the power, ‘tis till they rule,
they are well appointed in coaches too.

All sorts of food have this bear’s brood for partying with pleasure.
An authority has informed me that before the harvest ends

The prophet Pastorini is declaring their measure.

Smith lay belly down on the black-heathered heath.

His bare backside and ugly features were loathsome to behold.

May they come to no better end, those foreign cubs of Calvin's
Whose God was pomposity and not the Christ, I'm told.

Many men will fast approach using a ship of vast proportion

And the French, down south, who are so stoic are ready for the fray.
Cities will be razed, fires will be flamed

Payment is due, the reckoning has come.

Dear beloved sons of Erin, do not stop or retreat,

For the task undertaken will soon be complete.

Keep up the courage, those runts must be routed,

In hell-fires to flounder and roasted apiece.

Have your long pikes cleaned and polished,

Go into battle, don’t stay from it.

Help is at hand, that is God’s promise.

Pulverise these porks. Regain possession of your ancestral abodes,

There to be seated and remain for evermore.

I'll sing no more - I've grown too old.

I'm full of spite for that bellied pork.

I've no more to say, I don'’t like their way,
Raided and routed - may that be their store;

May they have no respite in times of fight.

May they be roofless day and night, condemned to roam and taking flight

Like the game they oftentimes drove;
Every hearty country-boy whose pikes and spears are raised on high

Will neer be fully satisfied in the settling of their score.
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Extracts taken with kind permission of publishers.
We are very grateful to Séan O’Sullivan of

Cumann Staire Uibhlaoghaire for pointing us in this direction.



