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Banh the Giant
Ban an Fathach

On top of Corslieve there is a prehistoric cairn
that is known as Leachta Dhaithi Ban (White
David’s Cairn). It was once told that there was a
great hero called Daithi Ban who built a fortress
for himself on Corslieve and that these are the
remains. He would regularly go down to the
sea for a walk where he used the three islands
between Ballycroy and Doohooma Head as
stepping stones. One day he was walking down
to Ballycroy when a group of monks challenged
him to swim in the lake at Dooleag. He did so but
the lake was deep and full of mud and rocks and
he lost his footing and drowned. He was buried
on the island in the middle and from then on it
was known as Lough Daithi Ban.

Ar bharr na Corrsléibhe td carn réamhstairiuil
ar a dtugtar Leacht Dhaithi Bhain. Dduradh uair
amhadin go raibh laoch mér darbh ainm Daithi
Ban a thoég dun do féin ar an gCorrsliabh agus
gurb iad seo na hiarsmai de. Ba mhinic a théadh
sé sios chun na farraige ag siul ait a mbaineadh
sé Usdid as na tri oiledn idir Baile Chruaich agus
Ceann Dumha Thuama mar chlochdin. Uair
amhain bhi sé ag siul sios go Baile Chruaich nuair
a thug dream manach a dhushlan snamh sa loch
i nDumha Liag. Rinne sé amhlaidh ach bhi an
loch chomh domhain agus chomh lan le laib agus
carraigeacha gur shleamhnaigh sé agus gur badh
é. Cuireadh é i lar an oiledin agus as sin amach
tugadh Loch Dhaithi Bhain air.



Dobhar-chu — Water Hound or MaSter Otter
MOr

Dobhar-chu - Cu (Jisce hd Dobhré

Dobhar-chu, derived from Dobhar, water,
and cu, hound, are otter-like beasts said to
be the size of a large dog with the body of a
dog and the head and skin of an otter. They
live in lakes and rivers where they lie in wait
for unwary people who get too close.

In a churchyard near Kinlough, Co. Leitrim,
there is the headstone of Grace Connolly
who died in 1722. Legend has it that one day
she went down to the lake to wash clothes.
When she didn't return, her husband became
worried and went out to search for her. He
went to the lake and found her dead with a
Dobhar-chu devouring her. He took is knife
and lunged at the beast stabbing it. As it
died it let out a long whistle which attracted
its mate out of the lake. This Dobhar-chu
chased the husband but he killed this one
too. If you go to the graveyard and find her
headstone you will see that it still has carved
on it the image of a Dobhar-chu.

Is é atd i ndobharchd, a fhaigheann an t-ainm
6 Dobhar, uisce agus cu, nd ainmhithe cosuil
le dobhrdin a deirtear atda chomh moér le
madra moér agus a bhfuil corp madra agus
ceann agus craiceann dobhrdin  orthu.
Cénaionn siad i lochanna agus in aibhneacha
ait a mbionn siad ag faire ar dhaoine a théann
ré-ghar déibh.

I gcill in aice le Cionn Loch, Co. Liatroma, ta
cloch chinn Grace Connolly a déag i 1722. De
réir an tseanchais chuaigh si sios chuig an
loch 14 amhdin chun éadai a ni. Nuair nar fhill
si, thainig imni ar a fear céile agus chuaigh sé
amach a lorg. Chuaigh sé chuig an loch agus
thainig sé ar a corp agus Dobharchu & ithe.
Thug sé faoin mbeithioch lena scian agus
shaigh sé é. Nuair a bhi sé ag fail bhais lig
sé fead fada as a tharraing a chéile amach as
an loch. Lean an Dobharchu an fear céile ach
mharaigh sé an ceann sin freisin. Ma théann tu
chuig an reilig agus ma fhaigheann tu a cloch
cinn feicfidh td go bhfuil iomhd Dobharchu
snoite uirthi fos.



[Leprechaun
[.eipreacan

Leprechauns are well known throughout Ireland.
These apparently aged, diminutive men are
frequently to be found in an intoxicated state,
caused by home-brew poteen. However, they
never become so drunk that their shoemaker’s
work is affected. Leprechauns are self-appointed
guardians of ancient treasure, burying it in crocks
or pots.

Ta cld agus cail ar na leipreacain ar fud na
hEireann. Is minic go bhfaightear na fir bheaga
seo a bhfuil cuma aosta orthu agus iad ar meisce,
de bharr poitin a dhéantar ag baile a 6l. Ach ni
bhionn siad riamh chomh héltach go gcuirtear
isteach ar obair an té a dhéanann a gcuid brég.
Cheap leipreacdin iad féin mar chaomhnoiri ar
sean-taisce, cuireann siad i gcrocai né i bpotai é.

Ballybog
SioganPhortaigh

Ballybogs are rather unpleasant small creatures
that live in the bogs. They have large heads that sit
on their bodies with no neck. Their arms and legs
are thin and spindly and look as though they would
not be able to support them. Because they live in
bogs, they are constantly covered in a thin layer of
wet mud. They are simple creatures who cannot
speak, instead they grunt and slobber. Unlike
some other fairy folk, Ballybogs are thought to
be relatively harmless, only occasionally leading
unsuspecting travellers astray in the bogs.

Is créatuir bheaga ghranna iad siéga an phortaigh
a choénaionn sna portaigh. T4 cloigne méra orthu
atd suite ar a gcorp gan aon mhuinedl orthu. Ta
spreangaidi de lamha agus de chosa orthu agus
cheapfa nach mbeidis in ann iad féin a iompar
ar chor ar bith leo. Toisc go bhfuil cénai orthu
i bportaigh, bionn siad clidaithe i gcénai le céta
tanai de laib fhliuch. Is créatdir shimpli iad nach
bhfuil in ann labhairt, ina ait sin bionn siad ag
gnusacht agus ag priosldil. Ta siéga portaigh
difridil 6 shidga eile sa mhéid is go gceaptar nach
bhfuil aon dochar iontu, ach amhain go gcuireann
siad roinnt daoine nach mbionn ar an airdeall ar
féidin mearai sna portaigh.



Merrow
Muruch

Merrows are known as mermaids in other
countries. The Irish merrow differs physically
from humans in that her feet are flatter than
those of a mortal and her hands have a thin
webbing between the fingers. They live in Tir fo
Thoinn (the Land beneath the Waves) but have a
natural affinity with humans. They wear a seal
skin like cap or coat that allows them to swim
underwater. When they come ashore they must
abandon this, usually hiding it somewhere safe
because if they loose it they will never be able to
return to their home beneath the sea.

Tugtar maighdeana mara ar mhurucha i
dtiortha eile. Bionn murtch na hEireann difriuil
go fisiciuil 6 dhaoine sa mhéid is go mbionn a
cos réidh spagach le hais cosa an duine agus go
mbionn scamall tanai idir na méara ar a cuid
l[dmh. Ta cénai orthu sa Tir fo Thoinn ach bionn
comhbha acu go nadurtha le daoine. Caitheann
siad caipin n6 cota cosuil le craiceann réin a
ligeann doéibh sndmh faoi uisce. Nuair a thagann
siad i dtir caitheann siad é sin a thréigean, is
gnach go gcuireann siad i bhfolach in ait shab-
hailte € mar ma chailleann siad é ni bheidh siad
in ann filleadh go deo ar a mbaile faoin bhfar-
raige.

Traditional Sayings

Collected by the children of Ballycroy Parish 1937-8
gchools Manuscript Collection, Department Of
Folklore, {Jniversity College Dublin

Piseoga

Arnabhailiu ag leanai Pharoiste Bhaile Chruaich
1937-8 Bailiuchan Lamhscribhinni 6 Scoileanna,
An Roinn Béaloidis, An Colaiste Qliscoile, Baile
Atha Cliath

If a black cat crosses your path it is good luck
If a cock comes in the door crowing it is good
luck

If you dream of a donkey it is good luck

It is unlucky to dream of angels

If you wash your hands in dew on May morning
you will have the power to stop a quarrel or a
fight in your hands

If you put your left shoe on before your right it is
bad luck

If you are going on a journey and find a piece of
iron it is good luck

The first time you go into a house you should
bring a sod of turf

Itis bad luck to go in one door and out the other
in a house

Ma chastar cat dubh ort beidh an t-adh ort

Ma thagann coileach isteach an doras agus é ag
glaoch beidh an t-adh ort

Ma bhionn briongléid agat faoi asal beidh an
t-adh ort

Ta mi-adh ag baint le bheith ag briongléid faoi
aingil

Ma nionn tu do ldamha i ndricht maidin La
Bealtaine beidh an chumhacht agat deireadh a
chur le troid i do lamha

Beidh mi-adh ort ma chuireann tu do bhrég chlé
ort roimh an mbrég dheas

Ma tu ag dul ar turas agus ma fhaigheann tu
piosa iarainn is comharhta dea-adha é

An chéad uair a théann tu isteach i dteach ba
cheart féd moéna a thabhairt leat

Ma théitear isteach doras amhdin agus ma
théitear amach doras eile sa teach leanann mi-
adh é



The Creature in the Bog

Itis said that many strange creatures reside in
the mountains, valleys, bogs and coast of this
area. Some are to be feared but others can help
you on your way. As you walk through the Park
avoiding the deep bog holes and wet ground
you realise that it is getting misty and you have
strayed from the path and become lost. Could
this be the mischievous work of a Ballybog? Is
there are Dobhar-Chu lurking in one of the lakes
waiting to eat you?

As you continue desperately trying to find your
way back to the path, you hear a strange noise.
Maybe you should hide in the grass and see what
it is. Try not to make a sound! Lying amongst
the tall tufts of grass, you notice some small,
strange looking plants around you. They have
sticky leaves and as you watch, a fly lands on a
leaf which curls up straight away, seeming to
swallow the fly. Not only are you lost, but you are
surrounded by flesh-eating plants!

A shadow approaches through the mist. Peering
through the grass you can just make out the shape.
It looks as though the head is [..choose a head
description...]. With a head like that this creature
must feed on [..choose a food description...].
Just in case it is hungry, you lie very still so you
can't be seen. Peeking through the grass again,
you can see that the creature’s body is [..choose
a body description..] with hands that seem to be
[..choose a hand description..]. It is unlike any
of the animals described in your guide book.

The creature moves closer towards you and
you can see that its legs are [..choose a leg
description...] with feet that seem to be [.
choose a feet description...]. Would they be used
for stomping you into the bog?

Suddenly, the creature stops and sniffs the air,
turns it head on its side and listens; has it found
you? Barely breathing, you squash as flat as
possible into the soft, boggy ground. The creature
pauses for a minute more and then moves on its
way passing very close by. Not daring to look
round, you wait a while longer. The creature’s
squelchy footsteps disappear into the distance.
As you stand up, a gentle breeze lifts the mist
away revealing the path. Well, you had better
hurry home in case any more strange creatures
are roaming the area.

Descriptions

Head
...like an otter’s, with sleek fur and long whiskers...
..wrinkled and old with a pointy nose...
...delicate with deep blue eyes and a small nose...
..round with a big nose and crooked teeth...
..massive with a long flowing beard...

Food

..people who stray to close to the water...
..poteen and fairy food...

..fish and sea creatures...

...roots of bog plants and turf...

..deer and massive vegetables...

Neck

..thick and strong, all covered in long fur...
..scrawny, showing a big Adam’s apple...
...thin, delicate and quite pale...

..hardly there...

...thick and muscular...

Body

..like a large dog with a thick tail...
..small and bony with a pot belly...
..human-like but with hidden strength...
..large and round, covered in mud...
..massive with a barrel-like chest...

Hands

...covered in fur with sharp curved claws...
..slender with dextrous fingers...

..small with webbed fingers...

..weak and bony...

..big enough to fit a currach in the palm...

Legs

..short and powerful, similar to a big dog...
..short and scrawny with knobbly knees...
...slender with strong muscles for swimming...
..scraggy and bony with large knees...

...as thick as an ancient tree trunk...

Feet

...large with sharp claws...

...tiny with pointy shoes...

..neat and flat with webbed toes...
..large and hairy...

..big enough to span ariver...



Anh Creéatlr sa Phortach

Deirtear go bhfuil cénai ar go leor créatur
aisteach sna sléibhte, sna gleannta, sna portaigh
agus ar choésta an cheantair seo. Ta cuid acu ar
cheart eagla a bheith rompu ach ta cuid eile atd
in ann cabhru leat ar do bhealach. Agus tu ag siul
trid an bPairc ag seachaint na bpoll sna portaigh
agus an talamh fliuch feiceann ti go bhfuil sé ag
éiri brdddnach agus go bhfuil tu imithe ar strae
agus go bhfuil td bailithe amd. Meas tu arb i
siog an phortaigh a chuir ar strae tU? An bhfuil
Dobharchu i bhfolach i gceann de na lochanna ag
fanacht le tu a ithe?

Agus tu ar do dhicheall ag iarraidh do bhealach
a dhéanamh ar ais, cloiseann tu torann aisteach.
B'fhéidir gur cheart duit dul i bhfolach sa bhféar
agus féachaint cad atd ann. Déan iarracht gan
aon torann a dhéanamh! Agus tu i do lui i measc
na dtom féir, feiceann ti go bhfuil roinnt plandai
timpeall ort atd cinedl aisteach. Ta duilleoga
greamaitheacha orthu agus de réir mar a
fhéachann tu orthu, luionn cuileog ar dhuilleog
a chuachann ldithreach, agus gach dealramh air
go bhfuil an chuileog slogtha aici. Ni hamhain go
bhfuil tu bailithe amu, ach t4 plandai a itheann
feoil timpeall ort!

Tagann scéth i do threo trid an gceo. Nuair a
stdnann tu trid an bhféar is ar éigean atd tu in
ann an cruth a dhéanamh amach. Is cosuil go
bhfuil an cloigeann [..roghnaigh cur sios ar an
gcloigeann...]. Agus cloigeann cosuil leis sin air
caithfidh go n-itheann an créatur seo [..roghnaigh
cur sios ar bhia..]. Ar eagla go bhfuil ocras air,
luionn tu go han-socair ionas nach bhféadann sé
tu a fheicedil. Ag féachaint go curamach trid an
bhféar aris, feiceann tu go bhfuil corp an chréatuir
[..roghnaigh cur sios ar an gcorp..] agus gur
costil go bhfuil a chuid 1dmh [.roghnaigh cur
sios ar na lamha..]. Nil sé cosuil le haon cheann
de na hainmhithe a bhfuil cur sios orthu i do
threoirleabhar.

Bogann an créatur nios gaire duit agus is féidir
a fheicedil go bhfuil a chuid géag [..roghnaigh
cur sios ar na géaga..] agus cosa orthu a bhfuil
cuma [..roghnaigh cur sios ar chosa..] orthu. An
mbainfi Usaid astu chun tu a chur sa phortach?

Go tobann, stadann an créatlur agus bolaionn sé,
casann sé a chloigeann ar a thaobh agus éisteann
sé; an bhfuil tu faighte aige? Is ar éigean atd tu in
ann anail a tharraingt, brann tu ta féin sios chomh
maith agus is féidir leat i dtalamh bog an phortaigh.
Stadann an créatur ar feadh néiméid eile agus ansin
bogann sé ar aghaidh ag dul an-ghar go deo duit. Nil

sé de dhanacht ionat féachaint i do thimpeall, agus
fanann tu ar feadh tamaill. Imionn coschéimeanna
pusctha an chréatdir. De réir mar a sheasann tu suas,
crochann leoithne shéimh an ceo agus ta an cosan le
feiceail aris. Bhuel, ba cheart duit deifir a dhéanamh
agus dul abhaile ar eagla go mbeadh aon chréatuir
aisteacha eile ag fanaiocht.

Cur sios

Cloigeann

...cosuil le cloigeann dobhrain, le flonnadh slioctha
agus locai fada...

..rocach agus sean le srén bhioraithe...

..min le suile doimhne gorma agus srén bheag...
...cruinn le sron mhor agus fiacla cama...

..an-mhor le féasog fhada shnitheach...

Bia

..daoine a théann ré-ghar don uisce...
...poitin agus bia sidige...

...lasc agus créatuir mhara...

..fréamhacha plandai portaigh agus main...
..fianna agus glasrai ollmhora...

Muineal

....tiubh agus laidir, é cludaithe le fionnadh fada...
..scélachan, agus ull brad moér le feiceail...
..tanai, feosai agus geal san éadan...

.is ar éigean is ann do...

..tiubh agus téagartha...

Corp

...cosuil le madra mor le heireaball tiubh...
..beag agus cnamhach le stoman...
...cosuil le duine ach le neart ceilte...
..mor agus cruinn, clidaithe le laib...
..an-mhor le cliabhrach cosuil le bairille...

Lamha

...cludaithe le fionnadh le criba méra géara...
..géagach agus deaslamhach...

..beag le méara scamallacha

..lag agus cndmhach...

..mor go leor go bhféadfai currach a leagan sa bhos...

Cosa

..gearr agus cumhachtach, cosuil le madra mér...
..gearr agus lapach le gldine lubtha...

..tanai le matain laidre le snamh...

..creatlom agus cnamhach le gltine méra...
..chomh dur le seantamhan crainn...

Cosa

..mor le cruba géara...

..beag bideach le bréga bioraithe...

..néata agus réidh le méara cosa scamallacha...
..mor agus gruagach...

..mor go leor chun abhainn a chlidach...



RecCipes

Boxty

Boxty is a traditional Irish potato pancake.
The dish is mostly associated with the north
midlands, north Connacht and southern Ulster,
in particular the counties of Sligo, Mayo, Leitrim
and Cavan. There are many different recipes but
all contain finely grated, raw potatos and all are
served fried.

+ 19-ounce (2559g) potato, peeled, cut into
1-inch pieces

« 1 1/4 cups (9-ounce (2559)) grated peeled
potato, squeezed dry in a towel

+ 3/4 cup (759) all purpose flour

« 1 teaspoon (3g) baking soda

+ 1/2 teaspoon (2g) salt

« 1/2 cup (125ml) buttermilk

+ Vegetable oil

Preheat the oven to 300°F (150°C). Cook 9
ounces (255g) of chopped potato in saucepan of
boiling salted water until tender. Drain. Return
to saucepan and mash. Transfer mashed potato
to large bowl. Grate 9 ounces of potato into this
bowl. Add flour, baking soda, and salt. Gradually
mix in enough buttermilk to form texture of firm
mashed potatos.

Heat large heavy frying pan over medium-high
heat until hot. Brush with vegetable oil. Drop 1
heaped tablespoon of potato mixture into skillet.
Using back of spoon, flatten mixture into 2-inch
round pancakes. Repeat, with as many rounds as
fit in the pan. Cook over medium-low heat until
boxty is golden brown on bottom, approximately
3 minutes. Turn and cook until second side is
brown, another 3 minutes. Transfer to baking
sheet; keep warm in oven. Repeat with remaining
potato mixture.

Irish Stew

+ 3 pounds (1.35kg) lamb or mutton
« 2 medium carrots

« 8 medium onions

+ 10 potatoes

« 11/2 pints (900ml) lamb stock

« saltand pepper

Clean and peel the vegetables. Chop them into
large chunks. Brown the meat in a pan. Layer
the meat and vegetables in a casserole dish,
seasoning each layer with salt and pepper. Add
the lamb stock and bring to the boil on top of
the stove. Cover and place the dish in an oven
preheated to 350°F (180°C). After 1 or 1 1/2 hours
the stew will be ready to serve.

Soda Bread

Soda bread is a traditional bread that became
popular after the famine. It would have been
made in the home every few days as it does not
keep for long.

+ 12 ounces (340g) wheat flour

« 4 ounces (115g) white flour

+ 14 ounces (400g) buttermilk

« 1 teaspoon (4q) salt

« 1% teaspoons (4.5g) bicarbonate of soda
« 2 ounces (55g) butter

Sieve all the dry ingredients into a large bowl and
mix. Rub in the butter until the flour becomes
crumby. Add the buttermilk a bit at a time until
you have a sticky dough. Lightly knead on a floured
surface. Form into a round and place in a baking
pan. Cover with a lid and bake for 30mins in an
oven pre-heated to 425°F (220°C). Remove the lid
and bake for a further 15mins.



Bocstai

Is é atd i mbocstai nda pancog thraidisiunta
Eireannach atd déanta as pratai. Is iad lar tire
6 thuaidh, tuaisceart Chonnacht agus deisceart
Uladh na ceantair is mé a bhfuil ceangal ag
bocstai leo, Sligeach, Maigh Eo, Liatroim agus
Cabhan go hairithe. Ta go leor oideas éagsuil ann
ach ta pratai amha ata gratdilte go min iontu go
léir agus i ngach cas déantar iad a fhriochadh.

« 1 phrata 9 n-unsa (255g), scafa, gearrtha i
bpiosai 1-orlach

« 11/4 cupan (9 n-unsa (2559)) pratai
grétailte scafa, iad faiscthe i dtuaille go
bhfuil siad tirim

+ 3/4 cupan (75g) pluir uilechuspora

+ 1 taespundg (3g) soid ardin

« 1/2 taespundg (2g) salainn

« 1/2 cupan (125ml) blathai

« Olaglasrai

Déan an t-oigheann a réamhthéamh go 300°F
(150°C). Cocardil 9 n-unsa (255g) pratai gearrtha
i saspan d'uisce goirt fiuchtha go bhfuil sé bog.
Draendil. Cuir ar ais sa saspan é agus déan
bruitin de. Cuir an brditin i mbabhla moér. Déan
9 n-unsa pratai a ghratdil sa bhabhla seo. Cuir
plar, soid ardin, agus salann leo. Measc isteach
an bhlathach diaidh ar ndiaidh go mbeidh an
bruitin tiubh teann.

Téigh friochtdan moér trom ar teas measartha-
ard go bhfuil sé te. Scuab é le hola glasrai.
Cuir 1 taespunég iomlan den mheascan pratai
isteach sa scilléad. Usaid cul na spundige chun
pancéga cruinnedin 2-orlaigh a dhéanamh as an
meascan. Déan aris é go bhfuil an scilléad lan le
cruinnedin. Coécardil ar teas measartha-iseal é
go dti go bhfuil dath 6r donn ar bhun an bhocstai,
thart ar 3 néiméad. lompaigh agus cécardil go dti
go bhfuil an taobh eile donn, 3 néiméad eile. Cuir
ar leathdn bacala é; coimedd te san oigheann é.
Déan an rud céanna aris leis an gcuid eile den
mheascan.

Stobhach Gaelach

+ 3 phunt (1.35kg) uaineola né caoireola
+ 2 chairéad meanmhéide

+ 8 n-oinniun mednmhéide

« 10 bprata

« 11/2 pionta (900ml) stoc uaineola

+ salann agus piobar

Glan agus scamh na glasrai. Gearr i bpiosai méra
iad. Déan an fheoil a dhonnu i bpeanna. Cuir an
fheoil agus na glasrai i gcisil i gcasardl, ag cur
salainn agus piobair ar gach ciseal. Cuir an stoc
uaineola leis agus déan é a fhiuchadh ar bharr an
tsoirn. Cludaigh agus cuir an casardl in oigheann
atd réamhthéite go 350°F (180°C). Tar éis 1 no
1 1/2 uair an chloig beidh an stobhach réidh le
daileadh.

Aradn Soéide

Is é atd in aran soide nd aran traidisiunta a d’éirigh
coitianta tar éis an ghorta. Dhéantai sa teach é
gach cupla 14 toisc nach bhfanann sé ur ar feadh
tréimhse fada.

+ 12 unsa (3409) plur cruithneachta
+ 4 hunsa (115g) pldr ban

14 unsa (400g) blathai

1 taespundg (4g) salainn

1 %2 taespundg (4.5g) séid ardin

2 unsa (55g) ime

Déan na habhair trioma go léir a chriathru isteach
i mbabhla mér agus measc. Cuimil isteach an
t-im go dtagann grabhréga sa phlar. Cuir an
bhlathach isteach diaidh ar ndiaidh go bhfuil
taos greamaitheach agat. Fuin go héadrom é ar
dhromchla ata cludaithe le plar. Déan cruinnean
de agus cuir i bpanna bacala é. Cludaigh agus
bacdil ar feadh 30 ndéiméad in oigheann atd
réamhthéite go 425°F (220°C). Bain an cludach
de agus bacail ar feadh 15 néiméad eile.



Riddles and Rhyme
Tomhais agus Rainn

What is under the fire, over the fire and it
never touches the fire?

A cake in an oven

What is full and yet holds more?
A pot of potatoes when you put water in

What is black when you put it on, and red
when you leave it on, and white when you
take it off?

A sod of turf

Why is a running river like a clock?
Because it will not go long without winding

Cad ata faoin tine, os cionn na tine ach nach
dteagmhaionn leis an tine riamh?
Ciste in oigheann

Cad atd lan ach atd in ann niosmé a
choimead?

Pota pratai nuair a chuireann tu uisce
isteach ann

Cad a bhionn dubh nuair a chuireann tu sios
é, a bhionn dearg nuair a fhagann tu thios
é, agus a bhionn ban nuair a bhaineann tu
anios é?

Fod moéna

Cén fath go bhfuil abhainn ata ag rith cosuil
le clog?
Mar ni imeoidh si i bhfad go gcasfaidh si

Boxty on the griddle,
Boxty in the pan,

If you can't make boxty,
You'll never get a man.

Anonymous
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The Dobhar-chu of Glenade

By Glenade Lake tradition tells,
Two hundred years ago

A thrilling scene enacted was,
To which as years unflow

Old men and women still relate,
And with relating dread,

Some demon of its kind may yet
Be found within its bed.

The story told of the dobhar-chu
That out from Glenade lake

Had come one morning years ago
A woman’s life to take.

She having gone to bathe it seems within its
waters clear

And not returning when she might her
husband fraught with fear

Hastening to where he her might find when
he, to his surprise

Her mangled form still bleeding warn lay
stretched before his eyes.

Upon her bosom snow white once but now
besmeared with gore

The Dubarcu reposing was his surfeitting
been o'er

Her blood and entrails all mingled with a
redish hue

“Oh God” he cried, “tis hard to bear but
what am | to do”
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Tide and Turbary

The pull of the tide,

The white sea,

The sun and the cloud,
On and off from afar,
Dark rocks and seaweed,
Picked up and put down,
Gently for now,

Vessel balancing above the line of the sea,

My heart was taken from me here,

The sand is silver and born of flecks,
From many souls and from such a fetch,
Will I know when you're here,

With me?

When the sun hangs low,
And is replaced by the moon,
Bones of trees,

Crisp intestinal wracks,
The loom of the sea,
Weft and weave lines,
Rich of salt,

Where eyeless creatures,
Congregate to feed,
Festering metropolis,
Clean by midnight,

A crab on its back,

Pale limp limbed,
Reflexed,

Resigned.

Cliff hollowed,

With the blackened roots of yesterday’s
Ling and bleached flints,

Some dropped out,

Further back ashore,

The heath with briar weathered,

But only slightly waving today,

The landmass is dark afore,

And abaft ordered from the west,
Furze bowing,

Huddling to the near sunrise eerily,
Hanging in twighlight,

The Ballroom of Romance,

Lone but not forgot,

Lean long-faced mottled ewe,

Her last lamb stout and still,

A Woodcock rolling eye,

Confident in his hiding place,

Took flight as the early light,

Burned the heath’s pile,

Lights dancing in the bog turned off,
One by one,

Bent by time,

Lines with furze and ling,

And sleepless souls,

Drunks have loomed,

Mooned about and,

Stumbled on this place,

One fell numbly in Worcested suit,
Twighlight dew drenched,

From dancing deep into the night,
To think of his younger years,
When amidst tide and tears of bog and fairy
lights,

He courted his love,

In the Ballroom of Romance.

T.P. Pope






