424 THE HARP.
one of his attendants to tell McEneiry | capul’™®  On hearing this, Claus looked

what Falvey of the. Bar had done.

“ Some time since,” said the attendant
coming forward, “my masier camec
down here ov a visit to his brother, and
was 50 much diverted by the wit and
sprightliness of' the prisoner, that he
asked John of the Wine to let him go
with him to Connaught for a while.
When they were about going, John of
the Wine called the prisoner aside and
addressed him in these words.. ‘Now,
you Falvey of the Ear, listen to me and
remember what 1T am going to tell you,
for if you don’t, it will be worse for
yourself. My brotherisa man of 4 has-
ty turbulent temper, and I strongly re-
commend to you, to keep your wit under
check, and take enre never. to play on
his words, or to make him a smart an-
swer, or take him short in what he may
say, for that is what nobody relishes,
and what he cannot bear. " A satirieal
tongue, or a mouthful of repartees,
Cluas,’ said he, ‘are more dangérous to
the owner of them, than to anybody
< else, You may remember what the
Latin poet says:

—Mitte jocos; non est jocus esse mahignum,
Nun quam sunt grati qui noctuere salas.

and moreover;

Omnibus minatur- quifacit uni injuriam.

meaning, that the honey of wit cannot
sweeten the sting of satire, and that the
jester is a common enemy, for he who
cracks a joke upon one, threatens all.
But enongh said—remember.what I tell
you. Falvey promised him to be.care-
ful, and came with us to .Connaught.
He went on very well for some time,
and my master liked him ever day more
and more. One morning, however, my

master and some- gentlemen went out
" fowling in the wood of Landers, belong-
ing to his wife's father, and they took
Falvey with them. . One of them shota
bird-which fell into the top of a very
straight and lofty tree. When my mas-
ter saw that, he said, he would be very
. glad to have. the hird down by some
means or another. ‘I'll go up for it
O'Connor," said TFalvey of the Bar, and
accordingly he did so. When' he was
coming down again with the bird in
hig: ‘hand, my master looked up, and
said: ‘U rian suas an geramn. ar-mo

at him, and said : ¢ Bo dheachair domhsa
il suus gancuran capul do bleith oram.’{
At this there was a lnugh amongst those
who stood by. When my mastor heard
his words played upon in that manner,
he got furious.  *'Take him some of ye,’
said he, *until I hang him this instunt
ont of the treo.’ They madea run at
him, but Claus hopped tway from them,
and run homewards. My master and
his people followed him « long way, but
hie had an advantage: of them, for he
could go all the shorl cuts across the
country, while they being mounted
were obliged to take the road round.
They pursued him to Limerick and be-
youd, and got sight of him just as lie
drew nigh the river Maig, where it tlows
between Adare and Court.  There being
no bridge, he had no other wuy of es-
cape than to leap across the river, and
he did so, cleverly; and I'll leave it to
anybody that ever saw the Maig wheth-
er it wusn't i« noble leap. Well, when
my master saw that, he forget all his
angerin admiring such a spring. ‘Claus,’
said . he, ‘*that was' a good leap.’—*1t
wasn’t betler than the run f had to it
replied Claus, taking him short again.
At that, my master got twice as furious
as ever, though - he wus on the point of
forgiving him the moment before. The
whole party dashed into the river on
lhorseback and'swam neross, but with all
the haste they could make, Claus was at
Carrigfoile. before them and told John
of the Wine all that happened, begging
of him to save ‘him from his brother.
‘Well,” says Seaghan an Fhiona, ¢ [ told
you how it would be, and I don't sce
any chance of protecting you, for I'm
sure I have no notion of getting into a
dispute with my brother on account of
atrifle, such as the hanging of a fellow
of your kind. Clauy hearing my master
at the gate, went up into a twrret of the
Castle where he is now confined, and
wailing the order for his execeution.'”

When the “attendant had concluded

* I would not go up there for my horse.

1 It was hard for me to go up without my
horse! . : ‘

The wit of Claus o’ Failbhe’s answer turns
on the double meaning attached to the ar in
Irish, which signifies either for or upon, ac-
cording to its context.  Claus aficcted to take
it.in the latter sense. . : .



