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AND TALES FROM IRISH
. HISTORY. ' '
‘(Froma forthcoming TWork, by 3rs. Sadlier.)
. THE BATTLE OF OCHA, A.D. 483.
14 The monarch, Laogaire, being killed by lightning
somewhere on the plaios of Kilﬁare, the estates of
the kingdom assembled at Tara, in order to elect a
successor for that great prince, who had governed
Treland for thirty years, Tiwo rival candidates as-
serted their claims to the monarchy, One of these
was Oilioll, surnamed Molt, son of the reacwned
hero, Dathy. The other was Lughaidh, soa of the
-deceased king. The latter was at once set aside on
account of his age, not having yet attained Lhe legal
age for ascending the throne ; which in aucient Ire-
land was fixed at tweaty-five. Still there were other
priaces of the family of Laogzire, who might have
‘been eligible for the office ; but the truth was that
Qiliolf had a powerful party in the national council, so
-powerful, indeed, that their will was almost law to
the rest. Of these friends of Oilioll, the chief were
his fatber-in-law, Angus, king of Leath-Mogha, and
his own kinsman, Amalgaidh, king of Connaught, a
priace of great military prowess, who bad been vic-
torious in ne less than nine sea-fights, as historians
gravely assure us, These two princes carried all
before them in the supreme councils of Ireland at
that time ; and they having warmly espoused Oilioll’s
cause, the scale was speedily turned in his favor.
‘The discomfited adhereats of the Hy-Niall dynasty
_were obliged to submit for a time; bitt their submis-
sion was sullen and sat awkwardly upon them. Tt
.was the passive submission of the chained tiger,
«eagerly watching fora chance tospring on his keeper.
Vears passed away, and the young son of Laogaire
was a wanderer amongst the princes of Ireland, en-
deavoriag to strengthen his party by every means in
his power ; he was now approaphmg_the legal term of
his minority, and burned with inpatience to recover
the throne of his father [rom him whom he called a
usurper. By the time bis majority had arrived, he
saw himself at the head of a powerful army, com-
posed. chiefly of subsidiary forces from. Leinster and
Dalriada. ' o ‘
Tt was Lhen the custom
thought himself unjustly ‘ e,
send ambassadors to the actual occupant; demanding
a formal renunciation in his favor—that is, if he fopnd
himself in a condition to enforce his claim.. Lugliaidh,
therefore, sent some noblemen of his party to the
réionine onarch, calling upon him to resign the
crown to the rightful owoer. Oilioll made answer
that, as his father had reigned before Liaogaire, be
considered himself as better entitled to the crown
than any descendant of that monarch ; and that, in
pursuance of that conviction, he was well prepared
to defend his rights.

This was no more t hai expecte
but it added fuel to the fire of ins_i jealous mdxgn‘au_on,
and he at once summoned the princes, his :}ux_lhanes,
to join him with their forces. Qilioll on hisside was
not idle ; his household  troops were numerous and
well-appointed; these he led to the field in person,
and with him marched his faithful frnend, Amalgmqh,
at the bead of the Connaught legions; Angus with
the chasen warriors of Leath-Mogha, a_nd other va-
lorous chieftains of lesser uote, with (heir respective

s, _ : .
fdlﬁ:;hu was but litde be}xind the moparch m'the
number and equipment of his troops, and that little
was more than made up by the extreordinary valor
and chivairous devatios of those who were willing to
cacrifice all, even life itsell, in defence of his rights.
"On the side of Lugha were the young prince, Tiachra-
Lonn, of Dalriada, with his x_natchless bands of
trained aud hardy scldiers—Cnoq‘nthan, so’n of the
kine of Leiuster, at the head of his father’s chasen
trozps, Murtough-Mac-Erea, Fergus Kerbeoil, and
many other princes and chieftains of kigh birth and
hicher renown. The noblest and bravest of the sons
Gfahapless Erin were raoged against cach other on
that fatal day. _
It was on the plain of Ocha, pre
of Meath, that the tivo armies came in sight of each
other. After a sullen and ominous pause, during
which the rival princes and their respective support-
ers seemed concentrating their flerce ire, a general
encasement took place. The demon of war presided
aver the scene, for the combatants fonght on either
side with infuriate fage. Victory seemed now lean-
“ing to one side, now to the otller ; now it was the

trained and practised ¢oborts of Leinster that made
© Qilioll’s line quiver j arion they were themselves driven
. back by the fierce warriors of Connaught, with the

« Hy.Fiachra and Connaught;” and again,
ery, of ¢ Hy-Iliac datl"ing of the Dal-

_quick as lightniag, did the wild h
?iadians -swgep down all beforeit. ¢ Hy-Niall and
Dalriada,” was the word of fate to the doomed mo-

- parch, Oiliolt, who, seeing, at length, that the oyer;
pawering valor of the fierce Northern warriors was

.. LEGENDS

in Treland for a pricce who

in the present cousty

debarred from the throne, to.

han Lughaidh had espected ;|

likely to decide the fortune of the day, made a last
effort to régain the ground he bad lost. Tn vain did
he and his gallast {riends perform prodigies of valor ;
fate, it would seem, was against him; and driven at
last to despair, he shouted to his household troops to
foltow him, and rushed iato the thickest of the fight.

% This slaughter is dreadful,” said the monarch;
T will seek out this rash Lugha, and kill him, or die
in the attempt.”

Rushing on with headlong speed at the head of bis
raen, cutting their way as they went, he at length
encountered Lugha, and challenged Lim to mortal
combat. 'The prince was nothing loath to accept the
chailenge ; and the armies on either side, or. what
then remained of them, paused as if by tacit agree-
ment to wilness the combat of their respectire chiefs.
After a long and fierce struggle, the fiery valor of
the youager prince prevailed, and Oilioll fell to the
ground covered with many sounds. This decided
the fortune of the day, and Liugha was unanimously
saluted as king, the pagan warriors on either side be-
lieviag that the gods had declared in his favor, the
more 5o as the uafortunate Oilioll had been 2 convert
to the Christian faith.

“This battle of Ocba was to the [rish of that day
what the battle of Flodden was to the Scotch in
later limes ; for the flower of the Irish nobility were
left on the field. Tven the victors had suffered so
severely that their victory was dearly ‘purchased.—
From one ead of Treland to the other the wail was
foud and long,

# For the flowers o' Lhe foreat were o’ wed awa.™

Of all the battles that had beea fought in the king-
dom for years and years before, the battle of Ocha
was at once the most disastrous and the most impor-
tant in its consequences. By it the monarchy was
restored to the race of Niall, by whom it was held
for several centuries aller; and so memorable was it
deemed that future annalists rade their chronological
caleulations for many an age, from “ the bloody Bat-
tle of Ocha.” - Alas! for the dark doom that rested
on the fortunes of Ireland, in those remote times as
in later ages:—

. “How oft bas.the Banshee cried,
How oft has Death untied :
Bright links that glory!wovu. .

We're failen upon gloomy days—
Star aftec star decays—

Every bright name that shed
Light o'er the laad, is fled.”

Suck wight have been the mournful . complaint off
| sotne bard of that day, brooding over the misfortunes ;

of his hapless country in the spirit which prompted
Mocre, whea be wrote the song, or rather dirge, from
which the above lines are quoted.
$T. KIERAN AND THE HEIR APPARENT.
(4 Historical Legend of Lough Ree—dA.D. 538.)
Tr ail Ireland there is not a wilder or more deso-

royal ears, for the royal.temper was, as might be
supposed, none of the mildest, and lus courtiers had
10 mind to arouse the sleeping lion by telling him of
Dermot’s audacious disregard of his mandate, when
they had not his heart to present as a peace-offering,
that organ being the proof, or pledge which Tuathal
required.

It was just at the time when Inathal had begun to
flatter himse!f that bis dreaded rival had, at last, be-
taken himself to realns beyond the seas, never again
to disturb his arbitrary rule in Ireland, that two men
of widely dissimilar appearance met one morning on
a small island amongst the warveless waters of Lough
Ree. They were both young; the elder not much
over thirty, although the gravity of his mien, and the
subdued expression of his mild features gave the wles
of his being some five years older. e was clad in
a long gown of coarse cloth, girded at the waist, and
on bis head was a small, closely-fitting cap, barely
sufficient to cover his shaven crown ; for his crown
was shaved, and his whole exterior was that of a man
consecraled to celigion, and caring little for the
world wherein he was undergoing his probationary
term. His {orm was somewhat bent, evidently ra-
ther from the habitual attitude of recollection and
humility, than the weight of years. The other wasa
man in the meridian of life and in the prime of manly
beauty, His tall form was straight as the young
cedar, and bis features noble and majestic, with eyes
of darkest hazel, and hair of a shining, auburn co-
lor. He could not be more than five-and-twenty,
for the elasticity of youth was in his step, and its
ardor in lis flashing eye. There was that about the
young man which would have told of courtly training
and martial pursuits, had not his peasant’s garh be-
lied the semblance which his mien put forth.

When the two, thus described, met {ace to face on
the bleak island shore, they both came to a dead
paunse.. The one loked fizxedly at the other, but
neither spoke till 2 mutual scrutiny had taken place.
The younger and taller of the two atlength extended
liis hand, which-the other took with much coolness
and apparent indifference.

“ Thou art Xieran,” said the youthful peasant, lor
such he seemed. o

# I am,” was the rep
mnan.” :

'I’hanks, holy {ather in thy heart, at least, dwell
mercy and compassion, T am poor, very poor; food
hath rot crossed my lips since yesterday noon; for
God’s sake extend thy charity to a poor, houseless
wanderer.”

“ And welcome, friend,” replied the Saint, for the
monk was St. Kieran himself. «I have some aslh-
cakes” m my pouch, which [am willing to divide
with thee, and the water of the lake will quench thy

Iy '; ¢ God save Lhee, hionest

: thivst.  Ttis not yet my hour for eating, but sit thee

down, poor man, on this rock, and eat while I make

late scene than that in which the great St. Kieran~
founded his maguificent abbey of Clonmacnoise, lhe]
Tona of Ireland, as it has been very justly styled.— |
¢ The solitary hopelessness of the bog is all around ;i
and nothing nterrupts the silence of the waste but |
the pipe of the curlew,as it whistles over the morass, |
or the shrick of the heron, as it rises lazily from the
sedgy bank. If ever there was a pictare of grim
and stern repose, it is the flow of the Shannon from
Athlone to Clonmacnoise.”” That wide expanse of
the Shannon, known as Lough Ree, is fully fourteen ;
miles in léngth, and is thickly studded throughout with
islands of varied size and form. The scenery along
its margin is never grand} and varely, if ever,
beautiful ; its uniform character being wildness and
desolation, seldom softened by fertility or cultivation,
Here do silence and solitude reign unbroken; the
natural loneliness of the place being now much in-
creased by the measureless waste of broken wall and
pointless arch, and shattered column—the remains of
the greatest of Trish wonasteries. Well and wisely
did,St. Kieran select this site for -
4 ———the deep golitudes and awful cells,
Where beavenly, pensive contemplation dwella.”

But we are wandering {rom our purpose, which is to
describe scenes and events antecedent to the founda-
tion of Clonwmacnoise. 4

It was in the reign of the monarch ‘Tuathal DMaol-
garb, when Dermot MacCearbhaill was by many re-
garded as the rightful. possessor of the crown. The
king himself bad, doubtless, his own notions on the,
subject, perhaps of a similar nature, for he issued a
proclamation to the effect, that Dermot was lo quit
the kingdom forthwith ; and -that whosogver could
succeed in staying him, if he;renlurgd on Irish ground,.
should betrewarded with royal munificence. Some-
how the reward was never claimed, although it was
whispered about in an underhand way, even at court,
that the doomed Roydama (Heir-apparent) had been
seen more than once in one disguise or another, not
many miles from where they stood, wha tald’the

tale. These reports were studiously kept from the|.

my noon-day orisons.”
‘Tlie young stranger sat down accordingly, and ate |
with a greedy appetile the hard, dry cake given him |

+ by the Saint; then stoopinz 1o the lake, lifted some
i water in the hollow of his liand; this he did several

times, till his thirst was sufficiently slacked ; when,
raising his eyes to heaven, he ejaculated a ferveut
thanksgiving, and then calinly resumed his seat.—
Full balf an hour had elapsed, when the Saint arose
from his knees, and then turning to his companion he
-said :

“ [ have come hither from Tnnis-Anguin,f Lo take
up my abode in this still wilder spot, and 1 am about
to huild an'oratory. Thou art a young man, and a
strong man ; wilt thou lend me thine aid2”? ,

“ With all my heart,”” was the reply ; © whatsoever
thou sayest; I am willing to do. T am stronger thap
tliee, holy Kieran, and [ will put up thine oratory, if
thou wilt but tell me liow L am to do it.”

The bargain was made, and the two friends sal-i
fied forth to cornmence their work, St. Kieran hav-
ing previously conveyed some stakes from the main
land, Le and his companion went to work with right
good will. The uoknown seemed wlolly iatent on
his sell-imposed task, never allowing Kieran to do
any part of it but what was comparatively light and
easy. Once when he raised his eyes to ask Kieran
playfully if Le would not recommend him to further
employment of a sunilar nature, he was taken aback
by the pitying look wherewith the Saint stood watch-
ing bis toilsome labor. Blushing to the very temples,
lris dark eye lost its sudden fire, but be still made his
request with a forced and dubious smile.

“ Nay,” said the Saint, *it were hard to commend
unto otbers a workman so little skilled in such mat-
ters. But good will makes up for thy deficiency—at
least with-me. That is hard work, Dermot, for one
of by birth and breeding, but it-will soon end. Be
of goad cheer!”

#“Ha ! thou knowest me t

i "éﬁ«;s.*t;i;ez on the hc'nr-'tl;;;ﬁnder the bot ashes.
t Now Hare-Islend, in Longh Ree, L

hen!” and the young

maa et the stake which be was planting fall beavily
to the ground in the shock of hearivg his own name
—that most dangerous name—thus unexpected!y pro-
nounced. ' ,

“ Asturedly I do, Dermot Mac Cearbhaill; it
needs no superhuman koowledge to read thy lineage,
so plainly visible on every feature. But let me help
thee, Roydama, to plant that stake; it is too rough
for thy delicate bands.”

“ Not so, father,” said the generous prince; “it
would il beseem my father’s son to stand by and see
the servant of God engaged in such work.”

The Saint said no more, but stood locking on in
silence, while the Prince strained bone and muscle to
accomplish his task, pausing ever and anon to wipe
the large drops of sweat from his heated brow,—
When he had planted the required number of stakes
to form the oratory, Kieran, coming forth from a
neighboring fissure in the rocks where he had beec
engaged in ecstatic prayer, held out his hand to the
prince, and pointing towards the sun, now neariag the
western horizon, invited him to sit down by bim, and
share his meal, ““for,” said he, ¢ sunset is the hour
for my daily repast.”

The prince bowed profoundly as he touched the
venerated hand; and baving seated himself on the
prejecting rock beside the Saiot, the latter blessed
their homely fare, and gave Dermot much the
larger share, silencing his objections with a peremp-
tory mandate. Tor a while the meal proceeded in
silence ; but at length Kieran spoke in a dreamy sort
of way, as though but carrying out the sequel of his
previous thoughts:

% Ope who is so kind and so compassionate, must
needs make a good king. And yet—yet—the stai
of blood is on his hand. Dermot Mac Cearbbailt
what is this 7

The last words were evidently addressed to the
prince, whose countenance changed and fell as the
Saint turned his eye upon him. That piercing glance
sank into Dermot’s beart, and chilled its inmost re-
cesses. He tried to speak, but his voice failed him,
and he answered not a word.

« How is this?” repeated the Saint sternly, “I
bave prayed for thee, Roydama, that thy fatber’s
throne might be given unto thee, and the Lord hath
heard the prayer of His unworthy servant ; but there
is blood-on thy soul, O Dermot—thou hast taken
vengeance into thine own hand, and the Lord of
hosts is angry. Couldst thou not wait on Him to
whom vengeance of right belongeth 1” .

“ Nay, father Kieran,” stammered tlie prince, teel-
ing it necessary to say something; * for m)Fell", T
have shed no blood, and surely the sins of my fathers
will not be held against me. Tuathal is a tyrant asd
a usurper ;—merits he not un evil doom 1’

“Tt may be so0,” replied the Saint solemuly ; * but
woe be to him who is the instrument of that doem.
Say wo mare, Dermot ; T will hear no more denials.
T am sorry for thee, prince, for my heart warms fo
thee, and I have good liopes of thy reign; butl mur-
der—murder—ol, wy God ! hiold not this foul crime
against him !”

Tt is hard to be suspected thus,” began Dermot,
with a flushed cheek; but instantly recalling the
Saint’s stern mandate, he bit his lip and remained
silent. Kieran sat for some time in an attitude of
deep thought, his eyes fixed on the rvising moon, as
she gradually showed ler silver disl-aboye the hori-
-zon. After alitile, his thoughts seemed to take =
softer, perhaps a pitying character.;. ristag from his
seal, he asked the prince whetler he had any shelter
in view for the night.- ‘

s Holy father, I have not,” he replied, with more
bit{erness than be had yet manifested. “If a siaful
mortal might be permitted to liken his condition te
that' of the Lord of lords, I am even as He was,,
when on earth—blessed for ever be His name! L.
have not 2 stone that I can call my owa whereon to
lay my head.. Thanks to the cruel persecution o'f
him who sitteth on my father’s throne, and revels 'in
my father’s hails.”

¢ Say nought of -that, Dermot, il thou woul dst
lodge with me. I know thy wrongs, and God kas,ws
them too ; but-they are even now terribly avenge .4—
alas ! for him who sent forth the blood-hound o4 the
chase. But thou bast served me this day, Roy dama-
of Irtland, with heart and hand, and to-night thou
shalt share my shelter, such as it be.”

So the two wended their way toa small cave,
which Kieran had found amongst the rocks, anc
wlere the Saint bad made a bed for himse:If of the
soft moss gathered from the rocks, The -only addi-
tional furniture was a stone, which served as a seat
and a rude cross formed of two branches of a tree,
which bung at. the foot of the couchafrresaid. Hav-
ing ‘made their evening devotions togeiler, the Saint,
potating to the mossy bed, told Dervaot it was  time
for Kim ta seek repose,

¢ And thou, holy father 7°




