
6 THE HARP

THE SWORD OF OWEN ROE
O'NE~IL.

AN HISTORICAL SKETCH.

BY PATRICK SAltSHL) CASS[DY.

.No claracter on the world'stage more
richly deserves the undying renm-m,
.brance or so readily receives the
hallowed Veleration of imankilid. thnilî

*does he wIo, voluntar'ily and with
noble iinpulse, steps forward to breast
the advancingl tide of native or aliein
;despotismn, when the black ting of
-oppression over'clouds his conolti, and
the appalling roar of the su bijgator's
Cainon May he said te souind the kiiell
of' his nation's freedom. Snch a charac-
ter is honiored and revered in all civilized
countries; and even anong barbarons
tribes the patriotie warrior--the protec-
tor of his people-lives in the extrava-
gant stories and sagas characteristic of
primitive races, and bis deeds are glori-
lied and handed down throughb unwritten
history and unlettered muse as exanples
of the noblest type of man, to bc studied
and emulated by each rising generation
of braves. In lettered nations his mom-
ory is embalmed in song, and bis narne
innortalized in sober history more
enduring than monuments of brass And
no country on the Vorld's broad face
has, . considering its extent in square
miles, produeed so many sons of exalted
pufpose and devoted patriotism rs our
own green isle. The degenerate sons of
Greece and Rome (or modern Italy)
may boast the great and glorious deeds
of their heroie forefathers but the unide-
generate sons of Ireland can boast their
peers ini evlery respect, a liindred to
one. For the Roman youth, whose hand
hissed in the Tuscan fire, to show the
besiegers of his city the sterling stuff
the youth of Rone were made of, we
need go no farther back thau 1803 to
find his rival in the iinmortal young Rob-
*ort Emnet. For the pass of the Ther-
mopyhe we have hundreds of parallels;
but let it suffice to simply refer to how

Myles the Siasher" and a few kindred
warriors held the pass of Benburb
against the force of England's cavalry;
and with "howr well Horacius kept the
bridge in the brave days of old" 'we can,
with conscious pride compare the de-

t'en ce of t'h le bridge of' ljinierick, wh ic h is
unsurpassed in the anlis of' h istory
foi earless, reclless bravery and stub-
bornl determinlation, that quality whichl
shallow scribes flippantly aîssert the
lrisih chariacter' lacks.

The fune of' sich hores is not con-
fined te he land for- whicli they iiughit
and fell. It is the îlei est asp i ratioli
of ouir natures te seek out, amnong the
crowding plhantorms et' history, such
men, and enshrine them in the temple
of' nemnory. te venerate, admire and
imi tate tienm, if' fortune should over'
vouîchsaf'e the opportitni ty. ne mîatter te
whîat land they beloige'd. iThe patrior
will perform pilgriiages to the graves
of such heroes; the vir'tuioso wili collect
with untiring zoal every relie of' such
noble charactors, and the hbistorian i will
dwell ipon their deeds and with appre-
ciative pen point the moral of thiir lives.
And this train of thouglit leads to the
subhject eto our article, the sword of' Oweîn
Roe O'Neil than w'holm a purer and
imore devoted patriot the atuials of the
universe caniot produ ce. Every per'-
son tolerably acquainted witl Irish lis-
tory, and shame on the Irishmian who is
not thoroughIl, familiar with it, knows
tliat Owen Boe, after a short but severe
illness, died ait Ciocli Outier on the Gti
of November-, 1049, the feast of' St. Leon-
ard. It was ppularly sipposed lie died
froml the effects of' poison, but this belief
has been proved erroneoius- by the Rev.
O.P. Meehan, from reliable mnumsripts;
and Mr. Meehan may be taken as an
authority on this or any other question
connected with the history of the
O'Neil or O'Donnell f'amilies.

But the sword of the dead chieftain
was not destined to rest in the seabbar'd
thouglh the ari which so often hiad
wielced it with gory but glorious effect
on nany a hard-fouglt field and by
mnany a beleageiecd wall, both in Ireland
and on the continent, was mouldering
into dust in the quiet grave betneatlh the
altar of the Franciscan Conven t of Cavan.
Henry Roe O'.Neil, tlie young and
worthy son of Owenî Roc, girded on the
sývord of his gallant father and offer-
cd his services, which ,vere joyously
accepted, to Heber Maaei\hon, Bishop
of Clogher, who %as then the leader of
the northern "lrebels," fighting against
that merciless monster, Cromwell. I


