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Francis Butler (1838 — 1910)
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Black Torm. Thomas Butler. 10th Earl of Ormond. Engr. by Bartolozzi aft
National Portrait Gallery, London,



14 James Butler, 1st Duke of Ormond (1610-88). The great survivor of
seventeenth-century Irish politics.
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After his death a poem was found amongst his papers,

Give me but six-foot three (one inch to spare)
Of Irish earth and dig it anywhere;

And for my poor soul say an Irish prayer,
Above the spot.

Let it be where cloud and mountain meet,

Or vale where grows the tufted meadow-sweelt;
Or boreen trod by peasants ' shoeless feet,

It matters not.

[ loved them all - the vale, the hill,

The moaning sea, the flagger - lilied rill;

The yellow furze, the lake shore lone and still,
The wild bird's song.

But more than hill or valley, bird or moor,
More than green fields of my native Suir;
I loved those hapless ones , the Irish poor,
All my life long.

Little I did for them in outward deed,

And yet be unto them of praise the need;

For the stff fight I waged ‘gainst lust and greed,
I learnt it there.
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