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RearhfAo

ftur lntsrr Batla.o SrNcrn is an integral part of our national tradition.
In other clays, his was the sr:le voice, which loudly proclairned the
aspirations ol [he Inisli people in proud deliance of the invader. lrr
British-occupied Ireland to-day tyranny still reers its ugly head, but the
ballad singer is in-suppressible. [n the llnd of O'Neill and 0'Donnell
the voice of young lrcland still ploclairrrs to thc worlcl - .' not in vocal
tones alone - - tire determination ol' our rvill tr-r frcetlorrr, despite 1he

onrnisc:iencc of llritish armour"

As W. B. Ycats once wrote: "'fhey rvent torth to the battle, but they
always fell." So it is that rnany of our songs are sad songs. But we thrive
on suppression, and the indornitablc spirit of the lrish people is always
resurgent. We are a proud race in many rospects, and take pride, too, in
recordiug in sort!, tlre heroii: tleecls of tll tlursr: rvho fell itr tlre figltt for
freedom.

This collection of lrish ballads is our response to repeated requests.
We appeal to our readers, particularly the young people of Irelancl, to
take a special pride in the singing of our national songs, and not to bt:
diffident in the face of cynical opposition frorn pseudo-natiorrallsts
who -."- it will be invariably found --- never lost a rneirl in any carrse.

We 'trave a proud tradition to uphold - - l.F,T l'f RLi. I"lPTInl.l).

tll {Itr r\. 1962
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lr,{ult Ut B,,\RRY's Ctlt-utrtn, Tuu
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WHo Fp.,rns to Sppn op Els'rrin WErr
WR.q.p trrs GxEF,i't Fr-ac Rouun ME

IN MEMOR.Y OF TWO

ln h.{aguirelancl at the rlarvning o[ the year,
'l'hey faced the migl-rt of Dritain rvithout fcar;
'l'heir lives they gave that lrclatrd nright be frce ---
I{c<J blood t<'r fsed the flanre of iiberty.

From Monaghan c;rme -vormg 0'FLanlotr [-'old -
'I'hc lanrtr that nurtured Corrnolly ye.ars trorv rlld;
With conscience clear ancl soLrl all snowy white,
I"lc lvcnt to meet the l-oril of .llts;ticc on that night.

Ssan Sahhat flout thc cottnty iry thc Shannon's si<lc,

Carne North his vanquished tlrothers for to guide;

In battle against the foes of countless, dreary years,

His death to the cheoks of Roisin hls brought tears'

Your funerals wers the f,nest sincc A-*he was lairJ to sleep,

All freedom-loving people werc there in mourning decp;

The caoine was raiscd, the prayers were said irr Gaelic, sweet and low,

Another chapter ended in thc fight against tlie foe.

(iod grattt thc yotrth of lrelanrl lltc stretrgtlt (o cllrry on'

I-lntil the last drear Saxon frorn our holy shore is gone;

Your conrage and sweet sacrifice shall live from age to age,

And your names go down indelibly on Ireland's history page'

-SnaN 
C. Mac Gror,r.a Ueru

Rcprintcd by kind pcrmisslon of Rasc
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FLAG OF SINN FEIN

'l'hey raile-rl a gr:eat starrrlard of hopc for thc rrittiein,
'Thoir strong arnrs brac:ing its stal{ to tlrc [rrcczc:,

And proudly they borc it rrrid scencs of clation
Defending it hravcly rvherc focs worrld it scize.

Soot.r rlver eaclr torvn and each villagc 'twas rvuvinli,
ln far-scatterocl hamlets orr hillsicle and plairl,

And the young men of lrelancJ arose fronr their slaving
Tir irrarch an<l to fight 'nclath ttrc flag of Sinn Fein.

Whcn l'carsr: lctl lris colurallc:s that day by thc l-ilTery

Rchind it thcy rnarched rvith a soldicrly nrietr,
And soon over Duhlin's great for(ress 'twas flying

'I'he hope of thc nation, Whitc, Orange and Greetr.
fSeneath it fought rnen who werc prrtud to be shediling

'Iheir hlood, ever rnindful 'lu,oilld not flow in vain.
[jach man a hriciegroorrr at l)ark Rosalcen's wcdding

.As ht'avcly thsy ilicd 'nr:;rtlr lhc llag ol Sinrr []'cin.

ln thc fresh hrec;rt: of nrortting it lloatorl in glory,
ln thc lull of thc night by its stafi it reclined,

ln the hour of surrendcr -- rto hancl free to save it
I..ead-spraycd and shell-torn to the flames 'twas consigrter"l.

'l'hrough thc night tl-re fire labourcd, dawn saw thc rotrf cavilrg.

Then the smoke cleared away and the sun shone again,
And above the gaunt ruin, still clefiantly waving

Was that battle-scarred emblem, the flag of Sinn Fein.

-Conr,rrru 
MARTTN

ReDrinted by kind permission of Ihe United Iishman
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TiLST'IIR VOLUNTEER
{Air'. 'l'lu: Wearin,,g o'f the (ireen\

Oh, I met a Voluntcqt" last night, he walked with head held

high'
Arrd I thought I saw thc light of freedom shining in his

eye:
'l'hc nroonlight shonc upnn his face, full joyous was his

mein,
With his riflc slung across his bac:k, in his battle-dress of

green.

J l,,new hc rvas n soltlicr of that gallarrt selfless band,

Who tlo noL sht:ink thcir tltrty to make free our ancient
land

Wlren, pointing to the three-barrccl flash that on his sleeve

he worc,
lJc said: "Wc Iight for- Irelarrr,l, t(r sst her free nnce more."

His accent showed that he was one of Ulster's noble

SONS

Who, in the cause of liberty,now face the English
guns:

He said: "I go to meet the fcle, with comrades brave and

true."
Then into the dark he disappeared, to do what he

must do.

-Pmnerc S. O Ctxurmr

Reprinted bv kind permission of The United ltishman (



THEY FIGHT FOR LIBERTY

The seed tsf freeclttrtt, nurtrtreil throtrgh thc 1,eurs in the lv.qrts
of the Ul.ster Gaels, blos'wrn.s t<t-tla:y. This mctst beautilul flower is
the species of w,hiclt our compromisers have been boasting a past
krutwladge.

Iirorrr [,isnaskci.r to thc Antrirrr glons
-l'lre National tiaith survives,

[]rorn Swilly's slrorc to N4ournc hills
lVlcn guard it with their lives:

WIrilc across thc Rorder they ignorc,
Frorrr the l,iffey and the Lee,

Conre mcn to srvell the ranks of thosc
Who fight for liherty.

ln Lllster rve reurcfirbcr ()rr,
McCracken alrrl Wolfc Tono.

,\nrl Rrrssell frorrr tlio Courrty ('rrlk.
With Ncilson in 'fyronc;

Not can wc e'or rccall tlrose niltns$
And. not with sadncss pause

'l-o llrink of thosc who bartered us

Whcn they renegccl the Causc.

'l'ltc ycars roll hack in hislory
And frorn Cavc l-till kr-diry

Our freedom fighters hear their voicc,
And proudly they obey

The valiant chief whose aims are still
Thc airns of lrishnren

lJncxrrnpromising in their fight
For a nation once again.

- CoNr,nrs MAnrtN

Rcprinted by kind Dermission ol Tl,c Unttcd ltisltmail

RODY M'CORLEY

Ho ! See the fleet-foot hosts of men
Who speed with faces wan,
From farmstead and from fisher's cot
Upon the banks of Bann!
They come with vengeance in their eyes -Too late, too late are they -For Rody M'Corley goes to die
On the Bridge of Toome to-day.

Oh Ireland, Mother Ireland,
You love them still the best,
The fearless brave who fighting fall
Upon your hapless breast;
But never a one of all your dead
More bravely fell in fray,
Than he who marches to his fate
Than he who marches to his fate
On the Bridge of Toome to-day.

Up the narrow street he stePPed,

Smiling and proud and Young:
About the hernp-rope on his neck

The golden ringlets clung.
There's never a tear in the blue, b1u-e eyes,

Both glad and bright are theY -As Rody M'Corley goes to die

On the Rridge of Toome to-daY.

Ah ! when he last stepped up that street

His shining pike in hand,

Behind him marched in grim arraY

A stalwart earnest band !

For Antrim town ! for Antrim town !

He led them to the fraY -_
And Rody M'CorleY goes to die

On the Bridge of Toome to-daY.

L.
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The grey coat and its sash of green

Werc brave and stainless then:
A bautrer tlashecl trencatlt the srrtt

Over ttre ntarching lnen -. -

'l'he coat hath ntany t rL'nt this ntlon,
'l'he sash is l.tlltr awav,
And Rody M'C'orley S()es to clie

Ou the Bridgc ol' 'l'rtt.ttlle to-day.

Oh, lrorv his pike tlashetl to thc sr.ill !

'Ihen found I foertran's heart !

'l'hrough fLrrious tight, arld hcavy oclds.

t1e took a true luan's Pxrt:
And nrany a red.crlat hit tire clusl

lJcforc lris kccn pikc-pl:ry"
tlut Rorly M'C'orley goes to tlie
()n tlte Bridge of i'txrute (o--day.

Bccause lte L,rvcd his Mothcrland.
llecause he lovcd the Green,

He goes to meet the martYr's fate
With proucl antl joYous rnien,
'['rue ltt the [ast, truc to the last,

llc treucts tltc uprvard way-
Young Rocly M'C'orley goes Lo die
()rr the }lrirlge ol' 'lirotrte lo-tlay.'

-- E'i'Hu,q CnRni.:Rt'

SecLni Saollfe
IRISH FRE,EDOM SEAt,S

MtJr.l] - elol,otjRllD AI)HESIVTi
SEALS

RORY OF THE HILL

"That rake up near the raftcrs, why leave il there so long'/
'Ihe handle, of the besl" of ash,, is snrooth, and straight, and strong;

Aud, mother, rvill you tell me, why did my father frown,
Wtren to make the hay, in summer-tirne, I clinred to take it down'/"

She looked into her husband's eyes, whilc her orvrt with light. did till,
"You'll sltorlly krtorv [[re rearson, lroy !'" saitl [tory of tlre IIill.

'I'he rrriduigllt rn()on is lightirig r.rp tltc slopcs Lrl' Sliubh rta rnBart
Whose fixrt affright.s the startlcd ltares su lortg bef<lre the daltt'/

He stopped just rvhere the Anner's strearl rvinds up the rvoods atrear,
'l'hen lvhistlecl lilw irntl lor.rkcrl aroun(l to sec the coasl was clear.

A sheeling rloor flew oprn in hc steppcd rvith right good rvill --
"(lrxi savc all lrcar.:rntl Irlcss yottr tvotk." siritl Rory ot'the I{ill.

l{igtrt hearty was the welccltlle lhat !l,rccte(l ltirrt. I w'cttl,,

For years gone by he fully provecl how well he loved the Green;

And there was one among them who grasped him by the hand -
One who through all the weary time rtlatnetl on a foreigtt strand:

tlc ltrought lhern nervs from gullant l'ricnrls thi]t rllll(lc their heart'strings
thrill ' -

"My SOt ll, ! [ nei,er tlrttbtetl thcrtr !" slitl [ttir'-v tlf tlte [Iill.

'['he.v sat arottnd tlrc ltuintllc tlourcl 'till thwriirtg ol llre tl:ry,

Ancl yet no song nor shout I heeril . --l)() revellers werc they:

some brows llushetl retl with glaclness, whilc some were grimly pale;

But pale or red, from out those eyes tlashecl souls that never quail !

"And slng us now ebout the vow they sworc for ttt fulfil" --

"Yrrtt'll rcad it vet in [fistor]." s:iid Rory of tht Hill'

Next day tlre ashen hanelle, he took ili,ivn frott whcr:e it hunl'.,

The toothed rake, full scornfully, into the lire he flung:

And in its stead a shining blacte is gleaming once again -.
(O for a hundred thousanel of such weapons and suctt men!)

Right solclierly he wieltled it' encl. gtiing thrortgh his drill'
IAttentio,', ,- ,.cha.ge" -. - "frnrrt. poi.t" . "arlv:rnce!" cried l{.ory

of the Hill.
t110
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She looked at hirn with womant pride, with pride and woman's fears;
She flew to him, she clung to him, and dried away her tears;

He feels her pulse beat truly, while her arms around him twine -"Now God be praised for your stout heart, brave little wife of mine,"
He swung his first born in the air, while joy his heart did fill -_

"You'll be a FREEMAN yet my boy," said Rory of the Hill.

O knowledge is a wondrous power, and stronger than the wind;
And thousands shall fall, and despots bow before the might of mind;

The poet and the orator, the heart of man can sway,
And would to the kind heavens that Wolfe Tone were hero to-day !

Yet trust me, friends dear Ireland's strength, her truest strength, is still,
The rough and ready roving boys, like Rory of the Hi1l.

-CrLcRrEs 
J" Krcrcrtra

LET ER"IN R.EMEMBER

Let Eirn remember the days of old,
'Ere her faithless sons betrayed her;
When Malachy wore the collar of gold,

Which he won from her proud invader:
When her kings with standards of green unfurled,
Led tire Red Branch Knights to danger.

'Ere the Emerald Gem of the Western World
Was set in the crown of a stranger

On Lough Neagh's banks as the fisherman strays,
In the clear cold eve declining.
I{e sees the round towers of other days

In the waves beneath hirn shining;
Thus shall memory often in dreams sublime
Catch a glirnpse of the days that are over'
Thus sighing, look through the waves of time
For the long-faded glories they cover.

TIIE R.OSE OF MOOINCOIN

How pleasant to roarn by the sunny Suir stream,
To hear the dove dawing by the morning sunbeam.
Where the trush and the robin their sweet notes entwine,
On the banks of the Suir that flows down to Mooncoin.

Chortts

Flow on, lovely river, flow gently along;
Your water so clear sings the lark's merry song;
On the green banks I'll wander where flrst I did join
With you, lovely Maggie. fair rose of Mooncoin.

Then here's to the Suir, with its valleys so fair,
As oftimes we wandered in the cool morning air;
Where the roses are blooming and lilies entwine
By the banks of the Suir that flows down by Mooncoin

Oh ! Maggie, my darling, it breaks my fond heart
To know that we two for ever must partl
I'll think of you, Maggie, while sun and moon shine,
On the banks of the S'uir that flows down by Mooncoin.

She has sailed far away o'er the dark rolling foam,
Far away from the hills of her dear Irish horne;

Where the fisherman sports with his small boat and line,
By the banks of the Suir that flows down by Mooncoin.

Chorus

Chorus

t2 -Tnouls Moonn
13



THE QUEEN OF CONNEMARA

(fh! rl-y boat ean swiftl-y float
In the teeth of wind and weather,

And outsail thc fastcst hooker
TJctween (ialivay and Kinsalc.

Whcn ths wlrite rint of the ocean

And the wih.l wavcs rush together

0h, she rides in her pride
Like a seal"rirtl in a galc.

ehorus

She's neat, oh, she's sweet l

She's a beauty every line .''-

The Queon of Connemara
Is this bounding barque of mine,

When -she's laarled ckrs,n ivith lish.
"Iill the waler laves the gunwalc,

Not ;r drop she'll takc ahoarcl her
That would wash a fly away:

Fronr the fleet she specds out quickly
I-ike a greyhound from her kennel,

"Iil[ shc lands her silvery storc the first
0n olcl Kilvara Quay.

Chrtrus

'f'here's a [ght shiner ,rut afar

And it keeps me trom dismaYing - -
When the clouds are ink above us,

And the sea runs white with foam,
In a cot in Connemara

There's a wife and wee ones PraYing
'l'o the C)ne who walkcd the waters oncc

'fo hring us saftely home.

Chorus

-Fnlucrs 
A. Flnv

I5

,"\s I rrtved- (]ut r]!t-r: Sumner's rtrrtrning
I l-net a maiilen of beauty rarc

'l'he srvcet rvild roscs. thc braes aclonrinll
Not half so swqet aLr:, not lralf so fair.

'l'hc hrown thrush singing rvhcrr thc sun is rinkirrg,
'l"hc hlackbirul piping whcn the sun is dowrr,

And thc little stars in tho sky a-ivinking,
Sang not so s\r.,eetly as tltis colleerr r_lun.

"'L)h, br:o*n-tresrecl rnaitJc,n of rarer,l Ireatttt,.
You'vc rv()lt nly hearl orr lhis sunrmel tlay.

'l'rt lrve vou alrva_ys wiI l,c rrry dutii,
If .yorr. tn1'fair ()nc. ur()ll't say Lrlc nay."

"\'oupg ntan." she answerccl, "you arc a ,slrangcr,
And I rvill ne'cr give nry heart and hand

To any rover or to any ranger
Who rvill rrot light for hili uativc land."

"ln thc fic[<ls of lirancc has ury father hattled"
Mv hrothers" too, 'rrcath thc []eur-de=lis,

Wherc thr: sahrcs flashccl ancl {lrc canno!! rattlerl.
Stnrck many a blow to set Irland free,

And the English flag oft sarrk heforc thcrl,
Rrrt thcir graves are made in a foreign stlantl.

And sacl and lonely do I deplore thenr
Who died away from their native lancl."

"Oh. hright eyed maideu. the hou,rs I'nr countirrg
''l'ill thc .sumnlons c()tnL-s t<l thc lrlave and truc,

Anrl the green flag flios over plain and mountain,
And pikes are flashing, and muskets, too.

And then astoreen, whcn thc hattle's over.
T'll conrc and ask for your lreart and ltantl ,

And if T fall. forget rrot thc rovcr,
Who dicd for you ancl his nativc land."

l.t
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O'DONI\$LL ABU!
Proudly the notes of the trumpet are sounding,

I-oudly the war-cries arise on the gale;
Fleetly the steed by f,ough suiligh is Lrounding,

To join thc thick squadrons in Saimear's green vale.
0q, every rnountaineer,
Strangers to flight and fear,

f{ush to the standard of dauntless Red Hugh!
Bonnought and gallowglass
Throng from each mountain pass,

On for old Erin -* O'Donnell abu !

Princely O'Neill to our aid is advancing,
With many a chieftain and warrior clan;

A thousand proud steeds in his vanguard are prancing
'Neath the borderers brave from the banks of the Bann.

Many a heart shall quail
Under its coat of mail,

Deeply the merciless foeman shall rue,
When on his ear shall ring,
Borne on the breeze's wing

Tir-Chonaill's dread war-cry - O'Donnell abu !

Wildly o'er Desmond the war-wolf is howling,
F'earless the eagle sweeps over the plain;

The fox in the streets of the city is prowling,
And all who would scare them are banished or slain.

Grasp every stalwart hand,
Flackbut and battle-brand,

Pay them all back the deep debt so Iong due;
Norris and Clifford well
Can of Tir-Chonaill tell -Onward to glory - O'f)onnell abu !

Sacred the cause that Clann-Chonaill's defending
The altars we kneel at, the homes of our sires;

Ruthless the ruin the foe is extending,
Midnight is red with the plunderer's fires.

On with O'Donnell then,
Fight the old fight again,

Sons of Tir-Chonaill, all valiant and true;
Make the false Saxon feel
Eirn's avenging steel,

Strike for your country - O'Donnell abu !

-M. J. McCINN
l6

WRAP THE GREEI\ FLAG ROUND ME, BOYS

Wrup Lhe grccrr llag rtlund rne, br.lys,
'lo die were far ulore sweet

With E,irn's nt>ble emblem, boy.s,
'Io be nry winding sheet.

In life I loved to see it wave,
Ancl follorv wher:e it led,

liul. norv ruy eyes grow rlirn -- rny hanil
Witrrltl erasp its lrrst bright shrccl.

Chorus

'l'lrerr wralr the green llag round me, boys
'tr'o die were far ntore sweet

With Eirn's noble ernblenr, bovs"
'Jir be mv winding sheet.

And I hail troped to rueet you, boys,
On many a werll-fought field,

Wlrcn to our sacred banner, boys,
'Ihe traitorous foe woultt veld.

[]ut now, alas! I am denietl
My dearest earthly prayer.

Yorr'll follow and _vorr'll lnt:et thc fott.
[{rrf lshell not bc therr:.

But though rny body rnoulders, boys
My spirit will be free,

And every contrade's honour, boys,
Will yet tre dear t0 me-

Arrd in the thick and hloody fighr
Let noL yonr cour:age lag,

For I'll be there and hovering near
Ar{)un(l llre dear olil flag.

t7

--.1 K. O'Rnrr-r.y



THE WEST'S ASLEEP

lVhen all besiciu a vigil keep,
'I'he West's asleep, the West's asieep ,
Alas ! ariri well may Erin wcep
Wltrn Connachl lies in slurrlber clcep.
l'here lako and plairr smil* fair and free,
'Mid roclis tlrrir gLrardian chivalry.
Sing, 0h I let urarr lr:arn liberty
l,'ronr crashing wintl antl lashing sea.

'lliat. uhainlcss lvavc anr,l ltively lald
Irreedoln and nationhood demand;
Be sure th* great God never planned
Itrr slrtnrtr'r'ini1 slavcs a honir: stl grrnd.
Antl lorrg, l brave and Laughty racc
llonoursrl and i;cntirrclled tlie plauc.
Siug, Otrr ! not even their sons' disgrace
(':rn ilLriti: tlestrtl,y their g,lury's Ir:rce.

For often, in O'Connor's va[,
'l'o triurnph ctastred $ach Conni,.clrt clan,
And tleet, as deer the Normans ran
'l'hro' (lorlieu's Pass and Ar<lrahan;
hnd lal.rr tirrres saw deeds as brave,
Anil glor,y lluards Lllanricardo's l,,rave,
Sini,,, OIr ! they tlied thcir land to sevc
At Au-o.lrrinr's slopes arrcl Shlrnnon's '*,avc.

Ancl it, rvlicu all x vigil krrep,
'l-he West's asleep ! the Wost's trslecp !

Alas ! irnd wr:ll rituy Erin w*epr
'l'hat (\lltriichl. licsr il slurnber tleep.
-tsLrt, hark ! l viiice like thr-lneler sptke,
T'ire West's a\,vake! the West's awake!
Sing Oh ! hurrah ! let England quake,
We'll rvatch till death ftrr Erin's sake !

IB

*THolals Davrs

TO GOD AND IR.ET,AND TR.UE

I sit beside my clarling's grave,
Who in the prison died,

z\rrd l.trough ny tears tall thick and iast,
I think of hinr with pricle:

Ay, soltly fall nry tears like clew,
l?or one to Clntl ud [roland trrre.

'"1 lovc rrry Uud o'cr ll[,'' hc said,
"And then I love rny land,

Artcl uext I love nry l-ily sweet,
Who pleclger.l rnc her white hand:

'['o eaclt - - to all ., I'nt ever true,
'l'o (iird --- to lrclanrl and to you."

No tender nursc his hard bed snroothed,
Or softly raised his head.

I'le I'ell asleep and woke in heaven
Ere I kncw he was dead:

Yet why should I nry clarling rue ?

IIe u,as to (locl and lrelarrd true"

() 'tis a glorious nte[rory;
I'm prouder than a queerr

'l'o sit beside my hero's grave
And think of what has been:

Ald O, nry darling, I am true
To (iod - to Ireland and to you!

"* Er,r.un O'Lrlny

Iq



SEAI{ FROM GA[TRYOWEN
(Sean Snbhat)

Onco more through her tlill artd Vale'

The Voice of Ulsterr calls,
And her echoing wail, or:l e Nr.rrLhern gale

Resounds through l,irncrick's Walls.

lJul not in vain, carne her cry ol pain
'I'ho' heard iry one alone:

l:ior [d hcr eid rvith (]un and Bladc

Wenl Sean fronr (iarrYorven.

Not since tho days of Padraig Pearse

Was there a Man like Sean,

With Soul aligned to a Heart that pined

Fur Freedom's Blessetl Dawn,
YoLrng filnrtrett's rnind rvas his conrbined

With the Principles of fone,
Whilo his Christian zeal crowned the Great ldeal

Of Sean from GarrYowen'

When he led his Freedurrr lrigtrtcrs ott

At the drawing of the Ycrr.
'l'tre lilireling Slaves and l)espot Kltavcs

Of Stormont Lived in Fear:
And when he died a restless tide

Surged round the British Throne,

I?or "THE LIVING FL-AMFl" wls lreland's nenle

For Sean fronr GarrYowen.

*CoNrntml Mmrtx
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ROSSA'S ITAREWELL
(Traditional Air)

l'arcwcll to fl:icrrqls of [)ublin 'I'<rwn,

I bid yc all adicu.
I cannot yct appoint the r"lay

T'hat I'll return to you.
I rvrite thesc lines on l-roarcl a ship

Where the stormy hillows roar.
May Heavcrr blcss our licnian nren

"[ill I return oncc rnorc.

I ioirretl lhc lrctri;ru llrothcrhoorl
In thc ycar o{ liixty-Iiour,

Resolvcd to frec m1, nal.ivc l;rnd
Or perish on the shore.

My friends and mc rvc did agrec
Our nativc land to save,

And to raisc the flag of freedonr
O'cr thc head of Emmet's grave.

My eurse attenrl lhc lJng,lish spics
Who did our cause betray!

I'd throw a ropc around their necks
And drown thenr irr the Bay.

'l'ht'rc was Naglc, Ma.sscy, Corydon,
And Talbot - hc rnakes four.

Like demons in thcir thirst for golcl

They're cursed for evermore.

I laid my plans and drilled my men
In dear old Skibbereen,

And hoped one day to meet the foe
T.[eath Ireland's flag of green.

I robbed no man, I spilt no blood,
But they sent me off to jail,

Because I was O'Donovan Rossa
And a son of Granuaile.



WHO FEARS TO SPEAK OF' EASTER WEEK ?
Air: The Memory ot' the Dead

Who fears to speak of Easter Week?
Who dares its fate deplore?

The red gold flame of Eire's name
Confronts the world once more !

Oh ! Irishmen, remember then,I And raise your heads with pride,
For great men and straight men

Have fought for you and died.

The spirit wave that came to save
The peerless Celtic soul,

From earthly strain of greed to gain
I{ad caught them in its roll;

I{ad swept them high to do or die,
To sound a trumpet call:

For true men though few men
To follow one and all.

Upon their shield a stainless field,
With virtues blazoned bright;

With Temperance and Purity
And Truth and Honour right.

So now they stand at God's Right Hand,
Who framed their dauntless clay.

Who taught them and brought them
The glory of to-day.

The storied page of this our age
Will save our lancl from shame"

'Ihe ancient foe had boasted - ho !

That Irishmen were tame.
They bought their souls for paltry doles,

And told the world of slaves.
That lie, rnen ! shall die, men !

In Fearse and Plunkett's graves.

The brave who've gone to linger on
Beneath the tyrant's heel -We know they pray another day,
With clash of clanging steel.

Now from their cell their voices swell,
And loudly call on you.

Then ask men! the task, men!
That yet remains to do.
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TI{E ST'AR 0I,' DONEGAL
(Jne evening fair to take the air alone I chanced to rif.ray
Down by a linrpid silveny stream lliat florvs ireside thc way,
I hearcl two lovers talking by an ancicrrt rlined hali
And lhe fair onc's name tvas Mary "lanc, t.he Star r:f Donogal.

"My lLrvely r,aid," the youlh hc said, ."l,rir going ,cross the foam
Unto the land of stars and stripes where peace an<l plenty flor,v,
I want yr:ur faithfll proruise tirat 'rorr'll rvetl with none at all
tlntil I do rcturrr to -yqs anrJ thr: Ian,,ls of Donc6ill.',

shc blushcd ancl sighed an<l then reJriierl ; "rl. grievcs my heart full sore'trir thirrk llou arc coinpellcd ro go and lca.vc thc shamrock shorc.
Here is my faithful promiric that l'll rvcd with nonc at all.
But stay;lt hontc and r1o not r.o:lnr fronl 1fie larrds of l)onegal.

"[My swect fair nrairl," the youth then sairl. ,.at holne I t:annot stay'l'o California's grrld ticlds I'm bound to cross the sea.
'I"o accumulate a fortune grcat, to build a spiendid hall,
'Io decoratc and cultivate the lands of Donegal.,'

She raiseel her lily-rvhito hancls and saicl: ..yoil castle in its day
With all its plains and largc demesnes from l-ifford to the sea
tlelonged to our ancestors with many a splendid hall.
Arrrl if rny father had his rights. I'd he heir of l)onegal.',

"My darling maid," the youth then said, "the day is drawing near
When Irishmen will retur:n again front all their long career.
Our holy land by God's command the fairest land of all,
And Heaverr will see old Treland free, Bright Star of Donegal"',

She blushed and sighed and then replied: "Heaven grant that we may see
St. Patrick's isle of Saints to shine great, glorious and free.
If that be so there's none will go to Nerv York or Montreal;
But will stay a.t home and will not roam from the lands of Donegal.

He clasped her in his afins and said: "My darling well you know
I love you very dearly and loth I am to go.
I",et us get wed without fear or dread, that puts an end to all.
Ancl then I will have my darlin{r girl. t}e Star of f)onegal.l'

She gave consent and off they went to meet with Father Hugh
Who joined their hands in wedlock bands without any more ado.
From Derry quay they sailed away and bade farewell to all,
And now they're in America, far a,*,ay from Donegal.
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THE VAI,LEY OF" KNOCKANIJRE
You may sing and speak about Easter Week

And the heroes of Ninety Eight.
Of the Fenian men who roamed the glen

In victory or defeat.
"Iheir names on history's pagc are told

'I"heir memory will endurc.
Not a song was suug of our darling sons

In the Valley of l(nockanure.

fhere was Walsh and Lyons and Dalton boys
They were young ancl in their prime.

'i"hey rambled t"o a lonely spot
Where the Elack and Tans dicl hide.

T'he Republic bold they did uphold
Though outlawcd on the moor.

Ancl side by side they fought and died
In the Valley of Knockanure.

In Gortaglenna's lovely glen
Three gallant men took shade

While in young wheat full soft anri sweet

The Summer's breezes plaYed.

But'twas not long "till Lyons came on

Saying time's not mine or Yours;
Rut alas 'twas late and they met their fa(e

In the Valley of Knockanure.

'Twas on a neighbouring hillside
We listened with calm dismaY.

ln every house, in every town,
A maiden knelt to PraY.

They're closing in around them now
With rifle fire so sure,

And Lyons is dead, and Dalton's down

In the ValleY of Knockanure.

They took them then beside a fence

To where the furze did bloom'
Like brothers so fhey faced the foe

To meet their clreadful doom.

When Dalton spoke his voice it broke,
With a passion Proud and Pure.

For our land we die as we faced the sky
In the ValleY of Knockanure'
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But ere the guns could seal his fate
Con Dee had brokel through.

Witlr a prayer Lo God hc spurned thc sod
As againsl. the trill he flew.

tsut lhe bullcts tore his llcsh in two
Yct he cricd with calm disuray:

"Revenge l'll get for ruy corurades' deaths
ln Lhc Valley of Knockanure.."

I me t with Daltol's rur-lther and she Lo rue did say:
"May Ciod have mercy ou his soul who died in the

Glen to-day.
(lould t but kiss his cold, cold lips,

My achirrg heart would curc
Arrcl l'd gladly lay hinr down to rest

In llre Vallcy of Krrockanure."

'l'he surrrnrcr surr is seil.ing now behild the Feal aud Lea
'fhe pale, pale rnoon is rising far out beyond Tralee.

'l-he disrual stars and cloutls a-far
Arc darkening o'er lhe ruoor,

Arrd thc Banshee cried where our heroes clied
ln the Valley of Knockanure.

While Walsh and l"yons enrl l)alton
Are resting in the clay

We have true men yet in lrclanrl
'lo man the gap to-day.

While gras.s is green in Irelarrr.l
Yotrr mcmory will endurc.

So (iod guard and keep the place you sleep
ln the Valley of Knockanrrre.
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THE STATION OF KNOCKLONG
'['he news had sprcad tlurrugh lrelarrtl,
And sprang lrom shore to shorc,
0f such a deed no livirrg nrarr

l{as ever heard beforc;
li'ronr oul. those guarulecl carriages.
Mid a panic-strickeu throng,
Scan l{ogan }re was rescued,
At the Station ol' Knrrklong.

With a guard of fotrr p,;licenrerr,
And their pri.soner minderl well,
As ttrat fatal train spetl o'er the rails,
Conveyirtg hirn to his cell;
'['he prisoner then coulcl scarce forelcll
Of hearts both brave and strong,
'[']ral rvere planning for his rescuc]

At the Station of Kuocklong.
'-l'!vas (,lr lt gloOttty uvcnill9,
Whel at last the train pulled in,
It was halted for an hour or urore
tsy a few courageous men;
Then springing to the carriages,
It did not take them long,
"llandri up clr clie" was the warning ery.
At the Station of Knocklong.

King Ceorge's panrpered hirelings
'l'hey shrivelled up with fear,
When they thought of hol they'd placerl in cclls
F'ull many a Volunteer;
Now face to face with arrrted rnen,,
'fo escape how they did long,
Rut. two of thenr met tr&it()r's rleaths
At the Station of Knrtcklong"

Frorn Solohead to Lirnerick,
Such deeds as [hese were seett,

And the devil a tear was ever slted

For Wallace or Rosegreen;
'Itrey did old llngland's dirty work
But they did thel work too long,
For the renegedes were ntrrltbered,
At the Station r:f Knoeklr,rrtg.
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Now rise up, Mother Erin,
Aud always be of cheer.
You ne'er shall die rvhile by yuur side
'['herc stand such Volunteers;
From Dingle Bay to Garryowen.
'l'he cheers they'll echo long,
()f the rescue of Sean Hogan
At the Station oi Knockktng.

TIIB RISING OF TIIE MOON

"(') then tclI rrre, Sean ()'Iiarrell. tcll rno why you hurry so?,,
"[{ush, nro bhuacaill, hiish arrd listcn" arrcl his cheeks were all a-glow

'"1 bear ordi:rs frorn the ('aptain. gct you ready quick ancl soon;
l.itrr thc pikcs nrrrsl. l;t: logcther at Lhr risiu'ol lire nroon."

"C) thcn" tell rne, Shawn 0'Farr:ell. where the gath'rin, is to be?
"In thc eilcl spot hy the rivcr, rig,ht well known to you ancl me;

One rvord nrorc "ltir: signal tokelr, whistle up the marchin' tune,
With yoLrr pike upuu votrr shoulder, rt the risin' of the moon."

Out tronr rrlrny x nrud-wall ca[riil evcs rvcr.e $,ltching through the night;
N{atiy n uranly heart was thrrtbtrinl; for l.he bles.setl warning light.

Murmurs ;rassed akrng Lhc vxlleys, likc thc Ranshee's lonely croon,
Antl e Ihouslrrirl trlat]cs wrrr fllrs!rinri :rt lht: risin' of the moon.

There, besicle the singlrrg rivcr', that dark rurus clf men was seen-
Far above the shinirrg weapons hung their own beloved Green.

"[)eath to every foe and traitttr ! Forward ! Strike the n:archin' tune.
Arrtl hrrrrah. nry boyrl. lirr freedi:ur! 'tis the risin'of the moon."

Well tliey lotrght [()r poor okl lrulantl, and full bitter was their fate;
(O wht glorious pride and sorrow fills the name of 'Ninety-Eight!)

Yet, thank Cod, e'en still are beeting hearts in rnanhood's burning noon..
Whir would follr,rw in their footstepr; at the risin' of the n1oon.

17
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THE ULSTER HILLS
As Ireland deep in slumber lay,
Her wise men counselled peace,
Until the grace t0 England came,
Her death grip ttl release.
But there arose to t'ace our foes
Some gallant men who swore
To raise the flag of Ireland aloft
On the Ulster hills onee mr:re.

Chorus:

We hail with pride all those who died,
Our freedom to maintain,
And raise the flag of Ireland aloft
On the Ulster hills again.
From Lirnerick came a soldier brave,
Sean Sabhat, to lead the band
Of volunteers who did invade
'fhe barracks strongly manned
By English ttoops and native dupes,
And Sean and Feargal died,
In raising over the Ulster hills
Old lreland's flag with pride.

Chorust

O Hanluain brave from Monaghan,
Before he went away,
He got his mother's blessing,

"For you," she said "I'll praY.

I gladly give,you to the cause,

If God will you should die
In raising over the Ulster hills
Old lreland's flag on high."

Chorus:

Let neither gain or eowardly fear
Make us stand aside,
We won't deny -_ wc'll loudlY ery
Their names with manly pride,
Feargal Og O Hanluain !

Sean Sabhat from Shannon side.

To raise our flag over Ulster hills,
They hravely fought and dicd.

Reprtnred by Kind P€rmlsilo,- ot abehl 
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TTPTOI{ AMBfIST{

Many homer are filled rrrith sotrorv and with sarlness,
Many hcarts are filled with anguish and with pain.,
[']or old lrelan<J now she hangs her head in mourning,
Iror tlte men rvl'ro fell at (-lpton for Sinn Fein.

Chorus:

l.et t.he n:r,ron shine to=night a[,rrrp thc valley,
Wherc tlrose men who f<'rught for frccckrrn rrow are laid.
May they rest in peacc thosc ntcn who dicd for Ireland,
And rvho fcll at Iipton Anrhush for Sinn Iiein.

Iiome rvere thinking t'rf theu mothers, rvives and sweethearts,
More were thinking of their dcar old frish homes.
Do they think of how they drilled along the valley,
f)r whsn thcy marched out from Cork City to their doom.

Choru.s

'['he ntorning cry rang out: "Fix hayonets,"
And thc gallant lads, they fixed thcm for thc fray.
Gallantly they fought and died for Irelan<I.
Around lhc loncly lvoo<ls at ITptorr f:rr away.

Chorurc:

2,q

lfi' SOME OI,- YOUB. ITAVOURITIi tsAtLADS

I{AVE BI]L,N OMI"I'TtrD, PI-EASE ADVISE US.

WE, WILI, [lNt)IiAV0[IR 'I'() INCLI]Dtri TFIEM

IN 'f['lL, NIiX'l' ISS{-lE



IRBLAND OVER AT,L

lrelancl, lrcland, 'ft'rrc tlte widc wol[1.
lreland, Ireland ovcr alI I

When ivc fight wc"ll light fol lrelantl.
Answer only lrcland's call:

Irlain anrl rnrluntain, rock anrl occan,
From the Shanrron to the sea.

lr"eland. Ireland. 'forc thc wide world..
lrelaqrl onc arrrl lreland frcc!

llelarrd's larrd and lrelarrrl's Nation^
IrelanrJ's faith antJ hope nn,l sorrpi.

lrishmen will yct ri:deenr thent
From thc forcign tyrant thrrrnil.

Ireland's honres and Ireland's hillsidcs
Shall be frec from slaveryl

Ireland, Ireland 'fore the wide world,
Irclanrj one and lreland frec!

I Init_v and rieht and freednm
For our [rish Fatherland.

Strive r,ve all we may secure thcln,
Strive ws all with heart and hand

Be rrlrr ainr then, Gnd defending.
Right. eternal liherty !

Ireland, Ireland 'fore the wide world,
Treland one and Ireland frec!

--Flauoruu Cr,.lNNt'

:i0

Irish maids love none but

3l

wear the

THE JACKETS GREEN

When I ii,as a maiden young and fail on the pleasant banks of Lee,
No Lrird that in the grectrwood sang was half so blithe and freq,
No hcart ne'er leaped to flying feet, no lovc sang me his eueen,-l'ill 

down the glen rode sarsfislcl's nrcrr, arrd thcy wore their jackcts grcen

Yt.rung l)onal sat orr his gallaut grcy like a kirrg on a royal scat,
And my hcart leapt out on its reg,al way to worship at his feet;
() lovc had you cornc irr lhosc colours rlrt:ssecJ anrl lvooed with a

soldier's mein,
['d have Iaid my hcad on your throhttirrg brcast frlr thc sake of your

jackct grecn.,

'No 
hoar"ded rvealth did my [r'ue lovc (]tvn savc thc good sword that hc

hore;
Rut I loved him for himself alone and the colours that hc wore.
Frlr had he come in England's red to nrake me Englancl's eueen,
I'd havc roved tltc high green hills instcad for the sake of his jacket green

When Williant slorrnerl rvith shot rmtl shell at thc walls of (iarryowen"
In thc breach of death nry l)onal fell and hc slccps rrear tlre'I'rcaty Stonc,

breach the foernan never crossed lvhilc he swung his broadsword
keen,

Hut I do not wecl) ury darling losl lor hc fq11 'rrcath lhe Flag of Green.

Sarslield sailcrl arvay I wopt as I hcard ths wild ochone,
felt then dead as the men who slept 'neath the walls of Garryowen,

While Ireland held my Donal blest no wild seas rolled between,
I still could fold him to my breast all robed in his jacket green.

O lreland, sarl on thy lorrely soul there lrrcaks the winter sea,
But sadder;rnd higher the rvild uravcs roll from the hearts that lrreak

for thce.
grief shall cornc

be seen,

to thv heartless foes. and their thrones tn the dust

who Jacket Green.

-MrcHlsr, SclNrlN
those



KEI-,LY OF KILLANNE

What's the neq,s? \{hat's the ne\a,s1, () m.y lrolrl Shelmalicr,
With your long-barrcllcd gun of thc sea./

Say what rvind frorn lhe north hlows his rncssenger hcrc
With a hynrn of the dawn for the frco?

"Goodly news, gooclly news, clo I hring. yorrth of l.'orth.
Goodly news shall you hear, Bargy nran I

Iror the bolrs rnarch at mot"n fr:onr thc South lo thc Nr.rrth,
I ed bv Kelly, thc Boy from Killanne!"

"'I'ell rne who is that giant u,ith thc gold curling hair.
He who rides at the head of your band'/

Seven fEct is his height, rvitlt sorne inchcs [o sliarc,
Anrl he looks like :r kirrg irr cornmanrl l" .-.

"Ah" rny lads, fhat's thc pride of the bolil Shcrlnralicr..s,
'Mong our greatest of heroes, a Man ! -Fling your beavers aloft and give three ringing cheers

For John Kelly, the Boy from Killannc!,'

1r11nis1:<rrth!'s in flamesr, arrtl old Wcxfor-d is won,
And tlre Barrow to-nronow \\'c cross.

On a hill o'er the town we havc plantcrl a gurr
That rvill batter the gateways of Ross !

All tbe Forth men and Bargy men will march o'er the heath,
With hrave l{arvey to lead on lhe van:

But the foremost of all in the grinr (iap of Dcath
Will be Kelly, the Boy from Killanne !

But the gold srrn of F-reedom grerv darkened at R.oss,

And it set hy the Slaney's red rvaves;
And poor Wexford, stript Naked, hung high on a cross.

And her heart pierced by traitors and slaves !

GIory O ! Glory O ! To hcr brave sons who died
For the cause of long-down-trodden man !

Gk:ry O! to Mount Leinster's own darling and pridc -
I)auntless Kclly. the Roy from Killannc!

I'. .1. McC',v I
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THE BOY FROM TRALEE

Eruruet and Barry antl thc Manchester lvlartyrs
A comrade have met in the bright halls above,
Another young life has been laid <iown for lrelaud,
Another true heart full of faith ancl of love.
with llar.cs a,d Maccro.,raic he ivill live irr ou*rellory
Aud in.spirc us ttr light on ,till lrelald is free:
A I'ricrrd 1o tho faithful, a foc to llre: traitors ,.

Youns Cathal O Ceirin,
'['hc Boy frorl '.['ralee.

I{e spoke liks a soldicr, hc stood like a true man,
When the cravens condemncd him to death and to shame.
Ile followecl the path of a long line of heroes,
Antl lLeland forever shall honour his name.
On a l"'irst l;riday nrorniug in the morrth of l)ecenrber
'l'he hangrrurn l-rour [:lngland citnle over the sea,
Antl the traitors to lrelarrd ivrelrkerJ vengetncc and hatred

( )rr (-attral O Ceirin,
'l hc Brry frorrr Tralec.

Cod rest hinr to,night in the br:ightrress of l-Icaven!
God sl.rengthen eacir true man to walk where lre led.'lo reise up the starrdarrl of Justice trrcl Frc.edrlnr.
Artcl rvirr lir tlre livirrg, thr: rvavc ol'the l)clrtl !

When tho rlrlc of thc lrai{or is cndecl forever,
And the power of their mastcrs, from sea unto sea,
We'll praise the brave soldier o[ Poblach{ na hll_]ireann --*

Young Cathal O Ceirirr.
'l'he B,rv frrrrrl 'frr1*..

--BnuN Ne BANSIN
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LONE[,Y BAI{NA. STR"AND

'Twas uri Goud Fliday urorrring all in the month ul ivlay
A Gerrnan ship was signalling beyoud there in the bay,
'We've twenty thousand rifles here, all ready for to land'
But rro auswering signal carite frt:tn the lclnely B:rnna Strand..

A motor-car was dashing ttrruugh the early morning gloorn.

A sudcien crash, and in the sea tttcy went to meet their doorn.
'l'wo Irisir lads lay ciying there iust like their hr:pes so grand,
'Lhey r:ould not give tire signal II(.,w frofil lonuly Banna Strantl.

"F{o signal al)swdrs frotn the shorr:,' liir Ruger sadl-v saitl.
'No comrades here to wclconte nre, aias! they must be dead;

But I must do ury duty and at once I ttean to land.'
So in a boat he pulled asllore ()n lLrilely Banna Stratt.l.

The German ships were lying there with rifles in ltalorc.
Up came a British i;hip and spoke,'l'{o (iernt:lrs t'each thc sltrlre:

You are our Empire's enenry, attd so we irid ytlu stand.

No German foot shall e'cr prrllulc the lonely lJetrna Strantl""

'Ihey sailed for Queensl.own Harbour. Said thc (lennarts: 'We're

undone,
'l['he Briti$h ate our masttrs rnatt for tnan antl gurr ltlr gutt.

We've twenty thousand rifles herc, but they never will reach lantl.

We'lI sink them all and bid farewell to lonel-v Bauna Strartd.'

Thc trt.l"tl. were hunting for Sir Roger higtr and li:w.
They found him at McKenna's Fort, said they: 'You are t'rur ft:t.'
Said he: 'I'm Ro-qer Casement, I came to my native land.

I meant to free illy countrymen on the lorrely Banna Strand''

T'hey took Sir Roger prisoncr end sailed for Lontlon 'l'tt*'tt"

Ancl in the Tower they lai.l hinr as a lreitor to ltre Crorvrt.

Saicl he: 'I am no trltilor'hLrt his trial he ltatl ttl statrtl

For bringing German rifles to the lonely Banna StranLl

'Twas in an English prison that they led him to his death'

'I1n dying for my country,' ho said with his last breath.

He's buricd in a ;;rison ytrcl far frorn his native lancl'

The wild waves sing his Requiern on l.ltt [.onely Banna Slrand

LET MN CARRY YO{JR C{TOSS FOR
I,ORD !

IRELAND,

Lct me carry your Cross for lreland. Lorcl !
'fhe hour of her trial draws near,

And the pangs and the pains of the sacrificc
May be borne by comrades dear.

Brrt, l-orr.1, take me frrtru thc crffering throng,
There are many far less prepared,

'['hor-rgh anxious antl all as they are to dic
'l'hat lreland may he sparecl.

l,.ct rnc cat'r'y your L'ross for lrelancl, Lord!
My cares in this world are few.

Arrrl few are the tears will for nre fall
Wlrcn I go on nly way to you.

Sparc. Oh! Spare Lo their lovecl ones tklr
'l'he brother ancl son and sire.,

'l'hirt ttre cause lve [()ve may never clie
In thc lirnrl of our lreart's dcsire !

[.ct nte carry yollr L'ross for lreland, Lord!
Let rne suller the pain and shame.

I lrow rny head to tlreir rage and hate,
Ancl I take on urysclf the blame.

[.r-'t therrr do with rrry hody wlrlrtc'cr they will,
My spirit I offer to You.

'f'hat the faithful felv who heard her call
May be spared to Roisin Dubh.

l.et ruc carry your Cross for lrcland, [-ord !

For lreland weak with tears,
Fr:r lhe aged man of the cloutleti brow,

Ancl the child of tender years;
Iror the enrpty homes of her golden plains;

For the hopes of her future, too !

l.et rne carry yorlr Cross for lreland, [.ord !

F'or tlte erause of Roisin Drrbh.
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LAMENT OF' TTIE IR,ISH EMIGRANT

['rn sittin' on the stilc, Mary, where we sitt side by side

On a bright May rror.lin', long ago, when {irst you were my bride;
The corn was springin'fresh and green, and the lark sang loud and high'
Ancl the red was ()n your lip, Mary, and the lclvc-light in your eye.

The place is little changed, Mary, tho day is bright as then,

The lark's loucl song is irt my etr, antl thc corn is green again;

Ilut I rniss the sol't cltsp of your hand, and your breath, warm on flly
cheek,

Ancl I still keep list'nin'for the worcls yt;tt never lnore will speak.

"l'i.s but a:;tcp dorvtt yrtneler llne. atttl lhc littlc chttrch statttls Ilc{rr -'
'lhe church whero we were wed, Marl', t sr:o the spire from here.

But tile graveyard lies [Tet',veen, Mary, antl nry step nright break your:

rest **
fiirr I've lairl you. tlarling ! tlorvn ttt sk:ep, wilh y(rur llatry tln y(ltlr l)reast'

I'nt very hlnely ntlw, Mal'y, frir tlte poor Illake no llew friends;

fiut O t.hey luve the better still. the l'cw our ]:'ather serttls!

And you were all t hatl, Mary, my trlcssirr'arld nr-y pritle!
'Ihere's nolhin left ttl carc for ttow, sincc nly poor Mary died.

Yours was the goocl, brave lteart, Mary, that stitl kept hopin' on

When tlre trust in (iotl hatl [r:l't rrty soul, ltrttl luy ltrrn's young strengtlt

was gonel
'f'here was cunrforl evel on yr;ur lip, lntl ttrc kincl lr,rok on your hrtt"v---.

I bless yrtu, Mary, fur that sarne, litoug,ll yot) citttttt'll lrear nte uow.

I thank- yitri for the patient slutile whert yttur'lttlart was tit ttl break,

when the hunger pain was gnawin' there, and you hitl it for nry sake;

I bless you for the pleasant word, rvhen your heart rvas sad and sore *-
O l'ul ihankful you are gone, Mary, rvhcre grief can't reac'h you nrore!

i'nr bitltlin'yr:u a long farewcll, nty Mary"*- kintl antl true !

llut I'll not forget you, darling' in the land l'rn goin' to;
. Ttrey say there's ltreld altcl wr.rrk frlr all. antl tlte sun shines llways lher-e

llur tr'll not forgtet olcl lrelantl' were il. fifty tinres as frir!

,Anel often in thttse grand old rvoeicls I'll sit ancl shut rny eyes'

Anrl my hearr will travel back again to the place where Mary lies;

Anrt I'll think I see the little stile where we sat side by side;

And the sprinl,.in'cr:tr, erttl the hriglrt May nrnrn wlten firsl y()tl w(rre

rny bride.
- -[Itt-sl.i Sl't-tt'lt, L.anv'L)urrtnlx
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Old Version of :
T'HT] WEARING OF THB GREBN

I ruct with Nappel 'l'andy,

And hc took me by the hand,
Saying, how is rlear old lrelancl'/

And how rlocs shc sland?
Shc's thc rnost clistressful country

'Ihat ever. yet was seen;
'I'hcy are hanging mcn and wonlen

For wearing of thc green !

0 Wearirrg of thc Green.
O Wearine of the Green.

My nativc land, I cannot stand,
For wi:aring of thc grcen.

My father krverl you tenderly
He lies within your breast;

Whilc I, that yould have rlied for you,
Must ncver so he blest;

ljol laws, their r,:ruel laws, have said
'fhat seas should roll between

Old lreland and her faithful sons
Who lovc to wear the green.

() Wearing of thc Green.
O Wearing of the Green,

My native land, I cannot stand,
For wc;rring of thc grecn.

I care not for the 'l'histle,

And I carc not for the Rosc:
When hleak rvincls rorrnil us whistle,

Neither: down nor crimson shows.
tlut like hope to him that's friendless,

Where no joy around is seen,

O'er our graves with love that's endloss
Rlooms ou!- owrl imrnortal green.

O Wearing of the Green.
O Wearing of the Green,

My native land, I cannot stand,
For wearing of the green.
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TITE X}OLD [T,dPPATTEE

I{e r:ame o'er the hills at the d36u;,,t of day,
With his troops and pikenrerr irr hattle array.
'Mong his clansmen thc proudest ancl bravcst was lte -.-
Oh! the chicf of them all was thc hol<l Rapparcc.

I saw hilu at eve, rvhen the battle was o'er',
And thc shcen <t[ his grcen was all rudrly with gorc.
But I knc'"r, by his bearing uncon(luere(l was he
ln the causc of his countr-v --- the bo)il RaJrJrar:cc.

O! sweret rva.s the prorrrise he u,hispcrcd lrre when
We mournfully partcd adown in thc glen;
[Ie vowed he'd come back r,vhcn thc old l:r_nd was frcc,
And claim rnc his hr-idc. diel the hold Rapp;rrrc,

My rn<lther she chides rvhrn I mcutit:n his nanre"
;\nd tells mc to wed, for his richcs lrrrcl fantc:
A soft Saxon lordling of nohle degrce:
But my heart's o'er the hills rvilh lty owt.l Rapparec.

Oh! I wistr I was hack once again in nry home
Among the grecn woodlands of $ultny Tyronc;
To roam through the meadows light-hearted and frec,
And bask in the .srnile of my hol<l Rapparee.

God bless his bright banner, where'er 'tis unrolled !

May victory smile on his flag as of old:
'Till the false-hearted foemen are sunk in the sea,
And freedom and love bless my bold Rapparee.

C]rdTT{A[, BR.UGHA
(Air: l"he 'I'ri-(tokrurad Rihhon)

In [)uhlin's fair city, the" sun it was sinking
Our I.R.A. assembled, the fight to re$ume

Marshalled by their Commandant, old Ireland's great defender
And our Easter Week slrrvivor. the dauntless Cathal Brugha.

(..'hctrtts

May (it'rrl rcrt thc soul of our Llrave undaunted soldier
To his lanrl and his cunrrades 'till death he proved true.

And may God blcss tho brave lacls who followed in his footsteps,
But remcmber, "No Surrender" rvere the dying words of Brugha.

The fight it wa.s ragiug, thc rr:ofs thcy were blazing,
'Ihe eannons were pealing, every airn sad and true.

I{is comrades raised the whitc flag, to save their brave leader,
Far morc pr:ized l.han their own. was thc dear life of Bmgha.

He cried: "Boys no u,hite flag shall cvcr wave above me,
I'11 make rny dash for freedom anrl lighting I'11 go through."

'I'hen clashing through their cordons. thc dcadly bullets hitting him,
What "r vict'ry for the Free St.ate. threc hundred shooting Brugha.

lileeding and dying lay lrr:land's great defender,
No earthly aid could save him. for his wounds were old and new

He left this world on Friday, the same day as Our Saviour,
And to join the Irish rnartyrs, wsnt the soul of Cathal Brugha.

FIi.s body lies in Dutrlin, in a cold and silent grave.

Rut forever in olel [reland, ]iis nlemory shall be new.

No foreign gold could buy hiin, no foe could ever change him,
What a model for Old Ireland was the life of Cathal Brugha.

_tb

-Wrr,r,reu 
Corr,ws
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THB BATft,E T]VE OI,' THE BRIGADE

'fhe mess=te,at is full ancl tho glasscs are set,
And the ,qallant Count 'fhorrrrrnd is President yct.
'fhe vet'ran arose, like an uplifted lanr-:c,

Crying: "Comrades, a health to thc Monarch oi firarrcc!"
With bunrpers and cheers they have clone as hc bacle,
For King l.ouis is Lrve<l by thr: Irish Brigadc.

"A health to King.larnes," and tlrey hcnt:rs thcy tluaflecl,
"Hsre's to Georgc thc I"ilector," arrc[ licrccly they Iaughcrl,
"'Good luck to thc girls wc rvoo'd long ago,
Wherc Shannon. and f]arror,v and Avondlrrr Ilow'":
"God prosper Old lreland," you'd think them afraid,
So pale grew the chiefs of the lrish f]rigade.

But surely, that light cannot crrmo frorn out' lamp'l
And that noise ,- are they all getting drunk in the canrp?
"Hurrah ! boys, the morning of hattlc is come;
And the general's heating on nlany a drunr."
So they rush from the revcl to join the paradc,
For the van is the right of the Irish Brigaclc.

'I'hey fought as they revelleel fast. fier-v. and true,.
And though victors, they left on thc field not a few:
And they, who survived. fought and drank as of yorc.
But the land of their heart's hope they never saw more.
For in far foreign ficlds finm Dunkirk to Relgrailc,
Lie ttre soldiers and chiefs of the [rish Brigade.

-..-Trtomas D.rvrs

THE BOYS OF KILMICHAEL
Wtrilst we honour in song and in story

'l'he meurory of Pearse and McBritle,
Whose rames are illumined in glory

With martyrs who long since have died.
Forget not the boys of Kilrnichael,

T'hose brave lads so gallant and true,
Who tiought 'neath the green flag of E,irn

And conclurred lhc Rcd, White ancl lllue.
Chorus:
'Ihen here's to tlie boys of Kilrnichael

Who feared nol" the rniglrt rtf the foe.
'l'hr: dtry that they marched irrto bettle

l'hey laid all the Rlack-anrl '1'ans low.

On the twenty-eight day of Novernlrer,
'I'he T'ans lctt the town ot' Macroonr,

T'hey were seated in two Crosslcy tenders
Which lcd thenr right into their doonr:

'lhey were on the road to Kilrnichael
And never expected to stall,

Ttrey there met the boys of the column
Who ruacle a clear sweep of them all.

Chorus;
'llie sun in thc west it was sirrking,

"I'was the eve of a cttld wintcr's tlay;
When the 'I'ans wo wero (tp,er.lv waiting

Sailed into tltc :;y'lot whclc wr: lay;
And over the hills rvent [[rr-, cclro

i['ho peal of the rifle and gun,
And the flames frorn their lorries gave tidings

T'hat the lroy.s of the colunrn had won.

Chorus:
'lhe lorries were ours before trvilight,

And high over l)unmanwey town
Our Banncrs in triuurplr were waving

"lo show that the Tans had gone down;
V/e gathered our riflcs and bayonets.

And soon left the glen so obscure,
And never drew rein 'till we halted

At the far-away eenrp of Cilenrrre.

(.'horu,r :
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TIIE BOLD BLACK AND TAN

Says Lloyd-George to Macpherson: .I'll give you the sack,
To uphold law and order you haven't the knack,
I'll send over Greenwood, a much stronger man,
And fill up Erin's Isle with the bold Blaek and Tan.,

F1c sent. thern all ilver lu piilage irlrl lotrt,
And b,urrt do,,vn thc houses ttrrc innralcs 1o shrrot.
'Tcl re-corrquer lreland,' says he, 'is rny plan,
With IV{acready and Co. and his bold l}laclr and Tan.'

f'he town of Balbriggan they've [:urned to the gruuud,
While trrrllets like hailstt)r)es \vere whizeing arountl;
And worrren left honreless by this evil clarr.
'I'hey'vc r,vaged war (,n children, the hoLl Black antl 'l'an

From [lublin to Cork and fronr 'Irinr to Mayo.
l".ies a trail of destructiorr whcrever they go;
With [inglarrd to help lncl lierce pessions to fan,
Strr: rlust feel t,lood-y proud of lrer troltl Blar.'k arrtl'I'an.

Alr, then not by the terrors of lirrglancl's foul hordc.
F'or ne'er could a nation be ruled by thi; sworcl;
For our country we'll have yet irr spite of her plan,
Or len tintes the uuntlrer of liokl lll;rr:k arrd 'T'urr.

We defeated conscription in spite of their threats,
And we'r'e going to clofeat oltl Lloyd-George and lris pels.
Iior lreland and Freedorn wd're lrere to a trlan,
And w,e'll ltrmbl* the pritle of the hold Black and Ten.

BOLD ROBERT EMMET

The strugglr is over, the bi_r1s arc dcfeatcd,
Old lreland's surrounded with sadness and gloom,

We were defeated and shamefully treated,
And l, Robert Emmet, awaiting my cloom.

Ilung, drawn and quartere(, sure that was my sentence,
Ilut sclon I will show thenr no cttwarcl anr I,

My criurc is the love of the land I was born iu -
A hero I liverl enil u hurt.r I'll die.

Chorus:

Bold Robert Emmet, the darling of Erin,
Bold Robert Emmet will die with a srnile.

Farewell companions both loyal and daring,
I'll lay down my life for the Emerald Isle.

Tlte lrarclue lay lt anchor awaiting to bring nre

Over the billows to the land of the free:
But I must see rny sweetheart for I kno,,v she will cheer me,

Ancl with her I will sail far over thc sea.

Ilut I was arrested and cast int.o prison,
'friecl as a traitor, I rebel, a spy:

lJrrf trrt onc can call rlc I kn;lvc tlr lr cowartl
A hero I liverl arrel a herr,r l'll dic.

Chorus:

Hark ! the bell's tolling, I well know its meaning,
My poor heart tells me it is my death knell;

fn come the clergy, the warder is leading,
I have no friends here to bid me farewell.

Goodbye, old Ireland, my parents and sweetheart,
Companions in arms, to forget you must try;

I am proud_ of the honour, it was only my duty -A hero I lived and a hero I'll die.
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Chorus:
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THE BOI,D FENIAN MEN

Oh see who corues over the red blossorued heatler,
Their green banners kissing the pure mountain air"

ltrr;acls erect, eyes to tront, stepping proudly together,
lii'eedom sits throned on elc:h proutl spir-it. there.

While down the hills twining,
'['heir blessed steel shining

l.ike rivers of beauty they llow thr()ugh each gleu;
Fronr nrountain ancl valle_y,
''t'is l-itrerty's ralley --

Out ancl make way ftlr the bold Fcrrian Mcn !

Our prayers and our tears have becn scofied and derided,
'I'hey'vo shut out Goil's sunlight from spirit antl urind,

C)ur foes rvere united, and rve werc clivicled,
We met and they scattered us all to llre wirril.

Ilut once more returning,
Within our veins burning

l'he fires that illumined dark Aherlow's glen;
We raise the cold cry anew,
Slogan of Con and Hugh--

Out anrl rnake rvay for the br:ld Fenian Men !

We've ruen frorrr the Norq, frilrn thc Suir, and the Shannun.
Let tyrants come forth, wc'Il lrring force against force .'-

Our pen is the .sword and our voice is the cannon,
Rifle for rifle. and horse against horse.

Wc've rnade the false Saxon yielcl

Many a red battle'field:
(iod on our sicle we will triumph again;

O puy them back woe for woe.
Strike them back blow for blow-

Out end make way for the hold Fenian Men !
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Side by side for the causc have our forefathers battled,
Where our hills never echo'd the tread of slave.

On many a green hills where the leaden hail rattled,
I'hrough the red gap of danger they march'd tn their grave.

And we who inherit
lfheir names and their spirit,

Will march 'neath the banners of Vict'ry then.
AII who love Saxon law,
Native or Sassenach must

Out and make way for the bold Irenian Men !

_-Mtcnasr, Sc.c,Nr-eN

A BATTLE HYMN

Armed for the hattle, kneel we before 'I'hee,

Bless '[hou our banners, Cod of the brave !

lrclancl is living ! Shout rvc cxultant;
Irelancl is waking, hands grasp thc sworcl"

Who flghts for Ircland, God guide his blows homc,
Who dies for Irelan(, God give him peace !

Knowing our cause just, march we triumphant,
Living or dying, Irsland to frec!

The spirit of Freedom floats in the ether,
Souls of our heroes march by our side.

Tone is our battle-cry; Emmet inspires us;
Those who for Freedom fall never shall die.

England is breaking ! shout we exultant;
England is beaten- Ireland is free!

Charge for the old cause; down with the old foe!
Giving our heafrs' blood Ireland to free !

-Cloxsraucr nr MAnxrtvrcz
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BOOLAVOGUE

At Boellavogus as thc suil lvas setting
O'er the hright. IVIay meadows of Shclmalicr,

A rebel hand set the heathcr hlazing
And hrought thc neighirrrurs from far arrcl ncaL.

"t'hen Father Murphy. from old Kilcormack,
Spurred up thc rocks rvith a warning cry:

"Arrn ! Arm !" he cried, "for ['ve come to lead you
For Ireland's freedonr we livc and die."

Hc lead us on 'gainst thc conring soldiers.
And the cowardly Ycomen wc put to flight

,Trvas at the Llarrow thc boys of Wcxford
Showed Bookeys regimenl lrow rucn could fight.

[-,ook out for hirclings. King Georgc of l-ingland,
Search every kingdom rvhere breathcs a slavc"

For Father Murphy from the County Wexford
Sweeps o'er the laircl like a rnighty wavc.

We tnok Camolin and lrnniscorthy,
And Wexford storming drove oLtt ottr focs:

''['rva.s at SIiahh L'oillte out: pikcs wcrc rceking
With the crimson strearn of the beaten Yeos

At Tubberneering and Ballyellis
Full many a FJessian lay in his gorc

Ah, Father Murphy, had ai<l comc ovcr
The green flag floated fr<;m shorc to shors!

At Vinegar Hill, o'er the pleasant Slaney,

Our heroes vainly stood back to back
And the Yeos at Tullow took Father Murphy

And burned his body upon the rack.
God grant you glory, brave Father Murphy,

And open heaven to all your men;
The cause that called you may call to-morrow

In another fight for the green again.,

TI{E B()YS Ot' WEXFonD

Inn comes the captain's claup,hter, thc captairr of the Yer:s.,
Sai,lp*: ".Bravc llnited lrishmen. \vg"il 11c'or again be foes.
A thousanrl pounds I'll hring if you rvill fiy from hornc with rrre,

Artcl rlress myscll in nran's attirc and light for liberty."'

('ltorus:

Wc arc the l.ro-ys of Wexforrl, rvho fought with hcart anel trrand
'l'o hurst in trvain thc galling. thairr and frcc orrr lanrl"

"l want. rr,r golcl. nry rrraidcrr lair, to (l_y from hom,r with thee;
Your shining eycs will tle nty prizc - titorc dcar than gokl to me.
I want no gokl to ncrvc my arm to tlo a true nran's paft -l'o free ury native land I'r! gla<lly give thr rcd drops of my heart."

Chorus:

And whcn we lcft. our: cabins. hovs. 1yc' lcft with r:ight good will
'['rr see our fricnds and neighhonrs that werc at Vinegar l{ill!
A young man from or,rr Irish rartks a cannon he let go;
FIe slapt it into Lorrl Mountjoy " a tyrant hc laid low !

Chorus:

We bravely fought and concluercd at ltoss and Wexford town;
Threc Bullct Gatc for ycars to c:r'rrrro will .speak for our renownl
Through Walpolc's hursc atrrl Walpolc's loot on -fubberneering's day.
Depending on the long, lrright pikc. lvc cut our gory way.

Chttnts:

And Oulart"s name shall be their shame, whose steel we ne'er did fear,
For every man could do his part like Forth and Shelmalier!
And if'for want of leaders, we lost at Vinegar Hill,
We're ready for another fight, and love our country still!

Chonts

.16

*P. J. McCer.r,

l
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CE"A,NN DUtsH I}ILIS

O IJea.r I)ark Ilcarl. bc*'erl lc,rv irr rl*at[r"s hl:ii:k sorrorv,
Let not thy lrea;-t [re traurntclle<l in dcspair;
I...ift, lift thine eyes unto the radiarrl rlorrow.
And wait the light that surelv shall Irreak tl.rcre.

What. though thc grave halh r:loscrd rhovo llry clearcst.
All are not gone that love thce, nor all flerl;
And though thine own sweet tonguc lhou scjclom hcarcst,
Yet shall it ring a_gain. O Deat f)ark Ilc;rrl.

() I.lear I)ark llearl ttat nrorrrneth 1r1,1111,1y21615,

Crooning a ca.oincadh for 11.," countless glrvcs
()f va.ll,ant gcn:; anrl hravr: true-hearlrrl rlirrrr:lrlcrs,

Waiting the augle's tnrrnp hcnc;rtlr lltc rv;lr,cs.

Take frorn each rising sun so,ne rav {o chcet lhc(.,
Some gleam of glory from cach sunset rcd;
They bring an hour all close and closcr nclu. thcc,
Thal shall avenge these glavcs, () Dcar" D:rrk Ilr::rrl.

() Dear I)arh Hearl, though [,ul the t'Lrr lcrv's scr,.;rrrrrrrg
\\r;rkcns the echoes of thc hill atrr.l glcrr;

Yet shall thou sec oncc rnore thc trriglrl slccl lrlc:rrnirrg,

Yet shalt thou hear again tlrc {ranrp of rncn:
.And though their fathers' fale bc theirs, shall others
With hearts as faithfrrl still tlrnt palhwar- trcad.
'T'ill lve havc sel, oh! rrrolher dear of rrrothcrs,

A nation's crown upon thy I)ear l)ark llcarl.

0 I)ear Dark I'lead. let not thv u,artirrg rl;runt lhec,
'Ihc future if lhou rvillest can be thinci
The past can summon up no shades to hatrrrt tlrcr:,
Of perjured failh or deseclated shrine;
Lift, lift thy heart tlrcn; for each yoar of mourning,
Ea.ch sigh vou hreathcd, cvery teal you shcd,
"fhere yet shall he a jewcl bri.eht aclorning
'fhy mantle's myriad folcls, O Dcar Dark tleatl.

.-*Wrr-lranl RrxtNly

BAN-I'RY BAY

Ali l'rrt sittirrg all alonc in the gluatningr,
It rnight havc hecn hul. ycslcrday.

"l'hat we wach'd the l'ishcr sails all honring.
'l"ill thc littlc herring flcct at anchor lay:

'l'hcn the lisher girls with baskcts swirlgirlg.
Camc runniilg down thc old stoneway,

Irv'rl, lassic to he r sailor la<l was sirrgirrg
r\ tvcleorttr: ltack tq Banlry []ay.

'l hen rve ht'ar"tl thc Pipcr'li s\\'c(-l !!()tc trrning.
r\nd all thc lassics trlrn'rl to hear,

As thcy mirrglcd with a soft voicc cr(xrlring.
'T'ill the music floated dorvn the wooden pier

"Save you kindly, collscns all," said the pipcr,
"Hant'ls across an(l trip it whilc I play"

And a joyor:s soun(l of song ancl mcrry dan(.ing
Strrle softly ovcr llanl.ry Bay.

A; I'trr $ittiug all alone in the ghranrinp,
T'hc shadows of thc pasl. dlaw ncar,

And I sec thc lovirrg fuccs itround nlc
'['hat rricrl trr glarl thc olrl hrorvrr pie:r:

Sr-rmc alr,: g()nc upotr lhr:ir last lovil honrirrg,
Sontc arc lcft. but they arc old and grey,

And we'rc waiting for thc tide in the gloaruing,
To sail upon thc Grcat llighway.

'lh 1fi31 lanrl of rest uncnding.
AII peacefully froru Bantry llay.

-Jaltes 
L,. M<tllov
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CAI{RTGI)[IO(]N
(Air: 'flrc t'oggv Dcn)

()n {.arrigdhi)un the hcath ir; lrrown.
'['hc cloucls arc clark o'cr Ardnalcc.

AIrJ rt.tany a s(r'calll c()n)rs ruslrirrg rJowrr'l'o 6;rvcll thc angry Orvcnabcc.'I hr' titrranilrg l,llrsl is srvtcpirrr,. P;rsI'I'hti,' 
1113111 :t lc;rfless lrr.r..

,\rrtl l'rtt ;rlorrc [or hc is llorre,
My hawk has flown, ocholr tno chroidhe !

"I'he hcath \\,as preer on ( lar.ri.rtdhoun.
Bright shonc thc sun on Artjnalco:

'l-hc dark greon trees hent trcnrbling clown,
lb kiss thc slunrhcring Ownahec.

I'hat happy day, 'trv;rs hut l;rst May,
'f is like a dream to nrc,

Wherr Dornlrnal swore, ,tyc, ()'or trrrrl o'er.
Wc'll Pxrl n{) nt(}rc, a silot ln(} r..hroidhe I

Soft April shorvcr.s and liright May flowers
Will hring thc suruntcr ha<:k again.

[]ut rvill thcy hrin.q nrc hack thc hours
I spent with nry l"rrave Donrhnal then?

'-Iis hut chancc, for he's gonc to France
T'o wear the fleur-de-lis:

[]ut I'll follorv y()u, lly l-)onrhnal dhu.
F-or still I'nr truc to you, a chroidhe!

, 6CTF"

(Le caoin-chead ROSC)

If I ctruld coax all lrish child to listen
'l'o Pcarsc's [ines ahirut the slanting sun;
lf I could hclp him glean a littls fraction,
tsronr this njan's knt)\vlq:rlse of thc [ternal Onc.

lf Icould li:arl hirrt in ['earsc'r footstelrs,
Antl lire hirn with thc oath that this boy vowcd;
If hc perchancc should knecl ancl thus pray likewise.
I'd surcly feel a tEal:her mighty proud.

If I could chanu this child rvhen twilight lingcrs
r\round thc firc lvith tales of long ago:
Of hcrocs lrold wlrr"r slood four-square freedoril
A{. such a school young l}earsc fclt frosclom's glow

lf l coulcl prcaclr a lovo oI rrur sirclanrl.
As the nrothcr Pr:arsc dirl lvith hcr litllc oncs
-['hen I shoulcl tre a tcachor of thc mothers,
Wlto clo for;lct th;r( Ilcllrrrtl ncc<ls hcr sons.

lf I coLrld tcll this child what ['carsc cndured
'l'o frec such parcnts frorrr thc slavc-rnind plaguc:
"I'hcn I nright say anothcr I'carsc was moulded
'l'o snatch our lost ideals fronr thc grave.

-Lrnnru Nrc GauHlIqN*Drln.lv Laxs
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T'HE IRIST{ PEASANT GIRL
Shc livcd bcsidc the ,{nnq1,

At lh,: foot r.rf Slicve_na_nron.
r\ gcntle peasarrt girl,

With nrild eyes likc thc <lawtr;llu lips wcrc dewy rosebu<js;
Iler tce{h of pearls rarc;

Anrl sn<lwdrift 'nc;th a lrccchcn [.rough
Her ncck and nut_brown hair.

I'lorv plesant .twas to meet her()n Sunda),s. whcn tlie lrell
Was tilling with its utellow toncs

Lolrc rvood arrd grassy dell!
And whcn at eve youltg rnaiclens

Strayed the river_harrk along.
' I hc rv ir:lorv's h111.yx_l1s iretl,laugi{cr_

\\'as l,rvclicst oI lltc lhrolrg.
L) lrrave, lrrave Irish girls __

We may well call you brave! _:
Surc thc least of all your pcrils

Is the stornly 0c0an wavc,
When you leave your quiet vallevs

Ancl crr"rss thc Atlantic foani.'l'o hoar<J your hard-won carninps
For thc helplcss oncs at hor'ue_.

"Wrile word to my own clear mother __
Say, we'll nreet with Gnd above;

Anrl tell rny Iittle hrothcrs
I sen<l thcp 2ly rny lovc:

May the angles ever guarcl thenr,

. Is their dying sister:'s praycr,l*_
Arrd folded in the letter

Was a braicl of nut-hro,"vn hair.
Ah, cold and well-nigh callous

This weary heart has grown,
For thy helpless fate, dear Irelanrl.

An<l for sorrows of rny own:
Yct lr tcar my cye will moistcn,

When lry lhc Anner sirJc I strav.
lror the lily of the mountain foot

That withered far away.

TIIE STAR OF THE COU NTY DOWN

Nerr Baublidgc 1'owu in tlrc Lounly Dtrwn
One moming last July,

l)own a boreen green canrll a sweet colleen,
And she smilcd as she passed ure by:

She Iookecl so swest fronr her lwo bare feet
'l'o thc sheen of hcr nut-browrr hair:

Sttclt a coaxins elf, surc I shook nrysell',
lior [o sec I rvas rcally llrclo"

( 'hutu.t:

Frorrr Barttry llay up Lcl Dcrry Quay,
And frorn Gallay to Dublin towq,

No rrtaid l'vc scon like tlre brilwn collcen,
'l'hat I rrrcI irr thc ('ourrty l)own.

,4s slte ouward spccl, sure I scratchccl nry hcarl.
Anel I lookecl with a l'eeling mre,

And I says, says, I to a passer-b,y:
"Who's tlrc maid with tlrc nut-tlrown hair'/"

l'le snriled at nre nud he says, says he:
"'I'hat's the gem of lreland's crown,

Yourtg. Rosie Mc('artn fronr thc l]anks of lhc Bann,
Shr's llte star r;f the ('outtlv Dt-rrvtt."

t''ht tu.t

At the harvest fair she'll be surely there,
So t'll dress in my Sunday clothes,

With my shoes shonc hriuht ancl my hat cockocl right,
Iior a snrile frorrr tho ttul-brown rose:

No pipe I'll srnolie -'.-no horse I'll yoke,
"fill nry plough is rust-colourecl browtt;

''l'ill e suiling hride hy n)y ()wn tireside
Sits the star of the ('rtrrttty Dr)rvfl.
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SHE IS FAR FROM TI{E I,ANT) A SHAWT OF GALWAY GREY

"'l'was shitrt the riight rve parted,
'1'oo quickly came the tlay,

When silent, broken-hearted,
I went frour you awaY;

'l'he drwn was bright'nirtg o'er Cilertrr.re,

As slole the stars awaY,
'I'he Iasl. f,-rnd look I caught of yotr

ln yorrr shartl ol (ialway (lrey.

Oli, I've .lcell thd silks antl laees,

And well they look ltl' sltow'
Beneath the prettY faces

0l' gentle girls I kntlw.
tlul this --- a secret I'l[ cunlide ---

I'd lcave Llrem all to-daY,
'l'rt nteel yott on a gledn hillsiclcr

ltt yottr sharvl ol (lalwaY (ireY

'The well is sParkling as of Yore,
'fhe sky still greY and bltrc'

'l'he dog outside your father's door

Keep.s watclt ancl wlrd f()r Yotl.

Anrl all this picttrrc tlow I ser-:'

[Jtrt, ulr ! so fltr itwlty

ls lrriglrtcnctl hy yotrr uracc so fLctl

Anrl yortr sltaivl rlf (ialway (irey

[,r:t tttlters It)r,C S0rrrr, prOttdcr tlatttc

With frills artd tlttwers hctleckecl.

Yrlur polet' o'tjr Itlc: is sl.ill thc sarrte.

Its plaY retnains ttnt:hecked.

Artd nll I wish is for Clenrue,
My honrelatld far awaY.

Arrrl life and love beside You
In your shewl crf (ialwaY GreY.

She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers around her are sighing;

But coldly she turns from their gaze and weep$,
For her heart in lris sravo is lyinu.

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plairrs,
Every note which he lov'd awaking;

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strails,
llow {he hearl of lhe ntinstrel is hrcakirrg.

I{e' had lived for his love' for his country he died,
They were all that to life had entwined him;

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him,

Olr ! nrake her a grave where the sumheams rest,
When they promise a glorious morrow;

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile frorn the West,
Frour her own loved islancl of s()rrow.

*Tnoues Moonu
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SKII}BERET]N

()h. fathcr tlcnr, I oftel hear' )'()u sllcak of ll irr's islc.
ller lofty sccncs anrl valleys grecrr, hcr rrrountains nrde arrtl u,ild,
"flrcy say it is lr lovcly lancl rvher:eilr a piince rlighL dwcll.
Oh. rvhy did 1,r-ru ;rbarrclon it'l 1'hs l'('arir)n to rrrc tcll.

Olt" son I lovcrl rrry rrativg [arrd rvith en()lgy urrrl prirlc,
"I'ill a blight calrlc'ovcr all thc lanil nry shc:c1.:, rrry c:a{lle, llir'11 ;

My rent and laxcs wcrc to pay, I could no[ tlrcrrr rcrlccrn,
And that's the c-rur":l r"easoli rvhy I lcft old Skilrhcrccn.

(.)lt, uicll do I r"urrcnrhcr thc lrlcak l)rtcnrlrcr tl;ry.
'l'he landlorrl arrrl thc shr:ritl'cantc t() tlrivr.: us all lrvuy.
'l'hey set rny roof on firc with thcir rlenrou ycllow.splcur,
And that's anothcl rel$()ll that I lcft r.rlr-l Skitrbcrcen.

Yorrr qtotltcr, too, (iorl rest het sottl, fcll orr tltc sltowy groltttrl"

She faintccl irt hcr anguish. sceing tlrc clesolatir.rn routttl.
Shc never rosc, but passecl away frorrr lifc to tnortal dreattt,
And found a quict,qravc. rlly iroy, in tl,ear old Skilrbcresn.

And you wcrc ortly trvo yoars oltl arrrl fcchlc was,your ftanlc,
I could nol lcavc yorr rvilh tuy fricn(ls _you lrorc your fathcr's rlitllto
I rvrapl yorr in nly c()ta nl()r al thc tlcarl of nigltt tinsccll,
l heaved a sigh and badc goorl-lryc to (lcar old Skibbereen.

()h. wcll rlo I renrurtrcl the ycar of '41i.

Wherr I ross with cornrades bravc arrd trttc [o battle against fatc'
I was hunted through the hills by slaves who servod a foreign Qusen,
And that's anothcr roason why I lcft old Skibbcrccn.

()lr" father- dcar. tltc ilay will cotrte \,-hett vclli.lcallcc lotrd rvill crll'
When trish nrcn witlt feclings stcrn will r:ally onc and all.
I'll be the man to lead the van beneath thc flag of Green

When loud and high we'll raise a cry - Revenge for Skibbereen'

5rt

*- M. J. Rerny
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STEP TO GETHER
Stcp tcigcther -- bi.rltlly trcltl,

Firm each fuot erect each heatl;
Iiixed in front be every glance _

fiorward, at the wortl ..Acivance !',
Serried files that foes nray clred;

l-ike the dcer orr nlountain heather.
'I'read light,
l.eft - riglrt

Steacly, boys, antl .stcp ttlgethcr !

Step togcther - - bc cuch rarrk
Dressetl in Iirrc, I'rorrr flank Io flank:

folarching so that you nray halt
'Mid the onscl's lierce assault.

tjirnr as is the rarnpart,s bank
Raised the iron rairr Io wcether.

proud sight !

I_eft - righr-"
Steady, boys, and slcp togcither!

Step together -* be your tranrp
Quick and light - - no plodding starnp.

l,et its cadence, quic:k and clear,
Fall like music ttn the ear.

Nnise betits not trell or camp --.
t-iagles soar 0n silerrt feathcr_

't'read light.
l.cft "- righr .

Steady, boys, and step togerher!

Step together -* self restrainecl,
Be your march of thought as traiuetl;

iiach man's single powers conrbined
Into one battalionecl nrind.

Moving on with step sustained.
'lhus prepared, rve reck nrrt rvhe{her

Foes smite,
Left-righr--

Steady, Lrovs. and step together!



SEAN TREACY

\\'c oftcn heard orrr fathsrs tr:ll
l{,rw in thc Fcrriarr tirrrr,

'['hc notrlest of 'I'ipperary'$ sons

Itrrprist,ncd spcnt thcir Iivirs.

'l'hosc lalo"s rvc e:rr hcar <laily.
Anrl tho dectls of valiant nri:n.

,,\s thc war ltocs on rtrrccasingly
'I-hror;glr vnlk'y. lrill anr.l elclr.

J'he_y srrarq'h,',1 [rrr Se;rrr lt rrrirlrrig.ht,
IIis t:rllrrradcs rvith hinr slept.

l\,1at:ready's nturdering lrloodhounds
In silence on thcnr crept.

()ttr heror:s forrgirt as !r131.6' nten shntrltl
Ancl madc a gallant tightt

With bullct food thev clid c-onclurlc
'l'he Iivcs of Slvith aruJ \\rhite

ln a crowrlcd llutrlirr stlect Scan tlied
0n a rlinr ()ctcrho tlayl

'l'hc story rvill iro lold lvith pritlc
While uterr in Eirirrlr stav.

\\/itlr trrrstl, gun held in his hand.
"frvo sleulh hounds he laid lowl

'Twas rvell they knew the island through
They had nrl hraver foe.

Wht'n thc Ilritish sarv thr: hattle
'I'hey -shook r.vith fear and drcad,

A machine gun then did rattle,
And our hero bold lay dead.

Sean 'l'reaey killcrl! Scan 'Freacy killed !

Was lrorne along the breeze.
Nr' I'rlls wcrc ttlng: no t:roirr wa,i sunF:

l{c died for lreland free.

\Vhile grass grows greLln in ftirinn.
We'll think of you, hravc Sean !

We'll sing your praise o'cr hill and valc,
Whcn gricf and gloorrr itrc g()nc.

Arrrl rvhen t.her tlarvn of Iitcctlortt's stln

Shincs ottt ott Ilrin's skics.

Iu our (iaelic tonguc wc'll tell ()ul sorls

l.lt-rlv [-rravc Scart 'l'rcacy tlicrl.

SrnnEr Ber,r,u>

TFIE BARD OF ARMAGH

O list to thc strains of a poor lrish lrarpcr,
Ancl scorn rrot. tltc strairrs fronr his poor rvitltcred hirrttl

Ilcurcnrlrcr his fingcr;s could oncc lnove nluch sharpcr
"I'o raisc up thc ttteltt't1' of his dear native land.

At fair nr" at wake I e'oull twist rrty shillelagh.
(Jr trip throrrgh thc iig with nry bro.qucs hortnrt $'ith strarl:.

And all the pretty maids in the village and valley
Loved the bold Phelim Brady, the Bard of Armagh.

Arrtl rvhcn Sergcunt l)eatlr in his i:ok.l atnts slrall ctnhrar:c Me'

l'o lull rnc to slecp with swect Erin g<l hrath,
Ily the sicle of my Kathleen, my young wife, oh place mc,

Then forget Phelim Brady, the Bard of Armagh.
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.I'HE'I'TI RtIH, }.'tOWERS
L)nc tirnc ivhcrr rvalking dorvrr a late,

Whcn night was ilraiving uigh.
I rrrct a cailin wittr lhrcc fl<,rwcrs,

Ancl shc tnore young than l.
"St. Patrick lrless you, rlear,,' saitl l.

"lf you'll he quick ancl tcll
"l hc placc wherc yor,r clid find thesc. Ilowefs,

I scem to know so well.,,

Shc took antl kisscd thc first floler otrcc,
And srvcctly sai<l to nre:

"'l'his llrwcr c:entes fronr thc Wicklow hills.
Dclv rvr-:t and p1re," saitl shc.

"'lt's rratrc is Michael Llwycr
'l-he stroneest flower of all;

Ilrrt I'lI kcep it fresh bcsidc lrry bre:r^rt
'I'hough all the world shoulel fall.,'

Sltt: took irrrrl kis:icrl llrc ncxl flou,cr twir:c.
And swcclly saitl lo rrro:

"'lhis flowor" I culletl on Arrtrirn hill,
C)utsirlc Bclfast," said shc.

"'l-he namc I call it is Wolfc J"enq,
'Ihc bravcst flowcr of all:

llut I'll keep it frcsh besidc nry hrca.st.
Though all the world should fall.,'

Sllc took alrrJ kisscd thc ncxt llorvcr {ltricc.
And softly said to nte:

"T'his flower T found in Thorrras Street.
In Dublin fair," said shc.

It's nanre is Robcrt Emnret,
The youngest flower of all:

But I'll keep it fresh beside nry brcast,
Though all rhe world should fall.

'l"hen llmnre't. l)wyer arrd "l'orrc I'll keep.
For I do lovc thcm all:

And I'll kecp them fresh beside my hreast
Though all the world should fall."

THE THREE-COLOURED RIBBON
(A Ballad of Easter Week)

I had a truc love, if ever a girl had oue
I had a true love, a brave lad was he;

One Iine Easter Morrday with his gallant courrltles
Ile sLarted lrway 1'or to set Ireland freo.

('lu.n'tts

All round rny hat I wear a thrce-colourecl ribhon O
All rouncl nry hat until cleatlr contos tr.l nret
And if arrybocly's asking wtry rlo I rvclr il,
It's all lor ttty tt'trc lovc I ttcvcl nrorc slurll scc.

His bandolier rourrd hirrr. his bright bayonot shirring,
l-lis short service rillc, a lrcauty to sco;

I-here was joy in lris eycs though ho lcl't nrr: ht:hinrl lrirn
Arrtl starterl ervly lilr lo sct lrelarid frcc.

Chorust

[{e whispcrecl: "Coocl bye, Iovo, old Ircland is callinlr.
Higlr over Drrblin our tricolour flies;
ln the slreets of the city the foonran is felling,
Arrrl wee birrls rrc sirruini-,, 'Oltl lrcllrrtrl, irrise!"'

{)lunrs:

Irr praying urtd watchingl thc dark clays passecl ovcr.
'['he roar ol'the guns brought no nlessage to me1

I prayed for olcl lrelantl. I prayecl for nry lover.
'['hal hc rnight trc suve<1. lttrtl oltl Irellrrtl ht' l'rtr.

(- lu trtt,t :

'l'lre strugi-ls rvas endecl, tltey brought rne the story.
Thc last whispered nressage lre senI unto me:
"l wls true to nty land, l<lve, I fought for her tkrry,
Arrtl g.rve uf nry lifc for to tnake Treland free !"
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MY ONIY SON WAS SHOT IN DUBLIN
(Street llallad)

T'he night was dark and the figlrt was ended
I stood alone where brave men fell.

I stood alone rvhere brave rnen perisherl,
Iior now tlrcy sit ou (jotl,s righf hatrd.

('horus:

My only son was shot in Dublirr
Fightirrg for his country bold.

FIe fought for lrelantl, lrclancl only
'Ihe Harp arrd Shantrock, ttrc Cr:een, Wtrite and Golil

'Ihe lirst I rrret was a gray hairecl Fenian
Looking frlr his only son.

I said: "O'ld ruan there is no use searching,
For straight to heaven ]/our s()n has cone"',

(lharu.t:

"O God !" he cried, "I am broken hearted,,,
"0 Cod !" he cried, going on his knees.

"l krrew rny s()n was too kincl hearted.
I krreu, nty son lvorrld nevrr vicld."

Chorus;

The next I nret was a fair young rrraicleu
Kneeling by her lover's side.

Praying to God, her Heavenly Father,
Praying lLr (intl his sorrl to guitle

Chorus

The last I met was a dying rebel;
Kneeling low I heard him cry:

"God bless my home in dear Cork City,
God bless the cause for whieh f die.',

THE MEN OF BARITY'S COLUMN
When Blitish 'l-error failed to win
Allegiance frrLm our people drer,
I'he Black and 'I'ans they were brought iu,
They thought tliey'd teach us manners;
Instead of teaching they were taught
.A lesson which they dearly t.rought,

Iior when Kilmichael's day was llouglrt,
Low was their bloody banner.

"[hey souglit to wipe the coluritr out,
From East to West, from North to Sottth.
'T'ili at Crossbarry's llloody rout,
'['hey wr-rke Lrortr their day clrcrarrritrg;.

Though tex to one they wcrc that day,
Our boys were victors in the lray,
And over ttre hills rvc rnarched away

With bagpipes nterrily screanting.

T'he Essex brutes whu tortured Hales,
'[']rey scoured the land to litl the jails,
'l'hough their ugly cleeds would pale
'I'he cheeks of lrish mothers.
Paid dearly for their deeels were they
When passing by Toureen one daY,

We dearly made the Essex pay
And well avenged our brothers.

Wlren Barry saw the Tans e{facc.

T"he spirit of lris fighting race,

Rip,ht tlrrough his sotrl tlid rrlaell.y ehase.

I"{is blorrd lvent boiling over.

He marched his rnen to Rossa's town
And burnecl that flrmor,rs fortress down,
And never agairr rvill Britairr'rl crown

I"ler foothold there recover.

Clnrus:

So piper. play a martial air
For the gallant boys who conqueretl there'

No merry trtne to banish care,

Or mournful or solemn.
'tr'he grander tttne of all was played

By the fighting sqr"rad of the Third Brigatle,
Whose glorious deeds will never fade.'
'[he tnen r,rf Barrv's Colrrrnn.
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HE NRY JOY McCRAC KEN

It was ou the Ilclfast mt-rutitains I heard a rrraicl complaiu,
And she vexed the sweet June evening with her heart-brokeu slrain
Saying: "!Voe is rne, life's unguish is nrclre than I can drcc,
Sirrce l-lenry .loy McCracken dicd on thc gallorvs trec:.',

I watc:hcd ltlr hirn elch irighL ltlrrg, lrs iir or"rr cot hc slcltt;
At. daybreak l.hrough the heathor to MacArt's lort we crept.
When rrelvs canre frorn Creencastle of a good ship arrchrtrecl nigh,
Antl 't.wlrs tlowrt lty yolr wee f()utrtain lr,c ntet to sty toodhye.

At Dorregore hc;rroudly rode rncl ho wtlrc a suil, o[ green,
And bravs though vai, al. Antriur his sword flashcd lightrring kccrr
And rvhen by spirs surrouudecl, lris bancl trt Slerulsh flcrl.
lIe cante unkr thc (lavehill t() l'cst. lris wcaly lrclrtl.

JOHN MITC}IBLL

I am a trLrc-lrt'rn lrishrnan,.lohn N4itt:hr:ll is rrry narttc.
When tirst I joincd rrry c:onlradcs frclnr Ncwry town I cattte;

I laboured harcl hoth day anrl night to frcc rrry nativc land
For which l rvas trarrsportcd unto Vittt Dicurcn's Lancl.

Wltur tirst I joirrc<l tttl' totltt{r_y1!!ttt it ri,a:i in ',,1..1;

Ancl what did happor aftcr that I'll quickly tcll to yorr.
I raised thc standard of Repeal, I gloried in thc dcccl;
I r,orved to heavcn I nc'er rvould rcst'till Okl lrelarrtl lvrrul-l bc frcetl

[jarewell rry gallant conlratlcu, i1 r_:ricr,es n11' hear( f ull sorc;
"I'o think that I must part from y<xr. pcrhaps for evermore:
The love I bear my native land, I know no other crimc;
T.hat is thc reason I must ir.rr into a foreign clinte.

As t [a1, itt s(rong irotts lrottncl, lrcforc nty trial tlay

Nfy loving rvifc came to my ccll arrtl lhis lr ntc rlid.s:ry:
"Oh, John, my dcar. chccr up your hcart, undattntsd always bc,

For its better to dic for E,rin's rights than livc in slavcry."

I rvas plar:erl rtn lrrrattl a coltvicl ship u'itlrotll (hr: lcast rlclay;
I?or Bermuda's Islc our coursc was slccred: I'll Irc'cr forget thc clay

As I stood upon the deck to take a farervell view;
T,shed a tear, but. not for fear, ntt' nalive land, f<lr you.

Adieu! Adietr! to slvccl llelfast, arrcl likgvisc Dublin too,

And to my young and tender babes: alas, what will they do?

But there's onc rgquest I ask of you, when your liberty you gain

Remembcr .Iohn Mitchell far arvay, a convict hound in chains.

IIe.slys: '"My Iovc bc chr:crtul, lor tcar.s ull(l l'cals llrr: vlirr."
lle says: "My krvc bo llo1rcl'ul, this larrd rvill risc lglrirr."
I'{e kissed nre lirrrrlly, [rc kissctl rrrr: thrco Iinrcs <l'cr,
Seyirtg: "t)eatlr sirlll rrcvt:r' llarl us, nry love li)r ovdrnl(rtc."

'fhat night I clinrbecl the Cavehilt arrd watchetl'till rnorning hlazccl,
Ancl lvtrcir its lircs had kiircllecl aoross [[re loch Iglrzr:tl :

I saw an English tender at arrchor oll (iarrnoyle,
llul tlas! rro good ship hore hirn uway to.Frarrce's soil.

Antl twicc lhll niglrl n tr'anrping clrnre frolrr lhc olil slrore roatl;
"l'was tillis arrcl his yc()rl1eil, false Nitllock r,vith lhenr strorle :

My father horno returrring the dolefLrl strry told,
"Alirs," he says, "younrl l'larry.loy lor: fifty porrncls is sold."

"Artd is it lrue'/" I ask her:. "Ycs it is tlue," she slid.
"[ior to this hcart tlrat lovctl hilu, I presscrl his tory hcarl.
And every nichi, ltele. hlcetlirt"u. his irhosl L:orrtes l() rny sirlt:
My Harry. nry deatl IIarry, colnlrs for his prrlrrrisetl hritle."

Now txt the Brlfast nrountrins this fair meid's voice is still.
For in il grave lhey laicl her on trigh Clrnrnoney trill
Anel the sacl waves beneath hcr clran{ I reqrrienr frtr the rlearl:
But thr rrbcl lvinr,l s[rr:ieks I'rertlorr attrrr\,c lrrr rvearv hr:arl.
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THE. MBMORY OI' T}IT] DE,AT)
Who fears to spea.k of "Ninety=.L,ight,?

Who blushes at the name?
When cowatds mock thc patriot,s fatq,

Who hangs his head for shame?
tls's all a knave or half a slave

Who slights his country thus;
Ilut a TRUE nran, Iikc you, man,

Will fill your glass with us.

We drink, thc nrcruory of th"c hrave,
'l'[re faithful and thc ferv .-

S,rx16 11" far ofl lreyond thc wavc,
Sornc slccp iu lrcland, too:

All, all art p,onc . ,, hrrt still live.s on
'l'lro fanrc of thosr": who rlicrl,

,,\ll truc nren, likc yclu, men,
Rcrnemher thenr with prirle.

Some on the shores o[ distant lancls
Iiheir weary hearts have laid,

And hy t.he strauger,s heedloss hancls
'l-heir lonely graves were made;

I3ut, though their day be far away
Bcyond the Atlantic foanr.

ln true nren, likc you, lnetr,
Their spirits still at home.

Thc dust of some is Irish earth;
Among their own thcy rest;

Ard thc samc land that gave them birth
Has caught them to her breast;

And we will pray that from their clay
Full many a race may start

C)f true men, like you men,
To act as brave a part.

They rose in dark and evil days
To right their native land;

'l'hey kindled here a living blaze
T'hat nothing shall withstand.

Alas ! that Might can vanquish Right --
THEY fell and passed away;

But true men, Iike you. men,
Are plenty here to-day.
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'I'hen het.c's their nrerrruly -- ntay it [re
fior- rrs a guiding light,

'l'o t:hcer orrr strife for lihcrty.
And t.each us to urritc!

'l lrrough goo<1 arrd ill. bc lrclarrd's still,
Though sad as thcirs your fate;

And tr:us men, be you, nlen,
Likc thosc of 'Nincty-I:)ight

-JouN Krrr,r.s lrucnllt, r.r..rr.

A MO'I'IIER'S I}I,I'S,$I N(;

Wltq'n lr"clantl is callilg. lii'arg;rl. rrr-y lroy,
What morc can a fonrl lnothcr tlo,

Only scarch irr her hcalt lrntl say with ;r siglr:
"God's blessing alrd nrirrc hc n,ilh yorr."

["r'oq11 fr]27x1cLh tlrc roarl lcrl to ('lrlvlrry's Ilill.
And lilS Mothcr' Il]crr slrolvt:rl llri: I,vrry

r\ Mothcr shoultl slrarc in llrt. t';rrrsc of hcr Sorr

Whert dcstiny chooscN llrr: <l;ry.

Wltcrr Irclarrrl is calling, Fcargrrl, lrry lroy.
['[er rtressage cootcs hut Io I lrt: fclv.

\Yho. hcaring Her Voicc in (lrt. lrnurrlt rrI l.ifc.
Are ready to dare and lo (lo.

Daring the might of aggression antl powcr
'l"o fearlessly riglrt a gravc wrong-

"May God's Rlessing arrd ntinc hc rvillr yorr, lry hoy.
Attd with lrclanEl to wlrorrr ytlu hclong.

. (-'ot.rt.It rII MAR t IN

gal t)'llanltttt reccivcd lrr,t' rttrt!ht,r'.t blc,t'.ring lttf u'c lcuvirtg lrortre

for the Battle ol Brookhororrglt)

I
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TIIE I\,TAII} Ot., fiLIUVIINA I\4ON

Alone, all lllorrc. hy thc \vilvc-wa$h'(l str.arrd.
All alrrrrc in thc crowclecl hall;

'l.hc hall it is gay. and thc \yzrves are granrl,
Ilut rny hcart is not hr:rc at all.

It flies l"ar aivay, hy night arrtl lty cla_v,-['o thc tintcs arrd thc io-ys lhal arc ;]ont:.
:\rtrl I ncvel (-'ln lorgct tlrr.: niaiden I ntct,

lrr lltrr l,allcy rrc;rr Slicygp1111111n.

ll tt';.ts rroI tltc ltr;ir-c ()[ lrct r;rrcrcnly ait',
Nol hcr chr:ck of thc nr:rc's pllr-rw,

Nor ltcl' s<-rft [rlack oycs, n{.)l her flolviirg lran,
Nor was it her lily-white brow.

'I'was the soul of truth, ancl of melting ruth,
And thc srnilc like a sumnler dawn,

'l'ltal. stolo my hcart awit_y. orlo trril(l sutlllor day,
ln thc valloy ncar Slit:venamon.

ln thc festive hal!, lry thc star-lvalch'd shorc.
My restless spirit cries:

"lr,ly love, oh my love" shall I nc'cr $oc you more,
An<I, ny lancl, will you cvcr upr:ise?"

[]y night anrl lry day I cvcr, cvcr f]ray.
While lonely nry life flows on,

T'o see our flag unrolled, and rrry true love to cnfold,
ln thc valley ncar Slicvcnarnon.

-' - Crtanlus .1. Ktcrnirpr
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MaeSIVINEY TAUGHT US I{OW TO DIE

(Ail: Nluitlt:rt i rttllturu ar 'l'lrt' I)trrv ,lirl

lrr {larning {ight, when nrar his rlan is facing,
And down the line ten thousand nradly chcer.

When through lhe vcins the blood gocs hritly racing,
'['heu deatlr forgotton lclscs all il.s rear.

Rut lct the strife through rronLhs of iruguish [cngthcn,
And all lrc silerrco savo ()rlr lorrcly sigh.

llc rvith us, (.iorJ, out Iriglrtcrrcd sorrls lo strcrrgtlrrn
''l'rvas s,r l\Iirc Srvirrcy larrglrt rrs horv lo tlit'.

Oh, lll ttlei srvift tvrs []alr"y's slcrcd scaUolcl,
And swift thc guns their gilts to Plunkett sped,

And hurriecl sraves liave often tyrants baflletl-
When Irclatrd ealls to fanto hcr patriut rlcatl.

[Jut herc wus ()ne wlicl cltrrtg to Deirth's errrtrrat]cs,

Wlto, clrop hy drop, lct all his lite go by;
Dark Rosirleen, how gcnlly are ihy graces !

[irr tlrrc ltr tlarctl l)eltlr's loirne;[ ilctth Io tlic.

All cheins are clrairi.s, Iho' llslrirrnctl I'air lrrrrl gokli:rr.
Arrd [:lilc's racc ruusl nevor rnorJ be slaves,

'1'ltc ltcarts tlf herr"res rll tlur hearls ernboldcn.
'lo win our freedortr or l-o clig our Braves.

Wher nurtures rrow u spirit that is craven?
Who lears to lift unshacklctl hards orr Iriglt'l

Wlto rvill ttol lrrad thc shitrirrrr; prt[r to Ilcavcn'l
NlacSivirrey'r; l-hcre, rv[rt-r Iurrt,Irl t1s 1t()w tr.r rlic.

- FRrrxils P. flr,xtri,lt v



THE MEN OF' THB WEST
(Air l,)t4ihurt ('ttir)

While you honour in song and in story the nantes of the patriot rnen
Whosc valour has covercd with glory l'ull nrany a mountaiu and glcn,
Irorget not the boys of the heatlrer, wllti urarshallecl thcir bravest and l;est
whtn llirc r,va.s br,rken irr wcxf.r'rl arrtl l,okr'rl l'ol rcverrg.e ltl thr, wesl.

( ltttt'ri,r:

I givc yor"r the gallant old Wcst, troys.
Where rallied the Lrravesl. lnrl best.

Wltett lrelancl lay [rroken ancl bleeding:
Ilurrrrh for llrr: rrren ol' the Wrst !

The hilltr:ps with glory were glowing, 'twas the eve of a bright,harvest
clay,

When the ships we'cl been wearily waiting, .sailecl intr: Killala's broad
bay;

And over the hills went the slogan, to waken in every breast
The fire that has never been quenehed, boys" among the true hearts r:f

the West.

Clymu:

Killala was ouls erc nriclnight, and higlt ove r lJallina torvn
Our hanners in triuurph were waving before Lhe next sun had gone dorvrr.
We gatherecl to speecl the good work, lroys, tlic lrue nren anear and afar,
Arrtl history carr Icll holv we routetl the rctlcorts through okl ('astlebar.

llnrus:
And pledge rile !'The stoul sons oI Frattce," boys, ltoitl llLrmllert lntl

all his brave rnen,

Whose tramp, like the trun'lpet of battle, brought. hope to the drooping,

again.
Sinee Eire has caugltt ti.r her hosont oil mrily a ruounlain arlcl hill
'I'he gallents whir fell sLl thr"-v'r:e lteri:, blrvs, ti-i ctrerr us ttr vit'torv still.

('lwru.v:
"ltt 11

-- M ()'('

E

Though all the bright dreamings we cherished went down in disaster
and woe,

'['he spirit uf trltl is still rvith trs that ncvcr rvoulcl beucl to the lric;
And Connaught is ready whencver the lor;d rolling tuck of thc drunr
Riugs orrt to awaken the cchoes lrntl lell us lhe rrrorniug has coure.

(.'futtir,,tl

So lierc's to lhc gallaut okl Wrrsl. lloys,
Who rallietl hcr brevcsI rrttl hcsl.

Whcn lrelrncl was hn:ketr atttl Irlecrlirtg:
I lurrah. hoys ! I Iurrah fot' llrc W*rt !

W r t,t,t,r,tr.t I{rtr lrurl'

ITEARGAI, O h.ANNI,TI AIN
(Air: 'l'edlv O Nt'til'l

Oh ! hark to tlte talc ol young lrculgul O lt-Antrluain
Who died in Brookboro' to rrrakc llclantl frec.
I?or his heart lre had pleclgcrl lo lltrr clttlso of lris cotttttry
And he look to the hills likc lr lroltl rr[)Parce.
And he l'earecl not. to walk to thc wllls of thc lxrrracks
A volley of cleath pouretl l'ront 'nvittclilw arrtl clonr.

Alas for yourtg lielrrgal, his Iil'o lrlorltl l'ol' l'rt^etlottl
()tt Bri,oklrortt's ltavctrrcttls prol'rrst'11' tlitl p,rrrr.

When the snrokd ancl tlrc iliu rll' thc buttlc were ovt-'r.

And Feargal was horne by his corrtrades away'.

FIe asked lhent to fly frorrr tlrat pluit lttttl take covr:r.
Rut he tlicrl in thc hands itl'lltc frlt: on tlrlt tlay.
(iocl strike fronr yrlur harttls. tll ytltrr hirelings an(l trait()rs.
'lhc weaports that. murderetl ottr lrrrtvc Volunteer.
Cod grant us our freedonr. thc tlreltttr ttf O 'h-Annlrrain.

And lift ftonr ortr vllleys lll sittrorv ltntl fear.



MAIRE MY GIRI,
(Ail: lrlu'irtud' ri ('hutllilgh)

Ovcr tltc diru lrlue hills strays a tvil.l rivr:r,
Ovcr the dint trlue hills resl"s rrry heart. r:ver.

Fairer and dearer than jewcl or pearl,
l)rvells sltc irt lrelrrty (ltcre. Maire nry girl.

Dtlwn upon Cllaris heirth shincs the soft lret'ry,
On the brown harvcst tree clroops the r'e(l cherry,

Swrcter thc lroucy lips, stlfler the curl,
Straying rrdorvn thy checks, Mairc ury girl.

'Twas on rn Apr'il eve that I tirst nret her:
Many an eve shall pass ere I forget her.

Since ury young heart has lrcen wrappcd iu a rvhirl.
'['hinkinu rtttl tlt'eatrtitrc o1 I!,Iairt: rny girl.

She is too kind artd fond ever to grieve me,
She has too pure a heart s'er to deceive me.

Were I 'l'yrcorrrtel['s clrief or l)esruontl's eurl,
l.ife would hc ilark. rvarrtinil tVlaire rrry 1girl.

Ovcr the dirrr blue hills slrays a ri,ilcl river,
Over thc clim blue hills rests my heart ever

Irairer and deflrer than jewel or pearl,
lltvells shc in lrear,rly lherc. Maile rrry y.irl.

-- JoHN K.rrcen ('Aslry
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T'HE MOON IIH,I{1ND TIIE IIILL
('l'hc Kitkorrny Lixilc's Clhristrlras Sortg)

Iu'atcltcrl last rriglrt tltc t'isirtg lttoort

Uprlrt a forcigrr strall(1,
"l'ill rrrcnrories c,arnc. likc llorvols o[ .l ttrtc,

Of ltomc arrd fathcrland;
I tllcanrt I was a child oncc rttrtlQ

Ilcsidc thc rippling rill,
Whcrc first I sarv in days tlf yorc

Thc nr,rrrn hchinrl thc hill.

It htougltt tttc lrat:k lltc visiorls glalrtl
'l'hat purplc'cl lroyhoocl's drcants,

Its 1,111111'r1r1 lovcs. its happy land,
As bright as mortling's bcams-

11 lrrrlrrgbt. rltc [)ack my own swcet Nore,
'l'hc casllc and thc rrrill,

llntil rly cycs cottltl scc llo lllorc
'l'ltc tttootr ht:hirtd tlre Irill.

It brortght tttc h;tck lt ltlolltct's lovc,

tlntil. in lrcccrrls u'ild'
I pray'crl hcr ftottt ltct ltotltt: itlrovt:

To guard her lonelY child;
tt br:ought nle one across thc wavc,

'l"o live in mctnorY still *-
It hrought ltrc hack rrty Katlrk:cn's gtitv'':.

-I'ltc ntoctn behind lhc hill.

- Wrr-r-rana Knurel,Y



THE MOUNTAINS OT POMEROY
fhe morn rvas breaking bright anci fair,

fhe lark sang in the sky,
When the maid she bound her golden hair,

With a blithe glance in her eye;
linr-, who heyond the gay green-wood,

Was a-waiting her with joy?
Oh, who but her gallant Renardine,

On the mountains of Pomeroy.

Chorus:
An outlawed man in a land forlorn,

He scornecl to turn and fly.
But kept the cause of freedom safe

Up on the mountains high.

Full often in ths dawning hour,
Full oft' in twilight brown.

He met the maid in the woodland bow'r,
Where the stream cornes foaming down.

For they were faithful in a love
No wars could e'er destroy;

No tyrant's law touched Renardine,
On the mountains of Pomeroy.

Chorus:

"Dear love," she said, "I'm sore afraid,
For the foeman's force and you.

They've tracked you in the lnwland plain
And all the valley through"

N,l"y kinsmen frown when you are named
Your life they would destroy

'Beware,' they say, 'of Renardine,
0n the mountains of Pomeroy."'

Chorus:

"Fear trot, fear not, sweetheart""' he cried,
"Fear not the foe for me.

No chain shall fall, whate'er betide,
On the arm that would be free !

Oh, leave your cruel kin and come,
When the lark is in the sky;

And it's with my gun I'll guard you,
On the mountains of Pomeroy."

Chorus:
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fhe morn has cr:me, she rose and fled
F'rom her cruel kin and home;

And bright the wood" and rosy red,
And the tumbling torrent's foam"

But the mist carne down and the tempest roared
And did all around destroy;

And a pale, drowned bride rnet Renardine,
On the mountains of Pomeroy.

-*Dn. Gsoncs SIcsnsoN

GLORY (}, T() THB BOrD f'mNrAN MEN

A rlorvtt hv thc glt-'nsidc I tttt:I an oltl rvrrtn;tll,

A-plu,,:king 1'otlng ncttlr:s, l)()r srl\v I wa! (,11li11'-

I !istened awhilc t(1 thc $()ng slrc wrs htttrtntiil' -
"Glory O! Glory 0 to thc llolq] Irenian Mettl"

" "1 is lifty long 1'cars rittec I ,'211 [hc tltorttt lrcalllill'
On strortg-t marrly formq" (|n cyes rvith hoi'ro glearltirr';

I sce thcm again, surc, thrri'all mv sad drcantin'-
(ilory O! Glorv () to {lrt DoLi Fori;ur l\4ctr!

"Whcn I was a cailin thcir ttrur,-:ltit.t'arrtl tllillin'
Awoke in thc glcnsidc sotrntls ir\\'cs(rlltc antl thrillin'

'l'hey kl,cd poor old Ircl;rrttl : lo tli,.: tllcy tvcrc rvillirt'
Glor:y O! Glory () to lho BoLl Ibrriarr [\{crr!

"Some dietl hy thc glerrsirlc, .s()ttt(' (li(:rl 'rltirl the str;llll-'.cl''

Ancl wisc tttctt hilve tol<l tt:; tltcir catt.sr.: was a failurc'
But they stood by old Ireland, attcl nevcr feared danger --

Glory O! Glory O to the Rold Fenian Men!"

! passetl on my t'ay: (iod lre praised that l tnct heti
Be my life long or shtlrt I shall never forget hcr'

"We may have great men, trut we'll never have better
Glory O! Glory O to the Bold Fenian Men!"

" '- Psnuln O CnanNnlctl
7s



A NATION ONCE AGAIN

Wltor lroyhootl's firi: rvas irr my hloocl
I rctrd of ancicltt lrccnrcrr,
lror (ircr:co aritl Rorrrc rvho l.rravc[y stot.rt.l,
'I'hrcc hunrlrctl lrror arrtl Ihrcc nren;
Antl thcn I prayed I yct nright scc
()ur fetters rent in twain,
And lreland. long a provincc, bc
A Nation onqo again !

Chorus:

A Natiorr orrt'c agairr,
A Nation oncc agairr,
Antl Ircland, Lrng il provillcc, l)c
A Nation oncc agaitr !

Attrl lrorrr llrut tirrrc, tlrrorrgh rvildes{ ryoe,
'l'hat lrrlpc has shorrc a far light,
Nor coulcl lovc's brightcst summcr glow
()r:tslrirrc lhat solonn starlight;
It scqnccl to watch abotc nty hca<l

In forunr, field ancl fane,
Its angel voice sang round my bcd,
A Nrr(i,rn onet: :rgain.

Chorus:

It lvhisper'd. too. {hal freed,rnr's ark,
An<l servicc high and holy,
Would be profaned by feelings dark
And passions vain or lowly;
For. Iirccdom corncs fronr (iod's right hand,
And ncecls a godly train:
And riglr(eous nlul nrust nralic our land
A Nation oncc again !

Chorus
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So, as I grew from boy to man,
I bent me to that biddiug,
My spirit o[ each selfish plen
And cruel passiou ridding.
For, thus I hoped sorne day to aid,
0[, can such hope be vain
Wlren my dear country shall bo uurdc
A Nation once agaiu !

Chorus: - Trloltes I)e,vrs

NIALL PLUNKETT O'BOYtE
(Killed in action--Wicklow, 1922)

1'hcy laict ltirtr ttl rcst, by tltc riur oI tlrc oecatt,

Near the horne o[ ltis fathers, lhcy laitl hitn Lo rcsl

Old lreland htl loved, lvith trrte l'aith arrd dcvotion,
lle foLrght and ho dietl l'or tlte Llausi: lre lovcd lrcst.

When lreluud called forth hcr trttc sons of the heather,
O'tsoylc was tlle foretnost to attswer the call.
'l'he sons r:f the Rrlsscs hc tranded togcther,
'l'o drive the opprcssor froltr Dark Donegal.

I'Iow bravely he fought with the foe all aroultd hior,
"Iill alone and outnumbert:tl, a captive he fell.
'l'o the bastille at Newgatc, i] prisorler they bore hirn,

[{e escaped thro' a l.unncl ttntl hade tlrerrr furewell.

Again on the hillsidc, ttnrlaurltetl und tlarirlg,,

"l'is not the |alse Saxon is now on his trail.
Oh ! no 'tis our own who hctreyed wilhout caring'
'l'he nren who sold lrelarttl, the tlregs of the Gael.

Once more on tlte hillside urtditttrttctl lntl clarirrg,

With all hopc abandonecl, hc tttrnecl orr the foe.

"[-ong live the Republic," lris rvords rflllg out clearly'
'['hc gurrs ttrunllererl frlrth :.rntl ()'lttlYle tv:ts Ilid ltlrv.

Now bravely he sleeps by the rim of the ocean,

Nor wind, nor tempest, his slunrber can spoil.
Long, long we'll remember with faith and tlevotiott'
'l"he fate of our chieftain. Niall Plrrnkctt O'Boyle.

- MtcHntsL MecGtNt tlr'
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MAURICE O'hIEILL
Maurice 0 Neill, of Cahirciveen, Kerry, was shot to death in Mountjoy Prison,
Dublin, on November l2th, 1942, for the crinre of being a faithful soldier of the
Repub,lic of lreland. tle was 25 years of age. -- (Air : Fineen the R"over).

It rings through tle mountains of Kerry,
From T'arbert to Cahirciveen;

And awakens p,roud memories of valour,
In the fights of the days that have been;

And out o'er the green fields of Ireland
It sweeps with a loud-swelling peal -*

That cry full of anger and sorrow:
"They've murdered young Maurice O'Neill !"
And a prayer rises up {rom the faithtul --

The faithful in woe and in weal:
"This night, 'mong the rnartyrs of Ireland,

God rest you, brave Maurice O'Neill !"
He sprang from a long line of freemen,

Who never bent knee to the foe,
And his heart gave unfaltering allegiance

To the Cause that was trantpled and low,
He came to the red gap of danger,

Where thousands had fallen before;
He rlied like a Gael and a soldiel

And his memory is p'een evermore.

His name, through the darkness of thraldom,
Shines out like the flashing of steel:

And the true heart of lreland is calling:
"Cod bless you, brave Mauriee O'Neill!"

'ol-et no voice plead for me with the traitors !"
He cried, when the death-hour was nigh.,

"May the young men be faithful forever
To the Cause that has called me to die.

When the deathless Republic of lreland
Is reseued from thraldom and shame,

I ask but a place in her memorY,
And her soldiers' salute to mY name."

And the young men of lreland make answer:

'oWhen the foemen in front of us reel,

And we march to the dawnlight of freedom.

You q,ill mareh with us, Mauriee O'Neill."

-Bmml 
I'fu Bexnen

4A/0

TIIE OUI,D PLAID SIIAWT

Not far lrout okl Kinvara irt thc ruerry Irollth ill May,

When birds wcre singing cheeriiy, there c:aute across firy way,

As if frour out the skies abr-rve, au angcl chttncttl 1o l'ell,

A littlc tristl oailin in arr r-ruld plaitl shawl'

She trippecl itloug right joyr"rusly' a basket ott ller arnt'

euo oh, her lace, and oh, lrer gracc, tlro sorrl of sairrt would clrarur;

Her browu hair rippled o'er her brow, [:t'lt ltrc greatest charm of all

was her fircrdest blue eyus trcrilurirr8, 'ttr:allt ltcr otrld plaid shawl.

I c()urteously saiutecl hcr, "(Jotl sitvc yol'1, rrliss,'' says [;

"God save you, kirldly, sir," saiel shc. lrtd shyly passed lrte by'

Off went nty lteart along rvith her, u capl'ive in her thrall'

lmprisonetl ifl a rturnt:r ol lrcr otrltl plaid shawl'

L',ncltatttcd with lt,:r Lrc:.rtrty rurc, I y,azcd irr purc dolight'

"l'ill rouncl arr angle ol the road shc vlnislretl lrotrt. nry sigltt;

But cver since I sighing say, as I lhat scerre recnll'
'I.heCracetlfGotltlrittttyottlrnclyr.rrtrouldirtaidslrawl.

l,veheardoflrighwayroblrerstlratwittrpistiilsanelwithknives
Maketrerrrblingtravellersl,ioldthemuptheirrrttneyortheirlives:

But think ofl me ttrat haridecl ollt nry hear"t' my hantl' antl all'
'io t simple little cailin in ln ottld pliiid shawl'

(), r,,raceful tlte mantilltts thet thc sigrtttrittas rvear'

Anrl tasteliul arc the bonttets o[ l'arisiart latlies fair'

Rut never cloak, nor hood, or rcbe, in palacc' bow'r or hall'

Hid half such rvitching beatrty as thot oulcl plaicl shawl'

0, sr:me nten sigh ftrr ricltes, tncl sonre nten livtr for fente'

And some on history's pages hope ttl win a glorious narne"

My ainrs are not ambituous, anci nty wishes are hut small'

Yi.ru rnight wrap lherrt all tr:pether in lrn ottld plaid shaw'l'

['llseekherallthroughCalway,anill'llseekherthroughClare'
I'll search for taie or tidings of my traveller everyrvhere:

For peace of mind l'll never fincl until my clwn T Gnll'
iltrat little lrish cailirr iru trer ould plaid sharvl'

Fnaructs A. FaHv
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THE OLD BOG ROAD

My I'cct rLe herc orr lJroldway
I'his blessed harvest morn,

tlut Oh ! the ache thal's in then
Iior the sod ivhere I was born.

My weary hands are blistered
Frorn toil in colcl and heat !

Arrrl Oh! to swiug a soythe to-day
'Ihrough lields of Irish wheat.

Ilad I lhe clrance to journey lracli,
Or" own a king's ebocle.

''l'is soon l'tl see the hawtlrorrl trde
tty ttre Old Bog Roetl"

When I was youug iurtl irrut'rccnt.
My minil was ill a[ ease,

'l'hrorrgh drearuing of America,
Arrd the goltl beytlnd the seas.

[)h, sorrow take their nrorrey,
"I'is trard to get that same,

And what's the rvorld to any mall
If no one speaks his name.

I'vc had my day arrd here I anr
With building bricks for load.

A l,,rng three thousanil rniles away
Frrrrrr tlte r-rltl Hlou Roed.

My mothcr dicd last springtirne,
When Ireland's flelds were green.

'l'[re neighbours saicl her waking
Was the finest ever seen.

'l'ltere lverc snowdrops tnd prirnroses
Pilecl up arounrl lrcr bed.

Antl lierrts Chrtrch rvas crowderl
When her funeral Mass was saicl,

And here was I on Broadway
With building bricks for loacl.

Whert they carried out hcr cotlin
[)otvrt the ohl llrrg Routl.
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There was a decent girl at home
Who used to walk with me.

Her eyes werc soft and sorrowful
Like moonbeams on the sea.

I{er name was Mary Dwyer,
But that was long ago.

The ways of God arc rviser
Than the things a man might know.

She died the year I left her.
But with building bricks for Ioad

I'd hest forget the times we rnct
On thc old Bog Road.

Ah ! Life's a weary puzzle,
Past finding out by man,

l'll take the day for what it's worth
And do the best I can.

Since no one cares a rush for me
What need to make a moan,

I'll go my way and draw my pay
And smoke my pipe alone.

Each human heart must know its grief
Though bitter be the load.

So God be with old Ireland,
And the old Bog Road.

'IrRssa BnevroN

Cotfce FortLleacArn tlArlrunca
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T'H-ts] OLD F'ENIAN GUN
lAir : 1'117 !:rlt,11.t ,,1 ()tt l..ttttl)

lt hung i l)ove the kitclrerr li c its harlel lrng an(l ht'own,
Anrl onc <lav, ivith l hoY's rlesilc. lclirnlrcrl :rn(l l()()k il d,rrvn.
My father"s eycs with arrrtcr llashc(|. hc cried: 'What have you cJurre 'l
Ir',ish y,ru'tl lcft i( ulrcrt.it w;rs lhat's rrry,,lrl Felri;lr gun."

I fontlletl it with krve anrl pride. I lookcd it o'er: and o'cr:
I placcd it. orr nry shoulcler arrd I nrarchcd across the floor.
My father's anguish soltcned and hc shared ury hoyish fun .-
"Ah. rvell." lte saitl,'"'tis irr yorrl hreetl likq: that oltl Ferrian gurr!"

"l le nlcnrhcr' '67 rvcll." lrc sairl. "u,helr lads likc me
All thorrght wc'rl strikc arrothcr [rkrrv to set old Irsland f,'ee.
[]ttt ltlokerr wcrc ()ur goldcn ltopes, I lvas lung nronths on tltc rrtrt.
Ilut it (lid goocl rvolk for lrclanrl thcrr tlrat trr-own oltl Fcnian gun

"l was tlowrr thcl irr Kilrnallock " - 'trvas thc hol.test light of alt '
Ancl you see" - - hc lrarcd his aru -- "Therc's the rrark still of thc ball.
lltopc tlre yottltg larls gr'<lrving now rvill holcl thc grrttltrd we w()n,
r\ncl rrot rlisgracc thc i:irusc in ivhic'lr I lreltl that licniarr gun."

I plat^cd it o'cl tlrc lirt. rln('c nrrlrc, I hcartl rtty fathcr sigh,
I krrcw his thoughts iverc lur"ning hack on days now long gono by.
Arrtl tlrcrr I vurvetl rvithin rrr-v hcart: "l'll he nry fathcr-'s son,
Autl if ever lrclancl wants nry aid l'll holcl a licnian gun."

'l-hat's.yoars ago, ['vc growll ir rtrirn anrl wcat.herc(l lrlany a -ualc.'['hc lasl long ycar I'vc spen( insirlc a gloonty English iail.
I've donc lny part, l'll do it still until the tight is won.
And rvhen lrelancl's [ree, she'll bless the nlen who held a Fenian gult.

---Ptnt, e)'Ntitt.t

I\dICHATi]I, DW}]flR
At tength lrrave Michacl Dwycr and his undaunted men
Wcre scented o'cr thc nrountains and tracked into the glen;
'Ihc stcalthy sokliers follorved. with ready hladc and hall,
And srvorc to trap that or.rtlaw that night in wild Emall.

'l'hcy prowlcrl arortncl the valley, arld towards the darvn of day

Discovercd wlrerc the faithful artd fearless heroes lay:
Around the little cottage then formed in a ring.
Ant! callcd ottt: "Michacl Dlvycr:! Srrrrcnder to tlte Kirrg!"
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'lhu-s a.nsweled Nltehacl I)rlyer.: "lnto thrs hquse rve earrc
Unasketl by those who rrwrr it; they cannot lrc to hla.ms;'['her let thole guiltlcss per-rple, utulusslir]ned, pas,r you thrtrrrgh,
And, when they've passcd in.rafety. t'll tell you what u,c'll tlo."

'.I'rvas rlone, "And uow," says L)tvycr."your u,orli you nray hegirr,
Yeu ars a hundred outsitlc ,. we'rq only four within;
We've hearel ynur haughty sununon$, and this is our rcply .

We'rc tt'ue [Jnited lrishrnen ,- we'll light untiI wc rJie",;

-l'herr 
hurst thc rvar''.s retl lightnirg. (hor porr.etr trrer lqacleu l:aiu,-l'trc hills alound re -ce hoed thc thrrrrtle r-pcals agairr;

'l'hc sokJ.iors falling round, hirn hlavc l)wycr- sccs rvith pLitlc.
But, aLr! onc gallant c()nlra(lLr is lvourrtlctl hy lris sitle .

Ye t lltcrc arcl [hrer^ r'curainirrg, goorl lraltlc still to tlo."l'heir 
handri arc strong antl steatly, their.airrr is quick antJ tnre,

llut hark" that fulious ,shouting thc sirvage solclicrs raisc!
'fhc housc is fircel around thcrnl , the roof is in a blazo!

Artrl hrighlo' cvcl'y 1!l()ntellt llrc Irrritl llatrrc uros"^,
r\rtcl louder"srvellerl the laughtcr arrd chcering of the ir for.:s;
'l'hen spake thc lrravc McAllistcr, (hc rvcak arrrl wounderl rrrnrr,'You carr cr,icilpe, nry cotut'adcs, antl this shall hc your.plarr:

"l'laco irr rrry hantls a lnu,skct. thcrr Iic uporr thc lkxrr"
I'll stand beforc thc soldiers, anrl opcn wirlc thc rloor;'Ihcy'll pour inkr nry hosonr thc {ire of the ir :u'r:ry,
'l'ltcn, rvhilc tltcir gurrs ure crrrpty, rllslr thltluglt thcrrr arrrl urvrry !

Flc stoor"l [rcforc thc foenrcn, revcalcrl aluitlst thc llanrc.
Front out their levelled picccs lhc rvishcd-for volley canrc.
I lp 5pr311g lhc thr-cc sulvivors for u,honr lhc hcro dicd,
Iltrt only Michacl [,]rv1,cl hurst tlrrouglr lhc rarrks orrtsiclc.

Hc baffled his pursucrs, who followccl likc thc winrl.
I{e swam the rivcr Slaney, and Ieft thenr far trehind;
But many a scarlet soldier he promised soon rvould fall.
For thosc, his gallant corrrrades, wlro rlicrl in wikl F.mall

s

- T. D. Sut.r.rvau
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THE
(Air

CROPPY BOY
Cailin Og a Stor)

With fiery glare, with fury hoarse,
Instead of blessing he breathed a curse:
"'Twas a good thought boy, to come here and shrive,
For one short hour is your time to live.

"Upon yon river three tenders float,
The priest is in one - if he isn't shot -We hold this house for our lord the King,
And, Amen, say I, may all traitors swing!"

At Geneva Barracks that young man died,
And at Passage they had his body laid.
Good people, who live in peace and joy,
Ilreathe a prayer, shed a tear for the Croppy Boy.

-- Cenoll Mar.oNri

DRUMBOE CASTLE
'Twas the eve of St. Patrick's Day by the dawn of the day,
The hills of 'firconnel looked sombre and grey.
When the first dawn of morning illumined the sky
Four brave Irish soldiers were led forth to die.

They left their loved homes in a green Munster vale,
And came to Tirconnel to fight for the Gael.
Instead of true friends they met traitor and foe,
Now uncoffined they lie in the woods of Drumboe.

The church bells rang loud in the cool morning air,
'Io summon the faithful to penance and prayer.
When a crash from the wild woods struck terror and woe,
"lwas the death knell of Daly shot dead at Drumboe.

Four Republican soldiers were dragged from their cells,

Where for months they had suffered the torments of hell.
No rnercy they ask from their pitiless foe,

And no mercy was shown by the thugs of Drumboe.

Let Tirconnel no tnore boast of honour and fame,

All the waters of Finn could not wash out this shame.

While the Finn and the Swilly continue to flow,
This stain will remain on the thugs of Drumboe.,

- Mrculm MlcGrNrtr"
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"Good men and true in this house who dwell,
To a stranger buchaill I pray you tell,
Is the priest at home, or may he be seen?

I would speak a word with Father Green."

"The priest's at home, boy, and may be seen;
'Tis easy speaking with Father Green;
But you rnust wait 'till I go and see

If the holy father alone may be."

The youth has entered a silent hall -What a lonely sound has his light footfall !

And the gloomy chamber's chill and bare,
With a vested priest in a lonely chair.

T'hc youth has knelt to tell his sins,
"Nornine Dei," the youth begins;
At "Mea culpa" he beats his breast,
And in broken murmurs he speaks the rest.

"At the siege of Ross did my father fall,
And at Gorey my loving brothers all,
I alone am left of my name and race,

I will go to Wexford and take their place.

"I cursed three times since last Easter Day -At Mass-time once I went to play;
I passed the churchyard one day in haste,

And forgot to pray for my mother's rest.

"I bear no hate against a living thing
But I love my country above the King;
Now, Father, bless me and let me go,

To die if Cod has ordained it so."

The priest said naught, but a rustling noise

Made the youth look up in wild surprise:
The robes were ofi, and in scailet there

Sat a Yeoman captain with fiery glare.
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THE FLOWBR OF FINAE
llr"iglrt rcd is the surr ttn thc waves ot l_ouglr Streelin,
A cool, geutle lrreeze frorn the rnounl.ain is stealirtg.
While fair rouncl its islets the sn-rall ripples play.
l'itrt fairer: l.lrrn ull is thc lilower o[ F-inac.

llcr ltair is likc night. arrtl hcr cycs like gr.r.".y rutrrrrirrr,.
She trips on the heather as if its louch scornirrg.
Yel hcr hcarL lrncl her: lips are as rrrilcl as May day.
Srveel flily McMalrorr. l.hc liklrver of Finae.

But wlrrl tlorvu llre trillsiclc recl tleer rurrs llceter?
Antl rvho on thc [ake sitle is haslcning to grcct lror'/
Wlto Lrut lrergus O'[rarrcll, tlrc ticry and gay.
'l'hc rlarling rntl prirlc of lhr: Illorver ol' Finac.

One kis.s trrrcl orre chsp, arrtl onc rviltl ltxrk of gladness,
Ah ! why clo Lhey change orr u srrdclcl to sadness?
lIe has told his harcl forluno, n() utol'e he carr stay,
lle trtust lclvr: his porlr F.ily kr pirie lt [:i'inae.

Irtrr: liergus O'Iiirrrell rvas lruc Io [ris sire land,
And thc dark hand of tyrarrny dr<tve hin'r from lrelandl
He ioin.s the Brigaclc, in the rvans liar away.
Bul he vorvs lrc'll corrrc lrlck lo lhc Flovr,rr of F'inae.

lle lotrglrl el ('l'("rrt()ltt slre ltr'ers o[ lris stt)r'y.
lle fought at Classarro - she's prtrud ol tris glory.
Yet satlly shc singls Siubheil e Ruin all the day.
"()lt ! cortrc, riry darlirtg. corrre llorrre to Finac."

E,ight long ycar.s havc passe{. 'till she's nigh brnken-hearted,
FIer heel, antl hcr rock, ancl her flax she has pafied;
She sails with the Wild Ceese to Flanders :rrvay.
Antl leaves lter strl perents llortc irr frinae.,

Lorcl (llare ()n thc lieltl of l{arrurrillics is clrargilrg.
Befrlre hirrr the Sasarraeh squrdr'ons enlargin-g.
Behincl hiur the Cravats their sections display.
Besides hirrr rides Fergus lrrrd shotrls for Finae.

On the .rlopes of Le .Iurloigne the Frenehmen ere flving.
Lortl Clare and his squadrons the foe still def.ving.
Outnumbered and rvounded, retreat in array;
Arrrl, bleediug. ritles Trerpus, nnd thiuks of Firiae.
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In the cloisters,ofl Ypres,ra,,bannelr is, swaying,
And by it a pale, weepi61g,rn4iden is prayingl
That flag's the sole trophy of Ramillies' fray,
This nun is plor,Eily. the Fliower of F.'inae. . , , ,, ,:. ;..* Tnou,qs De,r,rs

TH'E'I',-'BL0NS 0F 0UR LAND,'

To comrades far away;

Of braver hearts than they.
Anrl though they sleep in dungeons deep,

0r flee, outlawed and banned, :

We love them yet. we can't forget

lrill up once ntorc, we'il clrink lr loasl

The felons of our,lanel.

Sorrre in the cottvicl.'s tlrctry ccll
Have founcl r living tonrb;

nlrd s()nrc Uilstcrl, rrnl'r'icrrtlrtl l','ll
Within t'[tc tluttgcon gloorrr.

Yet, what care rve. althouglr it be

T-rod by a nlllian band ---
Cod bless the clay whcre rcsl [rr-11 ,t

'l'lrc [clorrs of our lalrtl.

'l 
"et cclwarels nrock :lnd lyrtlrts frorvrt.

Ah. little do we carc !

A felon's cap is tlre ntrblest clowri
An lrish ltead catt wcar.

lrt trtlyltood's bklortr lrtcl nrarrlrood's pritlc
F'oredoortrecl by alierr lrrrvs,

Sontc ott thc scallold protrtlly rlirtl
For ltoly lr'elanrl's c:rusc.

Attd, trruthers s[y, shall lvc to-tlay
Unntovecl, like crllvards starrd.

While traitors shante and [or's tlefarnc
'l1rr frl.rtrs ol'ottr lerrtl.

I
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An lrrrtx M. FriRRuslr,x

Frtrrn Lee to Br)yne. would gladlv jtrin
'l'hc fcLrns ,rf our land.
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THE FOGGY DEW
(Old Irish Air)

As down by the glen one Easter morn to a city fair rode I,
There armed lines of marching men in squadrons passed me by;
No pipe did hum, no battle drum did sound its loud tattoo,
But the Angelus bell n'er the Liffey's swell rang out through the Foggy

Dew.

Right proudly high in Dublin Town they flung out the flag of war,
'Twas better to die 'neath an Irish sky than at Suvla or Sud El Bar;
And from the plains of Royal Meath strong men came hurrying through
While Britannia's Huns, with their great big guns, sailed in through the

Foggy Dew.

O, the night fell black, and the rifles' crack made "Perfidious Albion"
reel,

'Mid the leaden rain scven tongues of flame did shine o'er the lines of
steel;

By each shining blacle a prayer was said that to Ireland her sons be true
And when morning broke still the war flag shotlk out its folds in the

Foggy Dew.

'Twas England bacle our Wild Geese go that snrall nations might be free,

But their lonely graves are by Suvla's waves or the fringe of the great

North Sea.

O, had they died by Pearse's side, or had fought with Cathal Brugha,
Their names we'd keep where the Fenians sleep, 'neath the shroud of

the Foggy Dew.

But the bravest fell, and the requiem bell rang mournfully and clear,

For those who died that Eastertide in the springtime of the year;

While the world did gaze, with deep arnaze, at those fearless men, but
few,

Who bore the fight that Freedom's light rnight shine through the Foggy

f)ew.

Ah! back through the glen I rode again, and nty heart with grief was

sore,
For I parted then with valiant men whom I never shall see more;

But to and fro in my dreams I go, and I kneel and pray for you,

For slavery fled. O glorious dead ! when you fell in the Foggy Dew.

- Rsv. P" O'Nulrr"
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GOD SAYE IRE,LAND

lligh uporr the galkrws trec swung thc nohle.hearterl three,
By thc vongefu[ tyrant stricken in their bloom;

Ilut they nret him face to face, with thc spirit of thcir race,
And thcy lvent rvith souls unclaunl.cci to their rJoonr.

"'Grxl "ravc Irclantl," said thc heroes; "God savc lreland," saicl thcy all
"Whether on the scaffold high, or thc battle-liel<t rve die,

0 u'hat ntatter, lvhsrr for Erin dear rvc: fall !',

Gifl. around witll cmql focs, still thoir couragc pr.ourlly rosc,
For they thought of hcarts tlrat Iovccl thcnr, far and ncar.

Of thc millions truo ancl Lrrave, o'er the ocean's swelling wavc,
And thc fricnds irr holy Irclancl, cvcr dear.

''c,od save Ircland," said they proudlyl "God savc lrerand," sair-r wc,ll
"Whether on the scaffold high, or the battle-field we die,

O what rn;lttcr, whcn for Erin dcar we fall !,,

Clinrbed they up the rugged stair: r.ung their. voiccs ou{ i11 11y11,s1..
l'hen, with L,ngland's fatal coi:cl around them cast.

Closq hencath the gallows trcc kissccl likc brothcr lovingly,
'frue to honre and faith and freedom to the last.

"God save Ireland," prayed they loudlyl "God save Irclancl," saitl we all:
"Whether on the scaffold high, ur the battle-lield we clie,

O rvhat ntiitter, lvhen f<lr Erin dcar lvc fall !"

Never till the latest day shall the nrernory pass away
Of the gallant lives thus given for our land;

But on the causc must go, amidst joy or weal or woc,
"Iill wc've made our isle a nation frce and grand.

"God save Ireland," say we proudly; "God save Trelancl," say we all
"If upon the scafiold high, or the battle-field we diq,

O what matter, when for Erin dear wc fall !"
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IN TTEMB]MBRANCE
'.['rvas 1't,:.str,:Itluy I salv tltt,:ttt ttt;rn:lrinp: rlotltt the glen,

A company full llearrtifLtl atrrl bravc;
A r:,rplpx11y of lrclancl's faircst {ighting nrc:n,

IVlarching quick arrd stearl-y to thc gravc.
No hanucr hlazed about therlt but thc glory of thciL hills,

No truurpet had to sountl theu to tltc fray,
But -tirecdoru's voiceless calling in thc rich, ri:cl bkrotl that thrills

'I'he trnc-utan Lo thc Dawttittll of thc l)ay.

"l'ivas ycstct'tlirv I l-'lost thcrtt ott (ltc t'olttl thcy"ll rrlarctl no lllol'c,
Ii'or thcy'rc slccpirri: in thc Srtrrset rlorvn below.,

With thcir faccs lo tltc ltrlrstrvard. Iihc tho Chivalry of yorc,
'[ir thc Eastwal:cl ftr]l of prornisc '' antl thc foc.

llrrt I'll kccp thr:ttt in nry drcilnring rvilh a lovc Ihat nonc shall sily --
'l'hat cotnpany full ancl hearttiftrl and hravc '. -

Antl I'll see them as I saw them, laughing, yesterday,

Marching qr.rick and steady to the grave.

- Donnruu,r. O Carnall

X'T':I'EI{ CROWT,T,Y

As I tol'riur'tl ottI ottc cvcttirtg irr {hc ltoly ttttltttlt of "l ttttr,:,

Istraycd ittio itti olil r:hlrrchyrtrti, to vir:rv a rrcw built totrtb'

I ovcrlicarrl an old man say, tls teitrs rolled from his eyes,

I'.s urrrlrrncatlr titlt coltl grccn sotl, hrltvt: Pctcr Crowley lics'

'l'hen tclI nto l]ctr:r Crowley. eonrc l.ell nrc, tcll lnc truc

Who steppccl into Kilcloonev Wood that day along with ycttt;

Who stor-rd hehind lh;rt broarl oak trcc, and fircd that signal i'.trrt.

\\iho flolrl:.l.it lurd tlir.:<l for Irclaurl,'tw"rs yott ttry tlarling son'

'['hc Iuan rvho lired thc signzrl went to his lono abode'

For rnany a niile he shouldered it a dar:k and dreary road'

Stiff and cokl its tlterc yorr lay astoreen gal machrec,

Ilcclust: y()u wcrc lt l:iettian trolil an<l fotrght for liberty"

Arlrl ttol lrt cotrclrtt"lc arrtl linish as I havc llo morc to say'

May the Alnighty and Etcrnal God soon raisc you from your c.lay'

with a thousan<l men at your command and they both loyal and true,

To conqner Enslish, f)rrtch a.ncl d)ane. as Ttishmen could do'
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INNISCARRA MY HO.ME BY THE LE,E

I hal,c wanrlcrc,,l rn crilc "lnicls( cold heat.tcrl strang,er$.
lirrr, faf fr orrr nry horno, anrl tlie lrr:aulif r.rl [-,i:c.,

I havc struggled alolre, thro'all sorrow and tlangcr
,\ncl lrravccl r:vcry dangcr" hy [arrt'l rrnd l.rv sca.

'l'lrro' (lolunrlria's wiltl [orcsts, Irrtlii.r's spiccy lrorvcrs,
'['hro' thc great ()rangc rivcr whcic s;arrds lrrc of gokl.
Yct. I sigh for thc:e still nriilst thcr trirds rrntl thc flou,cl.s.
I hal'c lovccl thc"o. anrl *rill.'till rny forrrl hcrrrt rtrotvs cold.

I ltavo rttet with fair rrra!rli'rrs u,ith rllrri. llor.l irr,' Ir('s.ic\,
[]cautiful cycs olt' shorrc kindly olt nlc.
Yct I think with regret of the srriles and carcsses,
Of a fair hairc<l yourrg nraiden who drvclls hy the [,cc.

I have eonrc Irack again Irrrt slte's rroI irr !rcl lrowcr.,
'l'hc r:ivcr fltxvs orr. rvith ils scant tiny wavcs.
I havc r:allcd her irr vuirr, Irrrt lhi: ivy crorvrrcrl lowcr
C)f Srvcet lrrniscarra ovr:rslrrclows hcr glavr:.

'l'ltc ltorttc of trrv chi[cllloorl lo rrrin it is flrllcrr,
'l'hc clear: oncs that lovccl nrc: shulI grcct ntc n() nl()l(:.
Yct I gaze on it still, joyous visions recalling,
Tho'the long grass is grorving at {hc stcp of the door.

I rvill slct:p rvitlr tlrcrrr soortr, ri'i{.lr Ilrt: sltarrrt'ock al.ru\,0 ntr:.
Never rnore fronr nry orvu native Cork ivill I roarn.
'Till I'm laid in my gmve, with tlie dear ones that loved me,
As in death, they rvill wclcoma their wanderer home.
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A BALTAD OF BRAVE MEN

Conre all yc u.ietr o[ Liircilnn. frttrtt Antrint to Bcrehavcn,
And hear a song of trravc mcn whtt died for yott and nrc.

'Ihe slave rnay call them felons, but as comra.des of Lord Edward.
They yet shall be retrtembcrell. whr:n thcir native lancl is frcc.

On a day that tve'll t'entttteher on tlto Si;th Day of Septctrlrcr'
In the clark J,car Ninctcctr I'-orty in thc pt'ison of Mountjoy.

'Ihc bontl-slaves of the frremart ' - vilc traitors to their own lancl -
'I'lvr-r noblc Irish soldieis tlirl sllrughtr:r and destroy.

I'atrick Mc(irath of llrrlrlin. arttl 'l'hotitas llarto ol l,rrrgan,
'I'r:uc sons of thc Rcpublic for wbiclt our rnartyls clicd;

'fhey faced, with hearts unquailing, the guns of the invader,
Anil fnr evermore in Eirinn tve will think of them with pridc.

-Because they stgocl with tjrnmet, rvitfi 'fgne ancl with [,otd ],idrvar{

With thc Martyrecl 'l"hree of Manchcster anil thc heroes of
our day;

Becausc they fought likc true t'ucn, the trlols of flnglancl slew thetrt,

Ancl they slcep with Kevin Barry in the loncly prison clay'

Wc'll tcll rvith prirle thcil-story. rvc"ll shritttr Ihcil'ttattt,:s irl p.Lrry,

When clawns our day of triumph o'el: thc tyrant ancl thc slavc;

when the Truth shines forth in splcr1dour then our glad hearts

will remember,
.I'hat thc comraclcs 0f Lorrl Eclrvilftl are thc glory of thc Gael !

- BnraN Na Ba.NsaN

t)l

SHALL MY SOUL PASS THROUGH IREI,AND ?

('flRlucl McSrvtNt,:v)

In a dreary Brixton prisou
Where an Irish rebel lay,
By his side a priest was standirtg
Ere lris soul should pass a,way;

Ancl lte faintly rnurmured "l'-atltcr,"
As he clasped him by the hand,
"'l'ell rne this before I clie

SIlall ruy soul prss tltrougllt Ir-clarttl'/

Clrcrus:
"Shall my soul pass through olcl Irclantl,
Pass through Cork's old city grand,
Shall I see the old c,atheclral

Whcre St. Patrick took his stantl.
Shall I see the littlc chapel
Whcre I plertged ruy heart and hand,
'l'ell me this before you leave rre
Shall rrr-y soul pass through lreland?

"'f'wlts for lovittg dear old lr:clancl

ln this pr:ison cell I lie,
''l'was for: loving clcar oltl Ilelirntl
ln this for:cign larrd I clir; ;

Will you rncet n)y little dauglttet.
Will you nrake her understand
'['ell nre, Father:, ere y(lr.r leave nre

Slrall nry sotrl f 
irtss tlirottglt lre'lartd'J"

With liis hcart pure as a lilY
Aud his body sanctilicd.
lrr lhrl tlrcary British Prisott
C)ur brave Trish rebel clied.

Prayecl the priest that wish be granted

As in hlessing raised his hand:
"0 Father. fr,rant thili ltrlve nlan's wish
May his soul pass throupJr Irelentl."
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KEYIN BARRY
ln Mountjoy .lail, oue Mrlnclay M()rninrr.
i'ligh upon the gallows tree,
Kevin ltarry gave his young lifc
For the cause of liberty.
Ilut a lad of eighteen Suurmcrs,
Yet no otre can deny,
As he walked to death that urorniug,
He proudly held his head on high.

"Why not shoot ne like a soldier,
Do not hang me like a dog,
For I fought to free olcl lreland,
On that bright September urorn.
All round that little bakery,
Wherc we fought thent lrand to hantl.
Why nol. shoot rne like a soldier
Iror I fought to free lreland."

.l ust bclr.lr'o he fecccl tlte ltlrtguiatt
ln [ris drcary pristln cell,,

tlritish soldiers tortured Barry
.lust because he would not tell
'f'he rranres of his bravc cornpanions.
And other thingls rhcy wislrecl to know.
"'l'urn inf'ornler or wc'Il kill yott !"
Kevirr llarry answered "No!"
()alnrly standing to attentitrtt,
WIrilc hs bacle his last farewell
'l'o his broken-hearted mother,
Wlrose satl grief no one can tell.
Iror the'cause hc proudly cherished
'I'his sad parting had to be;
'fhen to death rvalked, softly snriling,
'l'trlt old Irelantl nrig,ltt he free.

Another nrartyr for oltl Ireland,
Another nrurder for the crown,
Whose brutal laws rnay kill the Irish,
Ilut can't keep their spirit down.
Lacls like Barry are no cowards.
fTronr thc foe they will rrot t1y:

l"lds like Ran'y rvill frce llelanrl.
For her srke lheyll live and tlie.

q4

SBAN SOUTH OF GARTTYOWEN
(Air: li<tLly McLorky)

([n mernory o1] Sean Soutir of Lirucrick, rvho clied for [relantl
on January lst, l95T)

'T!\,as or) :r (lrciu'y Nciv Yuar''s Dliy
as the shadcs o[ niglrt. cltrrc ililn,n,

A lorry lclad o[ Volunl.ecrs lpproached
a Bordel town !

'lhcre were nren fronr l)ublin aurl I'r:rrnr (lork,,
l,.enuanagh and 1-yrone,

llul" t.[re leacler lvas a Linrerick lrurn.
Sean Sotrth of (iarryowen.

And rs thcy rnovcil llong tlro str:eet up Lo lhe
frarrack door,

'l ltt'y st ornctl Ilru i[:rrrrlcr tlrcl rvorrltl rrrc.'1,

tlrr: lrlc llrut lay in storr.
'l'ltey wcrc l'ighting fol old hclarrtl's ctusc"

to claint their very own.
And the fclrenrcst ot that 5lalllrnl. hanrl

rvas South oI Glrryowen..

Ilr,rt 1hr: scru,ent lirilccl l"hcir tlaririri lrllrn,
itr-: sJlietl lh0rrr Ilrro' tli(: (l()()l:

'l'herr the Stcn sr"rrrs and [lrc lilics.
a hail ol death dirl pi:rrr;

Antl rvhen that awful rright wrrs pust.
lrvo nren were colcl irs stono"

'['[rerc was one frorrt nclrr lht: li()l1lct'
Attrl otte fronr (ierrvorven.

No nrore Ite'll Itear Iho sr'agrill r:ry
o'er the rrturnlurirru Shlrrrron tidtr:

For he fell benr-:atit the Nilrtlrt:rn .skv,
brave Hunlon lt his sicle.

He had gonc lcl join that gallant brnil
of Plunkett, Pearse and 'lirnr,

A ruatlyr lor oltl Irelanrl,
Si:an Sorrtlt of (larrvr-ril,tltt.
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E,NGI,ANf)'S GAI,tOWS TREB

'Tis long since Father Sheehy gave his life in dark Clonmel;
'Tis long since Willie Neilson served the cause he loved so rvell,
'Tis long since Eurmet fought and diecl his native land to free;
Ancl still brave nren must clirnb the stair of EnEllanrl's gallows tr.ee.

When Allen, Larkin and O'Brien their uoble lives laicl tktwn,
We swore that from this land we'd drive the forces of the Clrorvn;
But Barry and his comratles died wittr lreland still unfree:
Atttl rtorv two tnrtrc havc clinrtrerl tltc stair ol'finilllrrd's g;illlrvs trec.

Brave Peter Barnes faced his foes with calmness on his face,
And James MacCormick voiced once more the brav'ry of the race:
"Your gibbets ancl your jails," he cried, "no terrors have fr,rr rue,

For Ireland's cause I'll proudly tlie on Eugland's gallorvs trre!

"No crrme was ours; fought fight 'ntong Ireland 's ruthlesswe the

Because within young Irish hearts the freedonl flame still glows.

Cod bless ouf land Cod bless the men who'll fight and dic wir"

dttngeun tlark ll1 wtr's retl r() ut, or on tlr galklrvs t rec

The foeman 's fear the foeman ha te have swept their I ives a\Ya)'

And slaves tn helped foc tt'r houu the I.R.AIreland that
Coercion stalks the Irish land'gainst all who'cl set her frecl
Attrve her loortts the shtdorv tlark of Englarrtl's gallorvs trec.

But raise your ltearts ! for martyrs' bloocl was l]ever shetl in vain,

The Day will darvn, the Call will conre. and mett lvill nrarch again !

'fhe free Republic, proud and strong. from shore to shore we'll see ' -

'I-he true reven.ge for all rvho tliecl on Finglantl's g,allows trec!
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