
SANSA, RA ASN PINOT 
BEQEOUEES 

< 

SS , 

J 

rs 

aS ~} > 

atedtacinihad ial, 

Vy a Lh, 
a aD 

Divi reli: 

~ A ) * 

Ne 

3 : Z 
7, . a 

(fia 4, rrr? 

; y 
te Dr GE 

o> H 
oA LA 

DBMS 

a Ree 
iV : 

CLAUS. 
= 

| VX 

( 
nek 

— SS 
LG SS SS 

\ 

— ii Slee 

a 

ae 



Ries, 68 te 6S ae 6 5 “Me C$ “Rian 6S Ee 68“ 0 “ae 6 $< t § “Ee C8 “a Os ee 6S 68 Rae 6 5 le 0S 66 Ee v8 Ee! 6. 6 5 Ss a A 

| THE IRISH WORLD 
EDITED BY P) S. O'HEGARTY 

One of the most readable of Rationalist Weeklies 
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| the paper that is striving to 
uphold the Separation Doctrine as 

_ preached by ‘Irish Freedom” 

“PERMIT ME TO PAY ‘AN SAOGHAL 

GAEDHEALACH THE COMPLIMENT OF 

PRICE Saas SAYING THAT | REGARD IT AS ONE OF 
THE BEST WRITTEN PAPERS IN IRELAND" 

D —Ruaraidh Arascain 

ee * Order it from, your Newsagent NOW,-and insist on 
€@ getting it, Offices: 13 Fleet Street, Dublin 
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From Emmet’s Proclamation to the People Of Ireland 

ba E therefore solemnly declare that our object is to establish a 
free and independent Republic in Ireland; that the pursuit 
of this object we will relinquish only with our lives; that we 
will never, but at the express call of our country, abandon 
our post till the acknowledgment of its independence is 
obtained from England; and that we will enter into no 

negotiation (but for exchange of prisoners) with the Government of that 
country while a British army remains in Ireland. Such is the declaration 
which we call on the people of Ireland to support..... 2.2... 

‘“Countrymen of all descriptions, let us act with union and concert. 
All sects, Catholic, Protestant, Presbyterian, are equally and indiscriminately 
embraced in the benevolence of your object. Repress, prevent, and discourage 
excesses, pillage, and intoxication. Let each man do his duty, and remember 
that during public agitation inaction becomes a crime. .Be no other competi- 
tion known than that of doing good. Remember against whom you fight— 
Your oppressors for six hundred years; remember their massacres, their tor- 
tures; remember your murdered friends, your burnéd houses, your violated 
females; keep in mind your country, to whom we are now giving her high 
rank among nations, and in the honest terror of feelitig let us exclaim, that 
as in the hour of trial we serve this country, so. may God serve us in that, 
which will be last of all.’’ 

inet ch 7.2 h Thursday 
ke @ SrisAMAN 23. 
@he Exponent of Irish Republicanism 

Editorial and Managerial Offices: FLEET STREET, DUBLIN. 
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All Irish Ireland and Provincial 

Papers Stocked 

Thomas Hoban 
NEWSAGENT AND TOBACCONIST 

<.._ 25 Parnell Street 

All G.A.A. and Scout Requisites supplied 
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GAELS. — Remember 
an Irish-Irelander when 
you want New or Second- 
hand Duplicators, Stencils, 
Stencil Ink, Ribbons, Car- 
bons, Paper, etc. 

© Typewriting and Dupli- 
22 OPT i cating in Irish and English 
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Gent’s War Time Boots 
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DEUNTUS GAEDHEALACH 

FE CALL UPON ALL IRISH IRELANDERS 

TO" ASK THEIR, OUTFITTERSSFOR 2): 

Socks, Stockings, Scarfs 

Golf Coats, Jerseys 

Knickers, Gloves, Caps, 
Made at. ETC. 

ST. ITA’S KNITTING INDUSTRY 
CONVENT OF MERCY, ENNIS, Co. Clare 

Outfitters should order stocks direct from Y CLAR ABU! THE MANAGERESS 
SOTUEETTUTTUQUTUTTATEEEECEEUUEEOOOTOC0U UCC 0000 UOC eI UTUUTUTUTTUTLUML UU CULLE TUPI TUE TOMU TMU TTUUEMIO MTOM TOMATO LUCIE TUA TVET LOTMA PPCE Terre THT 



PE SS 

4 

SESE 

As
 

ae
k 

is 
Pe

te
y 

77 



a ea a 
== PRS RR TF abe SR 

eR i & g 
4 

9 Co 6 0 Rep <A 65 tp 6 pl 9 a 8 ee ed 5 i 5 5 ce 5 ta 8 <i 6 9 es tl 9 ts <te  < e 
a BR 8 6 Pe 6 8 a CF 6 3 en 6 eS eS Fa SS 6 he EP SB SP 6 PS 6 BS EF SS 

ARE as aS ae 

GLOR NA BFIANN 

Ol 
Seal of the United Irishmen, designed by Robert Emmet 

Being a bilingual souvenir booklet issued by the Wolfe Tone Memorial 

Committee in connection with, and containing, the Programme 

of the Emmet Commemoration Concert at the Mansion 

House, Dublin, March 4, 1919 
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€O cusgsaid Stop na bfFi4ann, cA uit 
ASAM 50 OTAItNeEdCAID PE Lib, MA TA 

S4Annd-ctipescc SseOtuinne 1 poinn na 
Llitproescta Ann, ni comapta é€ so Sfuil 

Son OIL Mop a5 Cuman um Leaéc Duitlf¢ Teon 
pa Deupta. 

TOSSES FE NDeAPA FO Ofuil 1apact op Leielis 
oA Veansam AS tucc prtitptsa Cedit Cuipm 
Cuimne an C1mitig 1 mouusatna. Leisead op Lop 

An TABSIFIT 4M4C PEO Le CHpLla DLIADAIN TOILS 

4n cums coppuigte 4 bi dp paosgal ns nOdaevect 
ACT TA TOPNUSS Pdipfi MIT 04 VesnAMm noir. 

Cétan 45 sespdn so bru:l cedt, ampadin, 
finnce, ad5ur Teanga nd hEipesann 04 mittesd 
45 Luce priupta cuipmesca ceoit 1 n@ipinn ¢é 

cuplam na sludaipesacta naipiints asur TA 4 LAn 

00Nn Gest Pan nseapian pan. DiOn curo mép 
opaduisil San mMait azgainn ap na haproandaib 

le soo, nil éGinne 45 Cuimneam = ap 

reao An Gedil Saeveatais, nd an Opdmuiveact 
Saeveatac acct An oipesao, Vion ps0 45 14ppsr'd 
An fludD 4 BAINeann SAipie sr An Sndt Ouine, vo 

folstsn 00 Fan mactnam sf aon Cop ap 
uaiplesct Afi Scaiteam saimpipe Saeveataig 
assur 04 Leantadoi ve pin, 04 Sepp 4 beimir 
AS millesd cedil, asur ampdn na h€ipiesnn. 

Cuipeaman pomsainn 1 mblisd>ns céim ap 

AS410 DO DedAnamn, s4G5up TABAINT AMAC TAifi- 

mait Sseveatlac vo feanpsad sd5ur t4 DG6car 
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AS4InN SO OTAITHEGCAID TOPAD Af n-iapipacta 
Leo ro 4 TiocfFald Cun COSAnta Linn. 

Ap bert cpuinnigte Duinn ag Cet Cuipm 
Cuimne an Cimitig. ni Spaismio san feucaine 
Tap of sn AM 4TH CATT, ASU MACTNAM 4 

deanam an b4p if bedta Laocpa na CZrsa, 
Abi0d 1 Bfeidil AN Hnots reo foim an eipigse 

amac, Caipesam msctnsm Afi THEITe An Prop- 
rais, asur Se4in Mic VDiapmaos, az5up na 
Gsevdit fosganta eile std sp Pig na fip- 
inne, com maAit Leif an Cimitese féin, asur 
HAC Lace map 6 4 Cutt pa Toro feo v0’Eipinn. 
Deunfaid 4 Lelté1r0 Do méCTNAM maitesr 

OUINn, cumpfld TE Piol n4 paoipire 1 Scporotib 
OAOINE, A45UP NEAPTOEAID AN Mipnesc assur 4n 

Dilpeact 1 noAdAOoINIb eile. Caipeam feucaine 

fromainn amc Leif, asur Ap n-a1s5 Ne DO Hednsm 

rusp ap Leansamdsine von THO’ feo spn piubaL 

4g4inn n6 50 mbainfesap amsé V'E1pinn an 
tréoippe 4 teareuig o6'n Eimitese 4 tponad 
uipite Agur nd Ful aice for. 

Ni hamdin paoippe 00 OAo0inib AmMAIn, aca VE 

O1T Oflainn, TA pPdoipire V’Af' OTeangain, v0'4p 
scedt, ip o04f noeunttipi Féin wainn. NAps 
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Oruil pan vainTe AMAC AZ AINnN- 
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The Triumph of Failure 
““ They never fail 
Who die in a just cause 
Their spirit walks abroad.’’ 

In her loneliness and sorrow, Ireland, neglected 
by all the world, neglected often by many “of her 
own children, has at all times been passionately 
loved and faithfully served by some in each 
generation. Ireland in chains has not failed to 
draw to herself, in affection if not in service, the 
hearts of most of her children of any generation. 
No country has been more passionately Now ed, and 
to no people do the pangs of exile come more 
poignantly nor does exile itself succeed so ill in 
denationalising any people. ‘‘ One in name and 
in fame are the sea-divided Gael,’’ wrote D’ Arcy 
McGee many years ago, and the truth of that 
may be inferred from the daily papers at present. 

The history of the survival of the Irish Nation 
is the history of a succession of failures. From 
the hosting of Brian O’Neill to Downpatrick in 
1260 to the hosting of Pearse and Tom Clarke to 
Dublin in 1916 there has been nothing but a 
steady succession of failures, and yet the Nation 
has survived only by virtue of these failures. It 
was the effort which mattered, and not the success 

and so long as the idea of Ireland 
a Nation could inspire one man to the effort to 
fight for it and to the resolution to die for it, the 
Irish Nation thas lived, lived as an ideal, and after 
all ideals are proving themselves to-day to be 

long 
succession of failures only makes it certain that 

Failures all, 

eventually the cause for which they failed will be 
overwhelmingly strong. A man who fails, and 
dies for his failure, becomes at once formidable. 
His courage, and his passion, and his effort, all 
fall at once into the common heritage of his race, 
all go to swell the common armoury, and sooner 
or later that is bound to overwhelm any force 
against it. 

To the early Irish the spirit world was as real 
as the physical world, and Oisin as familiar as 
the next-door neighbour. Something of that has 
persisted even down to the latest Irish generation. 
In the early consciousness of our race their heroes 
went for advice and for help to the earlier and 
dead heroes of their race. The. poet seeking the 
Tain story summoned Feargus Mac Roigh from 
the grave, and in time of need even Lugh Lamh 
Fadha himself came to help his people. | Just 
think, readers, of the line of heroes up there that 
have been waiting to help Ireland, growing 
stronger every generation as they were added to. 

but failures whose cumulative effect 
have given to this nation a resurrection, have 
fused into one whole the traditions of Oisin and 
of Emmet. Can you not envisage them, waiting 
in line, taut, expectant, speculating as each fresh 
arrival comes. ‘‘ Have we enough now,’’ until 
at length the answer comes, ‘‘ We have enougih.”’ 
The latest failure has proved to be the winning 
failure. 

Of all the failures, there has been none so 
potent a source of inspiration of more failures 
than Robert Emmet, the anniversary of whose 

nea cl ~ 



birth we celebrate. He, more than any, knew 

that eventually the victory would be with him and 

with us, and he, more than any, wished to demon- 

strate to those who should come after him that 

he did know. From the failure of his day he 

appealed to the success that he foresaw. *'When 

my country takes her place among the nations of 

the earth, then and not till then let my epitaph 

be written.”’ 
SO) Dey rt: 
In the meantime, we forget not. 

P. S..0 HEGARTY. 
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1.—DEATH 
(ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.) 

He is not dead who, scorning to be slave, 
Found life unworthy living less than free; 
Not dead who thath encompassed Liberty 

Across the portals of a felon-grave. 
‘Tis they are dead who, fearing to be brave, 

Suffer the galling chains of slavery; 
But dead are they, and doubly dead who see 

Freedom in death, and still the slave-life crave. 

So living, he died, till, dying, he doubly lives, 
Enshrined in hearts that in their living die, 

Until with wondering gaze and bated breath 
They see the dawning of a day that gives 

To their dead hearts the life life did deny, 
While death was life, and life a living death. 

EpMuUND B. FiITZGERALD. 

Belfast. 
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The Wolfe Tone Memorial Committee desire to: 
express their thanks to the writers who contributed 
the literary matter in this Clar, to Eoghain O Briain 

who designed the front cover, and to Mr. J. R. 
Reynolds, author of ‘‘ Footprints of Emmet,’’ who 
lent the blocks used in the Clar, as well as rendering 
other assistance. 
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The Ulster Question 

Sinn Fein in December last nominated WHEN 

candidates for even those constituencies in East 
Ulster in which Unionism predominates, a new 
departure in electioneering was made. It is to be 
hoped, however, that the event had a deeper 
significance and that it marked the end of Nationa- 
list indifference to what may be termed the Ulster 
question. Of all the crimes and blunders of the 
late Irish Party few were more serious than their 
adoption of an attitude which declared in effect that 
a large section of Irish territory and the majority 
of those inhabiting it were nationally beyond the 
pale. They made no serious effort to carry on any 
propaganda in the area which is the stronghold of 
Unionism; nor did’ they even trouble to assert 
Ireland’s claim to it, as they might have done, by 
periodic electoral contests. They pretended amaze- 
ment, however, when confronted with the Partition 
proposals which their own stupid negligence had 
invited,. and, indeed, rendered inevitable. hers 
essential that the Republican Party shall face this 
Ulster problem without delay. | Whatever the 
future may hold for this country—freedom, half- 
freedom, or .rebuffs and renewed labour—it is 
certain that Ireland can nohow afford to leave a 
quarter of her people in alienation and ripe to serve 
as instruments of English policy or material for 
English intrigue. 

In considering this matter it is well to remember 
‘that the present almost unanimous adherence to 
Unionism on the part of the Protestants of Ulster 
does not date very far back. In 1798, when they 
received in battle their national baptism of blood 

Se i. ee 
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and fire, at least half of them must have been on 
the side of Irish independence. Their relapse from 
the faith of freedom was, moreover, slow and 
gradual. More than half a century after the 
struggles at Ballynahinch and Antrim thousands of 
Ulster Protestants swore to fight and die for the 
establishment of an Irish Republic. We all know 
the story of the famous Green Lodge of Grey Abbey 
formed by the members of an Orange Lodge 
becoming Fenians ez masse. Later still, when the 
hey-day of Fenianism was past, the late John Daly 
could find in a town like Newtownards a Circle of 
over a hundred members all, with one or two excep- 
tions, Protestants. It is indeed only simce the 
inception of the Parliamentarian Home Rule move- 
ment that it has become impossible to find a con- 
siderable body of Ulster Protestants willing to fight 
side by side with the majority of their fellow- 
countrymen for Ireland’s right. 

A question at once arises as to the cause of this 
retrograde change, and it may be readily conceded 
that the effects of Parliamentary action had some- 
thing to do with it. Under the Parliamentarian 
regime Irish Nationalists endeavoured not to con- 
vince or conciliate those who were opposed to them, 
but merely to discredit them in the eyes of the 
British representatives and the British public. Thus 
a bitterness was maintained, which, as one side was 
mainly Catholic and the other mainly Protestant, 
tended inevitably to have a sectarian tinge and 
consequently to make for sectarian segregation in 
political affairs. But the fact that National feeling 
not only did not spread. but actually decayed 



amongst Irish Protestants was not due principally 
to Parliamentarianism. ‘The prime reason why the 
Protestant Irishmen did remain true to Ireland was 
that Ireland as a whole began to abandon the 
essentials of nationality, and even the political ideals 
of nationality (witness the descent from Repeal to 
Home Rule and from Home Rule to Partition), it 
was but natural that the Ulster Protestants, whose 
absorption by the Irish nation was only beginning, 
should move on ahead to the goal of complete 
Anglicisation. To say that the decay of the Irish 
language and what that decay involved was the 
cause of the loss of National spirit amongst 
Protestants is not, however, to deny that the basis 
of Ulster Unionism is religious bigotry. The fact 
is that as Ireland gradually surrendered her ancient 
language and distinctive nationality nothing re- 
mained to counteract the influence of that sectarian 
rancour which England, through her patronage and 
her politicians, took care to maintain. During the 
whole of the roth century Irish~ ‘‘ Nationalists,”’ 
generally speaking, were doing their utmost to be- 
come West Britons—to blame it on the National 
Schools or the British Government is absurd; it 
would seem that a nation like an individual may 
suffer temporary abe rration. -By degrees it came to 
appear that the historic Irish nation was doomed 
to disappear for ever and that Ireland was destined 
to be merely a Catholic province of the British 
Empire: As Irishmen became Anglicised, it seemed 
that the struggle between Ireland and-England was 
one of religion, not the fight of an enslaved nation 
for freedom but the effort of a religious minority 
to secure control of a corner of Imperial territory. 
Ulster Protestants instinctively sided with the 
majority to which they belonged. 
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Even if the late Parliamentary Party had done 
their duty and tried to win over our Unionist fellow- 
countrymen, it would have been impossible for them. 
to have achieved anything but a very moderate 
degree of success. Their efforts would have been 
rendered futile by the continued progress of , 
Anglicisation. Now, however, circumstances have 
changed. We have seen a national re-birth. Pro- 
vincialism is rejected. The people are determined 
on a full recovery of nationality and national 
liberty. The way is clear for an attempt to break 
down the barriers of bigotry and mistrust and to 
unite Catholic and Protestant in loyalty to their 
common motherland. Prejudice and ignorance are 
not unconquerable.. A persistent and intelligent 
effort alone is.required. We have, indeed, evidence 
that the Ulster Protestant is not unchangeable in the 
fact that in the past, without the help of any propa- 
ganda, and under unfavourable circumstances, there 
has always been a-trickle of Protestants into the 
national ranks. Of course the number coming over 
has been very small. But, then, of those who at 
one time or another develop national sympathies only 
a small proportion take the decisive step of entering 
the national movement. This is due to the fact that 
there is nowhere a solid body of Protestant 
Nationalists amongst whom the political convert 
might find friends who had been through the same 
mill as himself. and who would sympathise with him 
in his difficulties. It must not be forgotten that a 
man or woman bred amid the manifold suspicions 
of Ulster bigotry does not get rid of them in a day, 
and that to join what passes for a wholly Catholic 
society seems a very daring thing to do. I remember 
that when I first joined the Gaelic League I took 
particular care not to tell anyone I was a Protestant 
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Re I should be expelled! I should have had far 
ess difficulty about joining if it had been possible 
re me to be assured that there were large numbers 
of Protestants in the League. In the same way 
there are thousands of Ulstermen who would at one 
time or another have entered the national ranks if 

there had been a substantial body of Protestants 
there aiready. Personally I have no doubt and 
have never had a doubt that a suitable propaganda 
would soon bring over so many Protestants that 
becoming declared Nationalists would cease to be 
looked upon as a desperate and almost scandalous 
proceeding. I do not entertain the illusion that 
success would be easy and rapid. I know that the 
task would be a difficult and tedious one; but I am 
convinced that five years’ work would give such 
results as to leave no doubt about the possibility ot 
complete success. All the usual means of propa- 
ganda should be employed—papers, pamphlets, 
plays, speeches. And, on the negative side. 
Republican leaders should take care not to commit 
themselves to anything reactionary in the way of 
economic policy nor to lend countenance to any sort 
of politico-sectarian society such as the Hibernians. 

There are many things to be done at present, and 
whatever the future may bring, an immense mass of 
work lies before us. But it seems to me that there 
are few things more important or necessary than to 
put an end to the alienation from the National cause 
ot a million Irish-born men and women, of a stock 
‘settled in this country for three hundred years and 
not differing substantially in blood from any other 
part of the “population, 

EARNAN DE BLAGHD. 
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Davis—and Ourselves 

THE greatest National need in the Ireland of 
to-day is that the people should know something 
about Ireland. So many thousands know nothing. 
So many thundreds of thousands know nothing. 
They are Sinn Feiners, Republicans, Physical 
Force men—anything you wish, but they know 
nothing or next to nothing about Ireland. Tihey 
will probably know who iMitchel was, though they 
will not have read him; they will neither know 
nor have read James Fintan Lalor. They will 
have heard of Wolfe Tone and have loved him 
but not enough to read his autobiography. They 
will reverence Davis with that nicety of restraint, 
which saves them from paying any attention to ° 
his advice to them, ‘‘ Educate that you may be 
free,’’ urged Davis over fifty years ago. For all 
our progress, for all the resharpened keenness of 
our national consciousness, Davis’s advice still 
remains that most needing obedience. 

It is now to.us a shameful memory that we— 
the Irish people—for twenty years yearned and 
strove and toiled to make our subjection easy. 
To-day we are all keenly alive to the difference 
between Home Rule and Independence. We 
realise that Home Rule is national insult and its 
acceptance national betrayal. We realise that 
Independence is the only settlement we can 
honourably ask for and accept. To-day all that 
is as distinct to our minds as are the colours of 
our flag. But-clear as it is, what are we doing 
to guard against another twenty years of aimless 
and unashamed national wanderings in the deserts 
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of compromise? It was no fault of the people’s 
heart that Home Rule became the ambition of a 
proud and ancient nation. The fault was rather 
in the people’s head. They were unwise. They 
knew nothing, or, what is worse, they knew very 
little of their own nation or of its story. They 
admired Davis but had forgotten his phrase. So 
they followed Parnell, and Redmond, and Dillon. 
Not they but WE. We followed Redmond. 
Years after that leader had deserted the only 
honourable national claim we followed him still. 
We had not noticed his betrayal. National 
ignorance would go no further. We had not 
noticed. That is the tragedy and the shame 
Pearse died to expiate. Redmond’s failure was 
the mistaken act of one man. It had no impor- 
tance in itself. It was the submission—aye, the 
approval—of the people which made for calamity 
and disaster and finally for revolt. Ten years 
after all vestige of nationality had gone out of 
the members of the Irish Party, had gone out 
even of their public programme, the rank and file 
of the nation still feted them, loved them, 
trampled into the earth all those who would 
speak truth of them. 
Why are these bitter things being said? Why 

tear off the cloth that is clotted to our wounds, 
exposing them, renewing them? (Because we 
have applied no ointment to our wounds. A 
cloth may thide them but the festering goes on 
beneath. Davis said—never forget what Davis 
said—‘‘ Educate that you may be frees?’ Until 
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we obey Davis we are facing deliberately towards 
the Valley of Shadows, and the shame that has 
been ours will be ours again. It is necessary to 
say hard and painful things. As long as we 
remain as ignorant of our own nation as we are 
now so Jong are we tempting our leaders to 
betray us. Because we will not learn we expect 
them to furnish us with freedom in a few days. 
Because we will not learn we leave them the sole 
arbiters of what is good for the nation, of what 
conforms to the nation’s history. Because we 
will not learn they know us to be ready to follow 
the man in mistake for the movement. Naturally 
they are enticed into easy courses, they call domi- 
nation freedom and they bring us domination and 
—there is another rising. Then again we shall 
realise the difference between Home Rule and 
Independence; but again it will only be for a time. 

Tragedy after tragedy is in store for the Irish 

people, is being invited by the Irish people, is 
being made certain by the Irish people, until they 
remember and act upon what Davis said—the 
mighty thing Davis said, ‘“* Educate that you may 
be free. ~ 

When the people shall have taken Davis and 

his advice really into their hearts, when they shall 
have strengthened their desire for freedom with 

a knowledge of the past and a preparedness for 

the future, when they will have the language of 

the nation on their lips, the story of the nation 

in their hearts, the lessons of the past of the 

nation ever present to their minds, then those 

who now look into the coming years with anxious 

brow may rejoice in that calm pride which the 

certainty of the early triumph of truth brings with 

it. When the people are armed with knowledge 
13 

as well as with love and courage there is invin- 
cibility in their strength and eternal life in their 
spirit. 

pROINNSIsS J SALLCOVOAIR. 

I1.—GLORY 

(ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.) 

Awake, brothers, awake! A clarion voice 
Trumpets the ancient challenge down the 

halls 
Of time and destiny. Who mans the walls? 

Who stands i’ the breach, and scorns the rabble 
noise 

Of alien hosts converging? Who will poise 
The flaming dart? Whose halberd crashing 

falls 
And strikes the foe to earth? The clarion calls, 

And echo thunders back the hero’s choice. 

The North to the walls; and trusty Southern steel 
To cleave the opposing ranks, nor give them 

rest; 

The East to the breach, undaunted ’mid the 
sea 

Of phalanxed lines on-surging. Lo! they reel, 
Tihey bend, they break, they flee! Up! Men 

o’ the West, 
And “smite, smite, smite! Ireland and 

Liberty ! 

EpmMuNpD B. FITZGERALD. 
Belfast. 
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Sean Mac Diarmada 

CEoLcHuIRM Cuimhneachdin Riobérd Emmet! Mo 
léir! Is m6 cuimhne suairc agus is m6 cuimhne 
duairc a ritheann chun m’aigneadh nuair a chloisim 
na focail id. Is m6 sdirfhear groidhe a chuireann 
sé i gcuimhne dhom a b’{ go treun brioghmhar 
cheithre bhliad’na 6 shin agus ata anois ag tabhairt 
an fheir. Is m6 fear ceannsa gradhmhar a chuireann 
se 1 gcuimhne dhom a bhi ag taisteal sradideanna 
Bhaile Atha) Cliath ar /a thoil féin go haoihbinn 
gealghairiteach an trath tid agus ata anois I 
ngéibhinn fé bholltaf cruadh-iarainn i nEirinn n6 
i Sasana. Cuireann sé Tomas O Cléirigh i gcuimhne 
dhom. Cuireann sé an Piarsach i gcuimhne dhom. 
Cuireann sé Sean Mac Gadhra i gcuimhne dhom ; 
agus, thar gach duine eile, cuireann sé Sein Mac 
Diarmuda i gcuimhne dhom. 

Sean dileas dana! An chara dob fhearr da raibh 
riamh agam. An t-digfhear a4rdmheanmnach do 
thug a shaoghal ag obair ar son saoirse na hEireann, 
gan staonadh na striocadh, 1 bhfios agus i gan fhios 
don tsluagh. Is cttis morala dhom e_ bheith 
le radh agam go mbinn mor le Sedan _ fado. 
Aithghein Riobdird Emmet abeadh €é ar shlightibh 
agus is mor an chailleamhaint d’Eirinn gan Sean 
aguinn anois chun ctirsaf saoirse na hEireann do 
sheoladh ar a leas le na chomhairle ciallmhair agus 
le na éirim aigne. 

‘“‘ Sin sinte i n-eug an saoirfhear treun 
Ba dhilse méinn is meén 

An ghaois gan béim, an intinn faobhair, 
An croidhe nar thaobhuigh gé.”’ 
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Is cuimhin liom bliadhain desna bliadhantaibh— 
tuairim sé bliadhna 6 shin—go dtug Sedan an 
‘oraid ’’ uaidh ag Ceolchuirm an Emmetigh. Thug 

sé cuntas cruinn ar iarracht Riobard Ene Soin 
greinn fhaghailt ar Bhaile Atha Claith. Is beag a 

aul na eaeinie a bhi ag éisteacht leis gur Emmet eile 
a bhi ag cainnt leo. ae beag a shileadar gur gearr 
go bhfeicfi 1 n-a gecaithair féin eachtraf dob 
iongantai agus ba mho le rddh na iarracht an 
Emmetigh. Is beag a shileadar go dtabharfai 
fogha eile fén rud ceudna do d’eunamh agus go 
n-éiredchadh linn nios fedrr nd mar éirigh le 
Riobard Emmet agus a chullacht. 

Im thaobh-sa dhe, is beag a chileas an uair sin go 
raibh an caoth arene it aRhe buille bhualadh ar 
son na hEireann ag druidim chomh dltith son linn. 

Bhi droch-d! pea ar fad ar chtrsai sadirse na 

hEireann an uair sin. Isé shamhléchadh éinne, 
na, go raibh formhér Muinntire na hEireann 

tuirseach den troid, agus nét mhiste led’ ‘‘ Leogaint 
d6,”’ agus claoidhe leis an daoirse. Ach is giorra 
cabhair Dé na an dorus. 

Bhi cuirm chedil eile ann in-a dhiadh son—an 
Ceolchuirm Cutimhneachain ba dheunaighe bhi 
againn. San mbliadhan, 1916, a bhi sf ar siubhul 
agus Sein Mac Diarmuda a bhi i gceannus an 
chuinnighthe. Ach bhi atharrach saoghail ann, agus 
bhi mete pa ar an eal. Bhi déchus 
ann. AGUS BHI NA HOGLAIGH ANN. Bhi déchus 
nar gcroidhthibh agus stiil-le saoirse. Bhfomair ann 
i n-arm ’s i n-eideadh, ag»feitheamh leis an bhfocal. 

“é 
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Bhi fhios ag cuid aguinn gur gearr go gcloisfi an 
focail agus go mbeadh an ptidar da chaitheamh ag 
sorely: ea Cliath: 
Do labhair Sean an oidhche tid agus do thracht 

sé ar an gcosarbolg a bhi da dheunamh orainn 
ag camthai na nGall le lamh _laidir agus ar 
an mbagairt a bhi aca da dheunamh orainn. ‘‘ M4 
scaoilid siad a saighdiuiri chughainn,’’ ar seisean 
agus faobhar ar a ghuth, een fuil na saighdiuiri 
Callas na slaodaibh ar Teacainn Erie amet Bhaile 
Atha Cliath febh mar do bhi fuil Riobdéird Emmet 
breis is ceud bliadhain 6 sin.”’ 

Chuir an lucht eisteachta liigh asta nuair a 
chualadar an chainnt. Bfhior do Sedn é€. Ni 
raibh sé ach mi na dhiadh son nuair do chonnac 
féin fuil na saighittiri Gallda ar Leacaibh Srdide de 
Shraideanna, Bhat Atha Cliath. Agus ta rian ar 
Eirinn anois. Do fégraidheadh Share at Eireann 
Seachtain na Casca, 1916. Ta Muinntir na hEireann 
go léir tar éis toilii chuige anois. Agus is follus on 
gcainnt seo a mhéid Remiene a d’ein Ceolenimneachis 
>uimhneachdin an Emmetigh fad 6. Cuimhne na 
sean-laochradh do sprioc laochradh na_haimsire 
nuaidhe chun gniomhartha gaisce dheunamh, Is 
fearrde sinn cuimne Riobdird ines do bhuanu agus 
do chimead i n-dr n-aigne. Agus is fearrde sinn 
culmhne Sheain Mic Diane do lean a lorg, do 
buanu agus do chimedd i n-ar_ n-aigne. 

PIARAS BEASLAT. 
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THE PATRIOTS GRAVE 
(Read at the Emmet Centennial at Boston, March 4th, 1878.) 

By JOHN BOYLE O;REIEEY, 

To be recited by MAIRE NI SIUBHLAIGH. 
I. 

Tear down the crape from the column ! 
shaft stand white and fair! 

Be silent the wailing music—there is no death in 
the air! 

We come not in plaint or sorrow—no tears may 
dim our sight : 

We dare not weep o’er the epitaph we have not 
dared to write. 

Come hither with glowing faces, the sire, the 
youth, and the child; 

This grave is a shrine for reverent hearts and 
hands that are undefiled : 

Its ashes are inspiration; it giveth us strength 
to bear, 

And sweepeth away dissension, and nerveth the 
will to dare. 

Let the 

In the midst of the tombs a Gravestone—and 
written thereon no word! 

And behold! at the head of the grave, a gibbet, 
a torch, and a sword! 

For the people kneel by the gibbet, and pray by 
the nameless stone 

For the torch to be lit, and the name to be writ, 
and. the sword’s red work to be done! 

II. 
With pride and not with grief 
We lay this century leaf 

Upon the tomb, with hearts that do not falter : 
A few brief, toiling years 

atid 

—T o 

aa —= . ra a Ean a ~ 
Ae om Te tat ay papeer OES ARR — CNTR Sry eee a IE I ie — 



Since fell the nation’s tears, 
And lo, the patriot’s gibbet is an altar. 

The people that are blest 
Have him they love the best 

To mount the martyr’s scaffold when they need 
him; 

And vain the cords that bind 
While the nation’s steadfast mind, 

Like the needle to the pole is true to freedom! 

TEL: 
Richest of gifts to a nation! 

living crown! 
Type of the ideal manhood to the people’s heart 

brought down! 
Fount, of the hopes we cherish—test of the things 

we do; 
Gorgon’s face for the traitor—talisman for the 

true ! 

Sweet is the love of a woman, and sweet is the 
kiss of a child, 

Sweet is the tender strength, and the bravery of 
the mild; 

But sweeter than all, for embracing all, is the 
young: life’s peerless price— 

The young heart laid on the altar, as a nation’s 
sacrifice. 

How can the debt be cancelled? 
tears we may give— 

But how recall the anguish of hearts that have 
ceased to live? 

Flushed with the pride of genius—filled with the 
strength of life— 

Thrilled with delicious passion for her who would 
be his wife-— 

Prayers and 
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This was the heart he offered—the upright life 

he gave— 
This is the silent sermon of the patriot’s. nameless 

grave. 
Shrine of a nation’s honour—stone left blank for 

a name— 
Light on the dark horizon to guide us clear from 

shame 
Chord struck deep with the keynote, 

what can save— 
‘A nation among the nations 

nameless grave. 
Such is the will of the martyr—the burden we 

still must bear; 

telling us 

or forever a 

But ever from death he reaches the legacy to: 

share— 

He teaches the secret of manhood—the watch- 

word of those who aspire— 
That men- must follow freedom though it lead 

through blood and fire; 

That sacrifice i is the bitter draught which freemen 

still must quaffi— 
That every patriotic life is the patriot’s epitaph. 
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‘ARBOUR HILL” 
By ROBERT EMMET. 

To be recited by MATRE NIC SIUBHLAIGH. 

*“No rising column marks this spot, 
Where many a victim lies; 

But, oh! the blood which here has streamed 
To Heaven for justice cries. 

““Ti claims it on the oppressor’s head 
Who joys in human woe, 

Who drinks the tears by misery shed, 
And mocks them as they flow. 

““Tt claims it on the callous judge, 
Whose hands in blood are dyed, 

Who arms injustice with the sword, 
The balance throws aside. 

““ Tt claims it for his ruined isle, 
Her wretched children’s grave: 

Where withered freedom droops her head, 
And man exists—a slave. 

““ Oh, Sacred Justice, free this land 
From tyranny abhorred; 

Resume thy balance and thy seat, 
Resume—but sheath, thy sword. 

““No retribution should we seek— 
Too long has horror reigned; 

By Mercy marked may Freedom rise, 
By Cruelty unstained. 

““ Nor shall a_tyrant’s ashes. mix 
With those our martyred dead; 

This is the place where Erin’s sons 
In Erin’s cause have bled. 

““ And those who here are laid to rest, 
Oh, hallowed be each name; 

Their memories are for ever blest— 
Consigned to endless fame. 

Unconsecrated is this ground, 
Unblessed by holy hands; 

No bell here tolls its solemn sound, 
No monument here stands. 

But here the patriot’s tears are shed, 
The poor man’s blessing given; 

These consecrate the virtuous dead, 
These waft their fame to heaven.’’ 

——____—_+ 

“WHO FEARS T0 SPEAK ?” | 
‘ Who fears to speak of Ninety-Eight? i 

The enemy of Ireland’s fears ! 
For Ireland undegenerate : 
Keeps yet the spirit of old years ; 
He sees, in visions of the night, i 
A nation arming for the right. 

Who fears to speak of Ninety-Eight ? 
Not he who hates a poisonous peace ; 
For while the days of triumph wait, iM 
And till the days of sorrow cease, 
He, with the Lord of Hosts his friend, 
Will fight for Ireland to the end. 

Let sword cross sword, or thought meet thought ; 
One fire of battle thrills them both. 
Deliverance only can be wrought 
By warfare without stay or sloth ; 
And by your prayers at Heaven’s high gate, 
True hearts that beat in Ninety-Eight !”’ 

LIONEL JOHNSON. 



PART I. PROGRAMME 

el eet ees ...* The Shamrock.” 

Tue Harmonic STRING BAND. 

2: Sengs.:=:%. (a) ““O Bieathe Not His Name.” 

(b) ‘‘ The Wine Cup, is Sparkling.”’ 

Tue NationaL CHorAL SOCIETY. 

1. Selection. . 

Se ee Leo. A Mae Wilts h eielc alec daiscigite ne? os Cedt Sacveacac 

ArTHUR DARLEY. ~ 

Meo AANAN ...-0.05--. , eee “A Spaitpin a Rin.” 

Maiptin Ni Séasva. 

: SONes:..--.aeebe2 (a) “* Avenging and Bright.”’ 

(b) ‘‘ The Gentle Maiden.” 

Mr. FRANK MULLINGS. 

6. Rinnees oe ‘*The Fox Hunters’ Jig.”’ 

J. Haein. 

7. AMPAN (soos “Billy Byrne of Ballymanus.”’ 

Catal O Dron. 

8. Songs...(a) “‘ When He Who Adores Thee.”’ 
(b) “ Ampan an Caqytars.” 

Miss VIOLET GORE. 

c Song Bah LO) ee ba cata “My Dark Rosaleen.” 9 
Miss Joan BurKE. 

10. Recitations....... (a) “‘ The Patriot’s Grave.’” 
(b) “ Arbour Hill.”’ 

Maine Nic Siubtars. 

Be OR INTE :+. S50 sox Clonee EIEN. EP OMs Shs Hornpipe. 

Seén O Nuandin. 

bes Aujwin—.---.:; (a) ‘*My Grave.”’ 
(b) “ Sséut m-’Ataip.” 

GERARD CROFTS. 

Ia Songs: : siete 2s (a) © Our Faith.”’ 
(b) ** The Battle Hymn."” 

A. DUNNE. 

14. CeGt HaeHe avast: :i. 06s. sa (Harp). 

Teresa McCorMack. 

15. Poirimees staan oes os Ve a “Con Ceatpaip.’” 

Leanturde na sCtis 5Cusi. 

16. Cet Saedealac..<- sige =-+-.-3 Fianna Pipers. 

OR AOR Scot atisir eee: : 



PROGRAMME PART II. 

E 

16a. Selection......... ‘The Lily of Killarney. ’ 23. Songs-:%..-.-. (a) She is far from the Land.” 

Tue Harmonic Strinc Banp. i (b) “Drink to_me only with 
thine Eyes. 

17. OvifRShe os ae ase “Capad an ctSusain.” Mr. Frank MULLINGS. 

NationaL CHorAL SOCIETY. 24. Rinnée ...2.... 7... SRR es Jig 

: , Sein O Nuanain. 
18. Ampdin.--(a) “Jimmy mo Mite Scop.” ee aon 

(b) ’’ At the Dead Hour of Night.” 25: Renee 62.0 Re “Cac ni Oubip’” 

Miss May Morte .t. Main Ni Séasoa. 

19. Songs....---.- (a) *‘ Follow me up to Carlow.” 26. Song ...----..2.--seerp eres ‘*O’Donnell Aboo.”” 

(b) “‘ The Ballinure Ballad.” Miss JoaN Burke, 

Mas.. Fay SARGEANT. CE en Suar teir an n5aevits.’” 

2D Fee Sees ee ee ‘*“Double Reel.”’ Sedén O Murpturte. 

J HALPIN 28. Rinnce. mA caitrarStelescle Ddhtete eis arereieis Dore Ceatpait.’” 

Leanbdburde na sCiig SCuisi. 
Zhe B@RSe-cien-e0 (a) “‘Ireland’s Marching Song.” 

(b) ‘* For the Green.”’ 29. Aman «ees ‘**Lament for Patrick Sarsfield.’” 

J. BEGLEy. Catal O Dron. 

22. Aitwr. 30. Ceot Saeveatac. 

pPispar Oeartai, TO... Franna Pieers. 

Accompanists :—M. LYNCH; J. CROFTS. 
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SOME OF THE SONGS. 

PART I. 

Selection: THE HARMONIC STRING BAND. 

‘The Shamrock.”’ 

THE NATIONAL CHORAL 
SOCIETY. 

(a) ““O Breathe Not His Name.” 
(C. V. Stanford.) 

Oh! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade, 
Where cold and unhonoured his relics are laid: 

Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed, 
As ae aaa that falls on the grass o’er his 

nead. 

Songs : 

But the night-dew that falls, tho’ in silence it weeps. 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he 

sleeps ; 
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls, 

Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 

MARIN ni SEASOA. 

& Spaitpin « Rtn. 

Ampan 

& Spaitpin, 4 putin, 0e besta-ra Cugainn, 
NG C4’p Bainipr an foOsmap Com Lust-ro ? 
O04 mbvésO Fior 454m Féin cAép COOLAIP apéein 

Da Sa4ipr'0 Liom 00 béal 00 posad. 
& Gaile Burde Cpdin niop milip Liom DO Pos, 
A’p ni Slacfainn cés’0 bO map fpfé Leac, 
\’r 50 mbreapind Liom-pa pds 6 Callin bess 65 

N14 o BfuIl asst sn BOND An THLE ’muts. 
$ 

& Spailpin 4 PTOI, FAN pocaip So Foil 

So bfagso0-ps mo carvp if mo CLOcA 
Mo BfOS4 Pail BATS ’Sup dticlai on faifinn 

’S 50 DeIMmIN VUIT FO MbOSFAD 4n f° Lest. 
O vo pagainn teat 50 Caipeat’p So Cluain. 

seat Meata, 
Ap 50 Canpaig na Sitipe tap m’e6lar, 
Ap FO op4s’n faro a maippeso ni fillfao 

abdaile 

’S ip cuma cé bainfid an eopina. 

Mr, FRANK MULLINGS. 

(a) ‘“‘ Avenging and Bright.”’ 

Songs: 

(Moore.) 
Avenging and bright fall the swift sword of Erin 

On him who the brave sons of Usna betray’d! 
For ev’ry fond eye which he waken’d a tear in, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o’er her 
blade. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling, 
When Ulad’s three champions lay sleeping in gore— 

By the billows of war, which so often, high swelling, 
Have wafted these heroes to victory’s shore— 

We swear to revenge them! No joy shall be tasted, 
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed, 

Our halls shall be mute and our fields shall lie wasted, 
Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head. 

Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollec- 
tions, . 

Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness 
fall; 

Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our 
affections, 

Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all! 



(b) “‘ The Gentle Maiden.”’ 

There’s one that is pure as an angel, 
And fair as the flowers of May, 

They call her the gentle maiden 
Wherever she takes her way. 

Her eyes have the glance of sunlight, 
As it brightens the blue sea wave, 

And more than the deep sea treasure, 
The love of her heart I crave 

Though parted afar from my darling, 
I dream of her everywhere, 

The sound of her voice is about me, 
The spell of her presence there. 

And whether my prayers be granted, 
Or whether she pass me by, 

The face of that gentle maiden 
Will follow me till I die. 

CATAL O DROIN. 

‘Billy Byrne of Ballymanus.”’ 

Ampan 

Billy Byrne of Ballymanus was a man of high renown, 
He was tried in Wicklow Courthouse for treason to 

the..Crown; 
He was hanged in Dublin City by the cruel Saxon 

Yoes, 
That sel they sold our leader to his country’s bitter 

oes. 

And when the trial did come on, these traitors did 
explain 

’Twas che that led the pikemen on Arklow’s bloody 
plain ; 

"Twas he that worked the cannon and precious blood 
did spill, 

And on that day at Wexford town three Saxon Yoes 
did kill, 

Where are you now, Mat Davis, an’ why, now, don’t 
you come 

To prosecute poor Billy Byrne, who now lies in 
Rathdrum ? 

2h 
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Oh, the divil has you on his spit, repentin’ for your 
sin, 

In seas of fire an’ brimstone an’ 
chin. 

sulphur to your 

When the divil saw Mat comin’, he sang 
song, 

An’ as he stirred the brimstone up, cried: 
kept you so long? 

where is Croppy “Biddy, an’ 
too? 

For I’ve a cornér on the hob for them as well as you.’’ 

a merry 

‘¢ What 

An’ what keeps Dixon, 

Billy Byrne of Ballymanus now moulders in the tomb, 
In Erin’s grand old cause he fought, and for it met 

his doom ; 
May the Lord have mercy on him, 

as he, 
Who fought the fight for Ireland’s Right, and died for 

Liberty. 

and all such men 

Songs : Miss VIOLET GORE. 

(a) ‘“‘ When He Who Adores Thee.”’ 
(Moore.) 

When he who adores you has left but the name 
Of his faults and his sorrows behind, 

Oh, say, wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resigned. 

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn, 
Thy tears shall deface their decree; 

For Heay’n can witness, tho’ guilty to them, 
T have been but too faithful. to thee. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love, 
Every thought of my reason was thine ; 

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 
Thy name shall be mingled with mine. 

Oh! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see; 

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven cam give 
Ts the pride of thus dying for thee. 
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(b) “* Amhran an Earraigh.’’ 

Go ciuin tig anal dil an EKarraigh, 
Thar magh’raibh mine sgoth as blath, 
O chodla trom ta’n Domhan an Nirighe, 
’S tiocfaidh ’ris an Samhradh samh, 

’°S tiocfaidh ’ris ‘an Samhradh samh, 
*S tiocfaidh ’ris an Samhradh samh. 

As feadh dubh. leatheadh ceo a’s anfa cualadh 
Gutha binn ’na n-eun, 
Airis beidh gleann a’s coillte ceolmhar, 
A’s seinfidh londubh laoi gan leun, 
An laoi gan leun, Ah—ah—ah—as 
Airis beidh gleann a’s coillte ceolmhar, 
A’s seinfidh lon-dubh laoi gan lJeun. 

II. 
Feuc ar Solus glan na greinne, 
Ag dealrugh sliabh a’s magh le h-or,. 
*S an min shruth gaireach glorach, greannmhar, 
Ag rinnce sios tre bruachaibh feoir, 

Rinnce sios tre bruachaibh feoir, 
Rinnce sios tre bruachaibh feoir, 

Do chanan lundubh dilish domhsa, 
A laoithibh earraigh min fado 
°S measaim nuair a chidim blatha, 
Go dtiocfaidh ’ris an lundubh leo, 
An lundubh leo. Ah!—ah!—ah!—ah!—ah !\— 
*S measaim nuair a chidim blatha, 

Go dtiocfaidh ’ris an lundubh leo. 

Song: Miss JOAN BURKE. 

“My Dark Rosaleen.”’ 
(From the Irish by James Clarence Mangan ) 

Oh, my Dark Rosaleen, 
Do not sigh, do not weep! 

The priests are on the ocean green, 
They march along the deep. 

There’s wine from the Royal Pope 
Upon the ocean green ; 

And Spanish ale shall give you hope, 
My Dark Rosaleen! 
My own Rosaleen! 

Shall glad your heart, shall give you hope, 
Shall give you health, and help, and hope, 
My Dark Rosaleen! 

Woe and pain, pain and woe, 
Are my lot night and morn, 

To see your bright face clouded so, 
Like to the mournful moon. 

But yet I will rear your throne 
Again in Golden Sheen: 

’Tis you shall reign, shall reign alone, 
My Dark Rosaleen! 
My own Rosaleen! 

*Tis you shall have a golden throne, 
*Tis you shall reign, and reign alone, 
My Dark Rosaleen! 

Oh! the Erne shall run red 
With redundance of blood, 

The earth shall rock beneath our tread, 
And flames wrap hill and wood; 

And gun-peal, and slogan cry, 
Wake many a glen serene, 

Ere you shall fade, ere you shall die, 
My Dark Rosaleen! 
My own Rosaleen! 

The Judgment hour must first be nigh, 
Ere you can fade, ere you can die, 
My dark -Rosaleen! 

Aman ~GERARD CROFTS. 

(a) ‘“* My’ Grave.”’ 

Shall they bury me in the deep 
Where wind forgetting waters sleep? 
Shall they dig a grave for me 
Under the greenwood tree, 
Or on the wild heath 
Where the wilder breath 
Of the storm doth blow? 
Oh, no! Oh, no! 



ere ee 

Shall they bury me in the palace tombs, 
Or under the shade of Cathedral domes? 
Sweet ’twere to lie on Italy’s shore, 
Yet not there nor in Greece, though E love it more 
In the wolf or the vulture my grave shall I find? 
Shall my ashes career on the w world- seeing wind? 
Shall they fling my corpse on the battle mound 
Where coffinless thousands lie under the ground ? 
Just as they fall they are buried so, 
Oh, no! Oh, no! No. 

On an Irish green hillside, 
On an opening lawn, but not too wide, 
For I love the drip of the wetted trees ; 
I love not the gale, but a gentle br eeze 
To freshen the “ture. Put no tombstone there 
But green sods decked with daisies fair ; 
Nor sods too deep, but so that the dew 
The matted grass roots may trickle through. 
Be my epitaph writ on my country’s mind: 
‘‘ He served his country and loved his kind.’’ 
Oh, ’twere merry unto the grave to go 
If one were sure to be buried so. 

(bo) SSEAL MATAR. 
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A. DUNNE. 
(a) ** Our Faith."’ 

(Words and Music by Countess Markievicz.) 
We are ready to fight for the land we love, 

Be the chances great or small. 
We are ready to die for the flag above 
Were the chances nothing at all. 

Songs: 

We have sworn by prison and torture and death, 
By the faith of Emmet and Tone, 

By the martyr men of our noble race, 
By the peaceful days that are gone. 

That to Ireland’s cause we’ll devote our lives, 
That we’ll stand where our forbears stood, 

That as Ireland’s soldiers we’ll live and die 
In ranks with the men of our blood. 

"An injury done to one of our bond 
Is an injury done to all; 

Shoulder to shoulder we take our stand, 
Together we fight or fall. 

A = SAIL te 9 



Our Leader we trust, for we know full well 

Our honour is safe in his hand. 

Each comrade would follow his pal to hell, 

Fulfilling friendship’s demands. 

So we’re waiting till somebody gives us the lead 

That sends us to freedom or death ; 

As freemen defiant we’d sooner fall 

Than be slaves to our dying breath. 

(b) ‘* The Battle Hymn.”’ 

(George Sigerson, M.D.) 
The foe, the foe’s advancing, 
Behold his banners dancing, 
His glaives, like fire, glancing— 

The wolves of battle call 
He comes with shout insulting, 
But we, our hearts exulting, 
Are ready, Isle of Freedom? 

To fight, to fall. 

They’ll sing of us in story, 
Who, true in tumult gory, 
Upraised thy Crown of Glory, 

To Heaven’s ramparts high: 
For thee we scorn the scoffer, 
For thee our swords we profter, 
For thee our blood we offer, 

Gladly we die. 
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(b) “‘ At the Dead Hour of Night.”’ 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, 
fly 

To that lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in 
thine eye; ; 

And I think that if spirits can steal from the regions 
of air 

To re-visit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to 
me there : 

And tell me our love is remembered, even in the sky. 

Then I sing the wild song ’twas once such rapture 
to hear 

When our voices, both mingling, breathed like one 
on the ear, 

And as echo, far off o’er the plain my sad orison 
rolls, 

IL think, oh, my love! ’tis thy voice from the Kingdom 
of Souls 

Faintly answering back the notes that once were so 
dear. 

Songs : Miss FAY SARGEANT. 

(a) “‘ Follow me up to Carlow.” 
(By P. J. McCall.) 

Lift, MacCahir Og, your face, 
Brooding o’er the old disgrace, 
That Black FitzWilliam stormed your place 
And drove ye to the fern. 
Grey said: ‘‘ Victory now is sure, 
Soon ‘the firebrand’ we’ll secure,”’ 
Until he met in Glenmamuir, 
Feach McHugh O’Beirne. 

Chorus: 
Curse and swear, Lord Kildare, 
Feach will do what Feach will dare, 
Now, Fitzwilliam, have a care, 

Fallen is your star, low, 
Up with halberd! out with sword! 
On we go—for by the Lord, 
Feach McHugh has given the word, 

‘< Follow me up to Carlow!”’ 

See, the swords of Glennamael, 
Flashing o’er the Saxon pale; 
See, the children of the Gael, 
Beneath O’Beirne’s banner, 
Roosters of a fighting stock, 
Would ye let a Saxon cock 
Crow upon an Irish rock? 
Fly up, and teach him manners! 

Chorus. 
From Tassaggaret to Clonmore, 
Flows a stream of Saxon gore, 
Great is Rory Og O’More 
At sending loons to Hades. 
Grey is sick and White is fled, 
Now for Black FitzWilliam’s hea |, 
We’ll send it over dripping rei, 
To Liza and her ladies. 

Chorus. 

(b) The Ballinure Ballad. 

As I was going to Ballinure, the day I well remember, 
For to view the lads and lassies, on the fifth day of 

November ; 
With a maring-a-doo-a-day, 
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o. 

As I was going. along the road, as homeward I was 
walking, 

T heard a wee lad behind a hedge to his wee lass 
a-talking, 

With a maring-a-doo-a-day, 
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o. 

Said the wee lad to the wee lass: ‘‘ Will ye let me 
kiss vou? 

For ’tis I have got the cordial eye that far exceeds 
the whiskey,’’ 

With a maring-a-doo-a-day, 
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o. 

This cordial that ye talk about, there’s very few of 
them gets it, 

For it’s nothing now but muslin gowns and crooked 
combs can catch it, 

With a maring-a-doo-a-day, 
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o. 
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Songs : Mr. FRANK MULLINGS. 

(a) “She is far from the Land.”’ 

She is far from the land 
. Where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers around her are sighing, 
-~* Yet coldly she turns 
From their gaze and weeps, 

For her heart in his cold grave is lying. 

Songs : JO BEGEEY: 

(a) ‘‘ lreland’s: Marching Song.” 
(‘‘ Fintan.’’) 

Onward we march, as marched the men of Erin, 
Sons of the Gael that faced the Norman pride; 

Clans of the West, O’Connor’s banner rearing, 
Faithful and few that bravely fought and died. 

She sings the wild songs 
Of her dear native plains, 

Every note that he loved awakening. 
Ah, little they think, 

Who delight in her strains, 
That the heart of the Minstrel is breaking. 

Refrain: 

Erin, our Queen! for thee we raise the chorus, 
On thro’ the dawn till rises up thy sun; 

White, gold and greea thy banner waves before us 
Dark RoSsaleen, until the day is won. 

He had lived for his love, 
For his country he died, 

They were all thot to love had entwined him. 
Nor soon shall the tears 

Of his country be dried, 
Nor long shall his love stay behind him. 

Onward we march! their spirits float around us, 
Heroes of old that loved our Rosaleen ; 

Ours be their hands to break the. chains that 
bound us, 

Ours be their hearts of love for thee, our Queen. 

(b) ** Drink to me only with Thine Eyes.” 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiss within the cup 
And I’ll not ask for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise 
Doth ask a drink of wine, 

But might I of Love’s nectar sip, 
' TY would not change for thine. 

(b) “‘ For the Green.”’ 
(Herman Lalor.) 

Do you remember long ago, Kathleen, 
When your lover whispered low 

Shall I stay or shall I go, Kathleen, 
And you answered proudly, ‘‘ Go!”’ 

And join King James and strike a blow 
For the Green. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 
Not so much hon’ring thee 

As giving it a hope that there 
It could not wither’d be; 

But thou thereon didst only breathe 
And sent’st it back to me, 

Since when it grows, and ‘smells I swear, 
Not of itself, but thee. 

Mo bhron! your hair is white as_ snow, 
Kathleen, 

Your heart is sad and full of woe; 
Do you repent you made him go, Kathleen? 

And quick you answer proudly ‘‘ No!— 
For better die with Sarsfield so 

Than live a slave without a blow . 
For the Green!’’ 
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Song: Miss JOAN BURKE. 

° “O’Donnell Aboo.”’ 
Proudly the note of the trumpet is sounding ; 

Loudly the war-cries arise on the gale; 
tleetly the steed by Lough Swilly is ‘bounding, 

To join the thick squadrons in Saimer’s Green Vale. 
On every mountaineer, 
Strangers to flight and fear ; 

Rush to the standard of dauntless Red Hugh, 
Bonnaught and Gallow-glass, 
Throng ‘from each mountain pass, 

On for old Erin, ‘‘ O’Donnell Aboo!’’ 

(yC4 pi’noip sores act pesactot af THEUN, 

Sacred the cause that Clan Connaill’s defending, ca 
The altars we kneel at, the homes of our sires ; X 

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

‘On with O’Donnell; then, 
Fight the old fiht again, 

Sons of Tyrconnell, all valiant and true, 
Make the false Saxon feel 
Erin’s avenging steel, 

Strike for your country, “*Q’Donnell Aboo!’” 
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SS 5B GE BSE GE SESE EB PP EE EP SB PEER SR ES 

DON’T FORGET 

Joe Larkin’s Little Shop 
For Good Value in 

Chandlery, Tobaccos, Cigarettes, Gc 

36 WEXFORD ST., DUBLIN 

Irish Goods a Speciality Irish Goods a Speciality 

Breakfast served from 5 a.m. Q 
Hot Suppers served up to 12. 

GLOBE HOTEL : 
Nizcicae : 

g 95 Talbot Street, Dublin § 

: One minute's walk from Nelson Pillar © 

THE IRISH TWEED HOUSE 

WéE. have the largest variety of Indigo Blue 
¥ Serges, Irish Tweeds & Irish Overcoatings 

in Ireland. Suits made to order from 84s. 
upwards by expert cutters and Irish labour 
exclusively. Patterns and self-measurement 
forms sent anywhere. Terms Cash 

4 CAPEL ST.. DUBLIN 
JouHN NELIGAN (nr. Grattan Bridge), & Kingstown 

Proprietor 

oe ee 

oy ¢ The Mary Street : 
op e 
z Picture House i 
- (‘THE MARY-OQO’’) io 

Me Star Pictures Always & 
o ; ra 
SSBB PEELE EE AEE EEE EE PEE ES 

BOOT REPAIRS =S— BOOT REPAIRS 

VOLUNTEERS! have your footwear repaired by 

A. LOWE, Bevtmaker 
AND REPAIRER 

314 UPPER KEVIN STREET, DUBLIN 

BOOT REPAIRER TO IRISH VOLUNTEERS WHILE 

— AT STAFFORD JAIL — 

Trade Union Labour No delay with order 
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(MARTIN & SONS 
Ladies’ & Sents’ Tailors 

27 WELLINGTON QUAY 

DUBLIN 

Cuidigh le Deantuisibh na hEireann 

Sasi cata awe ca casa we ciavyarya ss Sarasa secesasseseseneesce 
BiG) 

& 
ry 

PHILIP SHANAHAN * 
7 "ay 

Grocer, and Wine and Spirit Merchant 

134 FOLEY STREET 

DUBLIN 

Sp Sis Sacariecievadevecsearets gS x esranerananananse spnaapnpnenanananenenananananonanenanens op epnanens 

FLANAGAN 
Victualler 

Por the best and cheapest Meat in town 

SA trial will convince 

~>e 

75 PARNELL ST. (Opposite Rotunda) 

Gentlemen’s First Class 

Haircutting & Shaving 

Saloon dee 

14 LOWER O’CONNELL STREET 

(Basement) 

FLYNN, EEO. 

CRRRARRRAAOIIIIPLLLKAD 
© 

S 

© PHONE 2046 
d 

ro) 

5 

8 
Ss 

© 
© 

To ARR i 
& rnd ‘ 
& Ea d 

& S 
S 99 Lower Dorset Street ° 
g 

es 

§ DUBLIN © 
S Contractors for . . 

S 

© HOUSE RENOVATING, PAINTING § 
S PLUMBING. LIGHTING, SANITATION S 

\ ) Etc. © 
e x 

© s xs c Ia AP LDV PY See TS. WZRZRARERARGRA RA RARGRARA RAI 

CORR RARLAR RRL RRR RRR RR RRA ARRRARAPR 
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OALADR LLL ILLIA 
>) 

8 BRENNAN’S Forr : 
@ Headquarters for all S 

© 
s Republican Goods and Latest Books : 

e) CALL OR WRITE 
S , 
° lise NORTH KING si. 5) 
G 
CR RR RRR RAR RRRRRRR REPL 

Wedding Rings to suit every Taste & Purse 

F course the plain gold band must be of the 
best. It is a life. long token. Its choice 
therefore requires care. We have at present 

a stock of Wedding Rings from which we can 
suit almost any taste. They are in 22, 18 and 
g-ct. gold. Prices range up to £5 0 0. Come 
and examine our selection at your leisure 

GANTER BROTHERS 
63 Sth. Gt. George’s St., Dublin 

i a ka lh Sacscesed peat 

This space is Reserved for = 
ri 
ri 

JOHN KEYS 
39 Thomas Street 3 

) Sa a tra arara ea eararaes Se 

8 GP 

- 
SSUAMANANBNANANANANENENENENENANANENENNANNNaRENaNENES 

AN EASY SHAVE... 

CALL TO 

J. J. BRADY, 134 Summerhill 
——— 

RAZORS GROUND & SET 

a a rmevrmecf 

ONEILLS 
—— On 

Irish (PRODUCE 

AND PROVISIONS 
At Democratic Prices 

+> e+ 

JI. KF. O'NEILL 

60 Upper Dorset Street 
pS 6 ee Fo i 6 eb 8 Se 6 i 1 ee 6 

9h) 26 tS hd ts ds ~ a 6 Be 6 a 6 Fe 6 Be 6 Be 8 

I have nothing to add to the statement 
that for 25 years I am booming 

Irish MANUFACTURED OUTFITTING 
AT THE 

Irish Outfitting Headquarters 

19 Parliament Street, Dublin 

Te. LOUGHLIN 
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DON’T INSURE ANYTHING Ce ee ee 

Except through = . 

op - Cosgrave & MacDonagh : SOUTH CITY COAL CO. & 
bis Ka & 

INSURANCE BROKERS rid 3 Lord Edward Street Pt 
= (Christ Church Place) . 

98 DAME ST. :: DUBLIN Ka DUBLIN... % 
od ry 
S95 EE GEIS BEES ASB ARSE SOR RRRB OBR R BEARS Rensn seen cee cs 

a i a 

i ( 
aurice Gollins | 

j M q NEARY S HOTEL AND 
j 65 PARNELL STREET : R 

DUBLIN l JRESTAURANT 
a me ( j Lobacconist 77 Parnell Street, DUBLIN 
a ee EY (Three doors from O’Connell Si.) 

a 

“™ Real Irish Firm in Dublin’’ Si NGAI nical oo 
Aiea é Be sure about your Prescriptions é O’HIGGINS, Central Studios” : AE & 
13 NTH. EARL ST. (Near Nelson’s Pillar) G & 

Novel and charming positions. Harp, Spinning Wheel, Motor Car 5 Ee. mle TOO M SY. @ 

Célkehana tte CME ee supplied without extra charge < Dispensing Chemist . 
Old Photos copied and enlarged to any size at very moderate prices ‘ 
Went? Oe ee cash terms to Holders and great § Belvedere Pharmacy, Si. Denmark Dt. } 

valu > I Ts } F ee c S 
S) elder Leite et 8 DUBLIN § 

Established in Ireland 25 years CRYR RARER EPR EP LPP LLL PRL PPP P PPL) 

Rn ERE CE eer EEE SR RET te TET SSS LS iy eee ae ‘ ; scan 
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Cork DUBLIN Limerick 

Largest Dealers in Ireland 

PIANOS : HARMONIUMS - ORGANS 

Rew Ireland Gash OR HIRE PURCHASE 
i : lrish Compositions Vocal and Instrumental 

Lists Free 

OR n-@ire | PIGOTT & CO.., LD. 

Every Chursdayp Roche’s Collection of Dance Music forViolin. 3 vols 

The above arranged with Pianoforte Accompaniments 

Price 2d. will shortly be published 

as GET IT 
Ad 

& rH] rs) ‘Sa Gs Se Favlaterarsgavayasavessrs sar sneeseeeenwnees 

Subscription Rates: 

3 MONTHS, 2/9, 6 MONTHS, 5/5 
1 YEAR, 10/10 

Season O DAtO1s 

bactr Spdro SAérpper 

Rew Ireland Publishing Cov. Lurmnesc 
Ltd. 

13 FLEET ST. DUBLIN 

SERARAERR AE ER AGA AB IE ASR ARUP SEI SP OPE PIP Se AGRE eS Sheela daaste Sa Pata Satake Salata TaPe Pate 
Nr 



og 

; 

( 

| 

*” 

READ 

“NATIONALITY” 
PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY 

ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT FOR 

“YOUNG IRELAND” 
EVERY TUESDAY 

READ IT AND PASS IT ON ;: PRICE TWO PENCE 

0 Ra 6 5 9 9 HR Op SiR, 69 Se 6 p > $9 Mien 5 9 keen 8 fe 6 eee 6 # > 6 inn 69 Slane 6 ites 8) <> 6 fine 6 # ae 6 § ee PPR Fe FF pe 68 “Re 9 SD 89 Ops 9 te 69 ee 6 9 ee 

op 66 Se 68 at 6 > 6) ap 6 $< 68 a 6 5 Se 13 Se ts Se 69a 66 <<“ 65 <a 9 > 6 6 ae 65 <i 65 <n 5 << 6 $e 88 a 65 Us En 6S a 6) ses sess es 

3 069-65 aa 69 ta 68 a 69 Ata 6 6 tn 6 $65 66 69 tn 6p “Me 6 8 ta 9 5 te 65 6p te 6p 0p tt 




