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IN THE SHADOW OF THE

A Young Soldier of the Republic, awaiting death in

T first he had felt cold, Then

someone, who, he could not
rightly remember, lit a fire. Vague
shadows flitted at times o'er the
walls of the room : once on a while
they grew hesitant and stopped for a
fraction of a moment ere they leng-

thened and ' magnified, towering
above him It was very eerie.
Perhaps he would have been better
without the fire, the dark room
would have swallowed up the
shadows of his guards. His guards!

s thoughts immediately revolved
again on the oyele that had been in-
wrrupted by the lighting of the fire:
It vas a shameful thing to have done
this thing; it was more than shame
ful, it was treachery, It was base
to have steeped his hande in the
blood of his brothers, whom he had
betrayed. It was more shameful
when he remembered that he had
once boen a8 ardent as the most ard-
eot, as cager for the fray as the
most eager. And the shame of think-
ing that he had weakly given inform-
stion that had led to the arrest and
to the execution of his old school
thums, Tomas and Conor and Sean
Og, was more painful than the
thought of the death that was before
him,

If only he had been strong! 1f only
be had remained silent unto death,
bowever shameful and however re-
pulsive such death might appear in
ita accidence, would it not have been
more worthy of his manhood and
more typical of his one-time com-
rades in arms, more in keeping with
the dream-desires of his warm boy-
hood and fiery youth,

He sat down at the fire and gazed
Wto the quickening red and the
Quivering flames.

- * »

INTO the heart of a circling flame
stepped, in rapid succession, the
beroic figures of his boyhood’s im-
Agery. He remembered how he used
Ut on the hearth to listen to old
Michael M¢Cathmhaoil spinning the
Poetic tales of Cuchullain, Mighty
ound of Ulster, of Fionn, of Oscar,
of Oisin. Then he had liked no bet-
“r than to listen, night after night,
0 atories of the Hound. Into the red
glow of the tarf fire he used to paint
epic deeds of the Boy Warrior
#d of the Fiana; one day he dream-

GALLOWS

ed that he, too, would lead the youth
of Ulster to epic deeds against the
enemy the while the men of the pro-
vinee were asleep neath the spell of
a - witchcraft more subtle and more

ean that lapped Ceann Saile. To
lose by treachery! Vile treachery
and viler greed that sold the day!
Ah, was not his own action every
whit as vile, even if not debased by

oppressive than the magic of Macha, greed! ' And yet it was greed;
the hean dranidheachta of the Cuch- greed for life that made him
ullain Saga. sell  his country-men, the pur-
» d ” chase price of their deaths the years,

HIE Hame died down for an few and short, offered to him by the
instant.  The shadows of his Gall! He watched this broad,

strong, energetio flame weaken und
break until it stole from its ardent
birth-place into the air. A thin
column of smoke arose from where it
had died as if to symbolise the
censored incense from the smoking
thuribles of the exiled priests who
chanted the remains of the broken
hearted Hugh to their last earthly
chamber, on alien soil. Ob, why
had not that flame conquered! Then
would he himself have been saved

guard, passing up and down with
military precision, filled the room.
With a start he remembered how he
had failed in his ambitions, and how
the would-be hound had proved a
whining cur.

. L -

FLAME more powerful than its

predecessor  leaped the
heart of the red-glowing fire. Hugh
O’Neilll  Hugh, the mighty chieft-
ain, who came nearer to driving out
the Gall than any of the noble tribe 3, yhame of betrayal that would
of Eire's valiant princes! How .y Purgatory or his—
this Eagle of the North had flown . % =
with wings of steel and cleaved the HE consuming coal tumbled in
way before him to the Southern Oc- the grate.. There stood a scafl-

CLIMBING
Who's for the hard road,
The long road, the up road?
It takes a MAN to face the road,
The mountain road to Freedom.

from

O stay, no rest, but up and on
Though far above yet towers the crest;

Aye, count no cost till all is won
Press on, nerve taut and labouring breast.

We faint and stumble, bruised and torn,

Is the road right? What, upward yet?

Aye, see it still is paved with scorn,
Footprints of blood and pearls of sweat

Lonely and cold—ah, deadly cold,

See, where some shelter lies below;

As lonely trod the saints of old,
To few the boon this road to go.

Are there no marks to point the way?

For skies grow heavy, with gloom of snow.

The last says: * Erskine passed, yeslerday,
Liam and Rory and Dick and Joe.”

Doubt and despair and breaking heart,

Where lies the gain when all is done?

Dear fool, who plays a strong man's part
Laughs at the cost when Victory’s won.

So here's along the hard road,

The dark road, the dangerous road;
We're men enough to face the road,
With “Fdilte romhat!” to Freedom.

GOBNAIT NI BHRUADAIR.

Mountjoy Jail, has a dream that does not come true

old surrounded by a crowd of tremb-
ling onlookers, Up the steps mar-
ched Emmet. He koew him by the
way he stood, with head slight-turn-
ed, awaiting the first whispering of
the storm of a people’s wrath. And
the look of Hope in his eye, and the
unspoken murmur of his lips: ‘“Not
yet, not yet!” But no heart stir-
red and no strong passion boiled,
and the cowards stood in chalky
ash, gazing in fright at the gory
head that rolled from the block.
And down in that crowd there stood
the traitor; and the face of the trai-
tor was his face, and the face of all
that crowd was his own fncc.‘.\nd
O God in Heaven, the face of the
grinning monster who held the head
uplifted was also his face—traitor,
coward, executioner all in one!

For one quick-living second the pic-
ture changed and the face enframed
in the ghastly head of the martyred
one was his. How, when a boy, he
had longed, if Fate did not decree
that Victory should be to his sword,
that he might, one day, die even as
Robert Emmet had died! Then the
red coal stirred and as it fell tum-
bling into ashes, his face, his cow-
ard eyes like devils peeping from the
corner fires of Hell, mocked him.

O Heavenly Father, why had he not
been there to breathe that message
of Hope to the one that stood alone
for Ireland when all was dead 1
The wind whistled without the caoin
of the broken-hearted Sarah, who
died for love of the lover of Ireland;
and the cacin of Sarah was the caoin
of his heart’s secret, Maireud Bin,
but she would die for shame because
that he had sold his soul to purchase
his body. A blue gas flame spread
like the Eastern Sea; an armada of
white and full-flown sails passed in
regal pride. In those ships the Wild
Geese sailed with hearts bursting for
the test of their wings. Alas! their
flight would be over alien soil, and
no rest for ever for them on the warm
green bosom of their Mother Eire.
He had wished that he had stood
with Sarsfield, and ridden by his
side, and pledged his eager sword to
vengeance on the treaty-breaking
Gall.

* » L
0O, too, had he dreamed of deeds
of high emprise that wonld have
brought him sailing into the four
oceans of Ireland with Tone and his
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(From Page One)

gallant helpers from the sunny bays

of France. Or, even, prided to
have walked with John Mitchel,
wise, strong, Ulsterman, up the

gangway of the prison sloop of the
Sasanach to sail with him, a prison-
er, too, through all the Southern
Seas, rejoicing that such sacrifice
was trivial when Ireland had put
her kiss of love on his lips and won
his*  heart's  pulse for  ever.
But he, Judas like, had kissed and
betrayed with a kiss.
A breath of wind through the prison
chamber and his sea was torn as if
by a storm and all his ships went
down. all his dreams had gone in an
ocean of treachery.
In the very heart of the fire there
stood three naked gibbets. The silk-
en ropes drooped from the beams
and through the sinous nooso the
white pale faces of Allen, Larkin
and O’Brien looked at him in gentle
reproach. He burned as if a red
coal from the fire had been put in the
chamber of his brain. When he tore
his fingers from his eyes to look ag-
ain the faces were not the faces of
the martyred exile three but those of
Tomas, of Conor and of Sean Og.
The tears of bitter woe ran down his
face because they turned their eyes
away from him, to be hanged as
criminal murderers; to that fate he
had sold them, to that fate, to that
end the wily Gall had condemned
them, forgetful that One, on a
shameful cross, had also died the
death of the criminal to enter into
greater glory.
- - »

H, if he could only undo his

treachery; if he could now step
forward to save their lives; if he
could even as much as obtain for
them the bullet of the firing party
and not the shameful noose of the
hangman! O Good and Merciful
God, rather would he die now the
most shameful of deaths than have
betrayed them to this. He would ask
his Republican guards to hang him,
as & murderer; the death of the sold-
ier was too noble to be desecrated by
his end. But they would not, he was
sure— noble in all things, they were
noble in this for they had ordered
him to be shot—
The door opened. A hand came out
of the darkness. It rested on his

shoulder. He did not tremble, he
did not start. He looked up at the
face.

“It is time,” and the voice trembled
“as if reflecting a hidden emotion.
“T am ready,” he replied, and rose.
- * -
HOUSANDS knelt there in the
misty rain. Like the surge of
the western ocean.was their chant;
a mighty orchestra of prayer with,
anon, the violin notes of a girl’s
sweet voice rising above the harmony
or the deep ndte of a youthful dou-
ble bass filling up the waves of
sound.
It was not the prayer of fear. nor
was it the high song of rejoicing.
It was the song of thankful pride;
of grateful thanks that God had
given his people martyrs, even in
this cold age, to die for the faith
that was in them; of just pride
that Ireland still had sons respond-
ent to the call of her heart. Away
somewhere a  bell tolled. A
silence came on all that multitude,

a silence that had all the harmony
of Heaven in its intensity and re-
pose. Then a clock struck the first

note of the eighth hour. A soft
voice, like to the whisper of an
angel's flight, passed over the

crowd. The holy candles blazed into
an archipelago of lights in the sea
of upturned faces.
The heavy doors in the granite
walls stood closed. A wicket
opened. A uniformed warder step-
ped through, pasted a slip of paper
on a buttress, and, passing in
as quickly as he came ,closed the
wicket hastily. But quicker still
were the gentle fingers that
tore down that slip of paper.
“Are you weak, Maireud Ban 1"
and Tomas caught the swaying fig-
ure in his strong arms.
“"Yes, weak, but proud and strong.
My heart will break but not with
grief nor shame.”
“Come, let us go. All is over.
Conor and Sean Og will wait for
Father Aidan.”
* No, no, here he is!”
The wicket gate had opened once
again. The bearded priest in his
brown sackcloth looked with eyes of
understanding upon them,
“‘Another saint has gone to Heav-
en. He walked to the scaffold as
o child to Holy Communion; smil-
ing and joyful to the last. His
last message was to you, Maireud
Ban, and to you boys, saying he was
proud to die in such sweet company
as had gone before.” y
They moved off through that vast
crowd.
Sean Og looked at Conor.
“'Tis how they say they tortured him
to make him tell,” he said.
“And then they hanged him, the
Leasts!” and Conor bit his lips in
fiercest anger,

- - »

Fur dreams often go by contraries!

R. Mac EANRAIGH.

- » -

NO REST

N every country that is unfree there
will be the fight for freedom, so
long as there are ten unconquered
hearts  within its boundaries. No
country can show such a record of
bravery and constancy in the struggle
for liberty as Ireland. But dark
times come, depression succeeds hope,
and one of these dark times is upon
our country now.
- - -
MANY of her people are tired and
want to rest. But as the human
being must not rest when poison is
eating into his system, so Ireland must
not rest when the poison of Tmperial-
ism is eating into its soul. Rest in
the struggle against poison means
death. Therefore, there must be no
rest until the poison has been elimin-
ated. Ireland unfree cannot, must
not, be at peace.
- - .
Y compromiser who leads the
people astray with false promises,
talks of the will of the people. Is it
the will of the people to be in slavery?
Is it the will of a great, proud, inde-
pendent, separate and distinct people
to be a subordinate dominion of a
gross and commercic! and pagan-
. Turn 10 Column 4

SPRINGS OF NATIONALITY

N ONE of the great pamphleta
Ihu wrote during the quietness of
Christmas, Pearse named four men
as the Fathers of Irish Nationalism
—Tone, Davis, Lalor, and Mitchel.
But love of country is fed by many
springs. Centuries ago the English
hunted down and persecuted the Gae
lic poets of Ireland—and in our own
day those poets have been avenged—
for their work lived after them in
snatches and fragments to kindle the
soul of Pearse with the boly fire of
nationality.

- . -

MONG the published works of
Pearse not the least significant
is the slender volume containing
“Songs of the Irish Rebels' and
““Specimens from an Irish Anthol-
ogy.” In this Pearse had collected
just twenty-two Gaelic poems, rang-
ing from the cultured, yet fervent,
verses written by Keating and Ferri-
ter three centuries ago to the simple
pathos and beauty of the anonymous
folk-poets of more modern times.
Fourteen of these poems are songs
of love of Ireland. They are few in
number, and they have been chosen
as well for their literary excellence
as for their burning sincerity. Had
Pearse lived, no man was better fit-
ted to compile for us an anthology
of the Gaelic poets, ds it is, his work

in this di was but i

- - Ll

UT there is no possible doubt
that equally with Tone and Mit-

chel and Davis and Lalor the writ-
ings of the Gaelic poets inspired and
directed Pearse’s mind, enabling it
to reach its full flowering as the
most noble and most truly Gaelic
mind of his generation. And he who
would emulate Pearse must drink
from the same springs, for a nation-
alism that is divorced from the cult-
ure that gave it birth is an incomp-
lete and barren thing—it is as
though he who would be a great ath-
lote left one limb unexercised and
untrained to wither and atrophy.

- . -
EARSE not only selected these
poems from the vast materials
but panied them by
English tr which capt
very much of the beauty of the orig-
inals. In this book one may find two
things—the beauty of true peotry
and the authentic voice of Ireland
ever striving to be free.

- . -
THERE was no thought of com-
promise or accommodation in
the mind of Fearflatha O'Gnive,
Hereditary Bard to O’'Neill of Clana
boy who wrote about 1580:—

- * .
F thou hast consented
That there be a
named [reland,
To be ever in the grip of Joes,
To this isle we must say Javewell|”

new Kngland

#* * 4

ND Aogus MacDaighre O’Daly,
writing about the same time,
might have written for this gener-
ation when he said:—
“T'%s better to watch on the tops of
the cold ben,
Thouyh short of sleep, yet gladsome,
Urging  fight against the foreign
soldiery
Who hold your Fathers land.”

.
R when he uttered this warg;
to the factionists of his day..
“Tis no want of streagth op aki
moarmx
That hath caused you, O ('I.:m[,.h'
Banba,
1'v be humble and obsequions
To the vverweening outland hordy,
Unless it be not the will of @qy
0 Iveland,
That ye should help une another,
The victory over yow wunited

Shall not  be to  Londan's by
Latallions.”
. . .

HEN, as to-day, we but needed (,

be of one mind and Ireland wy
ours. But it was not the will of
God that we should help one another,
When will we learn wisdom froy
our history! And Geoffrey Kum‘
writing half a century later on th
same theme, cries:—
WPix the wrong-doing uf the lvig

themselves  that have  arcerthrom
them with one stroke,
Quarrelling  about some  fleeting

transient right—
And not the strength of the enemy's
arms.”
- - -
HE full bitterness of the dispos
sessed Guel-—reduced to bondage
by an inferior race—finds oxpression
in these lines written on seeing w
Eglishman hanging from a tree:~
“Gouvd is thy fruit, O treel
The luck of thy fruit un every bough;
Would that the trees of Innisfad
Were full of thy fruit every day/"
. . . 7
WILL end by quoting four inms
that contain in them the hope
that still burns in the bressts of
millions of the oppressed, not aloss
in Ireland, but wherever the English
flag flies:—

“The world hath conguered, the wivd
hath scattered like dust
Alezander, Caesar, and all tht

shared their way,
Tara i« grass, and behold how Tra
lieth low,
And even the English, perchane
their hour will come!”
May we, Irish men and women of to
day do our part in realising thet
hope.
Sedn Mo

NO REST

(From Column 3)

minded Empire? No; the will of th
people has been expressed but it
their country’s defence, and by the¥
who have prepared or are preparisf
to do so when the opportune momes
arrives. The compromiser
wrong never expressed the real
of the people.

® * »

E is little use in honouri%
the undefeated dead unless *
are prepared -to take to heart U
lessons they have taught us. We ms#
put their teaching into practice. ¥¢
do not wish to have enmity with
land for ever. We are willing 10 for
give even if we cannot forget
enmity between us there must be ¥
til England clears out of Ireland, b
and baggage, and renounces all cléi®
to’ authority over us in any form.

SEAN MOR
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MCCRACKEN SHOWED THE WAY -

For the second time Ireland, or

and take them into court. Often he
ided the

part of it has been g
the men of '98. Here is an article
in moern journalistic style telling
of onc of the Northern 98 leaders.

Every fact is historically correct
—only the modern news angle is
new.

Belfast, July 17, 1798,
URROUNDED by a crowd of on-
lookers and by hundreds of
armed troops, Henry Joy McCracken,
wll, brown-haired, 31-year-old leader
of the United men, was hanged on an
improvised  gallows in the market
suare here, at five o’clock this
evening.

* - -

CALM, serene and unflinching, he
was about to address the murmur-
ing crowd when his body was sent
dangling into the air.

Some minutes before, he had said
,Mb)v. to his sister Mary, who
wcompanied  him, weeping bitterly,
Jlmost to the foot of the gallows. To
{ke end he refused to tell anything
shout the insurgents though the
wthorities had offered to spare his
life if he did so. “1 wonder how
you can suppose me to be such a
villain,” he told Major Fox before
mounting the gallows. Those were
his last words. The market place on
which the scaffold was erected had
been given to the City by his grand-
father.

) . - -
ACKEN, who had been in
hiding since the battle of Antrim,
was captured by a party of yeomen
near Carrickfergus on the eighth of
\his month,  Yesterday, he arrived
in Belfast and, at 12 o’clock to-day,
faced a courtmartial in the City
FExchange.

Two men gave evidence against
him, one of them swearing the accused
man bad forced him 10 join the rebels
st Antrim. ‘McCracken denied he had
ever soen either of the men before.
Huwing pointed out discrepancies in
the evidence, he was about to make a
speech when he was hurried off to the
barracks, there to await the verdict.
Shortly before five o'clock he was
ordered for execution.

. - .

WAS told this evening of

McCracken's part in the Rising,
o his bravery and courage and of his
brlliant lendership at the battle of

m,
sm of 77-year-old ex-sea Captain
Min McCracken, wellknown Belfast
Ferchant, he was apprenticed to the
bren trade, as a youth.  Serious
minded, thoughtful, his own interests
¥ere to him always a secondary con-
Sderation.  Contacts with Belfast’s
vorkers, Protestant and Catholic,
"de him long to improve their lot.
< was one of the founder members
Yith Wolfe Tone, now in France, and
Thomas Russell of the Socicty of
Uhited Irishmen in October, 1791.

. -

-
IMSELF a Presbyterian, he always
stoutly championed the cause of
% Catholics, ~ When numbers of
“em were driven from their homes
Stough the raids and burnings of the
*p o' Day Boys be employed
"torneys to investigate their cases

P y money himself.
If the magistrates were unjust to the
Catholic victims he did not hesitate
to denounce them. Largely because
of this, he was arrested and impris-
oned in Kilmainham Jail, Dublin.

Though no charge was brought
against him he was kept there for
fourteen months. o

- L *

DELEASED from prison he began

to prepare harder than ever for
the coming Rising.  Vigorous,
popular, he won people over to his
cause wherever he went, panticularly
from amongst the ranks of the
Catholic “Defenders,” June 7 had
been fixed as the date for the Rising
in Antrim and Down, but as the day
approached the other leaders resigned,
leaving the burden to McCracken,
who now became Adjwant General
for Antrim.

- » .

NTRIM town was to be his first
objective. The nragistrates were
meeting Lord O’Neill, the county
Govenor, there on that day and he
thought their capture would be a good
stroke. Some of his own men, it is
said, betrayed his plans, so that the
authorities knew just what to expect.
- - -

N the morning of June 7 he raised
his standard—a green flag—at
Roughford, a little village, five miles
from Antrim, 21,000 men had been
listed for the county, but only about
1,500 assembled for the attack. They
had one uniform and one picce of
cannon, a six pounder mounted upon
a commandeered carriage. Like most
of his men McCracken wore a green
sash. “If we succeed to-day,” he
told them, “there will be sufficient
praise lavished on us, if we fail we
may expect proportionate blaume. But
whether we succeed or fail, let us try
to deserve success,”
- . -

IGHTING bravely, they attacked
the town in a number of quarters,
beating the well armed dragoons. In-
side an hour they were masters of the
entire town, but just as they put the
dragoons to flight, they themselves
fled. McCracken, wounded in the arm
did his best 10 rally them, but it was
no use. Tt is now known that their
flight was due to & mistake.  Other
United men led by Samuel Orr, who
had come 1o their assistance, mistook
the flight of the dragoons for a charge

and scattered.  Seeing them fly,
McCracken's men fled too.
During the following  days,

McCracken tried to get in touch with
the Wexford insurgents: contact with
the South was now his only hope.
He marched to Kells, but later turned
back to Slemish. Meanwhile the
country was being scoured for him
and a reward of £400 offered for his
arrest.  Plans were made for his
escape to America and after several
days in a cottage at Cave Hill he set
out for Carrickfergus to catch a wait-
ing ship. He was on his way there
when he was captured.

—Foot of Column 3

NE GRAVE MARKERS FROM
LlM‘!{S""-O GILMORE. BALLYHAUNIS.
MAYA

AFTER CASTLEBAR
(THE BALLAD OF BARTHOLOMEW TEELING)

THE English General Vereker
Gazed on the human pyre,
He saw the “Bluecoats” falling
Beneath his withering fire,

He saw the French and Irish,
Like waves upon the shore
Surge forward, then retreating,
Midst gun and cannon’s roar.

Then o'er his Saxon features

A smile of triumph crept

As through the frenzied rebels
Murderous, his cannons swept;
And seeing how his army

Secure, would not retreat

He proudly dubbed them victors—
He thought not of defeat.

But erc that smile of triumph
Had vanished; 'cross the plain
Between the lines a Bluecoat
Rode forth with bold disdain,
On, past the wounded comrades
And corpse of the dead
With stirrups taut and hanging
rein,
Now crouching low, now up again,
Oh, on, across the gun-swept plain
Uncathed the rider sped!

So loud the guns were booming,

So fast the muskets’ fire,-

“Ile's doomed” the English whisp-
ered,

“He cannot now retire "

But as each smoke cloud lifted

The enemy saw, dismayed,

The Bluecoat, hatless, spurring

Straight for the wooded glade.

Safe 'neath its sheltering foliage
He vanished from their sight;

The cannon on the hill above

Still roared with grim delight;
Still poured its deadly volleys
Across the plain—but look!

The hill—the gun—the Bluecoat—
A flash—the valley shook!

| shook as the muzzled cennon
Roared and the ecarth around

Rose like a cloud of darkness,
Poised, and crashed to the ground;
And midst that falling debris

A figure lone appeared,—

A horseman—"'tis the Bluecoat!
And soon the lines he neared.

And then from out the Irish

And French a murmur rose,—

A blessing for deliverance—

But, like the gale that blows

Gentle at first, then stormy

This murmur voiced a cheer,

The cheer and then the baule cry,

It gripped the men to do or die,
To charge and make the Saxon fly—
It numbed their sense of fear.

And so the French and Irish,

Like to a tidal wave,

Swept o'er the English ramparts

Which slight resistance gave

Swept on to final victory

Spurred by brave Teeling's decd—
The brave will always conquer,
By them are nations f[reed!

GERARD HOLMES.

(Bartholomew Teeling, the hero of
this ballad, was one of the bravest and

ablest of the Irish officers who came
over with Humbert to Killala. He
was hanged by the English on
September 24, 1708).

AODH DE BLACAM WANTS
TO WEEP

IN case you don't see the weekly

Fnglish Catholic Herald (the
paper that on several occasions
nraligned the men of Easter Woek,
1916), I want to direct the attention of
your readers to its issue of December
9, In that issve the Trish corres-
pondent (who is, I am told that once
fire-cating Republican, Mr. Aodh de
Blacam), had a lot to say about the
blowing up of the Partition symbols
along the Border on November 29,
and the deterrent effect it was bound
to have on the holy and pious and
immortal work of changing Taoiseach-
Craigavon and his merry men from
Colonials into Domini

* . »

“ YT makes one want to weep,” wrote

thie brand from the Republican
burning, “when the strength of our
position, a moral strength of grow-
ing power, is dashed from us by some
small group. Violence cannot end
Partition, since it hardens the very
people whose persuasion is what we
need, if they are to resume their old

PONIGHT McCracken’s body was

buried in the yard of St. George’s
Church.  His sister Mary, who fol.
lowed the coffin to the grave, fainted
when she heard the thud of the falling

PADRAIG O STONDON.

place iy the Irish nation.”

NJOW when did the author of the

Foreword to Sinn Féin and Socia-
lism discover that the Belfast mong-
rels as you have rightly named them,
belong or have cver belonged to the
Irish nation of ORR & McCRACKEN
and HOPE and MITCHEL?  When
did he discover that Sandy Row and
Stormont could be won over (i
what?) by the cooing speeches of
nice gentlemen like Aodh de Blacam
or the play-acting of Organiser
Eamon Donnelly?

IDN'T Aodh de Blacam want to
weep in 1922 over what he called
simony and other things? Hasn't he
and others like him blown hot and
cold as the fortunes of the Republic
rose and fell?  Aren't his likes a
danger to any movement? Will some
kind friend present him with a Belfast
linen hankie and let him go into a

comer and weep in peace?
RORY.

ALL the usual features will
he vesumed in our issue of
January 7.
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THE TASK

OMEBODY wrote in our columns
this time a year ago that for
lovers of Irish Independence there ix
no New Year; that until the task of
ages is accomplished and our free-
dom won, the days and weeks and
months go by, but we must keep our
faces to the foe, moving forward a
step whenever we can, falling back 1
step when we must, but never desert-
ing the fight or persuading ourselves
that it is over. It will never be over
for self-respecting, unforgetting, un.
conquered Irish men and women until
every sod of Irish soil and every in-
stitution of ours within and without
the Heaven-set boundaries of Ireland
arve froe from every vestige of Brit-
ish control or authority.

“Nuthing is ever settled until it is
settled right,” a great man of other
days is reported to have said. The
words are true, wherever and by whom
they were said, and for us they have
been emphasised and clarified by
Pearse who wrote:—

“There can be no peace between
right and wrong, between truth and
falsehood, bet Justice and op-

L e

ARDIFF

SPORTS PRINTER

Trade Union Labour.

'KILMAINHAM
DUBLIN. Phone 52073
| |

pression, between freedom and tyr-
anny. Between them it is eternal
war until wrong is righted, unzl the
true thing is established, until jus-
tice is accomplished, uniil freedom

is won.”

For Irish Republicans these words
hold as much truth and meaning to-
day as they held when they were wril-
ten, We are far away from the in-
! d our martyrs and warriors

Kellagher & Barrington
w  Vehicle Builders
89-92, THE COOMBE, Dublin

'Phone 51171.

SEUMAS OG MAC DARRAGH

HIS tenacious and trench-

ant writer will appear in

our columns again next week

with an  article entitled The
Crown Minister Esplains.

. died to achieve, Truth and falsehood

are at war in our midst—the truth
that the English Crown has no right
1o interfere in our affairs, the false:
liood that it has. And until that war
comes to a victorious end for us, we
can hail no New Year with the joy of
freemen; we must keep on teaching
and toiling and fighting, day in, day
out, from year to year, until we can
raise our heads with pride among the
free peoples of the.world, and claim
that we are as independent as God
surely meant us to be when He gave
us a special and distinct inheritance

A NEW YEAR MESSAGE
TO “SAOIRSE EIREANN”

N oar issue uf November 19th, we
published on our front page an
article entitled Lncmies of Religion,
and the tollowing week a priest gave
it unstinted praise. His letter is re-
ferred to by the writer of the follow-
Missionary
His

is as

ing message, , who is a
working in  England.
Muessage to us

priest
New
tollows

“Phe thuuglits expressed by the
privst who wrote you on  November
26, wers and are exactly my own. 1
prayed that bishops and priests in
Irslnnd, and  from  lreland, might
read, study and be enlightened, and
that they being once converted (to
the Separatist fdea). would confirm
the brethren!

“he brethren  would be the false
prophets who (mis) “lead” the poor
peaple who have suffered in National
self-vespect, in the purity of our

Year

Irish and Catholic culture, iy, even,
thing good and holy, as well a
the more material things of Jife,

“Congratulations on your fin
year's splendid work! Seoirse g,
¢unu has been interesting, illuminy
ing, instructive, strong and straigh
clean and Catholie, withour a trae
of bigotry or hurtfulness. [g ooz
tents have grown up from first gy
cternal principles, and so tie Brea
Cause which you are preaching
bownd tn suceeed.

“* I hope that your readers wil)
more than trebled in 1939, and thy
soon the whole nation will once agyj
glory in their own Irish Republi
and that we who are perforce exile
will, like our kinsmen at home, b
able to raise our heads, proud of th
rice to which we belong,

“Beannacht Dé ar an obair!"

THE NEW YEAR

AY, what lesson shall it teach us,
All the anguish and the tears,
All the suffering and the sorrow
Of the past and present years?
Say, what lesson shall we learn
From the martyr's saintly pain;
From the sad brow of the exile,
From the patriot’s prison chain?

We had emblems, we had symbols
0f the righteousness and truth;
We had - strong Promethean fire
In the bright days of our youth.
Titan-like; we grasped the banner

Through the storms of centuries,
And we flung it in its glory
To the wild burst of the breeze,

But the weak and coward-hearted
Shiver now in drear dismay;

And they whine in accents wailing:
“All our hopes have passed away.

We are covered with the shadow.
We are stricken with the blast”

Craven hearts! the storm and shadow
Are the same as in the past.

Still the same, O clouded Ireland,
Ireland of our hopes and tears;
Still the same dark flood of sorrow
olling down the myriad years.
Still the same true hearts are beating

As they roll the current back;
Never swerving, never turning
Frow the true man’s rugged track.

And we read the holy lesson:
Let the time be near or far.
Yet our country's brow of sadness
Shall be lit by sun and siar:
Jor the red fire of the tempest
Brings us closer to the duwn;

Brings us sooner to the sunlight,

With the wind and lightning gone.

PRINCIPLE

HEN a mason sets out to buil

—when an architect sets out t
plan—when the owner sets out to in
agine the new house that is to.be
his home, each knows, or should
know, that on one thing the whol
right building depends. The com
fort and arrangement of the room
may be perfect, the appearance of
the house may be fine, the matarial
may be of first quality, and the
bricks well and truly laid: a good
house.

. - Ll

S IT 1 A little mark comes on the
outer side and widens, zigeags
ing downwards. Inside, the per
white plaster shows a crack and be
gins to peel. Very little at fint
But  presently comes the stormy
night; the gable falls and the houw
lies in ruins. The house had every
thing. Yes, everything except one-
a thing deep down, out of sight. that
was passed over by the very ma
who ought to have safeguarded the
house,
- . - g
HY did the house fall 1 Be
cause it was built on an unsle
foundation. The house in itself wat
nothing It was not founded on *
vock, and the foundation was t
thing that veally counted.
. - -
EN'S lives, and the lives¢
nations, built up invisibln
form the house beautiful for all ®
sce. But still it is the foundatio
that connts. Principle, the vook fov
ndation of men and of nations
sure foundation of life, of busines
of the relations of men to cach othh
of national work, of nation build:
ing: principle—the rock.

to hold and guard and keep for ever, o e B
as a gift from Him should be held Lso” or 67 6
IN MEMORIAM and kept and guarded. That claim P
LALOR-—In ever ioving memory we cannot make to-day.
of Frank Lalor, D: Coy. 3rd P TO ALL IRISH REPUBLICANS
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found murdered at Milltown, “UISNEACH " !r!‘:‘hwase,p?bhcan Government Association
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Sacred Heart of Jesus, give rest sl el ey ::‘Lu:ﬂd-ﬁ"';ﬂ:v;ﬁ:u accepted from any country. Join now in our million”
‘eternal to him and all his com- o I ; 5 g
;ades. ‘‘They shall be remem- neach” will be ';""h NA SRR IR'SH REPUBLIC RESTORATION FUND
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THE “COME-ALL-YE”

N the Ireland of sixty or seventy
I ago, these songs of the

yours
peo;m broadsheet  ballads, or
ome-nil-ye's,”  as  they  were
pop ly  known, were very
plgntu’nl. They are the literature

of the transition period, when the
pative  Irish  having  lost  their
|snguage through the Penal Laws
and the terrible social conditions
inflicted upon them, coupled with
the grudual encroachment of English
civilization, turned to the language
of the foreigner in an effort to ex-
press (hemselves.
. - .
1LY were the beginnings of a
yeal Irigh literature in the
English tongue, but they were
strongly flavoured by traces of the
one which had been suppressed. In
an effort to approximate the English
langunge to the sounds of the old
Gaelie, they applied to it the rules
of the lvish.
- " "
My eritic coming upon these
T ballads will doubtless find in
them much that is bad and worth-
less, much that is but mere doggerel
and  unsuccossful  attempts  at
vorsification ; yet even in the worst
of them he will come across some-
thing of veal worth—some line which
sparkles like a jewel, giving life to
the whole. It may be some chance
obsorvation upon life full of a
quaint wisdom, or some line expres-
sive of deep emotion and sincerity.
They have the air of being drawn

WHAT

HERE s a great deal of non-
sense talked about failure. Fail-
ure in itself is no disgrace, though
the majority of people are dull en-
ough to fancy it so. But then the
greater number of one's acquaint-
Anves are not clear-sighted, and many
of them hava no opinion worth call-
ing an opinion of their own on mat-
ters that raally are of importance.
The world at large is jusi an amplifi-
cation or multiplication of our own
little parish. And how many of the
neighhours in that parish have even
the independence or the insight to
form and keep an opinion of their
own ! Yet double them up often en-
ough, and we get what we then call
Public Opinion.
« %«
PL’BLIC Opinion—taking a fow
thousand of your neighbours
and mine-—calls  Failure the same
thing as Disgrace. One wonders
why !
» N "
OR if there is one thing in life—
whether the life of the individ-
ual or of the Nation—that is second
in certainty only to death and far
more recurrent. it is Failure. The
child in its earliest efforts to speak
and to walk fails times without num-
ber before success comes.  The scholar
fails in  every task he atlempts
before he satisfies his master. The
artist's early efforts, the orator’s
first. speech, the writer's over-emph-

direct from the
ness of simple folk. They are the
produats of simple minds, of minds
often unable to express themselves
wherently, or labouring under too
great an emotion, but though often
lame and halting, are wonderfully
quick to stir the difficult emotions
of their hearers.
PADRAIG O STONDON.
- - -
EVIL FRUIT
HEN one looks back upon the
immense enthusiasm  which
swept the country in favour of the
Gaelic League some thirty or more
years ngo, one renlises with a shock
the collapse of Gaelic Ireland to-
day. After that great awakening
to the Gaelic tradition, there grew
up o generation which expressed in
the rising of 1016, the latent and
sbiding  will to freedom which
smoulders and blazes up from time
to time  throughout all Irish hist-
ory. Hand in hand, the cause of
the Gael and of freedom went for-
ward to vietory, until December,
192, After that, the signing of the
Treaty and the war upon the Re-
public has brought about a spirit
of npathy and demoralisation in
Gaelic TIyeland, which is the most
accurate testimony that the fruits
of the “Treaty” are evil, and evil
fruit comes only from an evil tree.

PROINSIAS.

HE Publisher is exceedingly

grateful to those who have
already responded to the call of
Liam O Cadhla published in
this column on Dec. 10 and Dec.
17,

ORTABLE _DURABLE

SPECTACLE

ROBERT MAUDE 1-:KEYS, 29 WE LLINGION QUAY

atic enthusi how do they look to
each one in the light of later and
true achievement ! And what is true
of life is true of nations. Did any
nation win to freedom at the first
valiaot fight? So it is true of in-
ventions—Paliny, the potter ; Hump
hry Davy of the safety-lamp—how
many times did failure meet them be-
fore success came? Tt is true of nat.
ion-builders, of conquerors, .of dis
coverers, of scientists. It is true
above all of the human sonl.
. “ -
AILURE is a circumstance—not
an end. There is nothing that
can come near it in value for testing
a man or A woman's mettle. Let us
be heaten to our knees—there is no
disgrace there. The disgrace lies in
not getting up again and fighting on.
Has a man courage for one fight
only! Then let him never attempt
to live. Who amongst us goes thro-
ugh life without [atlures and re-
verses? Which of us is intended for
unalloyed success? Would it make
Lietter men or women of any of us?
LTS - L
HE life of a man, the lives of
men, are but a long history of
failure. If God set out to damn men
and women for failure, St. Peter's
occupation would be gone, and Hell,
like Japan and Germany and Italy,
would suffer from need of expansion.
Heaven would be, indeed, a desert
place.
. - -
HAT is Failure and what Suc-
cess] The man who stays at
home will not, of course, lose his way
of a dark night on a dangerous road.
The dog that skulks without de- -
fending his master’s property will
never be killed by burglars.
The bird that never soars will not
be beaten to earth by the storm.
The nation, content to lie in slav-

IS FAILURE?

ery, has no cause to fear the conquer-
or's fury,
. % =
UT are these, when all 1s said and
done, to be counted amongst the
successful . What respect have we
for them! And why! Just for this,
that whilst they have succeeded along
what we may call the material plane,
their lives have heen a gross failure
on the moral plane. And at the fur-
ther end of everything, it is exactly
on the moral plans that we shall be
jndged.  We are not going to be
usked what we have done—but with
what motive and in what manner we
have done it. Not how many times
we have succeeded, but whether we

met  our reverses like men and
learned their lessons.
. - *

EPUBLICANS used to be fairly
good at that class of judgment,
and by it came n little
For what did we
once mean by failure? Not being
worsted, but leaving the straight
road ; not heing made prisoner, but
the betraying of cowards under ad
versity : not the loss of friends, but
the aceepling of benefits from the en-
emy; not wounds and death and loss
of all worldly goods, but incapacity
1o hold out to the end.

And now?
u - -

oo, ngw.
nearer to  God,

HERE are two words in the

mouth ot our people and of our
Republicans—Policy and Comprom-
ise. You hear them wherever people
come together—at the fair, at the
fire-side, in trains, after Mass. “‘We
have failed”—that is the cry and pol-
icy and P , the
of that miserable thing, Failure.

- - .

ECAUSE we are “too proud” to

arise from that failure, we must
descend to those two depths. Too
proud! No, but too wantivg in the
greater qualities of the soul and of
the heart: too wanting in courage
and in faith and in vision. So we
search out after Policy—the hiding
of Truth for the sake of gain. Be
cause Truth is to most people alike
a terrible and an indecent thing, re
quiring a covering of skin aprons
at the least. And we search out, too,
after Compromise—the bartering of
Truth for some fancied gain or
other.

- - -
Y blue-terrier being attacked
by your bulldog—do you
honestly expect me to beat’ my dog
hecause it is your obvious duty to
beat yours? Have scnse, man!
Ed 4 .
FOR strong men, Failure does not
count. And ncither policy nor
compromise are wmeant for strong

men—Ileave them to weaklings. Right,
we know well, is Right, and Wrong
is Wrong; we can only obscure them
by bringing in side-issues.

5 « . B

NE of Henvy Ford's  (of motor

fame)  principles  is  thus
defined: “ Failure is only the
opportunity more intelligently to

begin again. There is no disgrace
in honest failure: there is disgrace
in fearing to fail. What is past is
useful only as it suggests ways and
means to progress.”

8o says the successful  husiness
man,
° . °
UT we ean go to n higher
teibunal;  take the world's

history. Was ever a greater failure
in His day and generation than that
Man of the common people, a
“ earpentor's Son,”” who, at the al-
most unanimous demand of His own
people was adjudged by an alien
conqueror to die a shameful death,
resorved for eriminals, in company
with two convicted thieves  There
was Failure, indeed--failure of the
individunl Man, failure of the
Cause for which He stood. Yet we
Republicans  are afraid to  fail,
ashamed of having failed.
And we forget that success
only be won throngh failure.

oan

SOLNAIT NT LRUADAIR.
- - “
“De0TS 'sa csuise’”
Marom Vomnals pa  mbliavam

1020 LAy pPRAca ver na vubépo-
narg 50 oci rédpéal SLéve sCua an

faro & BF an céan Qppeann ap
rubal.  Searmgeavap ciméeall an
POILIE  ABUP nua DI an pobal ax
ceadt  amal cuapnuigeatapy 54l

Canmg clémpeac an crépéil
amad aBur mdla an c-raSaiprc 1 n-g
Lamh wse. Rus coann nep na oud.
CPANAE A an Mmaly asupr bam pe g
Ldni an cuémg & D'opeart ré ann-
PN G AR CAE g pad ann, éroe,
Teabaréa L, amad ap an ncatam,
Ui an pagape o8 ceace m mam an
Stéms. Nuap Connae pé cav a bi
DEANCY A5 an vubéponac B ré ap
puite,  TOR ruar na puvai pan 50
Lén asup cup apteac ra mala apir
e’ ap rewean “no o owme
meara.” Dem an vubERona¢ pun
ML ARUr nua Bi pré o imiste oud-
WIPE AN PARANE KO FEAISAC 1 an
FeLéipead—-""m"'pead nd'n mae Liom
¢ mo DEanam, Leagpamin vo'n calam
Bad mac mdadap acu.’ rilmpe, nd
Dac oG, Atam,'" apre an clémea :
“Derolp ra c-puge opamn,’’

Domnall O Cavta. |
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Ni pad alc reaéc mblian vEas
v'aise nuar a4 Cuslatar Tpacc ap
veiir an. Ir amtard o i ré as
rocpaty  bamnems  ra SEiobaipin
bLian an Sabcaip.  Cé€ nd pad ve
MUpSal 45 an mbanntms At mac
& B na Vavr puapn o bAP Lewr an
vepar. Mi La vaor Fém & twg ré
sup Corhawp copp & mdgap a Cup.
DVia 1o i pEIN 7 an anatam, cup-
©a0 na milte an uamp rm san corh-
pamn pio arham. Connae Diapmuro
4N Va0l DOCC 4 Cup & rhacap; vem
ré cion pip 7 Gup ré an copp map
La Vual. Acc niop féav ré an
raape  BAtLAraC & veaphav  ap
Feav a paosat. Deapcuis ré an Lé
ran 50 Noéanfan ré a vesps vit-
Ceall pearca ¢un paowpre na h-@ip-
eann damec amac. Sspiob ré ceann
VO'P Na VANCA Abfeapp VAR Cum ré
1 mDéapla o cup plor ap an o6cdro
oo ‘“Jillen Andy" & snm.

° » -

Vem pé cornt ap an veas oban
ra dliam 1856, ra Sgobamin map a
naId cormuve aip an uap 6o, Tamis
ré pém 17 rluags v'oisfeanatd an
balle 50 pad na cuppopi céavna
acu Le ¢éile 7 cuipeavap Cumann an
bun. 4An  ‘‘Phoenix Society”
SnAtac a tabame aip. Ven an cum-
ann ro ¢om-ceansal Lewr na Finini
ra duamn 1858 7 b'1av Vomnall Os
Mdic Canrtars 7 Rora an ¢éav vewc
A& Blac mov na BFinini, Tamall na
V1410 pin 5abav é péin 7 & Compdo-
wite 7 Searpav Leat duain ppiordn
onta. Nuaip & piLL Pré adale puam
ré amac 50 pad an éLép 7 na
vsome tapéir rompd 'na

age ap Sapanais 4 notcau ra 0én
d0. Ip Leop aon Déapra amdm cun
reo a taipbéanci—
“For these are Christian Pharisees,
the hypecrites of creeds,
With the Bible on their lips and
the devil in their deeds.
Tao merciful in public gaze to take
our lives away;
Too ancious here to plant in we
the seeds of life’s decay.”
Vewn ré rlén arcpiucdin e 6
Saevtumn 50 Déapta 7 6 Deapla 50
Saeotumn, Vem ré arcmiogad an
Pualm of Life \e Longfellow a¢c ni
patd ré po hat map oi ré orantard
acmp Oéanam ap roil Liceapoa an
Véapta.  Ni pad  an  meaopace
Saota¢ mp na déapral.  Ni padoan
rnapca Lorta caitte 1Scearc an
nor na nodn Ssevise. Seo curo
e i—
0
Ni pa cruapcear nd ra ouaipcear
Lingeann &p plige ve réip oLige

0eé;

Ac¢c Le gnioth et a wvéanarm
mattesr’

Nior redpp Ba¢ L& nd an W4
porh pé
n

Cutpeann  beata Laotpa 1L
odinn

Ir pérop Unn pm péim o'uar
Ligad

Sap imteatc oiinn pdsaimip-ne
Rian 4p scop ap tpdis nanoL.””
Vo éum ré an apcusad ro so
ocl Longfellow 7 apemogad vipeat
50 Déapta ap a rspiod ré pém ma
teannca 7 puat ré Lecip burdeacanr
uaro.,
“ Please accept my thanks for your

1 50 pad bmrce ap an §n6 Opeds
Bl cupta ap bun sge 7 B an an
balle V'pdgammc 7 balid Lew S0
n-dmeipice.

- - "

Caims ré tap nair ra duam 1863
map  bamircedin  ap  papéin  na
oFinint, The Irish People. Eabav)
apip 7 cugad Op corhaip an bpertirh
Keogh é. Ve ré é péin vo toramnc
7 4 Yeanath ran 00 00 L&1S ré 5ac
aon nfo nfor meara 7 niop reap-
Daraige nd a ceie o rsmod O Laos-
ae, O Luabarig 1 ocaod an Keogh
céavna. Nuanp a happad am a
pa1d aon nid Le pdd aige ¢un & éop-
anta rar A nvaopral € pé ovndbanc
ré nd:—

“With the fact that the Govern-
ment seized papers connected with
my defence—with the fact that they
packed the jury—with the fact that
the Government stated they would
convict—with the fact that they sent
Keogh, a second Norbury, to try me
—with these facts before me it would
be useless to say anything.”

, Nuain a oi Keogh & vaonsd ap
reirean ‘‘cd an pploriinad 1owaprard
vepe ¢up le péim Sal 6 1859.""
“Diop 1m’ Saeveal 6'n Ld pusad
mé’' apra Rora. D'Pmé an vamp a
VaOraV ¢un ppiorim é Sup cuipead
an opot—epMeE 50 Lém ap A Luadar
ceana.

- » -

Vem TViagpmuro ana ¢wo  pILiv-
eatta. D'févom nd na1d iro Licriodt
"na ¢uro rspivinni aéc aon n1d A
rsriod ré i o6na ¢porde amad
ciims ré. Ar na ppiom odn a ¢im
ré of “Jillen Andy” 4 caome an DAr
Gamonn Uf OVdbtars. MNopd easal
Leir na rmaomce 7 na cuaipmi 4 of

kindness in ding me your trans-
lation of my Psalm of Life. I ean-
not read it but 1 see from the literal
translation into English how faith-
ful it is."

San aircpi avemn 18 an Freedom’s
War Le Mangan puain ré reany mat
an veaps-Srdm a Of aige an Sallavd
4 notcad, 50 moOp mop ran cuppd i—

‘“Le pava acd agann I 10mMao

spdrtd
Anoir tmallaimip Seara ve §éap
”

Of ceansa Liomta Saedlumne 45
Rora 7 ba moép a1se an teansa rin.
Of aripdin Ssedlumne aige 7 da
vinn  tewr 1av. Ui pspitimni 4
nSaedlumn aige 7 i tpuad nd poil
FagdiL opta anoir pé puo o'imtig
opca. O pedip o tipe an edlar aise
7 04N pé perdim ap ap Saé 6cd0 &
fuam ré. Of an pin-¢peroearh Saev-
La¢ age pé map Df a5 400 Ruad
0 Dorhnaill 7 45 reana Saevil eie
ndp peac a nsLina marh vo Salta.

T4 an puo avubape an Prarrad
Op clonn a uaga ¢orh plop mow 9 ol
an cpdE 0o acc sup pérom Laolpa
Baeveal 4 ruam bar 6 fom 4 Llet
0O ¢up ran dipear.

“They think that they have fore-
seen everything, they think that they
have provided against everything;
but the fools, the fools, the fools!
they have left us our Fenian dead;
and while Ireland holds these graves
Ireland unfree shall never be at
peace.” (Cnioe).

— bRri1an
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Cortcigiy 'na vé10 reo Bl Népa an
s apire 1+ mDaite &ta Cuat. Ui a
cuio Leateannca raome na Noolas
tapr.  Capav curo De na caiini
céavna Léke 1 halls na h-loircoie
o Ui Lhge powh an Noolas. D'é
AN Céav AUDap reanculr 4aca € nd
an opotvdis A i ap an cip v nsat
aon Ao, DI sac callin a5 cup rior
an caceps @15 a Eapng Le Linn o
raoipe P4 mvaite asur 4 OVTAME
M40 cpiv 6 peap rav le céne as
oul adate. D'é an reéal wubac
céavna € 1 nsa¢ batl, Ceap Nopa
supab € & h-dic yéin an L ba
mheara, a¢t nuaip a cuala rf 1 ocaod
na vlablardeadca mp na n-diceacard
elle pa'n cuat tws i ndpd’ won-
geapdnca i pém & vcdimg i pém
4a5uUp muinncip 4 bane ¢pio oe'n
anpo. Nuap 4 carat curo o¢ na
vuadallli uipel Bi an rcéal map an
sctaona.  Adc nf h-wonann mnpinc
na Mbuataill A5uUr MNPMc na scanin
ap 4 L&t pwo. Ui curo ve na
buatanll agur bamnc thop aca Leir an
obaip 'n-a mbane pémn Asur w opta-
ran b'éavcpuime  goil  ppoc-obas
na pagonhp burde,
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Vi rporc mop 45 cwio ve na
buatall! v'péip a peéin pém, n
rab ann ade catearh aimpipe VOOLa,
ABUP mapa mbeat an catearh aim-
rpe rinoaca, bBead opta San aon
Cartearh aimpipe Beit aca cop ap e,
O ba Contabamcead bBeit ap nor-
¢uma-Liom pan am pin. Do opoc-
ampar a5 an apm Sallva ap Yume
an bit 4 Of ap nor-cuma-tiom. Cait-
Feanv oume deit ap taod arhdin ap
FAT ASUP 54N 40N Leysinc aip sup
Feapn ap an Clarde €. NI pad aon
feap ap an clarde ann, nd nf pat
clarve ap DIE 50 vTWOCFAD Le pean
reapam amp. Nuap & Gocpad bacle
ve na ragompi bude pin asur a
scompdoarote, na  oubd-Cponals,
Leobta Cartead peap a pdd gup
oune é a bl oiur vo Mg Sarana é
noé a ratape.

" . L3

An ¢éan vap Bi peantur as Nopa
Le Dman o'mmip pi V6 pd Sa¢ ap
turc amac 'n-a vaite pén.  Cup pf
ceirc A caroé map BT 'na daile-
rean. U1 ga¢ puo crum 5o Leop "n-a
baite ase Dman. Nfop tdplng atc
cupla eatTpa sun O'P10 cpdce onea.
Da hop an rpope a Bi arse pém agur
N4 buaCailli a B Lewr—na h-05La1g
~—aBuUr b'é an Noolais 4 d'peapn
TPONT aRUP Leavar b aige Le pava
i

. * -

Ade niop B'Rava Sup maolmgesn
A an dobap camnce rn, 510 ndp
maolui§ead ap an opoc-obap ap Fuo
na cipe nd ra catam féin. i deap
mon ap Nopa Vert ap air pa Gatap
f40 't bf Dman ann.  agup nion
lugaroe dtar Omamn pém, 510 gupy’
fupur fercedl na¢ i Nopa amam ba
bun Le n-a Cwo rmaomnigte an
uamv,

Laccasrm na mbo 3Crapnarvesc
bainne Sson 6 eicinn
| 0. 0 Rioproain, an CLoitnean, Co . Ata Cliat

Tpétnona amdm pé'n FéiL Dugoe
tus &me Ni Lonsdn cuipean) vy
Cupla cailin J5UP buacall cun
co1§ a5 Croir an Apaloas cun cae,
Of  otcar  ann  ar  pan  cany
amwis oe rhumncie Lonsdm  pém,
asur &p nodid Bi Dpan Mag Uron
agup NOpa ar an occap pm. Moy’
& an Céav cpdtnéna aca ¢ annpm
agur Diov Atar ap mdtan  Sme
romnc curoealta Vet awci péin 'p 4
cmip clomne ¢ am 50 h-am-gg
n-dimsée nuaik ba Curoeaccy vesp
¢porvearhait & Of Peavar O Muy.
aie ar Lo¢ sCapmén ann asur cu.
cat ré aotbnear ap bean &' coge y
scOmnatoe Le n-a Sut bpeas bnn a3
gaban. ampdim.  Asur B Mayge 1y
Vuvtars ann—caikin & meatlpan s
FUIPEOS ANUAT ar Na PREMES Le Lugp
ABUP alclieace CLUrce na méap ap
an bprand.  Nuair & VIO pi pém
asur Micedl O DVDULLAOIE a5 remmm
ap an vd BLéar ccoll—an  pland
ASuUr an Froeal—>oion corc na maph

ann—pim n6é BIoO Sat émne o
Preabanals  nnee A puu  an
creompa,
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Depeat Dpan uat wgnpeopste o
cuipeat cuma eile ap an Jownesr.
Ta¢ plopa & B aige ba ve'n Cmed
rn é a cuipean mi-LiS 1+ Sceannadan
sa¢ émne.  UFinoan laptann''—-ne
“Camonn &' Cnue''—no ‘Sedn U
Vuitip''—n6  “4n Préacin Oub.”
Agup céfped ma fdile-rean agur é
‘84 atmp sup motws ré péin st
ap tadpims.  Saoiped ap 50 padb p
Fém ag arhapc ap na SacoOil agur
140 45 Cuf 4n veaps-puatam ap na
“rargoiunpl veapsa’’ a5 Capledn o'
Dappars an L4 do. N6 50 pab gpem
e Ap reposail an ppéacdin oud
Asur & "84 tadeo ma ¢pod.  Asur o
reat an ama 50 muiov an awtmred:
race ap rubal aige Bion reopc mo-
fuammp ap an curoeacca. Luigesd
& OOtprace com mop pm onta 50 Lém
50 mMbIoY easla opta §0 mbeppead
notpace a ¢porhe ap reuam a -
cinne aSur §0 SCaillpeat ré rmatc
anm péin.  Ap 0015, b'feanp Leodts
5an bewt ag éirceadc Lew.  Sai-
Luigead 0obéa 50 mbamean Dpan
A Ldn 0'4 DS ap pEm np an A
eopacc. Agur nf chipge diod rn
tarc a1ge nd o'rapparoipr ap Piub 0
Dpown ceol Emnn no peéal amaresé
A tabapc.

(Ni Cpiot).

AIMSIR Cartte

Feinmedm a b 1 n-a cormurie !
§Caoldn camall mait ve bBladal-
Tad 6 fom asup Bion an’ pEannpad
cun oibpe amp. Vioov pé 1 n-a furoe
rowh  emmge Ipéme Faé maroesn
AaSUP €& Ko pad cdpla mite 18
riDAL 45 4an peap otbpe a Vi A15€
bio Té o5 an T rap a n-enmsead
ré pém. Mamean arhdm, peé o d
IMEIs aip, B an peap boéc cmceal
Leat-uaip niop véanatge nd map b4
$ndtac Leip, agup Bi an peipmeon ré
mata powhe. ““Maroean bpeds'’
rPa an peap.  “Da ean’’ apra 40
remmeosn.
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MEMORIES OF MELLOWS

(Proinsius 0  hEidhin, who with
Ailbhe O Muineachain accompanied
Liom: O Maoil losa in his wanderings
and wlventives ufter Easter Week,
telle thix splendid, «imple story)

MY first acquaintance with Liam was
in the Winter of 1915, when he
was sent down from headquarters to
organise and train the Volunteers in
Galway. 1 thought when I first met
him that he was only a delicate little
chap who was very enthusiastic about
the movement, and who might be able
10 give a very fine lecture on patriot-
ism or even on how to fight, but no
more. 1 very soon found out my mis-

take.
* - »

E addressed our company the first
night he came down, and told us
he was sent down for a week, and that
we were to prepare for a very hand
week's work. We felt half inclined
1o smile at the little chap from Dub-
lin talking to us about hard work, but
that was the only occasion we felt that
way inclined.  Next night we were
brought out with some more compan-
ies for a route march. I will never
forget it; we were out about an hour
when it started to pour rain. Of course
we thought we would be allowed to
wek shelter somewhere. No such
thing—we were given to understand
that we were not “sunshine soldiers”,
and we got the order to double, Our
Commandant and Liam and myself
were at the head. The Commandant
was rather stout, and we thought that
sbout 300 yards would be a good long
double. I thought I was fairly long-
winded. I don't know how long we
ware doubling, but we were nearly all
doubled up by the time we got the or-
der to “quick march”. I pitied the
poor Commandant; he was blowing
like a steam engine. T was nearly as
bad, but there was Liam as cool as a
cucumber, trotting along, and the rain
coming down in bucketfuls.  After
what we thought an eternity, Liam
told the Commandant to give the
order ‘quick march.' If he was to
save [relan dhe could not do it. The
order was conveye dto me. I man-
aged to blurt it out somehow, and
when we looked buack we had about
half our company! We had to wait
for them on the road, and some of
them didn’t turn up at all: it was
only then that we had an idea of
what Liam meant by a hard week's
work,
. . L
EXT day I was lying up for re-
pairs. By the time that week was
up we all had an idea that soldiering
was not all sunshine, and I do believe

that if it was any other one who

brought us through it but Liam, half
of the hoys would have been fed up.
When Liam applied for another week
with us we were all delighted, because
by the time he had spent a week with
s cven the children on the streets
loved him! When the second week
wis up he told them at headquarters
that he was going to stay with us al-
together, and I feel safe in saying that
but for Liam the name of Galway
would never be mentioned in connec-
tion with the Rising of 1916.
. . .
HEN the work started in real ear-
nest. A branch of Cumann na
mBan was started, and he taught them
first aid. He taught the Boy Scouts

and the Volunteers signalling, scout-
ing and everything in connection with
soldiering. He was almost every day
on his bicycle, organising some com-
pany of Volunteers. He was often
away for two or three days, and on
nights he would be late in coming
home he came to my house, although
he was boarding in another house in
town. We happened to have a spare
room, and we called it “Liam’s
Room”, because no one used to sleep
there but Liam. Sometimes a com-
rade came along with him. We never
knew what time we might expect him,
one, two or three o'clock, any time
from 12 midnight to 8 a.m. he would
ramble in, and he used to love to flash
his lamp in my face and eyes, swelled
with sleep, when I used to get up to
let him in. I certainly do not believe
that there is another in Ireland for
whom we would have got up at all
hours and would be so particular as
we were about Liam. My wife and 1
often had little_chats about him, and
we would ask each other how it was
that instead of being annoyed at being
put about in this way, getting up at
all hours of the night at a moment’s
notice and airing bed clothes and all
that, that it gave us so much pleasure,
The only explanation we could give
of the mystery was that the fact that
he made so free with us was a proof
that he thought a good deal about us,
and who is there having known Liam
who would not feel proud to have
Liam think a good deal about him?

l REMEMBER one night himself and
a comrade came and knocked about
two a.m. They had no light on their
bicycles, and I was so stupid from
sleep that I didn’t know where to look
for a light. T opened the door, and
Liam’s comrade came in first. We
couldn’t see one another, it was so
dark. Liam went to shove his bicycle
and where did he shove it but between
his comrade’s bike and the wall, where
he had left it in the dark. He kept
pushing. I was moping about in the
dark, had only my shirt on, when I
heard a report and felt a sting in my
foot. T cannot say whether it was a
prayer or a swear I said, but I jumped
about three feet in the air.  Then
someone managed to get a light, and
we found it was the bike that fell on
my foot. But Liam was missing. We
went to look for him with the candle.
and found him, lying on the floor, in
a helpless fit of laughter. I wanted
to show him how serious the matter
was. I showed him my toe, which
was split from the bike falling on it,
and poor Liam made a very vain at-
tempt to apologise but failed com-
pletely, fell on the floor again and
laughed. My wife shouted out from
the bed, “What did ye do to my hus-
band?” but instead of this having a
sobering effect on Liam, it made him
laugh all the more.
(To be Continucd)

© - .

(AT Christmas, 1957, we told of

Liam Mellows’ first work as a
hoy organising the boys of Fianna
Eireann. Now we tell of his later
work, of his part in 1916, of his ezile
in America and of his later days in
Ireland).

POOR PARNELL!

“l shall not attempt to give an
catimate of Parnell's character, 1
prefer to let the only Englishman
who was worthy of his steel bear
witness to his greatness.”

HUS the late Barry O'Brien in

his Life of Charles Stewart
Parnell.  The ‘‘only Englishman”
was Willinm Ewart Gladstone. I
think 1 will be able to show that Bar-
ry O'Brien was unaware of the truth
of Parnell’s downfall, and that he
failed to discover the secret of Parn-
ell's great influence over the Irish
people.

Before doing so, however, I must
mention that there is as wide a field
as ever for literature regarding the
“Chief.” Only a few weeks ago an
English writer published a rather
exhaustive account of him. And
Captain IHenry Harrison who has
kept his hand in in Irish affairs,
having been at one time Parnell's
private secretary, and in 19223 a dir
ector of the C. D. F., lately wrote
s Vindication of Parnell. The
press reviewers avidly seize on any
publication in which the Irish pol
itical leader is mentioned. Most of
the Parnell biography hitherto mar
keted is & mixture of fact and fable.
Let us examine a few points.

. - -
T THE British General El-
ection of 1880, the Knglish

Liberals secured 349 seats, the Tor-

ies, 213, Gladstone became Prime
Minister. The first official files
which the head of a Government

reads are those relating to members
of the Parliament of which he is
Premier. These are always marked
“‘Secret and Confidential,” It ia
certain that Gladstone read this:—
“Last week [ saw Parnell enter
the White House, Washington, lean-
ing on the arm of the man who blew
wp Clevkenwell.”
This was supplied shortly before the
Liberals took office by a woman who
was sent officially to America to re-
port on Parnell’s movements there.
- - -
LADSTONE was amongst the
first to become aware of the pos-
ition between Parnell and the wife
of Captain O'Shea . He used this
lady, as she testifies, “as a sure and
safe channel of communication with
him"”  (Parnell). Two years later
he sent a Catholic Whig, Mr. George
Errington, to Rome, on a secret miss
jon. The true purpose of that miss-
jon was to vilify Parnell’s character,
and in this way undermine the move-
ment led by Parnell. Eight years
later still this “only Englishman
who was worthy of his steel” pen-
ned the famous letter that brought
about the Parnell Split.
Here it is:—
“f think 1 may be warranted in ask-
ing yon su far to cxpand the con-
clusion 1 have given above as to add
that the rcontinuance I speak of
wonld ot only place many hearty
and cffective  friends of the [Irish
cauxe (v n position  of great em-
bharrassment, but would render my
vetention of the leadership of the
Libeval party, based as it has been

contrived to have it handed to the

Chief Liberal Whip, whose name

was Andrew Morley. This man

dictated its contents to William Pitt,

a member of the Press Association

The G. O. M., who continued to im-

pose on the credulity of the “‘goms’

in Ireland, afterwards explained
that his letter was intended for

Mr, John Morley, and deprecated

its publication.

- - *

SECRET OF PARNELL'S POWER
HAT is the secret of Parnell’s
great personality? In the pol-

itical party which he led there were

ours who yapped at him in private,
but who were afraid to bark at him
in public—not until Gladstone gave
them their opportunity. The Chiof

did not bully them. He did not

awe them by sheer weight of intell-

ect. Nor did he keep them heeled

up by cunning. The truth is he did

not care a pin for polities. He

was a revolutionist. His ostens-
ible political action was a prepar-
ation for physical force. This the
leading Fenians of the day secret-
ly ‘knew, and hence they, or at least
some of them endorsed the ‘“‘new
departure.” When Forster's agents

inted Parnell’s judg-
ing,” “toy soldiering,’ his interest

in Holt's military career with a

‘strong Fenian bent' they were not

wide of the mark.

ARNELL did not possess that

consciousness of personal pow-
er which leadership brings to small
or men. His great love for Ire-
land sprang from his greater hat-
red of English rule. To him Evil
and England were one and the same.
In his seorvet heart he despised lip-
patriotism and placehunting. The
sincerity of Parnell's patriotism was
the secret of his power.

- - L
THE OSHEA AFFAIR.
HEN Parnell was 21 years
old, the woman who later
spellbound him, married Cornet
O'Shea of the 18th Hussars. She
was the thirteenth child of Sir John
Page Wood, and Emma  Mitchell.
The home of the Wood family at
Ravinhall wus frequented by poets,
paintors, and politicians. Amongst
the latter was Gladstone’s “brilliant
young man,” Mv, John Morley.
- - -

'SHEA was always short of
o money, After leaving the Bri-
tish  Army, he tried his luck at
horse vacing, and failed. His bet-
ting losses drove him into bank-
ruptey. Finally, he turned his at-
tention to that refuge of the needy
—politics. And above all people on
earth who should succumb to his
political seductions but the unvenal
electors of gallant Clare.

v - .

.O'SHEA lived in a London flat.

Strange to say, notwithstanding
O’Shea’'s  poverty, and his marital
estrangement, his  wife acted as
hostess for sumptuous parties given
by him at Thomas's Hotel, Berk-
eley Square.  Amongst those who

mainly upon the pr of the
Irish cause, almost a nullity."”
. . .
OW note this well. Gladstone
addressed the letter to “Mr.
Morley” on November 24, 1890. He

tly ded these parties
were the O’Gorman Mahon, Justin
MeCarthy, Dick Power, Col. Nolan
(all M.P.s) and the unctuons Lab-
ouchere who edited “Truth” in the

Turn .to Page 8
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pOOR PARN ELL ’ Pearse has said: “Ireland unfry

can never be at peace.” While i j

{proue; Page ) held in slavery, we Republicans mug

interest of hypocrisy. the sympathy of rather constant see to it that 'h." country will, not

* . . companionship., This he courted in have peace. Give us freedom, and

ARNELL received soveral invit- order to make use of her in his moves then, and only then, will we haw
ations. All he declined. Then .against, the British Government. peace.

someone ‘“‘deficd’ Mrs. O'Shea to In this connection Mrs. O'Shea’s Saoine

fill the “vacant chair’ reserved for
him, whereupon she vowed: -
“T'he Uncrowned King of Ireland
shall sit in llmt chair at, the nmet
dinner 1 give.”

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain was wont
to refer to Parnell as the “Un-
crowned King of Ireland.” Illum-
inating repetition

» » v

RS. O'SHEA, accompanied by

her sister, Mrs. Steele, drove
one day to the British House of Com-
mons. She sent in a card asking
Parnell to come out to speak to her
in Palace Yard. He responded. She
writes of that first meeting as
follows:—

“In leaning forward in the cab to
say Goodbye u rose 1 was wearing
in my bodice fell on to my skirt,
He picked it up, and touching it
lightly with his lips, placed it in
his buttonhole.

This rose I found long years after-
wards done up in an envelope, with
my wame and the date, among his
most private papers, and when he
died I laid it upon his head.”

- - -

ROSE done up in an enve-

lope! Piffle] But what an ex-
quisite picture of a gay, giddy cav-
alier! What a splendid setting for
an idyll! Palace Yard. Broad day-
light. A rose in a bodice. Curious
that Mrs, O'Shea did not attempt
to square the entrancingness of this
first meeting with the terms of the
first letter received by her from Par-
nell.

“I am going over to Paris on Mon-
day evening or Tuesday morning”
he wrote, “‘to attend my sister's wed-
ding, and on my return will write
you again.

Yours very truly,
Chas. 8. Parnell.
. . .
HE truth is, Parnell’s intimacy
with Mrs. O’Shea arose from

DON'T PAY INCOME TAX without
consulting us. MacDONAGH & BOLAND
LTD,, 51 Dame St., Dublin.

Phone 22288,

own statement is illuminating, “Aly
lover,” she wrote, ‘‘was the leader of
a nation in revolt, and, as I could,
1 helped him as “'King's Messenger,”
to the Government in Office.”

Poor Parnelll Poor Ireland!

DALCASSIAN
THE COMING YEAR
UR nda in the 8

year must specially be directed
towards the elimination from the
minds of the people of Ireland of
false and slavish ideas. Ireland is a
separate nation, with the God-given
right to be independent of all other
countries. Even minorities have the
right to fight for freedom; and any
Parliament in  Ireland,’ elected by
the people of Ireland, cannot, and
must not be sacred from attack if it
acknowledges a foreign king as King
of Ireland. Ireland is held in slav-
ery by the triumph of Might over
Right alone, and is not yet free to
work out her own destiny. The peo-
ple of Ireland have never willingly
acquiesced in their country’s thral-
dom, The intelligent minority in
every generation have striven by
force of arms to right the wrongs of

their country; but the cunning and -

might of the accursed British Em-
pire were always allied against
theni.

NGLAND'S difficulty, Ireland’s
opportunity’ has ever been the
slogan of brave Irishmen. England’s
difficulty is onee again on the hori-
zon. The countries of Rurope, it
seems, are about to be plunged into
another World War, and the plain
people of these countries will be com-
pelled by bribes or force to be eannon
fodder in the interest of the Capital-
ists. Will Ireland be ready to seize
her opportunity 1
- - -
' :
HE time for idle talk has
passed ; let us be up and doing.
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the modest sum of §/6 .

There must be scores of
Irish people away from
Ireland who would love
to get a complete file of J
the first year of this
paper as a New Year Gift. ‘[

The files are not bound; .
a bound volume would ‘f
cost 13/6.

We have not got scores
of files, so write soon if:%i
you want one, to

THE MANAGER,

68 Upper O'Connell St.-
Dublin.

S

RUVEBER TYRES FITTED ON w’
WHEELS FROM 10/~ PER WHEE
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