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“TO BE BRAVE IS TO BE WISE.”

Lamonn de Valera—Election Manifesto—Aug., 1923,

THE WEARING OF THE
GREEN.

In 1916 defending the Republie in arws, captured
and lmprisoned in Kilmainham Jail ; in 1922 defond-
ing the Republio in arms again; in 1923 calling the
Nation to rencw its allegiance to the Ropublie—
dragged from hig platform and imprisoned in a
Dublin Jail—it is a straight and simple story from
beginning to end,

..... In 1916 out with James Connolly, Joo
Plunkett or De Valera, proud and joyous in the face
of death, ‘‘to defend and maintsin the Republic
against all foes''; in 1923 dragging Joe Plunkett's
young widow to Kilmainham Prison—taking James
Connolly s daughter to Mountjoy—iorming an
armed gusrd over her while she stands in Dublin
Castle, in the room where she bade her father fare-
well, accused of refusing allegianee to the KEnglish
King—rushing de  Valera's platform in County
Clare, with gun and bayonet, trampling the people
who will not desert him, marching him to jail amid
Republican wen white with anger and Republican
women weeping and praying on their knees . . . .
this is a story with a bewildering twist in it some-
where; a drama as strange and ineredible as any
ever played on tho world’s stage.

It is likely that they are few—very few—who have
lived through this amazing change: it is likely that
the story of most of those who mnke war on us now
is as siwple 85 our own—war against Ireland’s free-
dom under Macready and Henry Wilson yesterday,
the same war under othor masters to-day. Put
there were some who were onee faithful and who
changed, und who fall more deeply into their now
wretehed servitude now, day after day.

Carried on by a throng of others—coarse, drun-
kon, debused—ihey find themselves foreed to do the
work they loathe. “*Things bad begun make strong
themselves by ill”—to quiet their own remorse and
to save thomsolves from witnesses they harden their
hearts and commit worse deeds still; {o achiove pro-
motion on the evil road they try to be more ovil
than the rest. And then an appetite for vilo prae-
tices grows—a bestial lust for raiding, looting, man-
hunting, destroying, spreading lerror, torturing,
forcing girl-prisoners into cells an unholy joy
in doing to others what English Bluck-and-Tans did
to them. And after an orgy of it comes the black
desolation that is hell, and that only another orgy
Lelps 1o drown.

Or they evade, the less unfortunate ones, the ne-
tual doing of these things, yet go through their lives
shame-fuced, knowing they belong to an army and
serve a government by which these things are done.

What worth is life? To what Jjoy can they look
forward? To victory over their foes® It would
be victory over th own youth, all their dreams,
all they ever praised and loved. What days to
spond-—oevery act contributing to the destructiom of
their country’s hope; what nights of remorse and
shame! But there is no escape for them—t) y are
in a death-trap now Under their masters' iron
rule, to mutiny is to die.

It is a pitiful tale, how they were lod into that
trap. Three things helped to lure them— duress,
and bribery and lies. There was the duress of help
loss poverty, hungry children, sick mothers, despair

ing wives. There was the bribery of fenty, a se-
ecured wage and the comradoship tmcr vanity of
army life. But without the third lure these

surcly would have been in vain.
have taken the Saxon shilling to fight against free.
dom in Indis for those bribes. under that duress?
Thoy will tell you ““No’’! Yet, to-day, they are
fighting for England against the freedom of their
own land. and in the impire’s old. unvarying, ruth
less way, 5

It wan the third lure overcame them—the lies

They wero told their authority was Dail nnn;
they were told they nood take no onth to Erglnnd ;
they were told Iroland wns free They did not

Would these moen

guess it was the Partition Parlinment and the King's
Ministers they were obeying, or that their Comman-

derin-Chief, in the presenee of England’s Governor-

General, would be pledging their allegiance to the
English King., ilow could they kunow that (heir

leaders had given England power to foree them to
malké war on their own?

If they had been offered khaki they would have
understood, or if they had becen given the uniform
of the Militis, or called to salute the Union Jack.
But they were given caps with the old badge of the
“Fiaonos FPail'’; they wore given the tri-colour, and
they were given uniforms of Erin’'s (ircen. They
never guessed that the tri-colour would be flaunting
over de Valers on prison walls or that they would
stand, a firing squad, in that uniform, to shoot Liam
Mellows down, or that men that would have died
for Frank Aiken would be hunting him in the hills
for men who had planned his death

It is n black tragedy: those men who loved Ire-
land onee have done Ireland s most bitter and irre-
parable wrong. But the wrong they have done to
Ireland is less terrible than the wrong that has
been done to them. They have have been cheated
of their birthright; robbed of their honour; dos-
poiled of everything that made them moen.

True Stories for Children.
No. III —POOR PAUDEEN,

Paudeen was in a fix: he promiscd the people he
would never give up the Republie, and then Mr,
Churchill made him promise to give it np and the
people said—**How dared you make such a promise
a8 that?'" So Psudeen sald **Whist now! it'll be
alright; when Mr. Churchill has taken his soldiers
away I'll break my promise to him and keep my
promise to you; wo'll have the Republic again.'*

So when the soldiers we all gone he made an
agreoment with the people that he wouldn't give
the Republic up unlesy they gave it up themselves.
Then My, Churchill ealled Paudeen and said - How
dared you make a promise as that?''  Aud Pandeen
said *'Whisht now; ‘twas only to keep them quiet,
and sure I'll break my promise to them and keep my
promise to you.'' So he made an agrecment called
a Constitufion to give the Republic up. Then the
people said—- ‘How dared you make such a promise
as thut? We won't have it!””  And Paudeen didn’t
know what to do. so he put a lot of tho people in
Jnil Itut the others said again—'*How dared you
make such 4 promise as that?'' So Paudeen sajd—
' Whisht, now, wait awhile, 'twas only to keep Mr,

Churehill quiet, and sure I'll not keep that promise
at alll’”’ But Mr. Churchill said—**How dare you
make such a promise as that?''. And he made

Paudeen stand up in front of ‘Fim Healy and pro.
mise to give the Republie up Aud the people said
agiin- ' 'Well, Paudeen, and how dared you make
such a promise as that?"’ So Paudeen said—*“Sure
I bad to make it to get into Parliament, but put me
back into Parliament and I'Nl break it for you the
first minute I can."’

But the people were siek and tired of Paudecn
and they told him to get out of that

“NORMAL ELECTIONS.”

SOME MINOR EPISODES.

The outrage at Ennis rings out with a clamour
that drowns the echo of lesser violations: the Free
State Press socks its smallost type and obsourast
eorner [or the publication of such affairs. Intelli-
gent ronders must wateh heedfully if they would
Judge rightly the campaign that is being wagred.

The following are u dozen examples, chosen at
random, of incidents which have ovenrred during
the last few days
. 1. Raiding of Sinn Fein Moeeting enpaged in choos-
ing un Hleotior Committes at Carrawmorris, A
lady arrested and roleased. Mr. Thomas Clarke
detained. . >

2. Seizure of Literature, including the roy 10
500 copies of the Republican ‘:r l’ru:n "ao‘]";:n't:
proceeding to Eleotion Mosting ot Omeath. 2
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3. Attack by C.I.D. on a Bill-Poster—a boy named
Ashe of Dublin—whon engaged in posting Siun Fein
H!wl.inn Leaflets in O°Conmnell Si, on August i7th.
His arms were twisted, the bills were taken, and he
wiis dragged to the back of La Seals where he was
brutally benten and kieked.

4. . Stephen Jordan, after presiding at a Sinn
{:}n Election Mecting st Athenry, dragged from his
, o Sinn Fein

and beaten on the road side.
5. Mr. Thomns Tnbbuw-rz
dragged from his house at 4 s.m. by men

in the uniforms of the Froe State Army oud the
Civie Guard; found beaten, slmost unrecognisable ;
four ribs his body & mass of X

6, A lorry proprictor nt Skerrios threatened by
?‘rmv ?‘t-lr' (Méocr L}Imt unless he broke a contract
or n hire for publican meetings, his lo: would
be burnt. i

7. Stones thrown at platform from o suall group
including Military at s Meoting at Kenmare; one
stone cutling open the Speaker’s head,

B. Altendance of urmed and undisciplined Military
#l Republican meetings, endangering the lives of
spealders and nudience. A Treo Stute Officer at a
meeting ot Strandhill, Sligo. fired at and severely

a

9. A boy lesving u mecting in Sonth Kerry was
followed by a drunken Free State Officer Who shot

im, woun him seriously, then bonsted: ““Cap.
tain Foley is not a bad shot.'* .

10. A er’s Eloction Meeting at Belmullet was
attneked by the Party of the (overnment Candi-
dates, who cailed Military to their aid; the erowd
was churged with belts and buatons, finally fired on
and dis) d.

11, v;realdng of Election Rooms at Carlow by
Military in full uniform.

12, on Election Rooms conciuding with the
ruid of Sar, on the Sinn Fein Elcetion Hendguar-
ters, at 23 Suffolk St Dublin. At ahout
5 pm. _a man in_plain  clothes ontered and
handed Mr. Eamonn Donnelly, the Director of Elec-
tions, & “warrant®™’ in a novel form—

‘‘Put on your hat and coat at onoe and come
quictly, otherwise—""
: 'l.l;hiu “legal document’ was dated from Porto-
bello.

Mr. Eamonn Donnelly made a dush for freedom
but fell through n glass roof and sustained wounds
which bled profusely. He mado his way to Mercer's
E[ocgiml. but on leaving il was srrested and taken,
Lis head swathed in bandages, to jail.

The raiders overturned eupboavds, scized cleg.
tion literature, and left the Election Roows in the
condition which they, no doubt, considor “normul’
for Republican offices.

A vast meeting assembled in O'Connell St. on Sun-
day ufternoon to hear the Presidont’s message de-
livered by Vivien de Valers, his twelve year old son.
A Free State Officer charged the erowd holding a
Webley revolver in his hand, A few minutes lator
a C.LD. officor in the erowd fired several shots into
the air.  In spite of these efforts no stampedo or
commotion wos created.

BAYONET RULE.

The appointment of a Governmont Candidate,
“Majortenerul’ Joc Molirath, to stand against
P. J. Ruttledge, the Acting President of the Re-
public, in hix Mayo constituency, coincides with an
order that should Mr. Ruttledge apprar, to contest
the fleld, he is to be arrested instantly.

Fothe Mon and Wamen of
West Wicklow.

Much water has passed under the bridges of our
country since Theobald Wolfe Tone, Robert Em.
met, Lord Edward, and Michael Dwyer sacrificed
liberty and life for the ideal of a free Ireland, The
Sinn Fein candidate for West Wicklow at the Gene-
ral Election will fight for the same ideal for which
these men died—the ideal of an Ireland free from
the sod to the sky. Are we, men and women of
Wicklow, fallen so low that we are 10 accopt
for Ireland to-day sny lower status than that of n
Nation free amongst the Nations of the World 7
Are we to deny the past, forget the dead, surrender
our nationality, and have our future dictated to us
by England? Shall we not rather let the World
know once and for all that so long as o Wicklow
man or a Wi w woman breathes the sir of our

we will never deny the heritage God gave
us and for which all the greatest of our race have
ot led from the time of Brian Boru to the pre-
ront date ?

PEOPLE OF WICKLOW, your Candidate i in
Jail; he is refused Sinn Fein Literature, refused
leave to send s message or address to you. The
““REPUBLICAN LEADER'' appeals to you on his
behalf.

The Tact that he is in prison to-day with the best
of Ircland s manhood is proof enough that he stands
now where he stood five years ago, his ideal and hir
faith unchanged, We need do no more, therefore,
than repeat, as sbove, the address he made to you
when he was your Republiean Candidate in 1918,

You know his record. You know that he is «
Wicklow maxn, & lover of hix homo and of his neigh.
bours, a lover of the soil of Ircland, as great o
worker for the welfare and progress of his own
counly as Lor the honour of the Irish Nation,

No man in Ireland had more to give thaen Robert
Barton, and more to lose. To visit his beautiful,
ruum home and think of the years of his man-
hood spent as 4 conviet in Portland and the reck-
lessness with which he has defied our enemics, risk-
ing all; to remember what a carcer was open to him
had he but played the part that Cosgrave played,
and think of what he is enduring now—is not this
10 rdécognise a patriot as wholehearted as Feach
Macllugh O'Byrne?

And Barton’s faithifnlness has stood a more
crucial test than these: no man bas won more hon-
ourably through a erucl mosh of treachery than he,
Others, trapped with him on that fatu! 61h Decem-
ber, 1921, lacked the courage to break out of the
trap again. Instead, they countenancod one be-
trayal by wnother, covered le with lie. ndded sur-
render fo surrender. until they had drawn half Ire-
lnnd after them into o morass of dishonour und des-
pair

But Robert Barton frankly and fearlossly told the
whole truth.  ““T do not seek to shicld myself,”* he
suid in An Dail. on 19th Decomber, 1921, “* from the
chavge of having brolken my aath of sllegiance to
the Republic—my signature is proof of the faet,
That oath was and still is to me the most sacred
bond on earth.”' Ile told simply and poignantly
the wlory of how his signature had been  fopreed
fromw him by the eollnsion of three of hix colleagues
with uloyd George.

Tte, ¢t conld have said that the Republie had
never (xisted, that the oath was nol an oath, that
subjection was vietory, that the terms of surrender
were o treaty hety cqual nations, that partition
was unity. that ho had brought Ircland posee: he,
1oo, could have claimed rewards from England and
from Ireland for his work. But he refused to de-
veive his people. e was forced ta choose hetween
repudiating a signature wrested from him by his
country s enemies under trencherous duress and
breaking the trust freely andertaken and fr ply ro-
posed in him by his own. He chose 1o he faithful
to Ircland and defy the Empire again. He showed
his four colleagues the only straight way out. None
had the courage and faithfulness to take it except
himself. They chose allegiance to the Fmpirs -
they have their reward.  The people of Wicklow
will give Robert Barton his

Wicklow’s Roll of Honour.

Feach Mac Hugh O'Byrne. Andrew Thomas
Samuel Holt, Billy Byrne,
Michael Dwyer. McAlister the Brave.

Erskine Childers.

Why are these names famous? Beeause they are
the names of men who defended Ireland’s fréedom
against her ancient enemy und who yielded neither
to threat nor bribe

Are the people of Wicklow conquered and broken
at last?  Will they tet Birkonhead’s empty threats
and Cosgrave’s emply promises seduee them from
the faith of their fathers ‘'Ircland her own't''
Prove yourselves trae to your dead and living heroes.

VOTE SINN

To the Electors of Wicklow

Once sgain you are being asked to give your first
vote for Robert Barton.

Remember that he stands, as ho always stood, for
complote freedom and the Irish Ropublic. Remem-
ber, how ever since 1916, he has worked unflineh-
ingly for the cause of Trish Independence, Think,
when yon compare him with the other candidates,
of his sterling character and selfuancrifice.  For
soveral years he has been in jail in England and
Ireland. protesting for your sake against forcign ag-
wression und terrovism.

Do not vote for the man who would make Ircland
a purt of the British Empire, but vote for the man

who stands, as Fintan Lalor steod, for Ireland her
OWIL

““Ireland her own, Ireland her own, and all
therein, from the sod to the sky.  The soil of Tre-
land for the people of Iveland, 1o have and to hold
from Clod alome who gave it—to have and to
hold for themn and their heirs for over, without
suiy or sevvice, faith or fealty, rent or render, 10
any powor under Heaven. "'

For believing in and working for this (lael!’\:
ideal my heloved father, who was Robert Barton's
dearest consin, friend and fellow-worker, was shot
in Beggar’s Bush Barracks by Irishmen who have
betrayed Ireland's freedom.

But Robert Barton, by tha merey of God, still
Jives to avcomplish his work and to vindicate my
futher’s life and doath,

Is my father’s sacrifice for you to be in wvain?
The answer rests with youw

T ask you in his name 1o vote for Rohert Barton
#nd to redeem our National TTonour.

CEILDERS.




