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SONGS & SATIRES

For Good Men in Duress

CarT1vES of Babylon, for your comfort hear

The doom of Babylon, for that doom draws nigh™:

Hear how the Eagle heard, as he soared high,

This martyr-cry, through cleaving Heavens, ring
clear—

‘ By these our woes, Holy and True, how long

T'ill Thou avenge us on Babylon the vile?’

And hear the answer :—‘ Yet a little while:

Needs still a few to fill your hero-throng.’

Captives of Babylon, Babylon’s doom but stays
Till her oppression crown a final few :
What glory theirs l—what glory were they you |
Exult!—not vain your woes: they fill her

shame;
They haste her doom. And now, ere many days
On her the Apocalyptic wrath shall flame.

9



Dublin-to-be

{On first reading Symonds' Renaissance in Italy.l

Once upon a rainy day

Through dingy streets I made my way,
When suddenly a sunny beam

Made crumbling houses golden seem
And set the river red as blood

"Neath busy bridges: in the flood

Of tempestuous Heaven’s light

I suddenly saw Dublin right!

Instantly I seemed to be
Translated into Italy—
There saw Dante wait to greet
Beatrice in Firenze’s street;
Saw old Petrarch standing on it
Deep in the making of a sonnet;
Musing went Boccaccio
Muttering his *‘ ho he to ”’;
Capulet and Montague
Walked in mournful friendship new;
10



DUBLIN-TO-BE 11

And, in-armed, commercing thus
Galileo, Copernicus,

And the mystic robe of John
Round Savonarola shone.

For this was in the vernal days

Of the waking world’s amaze,

When the poets with a rhyme
Conjured back the ancient time —
Snared bright Pallas Athenee

In a mesh of grammarie;

And men’s bitterest contest
‘Was—who should honour learning best.

So shall Dublin be some day
’Neath the proud Republic’s sway.



TASUR COTNRACN Loguitur:

L

Ni faca mé pam
Apo-dptnac Spainneasc,

A Larad ‘ran ordce,

le L6¢nannard catsa—

AT Jluaireact tap tonnatd
To huatdpeasc le gunnad,
le pion, te Laoépa

A1 ragepcar’ Taeveslal' ;

II.

A¢T ¢onnaicear ctpam-canp
A rpdrotd na catnad,
A5 Tlusipeadt com prarotheadf
le bdo tavs Spdinneasd;
le Lampai ap lonnpad, ’rredd
Onorc ré 5o pudaonac,
CaipTin 3o culait-vpedsd
Vi aga roianpad.
12



SASUR CATHRACh LOQUITUR

111,
Vo pacsainn ‘ra capp-rin
V4 mbéad 1m’ Lam-re
O1ipieso 11 pwot
So breicrinn an paodal ;
Ir annpin D'1appocainn,
An an Caiptin 5o cneasrcs,
An T-Antpad 00 feolad
Ar Daite-Az’-Cliat pearca.

IV.

Can beannat, tap praie,

So cataip na bPapa,

Do Eptdllpdainn 5o Z4rca
(&'r Tip-pa-Cuinn porca)—
To Llonnoain na gcesnnuide,
Jo hdlbain na HF1ac,

A'r abaile o teabard

So Tpic 4ft & naot!
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To the Spirit of Romance—I.

You are not found among the fair that stand

About the throne of him whose warriors ride

Victoriously, through Empire, far and wide,

His golden banner lifted in the hand;

Nor serve you her who rules the silvern land,

Whose sad voice lifts men’s hearts on passion’s
tide,

By whose pale beauty frenzied, there has died

In futile battle, many a patriot band :

But in the calm republic of the stars,
That hardly heard the echo of these wars,

You first drew breath, and there untamed you
roam— 3
"Twixt dark and dawn, and over vale and steep
On the Horse Invisible of the hills you sweep

Past silent palace and by sleeping home.

14



To the Spirit of Romance—II.:

THROUGH lacing leaves, the jewels of the sky
Poured down sweet influence on your mossy bed,
And thither ghosts of many a queen long dead
To bless your birth did through the forest hie :
First brown-eyed Deirdre gave her manner shy
(For whom that loyal league to exile fled)

And she for whom the Argive fleet was sped
Her sanguine gem did on your bosom tie.

Morgan le Fay, the mocker, who alone

Laughed brave defiance to the Arthurian throne,
Did with her darkling magic you endow;

But lastly came the blessed Beatrice

To dower you with secret words of peace

And make the sacred signet on your brow.

15



To the Spirit of Romance—III.

TaE proud knight-errant may not hear your song

Nor by the impassioned pleader are you seen;

You only come to those of mind serene

In innocence, or purged with suffered wrong.

Sometimes when friends are false and hope is
weak, :

Disconsolate beside my fire I brood,

You tell me glamorous tales of times when good

Was unbetrayed : thus once against my cheek

Your crisp hair brushed, and once, as morning
gleamed,

I saw you stand on Ulaidh’s mountain lios

Where heroes swore the oath yet unredeemed,

And as I knelt, you girt me for the fight

And whispered to me I should be your knight,

And bending, touched my forehead with your
kiss.

16



A Prayer

My father in his youth of Freedom dreamed
And thrilled with hope that he might live to see
That age-sought Irish liberty which seemed
Not all-remote. But he

Grew old, despairing. Freedom still delayed

And Ireland’s night was darkest when he
died,—

But I have seen the thing for which he prayed

At hand : for I have eyed

The flag of the Republic in the air.

God grant, my son—when I shall end my days—
Shall not in turn behold a sire’s despair

While freedom still delays.

17



RONSARD RO Cchan,
““Quand vous serez bien vieille—"

Nuain & VAP TH 401TA, COIP NA TEINEAD, 4 JNAD,

Surdce £a polup na gecoinneal, a3 ruasdil 11iooa 11 PnoiL,

Cunmg ap Ronpapvo ir abaip—ag Sabail 5o caotrh mo
ceotl :

Map & “rmotad Ronpapo mo raipeadt 'na ampdin
aotbhne, tnat.”

Azur nusip 4 maoitrip mainm, 5iv cuipredad 140 AZUr
TLa1g,

Derd Do ¢umala caoine a5 eipteact Le popmao ledc
5o o1l

Azur canpard na cailini cd¢, “na¢ ao1binn ouwc an
rceol, :

Do ¢Li $4 Buant 'pa T-rao%al 1 N0DANTA 4 happeasr 50
bpae !
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RONSARD RO chan 19

D4l Ronprano, 'ra poilis iread 4 Hé€ao 1 mo Luge,

imo prcdit £d prcdile na mioptail 1 Jeidinesr Jan
ouireatt TO VEOo:

I annpin bad tpuag leat mo End0 (asur cura 10’
¢ailliy gan bpig)

Dad tpuag pd feact Leat 00 ¢puadar ip T'uabpear
lem 45410 £400:

O népab amiard an reéat l—nd habap: “amépac
an gndo ’—

Cap Liom 101U A0 an T-Pa0Zal: anoip TA na
Rora td BLAT.



A Ballad of the Red Hand

THE Red Right Hand of Ulster is Ireland’s own
Right Hand :

Of old it ruled her council-board, it, bore her
battle-brand ;

With ““¢he Red Right Hand to Victory,”—when
Ulster’s war-cry rang,

The Palesmen crouched in Dublin, but Ireland
laughed and sang.

What reddened Ulster’s Red Right Hand but
the blood of Ireland’s foes ?

For aye it held the danger gap when the men of
Ireland rose :

And thHe Queen’s men and the waverers, and the
brave men of the mouth,

They trembled, but they followed, when Hugh
O’Neill went South.

When Ulster’s battle-cry rang out: ““T'he Red
Right Hand Abd!”
The English armies shook and broke and let the
victor through :
20
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A BALLAD OF THE RED HAND 21

Before that wrathful emblem the {oes of freedom
fled,

But gaily followed Ireland’s friends where
Ulster’s banner led.

And can it be—or skall it be—that Ireland’s
strong right hand—

The hand of Ulster—shall be struck to earth by
traitor’s brand ?

And the Red Hand still be Ulster’s sign that
thence it may be seen

How bloodily they tore it from our Lady
Cathaleen !

réanai.

Nuad gaca biv agupr rean gaca oige,
Ré1vTIZ nomainn & bean-o’-tige:

Man bad dual poim Fronn Mac Cumatl—
Ot c1a 'TA ¢ugainn a¢t an T-Aai O Tuatail.



St. Brigid’s Day

A Bhrigit, scar os mo chionn
Do bhrat fionn dom anacul.
—MOLLING NAOMHTHA,

Now is the Feast of Bride,—and, Bride, thus do
I see thee :
Winter dies at thy feet, the Winter of pagan
days;
The pagan Brigit goes by; the sorrows of dark-
ness flee thee,
And with thee comes the Queen whom wheel-
ing heavens praise.

Dark was the Winter and dire : but now grey
skies are rifted,
With light of the longer days, with the winds
of Spring swept clear;
Leaps the blood and the bonds that bound the
land are lifted;
Gladly the world awakes and waits the
welcome year.
22



ST. BRIGID'S DAY 23

Pray for us, Bride, to-day, O Bringer of
Spring to Eire,
That this year of years may bring the Summer
we long to hail,
And a ransomeéd land at last lift freedom’s fruits
to Mary—
Pray for thy people thus, to-day, O Mary of
the Gael.

TEATASC N4 féile.

1 cuma raroBip n6 boct mo tead
Ni vanpao DOnuUp FO Veo an neac,
A eagls nac Brutdro meé
Forclad oomy’ a3 vopur 0E,



AMhRAN MolTs fiona.

Soilbip roineannta €appac na h-Oige

[bLae an an talam, blap an an geort)

Diov againn gpeann agur sdine 5o ceolmap—
Lion an copn, 50 n-6lpam tipti.

Mo thuag nac manprd an t-€appac o ¢orodce,
Caitpean an O1ge man caittedn an Fion,
Clocrard rean-aoipr Aagur ruact 'nép gepotovdny,
Agur bar 1na Va0 pin—ni carpep é vinn . .

A¢tT Lion an copn: &'t apip nuaip & holpam
[A5 reitearh 'pran ordce le buille bdr tpom]
Dad cuiriun Apir LUinn binnedr na h-61ge,
Agur veiprrd pinn burve oon Riog ap 4 ron.

24



A1sLINg 1 SRAT0 ui chonaill.

Frio na ppdroe oamh apéip
V’artprear tiom péin am’ éporve
Vancta O1rin, preéatca finn
A% rmuainead ap Linn na Riog—

Nuaip 0o Mma Fionn 1+ an fFrann
D’é ceol 4 mian, b’olc Leo bpon ;
Leigear orna® uaim TS0 noubapc:
€iie, 11 TrUAS Tan 140 beo !

0'é1mg normam et maot

'S o'imtig uaim Le Léim 1p LAt ;
V’amanc mé 5o géan ‘na 01a10
Bup caillead 'ran 010¢’ 4 cput—

San oul 'na Lopg 1€ mo ¢ao1
Ve ¢10nn mo cporve Hett po-tag—
Man cualap 30 hapo ran aen
An O6po Fémn’ 6n c-ruiab 1 brao.
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The Poor Knight
Count me a candidate
For your esteem,
And I no errantry
O’er hard will deem.
Rich homage yours to-day
From lords of lands—
I linger noteless here
With empty hands;
Yet dare I front your gaze

Because, of you

No homage worthy is
Save service true :

Your kind eyes make of this
A golden hoard,
They strengthen, too, the grasp
On questing sword—
26



THE POOR KNIGHT. 27

So as I, giftless, bend
Above your hand

This is the parting boon
I do demand :

Give me this earnest of :
My secret dream—

Count me a candidate

For your esteem.-



To a Castle Catholic

‘I do not like this task’—I hear you say—
“ But since it happens that it must be done
It must be done by someone. If that one
Be some sour heretic, then all the pay
Will pass to heretic hands, and so we miss
The only benefit that we might gain.
I'll take the contract’—Thus do you explain
Your treachery. And like an echoing hiss

I hear a voice that says : It is decreed

That Christ my Master be betrayed to die.
(To strive against the prophecies were vain).

Why should not, then, as true believer, I
And not some undeserving stranger, gain
The thirty shillings offered for the deed ?’

23
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Aittedn chaaicuin.

[Dona Sizefiron vo ¢um ‘ra Béapla: Mipe nic
Ceapidbarll, Dean dova ve blicam, o'aipcing.]

p =

Duv mait Lom pagortm, ragoidin, ragoian
Dud mait Liom paigoidin le Tpo1o ap mo fon;
Ca raigomim ag Mape, a5 Mapie, a3 Manie,
C4& ragoiaim a3 Mae, raigoiiim sgur Long.

II.

Dud mait Liom bpat gedl, bpat sedl, bpat geal
Duv ma1t Liom bpat seal ap rolamain o 1aon ;
C4 bpat mofy, bpat cnova, Brat rnoéiIll a3 Jnecchen
T4 bpat mop 45 Jnecchen, o rolupman roilém.

III.

Duv mait Liom Long beag, Long min, Long breas,

Duo mate Liom Long rhin &' i pa Lan-treol ;

Ca Ltong Mmon a5 Sedinin, Long 404, Long Slar,

ACT bain ré mo Long beay, an rpailpin Lin ve meoin.
29




30 4iltedmn chaiclin

IV,
Duv mait Liom pingin, pingin, pingin,
Duo maic Liom pingin &’y 1 mo pingin péin ;
Annpin 00 ToZrainn teat mop, teat mait, teat mair,

Annrin 00 TOTLAINN TEAC MOp 5O bpesd To hapolra
rpeéIp.

V.
ACET 00 Foro Séan mo Pingin, Mo PINZIN, Mo PINgIn,
Agur bain ré mo bpat gedal ap rolarhain paop réim ;
Annpin B mo Ltong Beag, mo Ltong min a5 Sedinin,

Agur dpupr 1ré mo PaIFoidin 0o TNOID ap N6 Na Féinn’.

VL.
Ui an paigoidip 'na Lao¢ oom, 'na Laoé 'vom, na Laod
oom,
AT rTocat rannctad Sedinin, rcocac craorad €
Agur buaiteann 1é na SANraIf, na S10nra1s, na paroi,
Asur goroeann 1é a n-ailledin ; naé an-onocbearac é?



Ailledin chaiclin 3t
VIL

ACT nuain a berd pé buailte, busilte 4’1 buasilce,

Nuaip 4 Berd ré buailte 11 agam bHerd an riot;

Agup seobardo mé mo pingin, mo PINgin, mo pingin—

ASUr cpotrard mé mo bpat slar 50 hé&po 5o Lan 'ra
g401T.

(Translation published by kind permission of
My. Clesient Shorter.)

cuimhne 1s ceol.

Nuaip & ¢luinnim cliippread ¢aoin
Cluinmim pranpdn pdm na ppud,
Cluinnim cogefinad cpann’ra rion,
Cluinnim Tpio an 4aoibnear, gut—
Sut mo $ndva 43 SabAIL ampdin
AP rinn ap pdn ap Ban o’ ¢nuic,
Maroin eappad 1 Brao 1 geéin—
Ol—rpTnac natéaonai géap’ 50 Tue!



On Freedom’s Eve

‘WHEN comes the Revolution and the world
Storms the Bastille that holds its hopes in
thrall,
‘When States like tumbled walls are overhurled,
Then loudly Freedom’s call

Shall summon men with streaming eyes to pray
For those who died before the dawn,—the dead
‘Who won for us, but never saw, the day;
And it shall then be said :

In all your orisons remember Pearse
(That dreamed and did), Connolly, Mitchel,
Tone,

Gentle O’Leary, O’Donovan the fierce,
Emmet, who died alone,—

32



ON FREEDOM'S EVE 33

~ Liebknecht who fell ere German freedom rose,
Shelley and pitying Marx and gallant Paine.
But highest honour shall we yield to those

~ For whom we’ll rear a fane

or those, the humble and the nameless ones, who
died
- Upon the barricade.

-




PERSONAL PARODIES

[1.]
Mr. Richard Rowley, Sick, Loguitur

THE crash of a thousand hammers,
The whirl of thousand looms,

The gas-engine’s stutters and stammers,
The suction-plant’s bangings and booms,

The creaking and clatter of derricks,
With the shrieking of syrens in tune—
Are as sweet as a lyric of Herrick’s
But a minute’s peace would be a boon.

[11.]
A Homestead Tea

GEeorGE RusseLL (A. E.)
Once took a fairy to tea :
But he talked so much about Basic Slag
That the conversation began to flag.
34



R frre]
’ Inaugural Ode

{Mr. Rudyard Kipling is to be one of the Knights of the
Order of the British Empire.—Daily Paper.]

I AIN’T no “‘ thin red ’ero,”
And I ain’t no fighting toff;

I ain’t no ’Aig or Jellicoe,
Nor yet no Brusiloff;

I ain’t io Count of *Oly Rome,
No Marquis, Earl, or Dook;

I ain’t named after Mike and George,
Nor Matthew, Mark, and Luke—

I ain’t no Knight of coves like them;
I don’t command no Barf,

But I'm a Knight of the Hempire—
That’s wot I am, not ’arf.

fxv.]
Descriptive
SAmp Jacques : ‘ There was very dull fare in
The proceedings of Ddil Eireann;
With a dance and a spicy song
It wouldn’t have seemed so long.”
35




[v.]
The House with the Greasy Windows

[A NOVEL BY BRINSLEY MCNAMARA]

CHAPTER CXXXVIIL

HEe walked slowly down the road. A mangy
dog got in his way. He kicked it. He wondered
why. . . . And now it had gone. He remem-
bered that it yelped as if with pain. He had
not noticed things very clearly since his wife
ran away. Why had she gone? Perhaps it was
to catch a train. She preferred a train to him.
. . . Or was it really his wife? Was it all
adream? Anyhow, it did not matter now. He
would go to the Post Office and send a wire.

. . The postman coming out had chilbains
and snivelled when he talked. The girl behind
the counter had inky fingers. The blotting-
paper was covered with ink. There were many
notices on the wall. Most of them were frayed
and out-of-date. No, he would not send a tele-
gram after all. Sometimes he thought he would

36



THRE HOUSKE WITH THE GREASY WINDOWS 37

be an author and describe the life of Bally-
misery. But was it worth while? Ink always
made blots, and the roads were dirty. What
was the good of anything? He had walked this
way every day for the past ninety years, and
things were just the same as when he first came
to the village. A little shabbier perhaps.
Drabber . . . dirtier. The time had come
to make a change. He found his revolver. It
was rusty, and the magazine moved stiffly. But
at last he found a cartridge. He blew out his
brains.
He felt better then.

THE END.

[vr.]
Lest Any Err
Samp Mr. Gaynor :
““T am not a Sinn Féiner

I wish to state that here
Though I thought T had made it clear.”



[vi1.]

Peter McBrien
Reviews the “ Jail Journal”

WE have received a copy of an amateurish work
in imitation of Carlyle, by an author of whom
we have not previously heard. We regret we
cannot compliment him on his performance,
which is lacking in originality and the tantaene
coelestibus irae of true literature. He has
written his experiences in prison, apparently
having served an all-too-short period of incar-
ceration for his Red Flag sympathies, which in
other countries would have justly brought him
to the scaffold. He is probably unaware that
the same idea has already been worked on by
Silvio Pellico in I Mei Prigioni. Hence, we
can see no call for another book of prison
whinings of the sort popularised by ignorant
Socialist demagogues. We scent in these pages
the crude and crimson economics of Karl Marx
and his demented followers, so crushingly re-
futed by Dr. Maxse-Wauff in the last issue
38



PETER MCBRIEN REVIEWS THE “JAIL JOURNAL” 39

of the Diario. Tant pis pour messieurs les
assassins, as Mme. Lafelle said on a celebrated
occasion, and the Abbé de Trouville’s aujour
d’hui de bonne heure was never better illus-
trated. Our young author forgets that the
ideology of national convolutory introspection
cannot be correlated to the teleological theory of
ethic psychology, of which indeed.it is but the
pale and purposeless reflection, in contradis-
_tinction to the cantet viator of the Anarchist
school.—P. McB.

First READER—What the H—— does it all
mean ? .

SEcoND READER—Search me. I think it
must be Irish in Simplified Spelling.



[vin.]

rachnra éingeach Loquitur

Fi £6 fum!

Leivim bolad

Saevilge ULaD,

fite mait no rile 00NA

Ni pacar® uam san VONTAD rola,

Ti §6 pum!°

¥i p6 pum!

C4 bpuap ré Jaeoils, e nom—
Inp an ¢Labén, corail uom?

Coip &'p Ceaf\t 11 140 Armdin

cainc &7 Clall an chabdin—

Mmap AaTA agem:

Fi £6 fum!

¥i £o6 pum!

Sé an fwo I meard tiom

man 4 MoLAIo, cA¢, na "0ANTY,

Zan ouil a3 éinne ¢un mo cdinte—
Sin marta oom!

¥i po pum!
40
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