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I




About this time there was let loose a great tumult in the city. Fire and battle held Dublin for about a week, and then from out of it all, above the crash of falling houses and the roar of guns, over the crackling flames rose the tricolour, and for a few mad days it shone into the hearts of the people.


And then a wounded prisoner of war, by the name of James Connolly, was slain, and so was disbanded the wonderful Citizen Army which had arisen from the awful conditions of bad housing and miserable wages so prevalent in Ireland.


So Labour was shot down because it dared to be discontented with its fortunes.


At the same time Pearse, the idealist, surrendered to superior forces to save his countrymen.


 ​And Idealism was shot down because it dared to dream greater dreams than were allowed to small nationalities.


On Easter Monday Sheehy-Skeffington, the pacifist, was murdered secretly and without trial. Thus Peace was shot down by a lunatic, because it got in the way of militarism.


So the bright flag fell from the high place where it had floated free. Yet what a tricolour were these three—Labour, Idealism, and Pacifism—how proudly it flew, so distinct in its colours, so perfect in its union, preaching its lesson for Easter to the people! At Easter, the time of Resurrection, not of Death. Yet out of Death comes Resurrection. Who will take it upon himself to crucify Labour, since Christ was the Son of a carpenter; Idealism, for Christ was an idealist; Peace, for did not Christ our Lord say “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God”?



II




Out of poverty and misery from some dark corner of the slums she had hurried at the ​sound of the shooting—the old woman who had no place in the revolution—where the young, the hopeful, the idealists were fighting. What could she do then, this weak and trembling old creature, this Sean-Bhean Bhocht, useless, and in the way in the gun-swept streets of the blazing city?


What did she deem her mission in the fighting world of soldiers? What could she teach?


She was seen kneeling in the danger zone saying her rosary. What was she praying for at such a moment? Was it for herself or for someone dear to her? Listen, and I will tell you why she hurried her black beads through her fingers for fear God would not give her time to finish. Great was her prayer. She prayed for the success of the revolution.


Think of it, meditate on this sacred prayer, for here is the spirit of Ireland. This is the spirit of patriotism—the love that survives all things.


Without hope of gain, without hope of honour, without love of life, without fear of death, who mourned for nobody, for whom nobody would mourn, she knelt in the streets in the danger zone and prayed for the success of the revolution.


 ​With the fire in her old veins revived, with the patriotic heart, she, too, held her place in the ranks, hearing the wonderful call that had come to her countrymen. When all seemed quenched of youth and young heroic dreams, poor and nameless, she threw off the rags that poverty held about her and was beautiful in the tricolour of faith, hope, and love.


Oh, Sean-Bhean Bhocht, the spirit of your land was not more fair than you—you who knelt in the gun-swept streets of your city to pray for the success of the revolution.


She lay some hours later in the morgue, her chill hands still clasping her rosary beads folded over her brave, unconquered heart. God rest you, sister. Sleep well, nor dream that you have failed; for such love as yours holds ever aloft the flag of liberty, and of such fine clay as yours is our island made. 
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THE SACRED FIRE





They lit a fire within their land that long was ashes cold, 

With splendid dreams they made it glow, threw in their hearts of gold. 

They saw thy slowly paling cheek and knew thy failing breath, 

They bade thee live once more, Kathleen, who was so nigh to death. 

And who dare quench the sacred fire, and who dare give them blame, 

Since he who draws too near the glow shall break into a flame? 

They lit a beacon in their land, built of the souls of men, 

To make thee warm once more, Kathleen, to bid thee live again.
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SIXTEEN DEAD MEN






Hark! in the still night. Who goes there?
“Fifteen dead men” Why do they wait?

“Hasten, comrade, death is so fair.”
Now comes their Captain through the dim gate.


Sixteen dead men! What on their sword?
“A nation's honour proud do they bear.”

What on their bent heads? “God's holy word;
All of their nation's heart blended in prayer.”


Sixteen dead men! What makes their shroud?
“All of their nation's love wraps them around.”

Where do their bodies lie, brave and so proud?
“Under the gallows-tree in prison ground.”


Sixteen dead men! Where do they go?
“To join their regiment, where Sarsfield leads;
Wolfe Tone and Emmet, too, well do they know.
There shall they bivouac, telling great deeds.”



 ​


Sixteen dead men! Shall they return?
“Yea, they shall come again, breath of our breath.
They on our nation's hearth made old fires burn.
Guard her unconquered soul, strong in their death.”
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CONSCRIPTION





There is a shadow on the head I love,

There is a danger lurks thy path upon,

It murmurs low as coos the mating dove,

It calls in grey and gathered clouds above,

For thee, for thee, Kathleen ni-Houlihan.


It hides in seas that beat about thy shores,

The wind in passing whispers and is gone,

And the brown leaf no summer will restore,

Flutters this cry on Winter's russet floor,

Danger to thee, Kathleen ni-Houlihan.


God of the seas disperse the gathered gloom,

God of the skies smile her sweet path upon,

God of the earth this danger swift entomb,

Slay the wild beast that creeps to bring her doom.

Save her, save her, Kathleen ni-Houlihan!
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