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PREFACE





This book is a compilation of verse, songs and music relating to events in Ireland, or affecting Ireland, during the four decades between the American Declaration of Independence in 1776 and the final defeat of Napoleon Bonaparte at Waterloo in 1815.


This was probably the most lengthy and sustained period of upheaval in Irish history. It is certainly the period which has left the biggest trace in the record of traditional and popular music and song.


Four major currents of that period—the American and French revolutions; the political societies such as the Volunteers, the Defenders, the Orange Order and the United Irishmen; the United Irish rebellions of 1798 and 1803; the career of Napoleon Bonaparte—have been recorded, re-told and commemorated again and again in verse or in musical form. And this response was not confined to those forty years; every generation since has been inpired in its turn and has produced its own crop of material. The oldest items here are contemporary with the events they record; the newest have been written within the last decade.


The response to these events has come from all classes of people and in various styles. Very many of the songs here will sit very naturally on the lips of a traditional singer. Others were written for the party gathering or the patriotic salon and work best when performed in the appropriate style. There is verse of all kinds here that was never intended to be sung, or even recited, but may be read and re-read with pleasure. And there are instrumental tunes here named for persons or events of the period. As with most traditional tunes, the names are arbitrary labels, but they at least indicate a recognition of the significance of the people or events so commemorated.


As my own interest is in traditional music and song, this compilation is undoubtedly slanted in that direction. In fact the book started its life as a collection of traditional material, but along the way I came across much material that was so interesting or entertaining that it begged for inclusion. This slant should not deter the general reader. There are a small number of songs here that are indifferent or even bad verse but which work when sung. Many of the other songs naturally function better as song than as verse but they read well too. And there is plenty of verse here which is cleverly written and will bear many readings.


It should not be assumed that this collection is in any way comprehensive. Enough material relating to this forty-year period could be assembled to fill several more volumes the size of this one, but the pieces here are the ones that appealed most to me, for various reasons, musical, historical, etc. I believe that I have included all the items that the average reader would expect to find in such a collection, and much more that I hope will surprise and please anyone interested in the period. A great deal of the material here has not been available for a century or more, and some items—tunes and texts—have never before been published.


As the music is included primarily for the benefit of traditional musicians and singers, I have set the melodies in keys which sit easily on traditional instruments, chiefly D and G. In several cases this involved transposing the melodies from the keys in which I found them. I have also made some small textual alterations to the traditional songs to repair corrupt texts. These are mentioned in the notes.


The material here is presented not in the order of its composition, but roughly in the order of the events to which the pieces relate. This has the advantage of grouping all items relating to specific events. It has the disadvantage of separating items which were produced at the same period or by the same coterie of writers, and which share stylistic similarities. Perhaps the most striking of these is the early verse and songs produced in the 1790s by the United Irishmen themselves, of which there are several examples here. They display an extraordinary feeling of optimism and confidence that is in stark contrast to the later material.


The notes are included solely in order to illuminate the songs—there is no intention to provide a ‘ballad-history’ of Ireland. Period pieces of this nature are now operating out of their context. In order to appreciate them fully it is necessary to recognize and understand the references in the texts, or the titles, just as the original hearers would have done. So, a reference to Dungannon or College Green, Grenoble or Leipzig, has less impact if the audience does not know what happened there. If the singer does not know what happened there they will be losing a great part of the pleasure of singing the song.


I have given sources for the less common pieces. The popular and ubiquitous songs such as ‘Boolavogue’ or ‘The Rising of the Moon’ are given in many cases from memory. They appear in so many collections that it would be a tedious and pedantic excercise to track down where I might have originally found them.


The material here, all of it, is presented in the hope that it will be used again. There is nothing sacred about folk songs. If you find a phrase of text or music to be ungainly then change it to suit yourself. If your hearers like the change they will use it in their turn—if not, well, nothing has been lost. Above all use them. They were written to inspire or entertain, or both. They can still do it, if you let them. Try it. Turn off the television and learn a song instead.
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1. SONG OF THE VOLUNTEERS


Thomas Davis
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Hurrah! ’tis done—our freedom’s won—


Hurrah for the Volunteers!


No laws we own, but those alone


Of our Commons, King and Peers.


The chain is broke—the Saxon yoke


From off our neck is taken;


Ireland awoke—Dungannon spoke—


With fear was England shaken.







When Grattan rose, none dared oppose


The claim he made for Freedom:


They knew our swords, to back his words,


Were ready, did he need them.


Then let us raise, to Grattan’s praise,


A proud and joyous anthem;


And wealth, and grace, and length of days,


May God, in mercy grant him!







Bless Harry Flood, who nobly stood


By us, through gloomy years!


Bless Charlemont, the brave and good,


The Chief of the Volunteers!


The North began; the North held on


The strife for native land;


Till Ireland rose, and cowed her foes—


God bless the Northern land!







And bless the men of patriot pen—


Swift, Molyneux, and Lucas;


Bless sword and gun, which ‘Free Trade’ won—


Bless God! Who ne’er forsook us!


And long may last, the friendship fast,


Which binds us all together;


While we agree, our foes shall flee


Like clouds in stormy weather.







Remember still, through good and ill,


How vain were prayers and tears—


How vain were words, till flashed the swords


Of the Irish Volunteers.


By arms we’ve got the right we sought


Through long and wretched years—


Hurrah! ’tis done, our Freedom’s won—


Hurrah for the Volunteers!








On St Patrick’s Day, 1778, the first company of Belfast Volunteers was formed in response to the danger of a possible war between Britain and France. The movement spread like wildfire and soon there were companies in all parts of Ireland. At their height they numbered 100,000 members. By the following year they had become politicized and swung their weight behind the so-called Patriot Party, those in favour of legislative independence from the British parliament and the removal of impediments to Irish commerce. Henry Grattan and Harry Flood, pictured in the Irish House of Commons, had co-operated in promoting this programme in the early days, but later became rivals. Flood first entered the Irish Parliament in 1759. Colm O Lochlainn, in his More Irish Street Ballads, gives a curious piece entitled ‘Harry Flood’s Election Song’, which he dates to the 1770s.
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The text is by Thomas Davis and was written for The Nation, the newspaper of the Young Irelanders, in the early 1840s. The air here was presented with the text in The Spirit of the Nation, a compilation of songs from the newspaper. The first collection of that name, a small booklet, appeared in 1843. An expanded edition, the first one to include music, was published in 1845. Unlike other airs in the book, this air is neither named nor declared to be an original composition, but is described as ‘arranged by Professor Glover’.
























2. FAVOURITE MARCH OF THE OLD IRISH VOLUNTEERS
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This march tune is no. 988 in the Stanford/Petrie collection, where its source is given as ‘an old M.S. music book’. It was also published in Song Lore of Ireland (Redfem Mason), Baker & Taylor, N.Y., 1911. It is very similar to the fling known as ‘What the Devil Ails You’.


Zimmermann, in his Songs of Irish Rebellion, quotes the following fragment (from Thomas McNevins’s History of the Volunteers of ’82) and sets it, unsuccessfully, to this air. The metre of the verse would fit a slide or jig tune, but not one in 2/4 time. In fact the verse would fit perfectly to the tune ‘Larry Grogan’ to which song 40 below is set, and was in all probability made with that tune in mind.






Was she not a fool,


When she took off our wool,


To leave us so much of the


   Leather, the Leather?


It ne’er entered her pate,


That a sheepskin well beat


Would draw a whole nation


   Together, together.








Grattan Flood refers to the ‘Douglas’ riot on the 9th of July 1784 which occurred while the Duke of Rutland was attending a performance of Home’s Douglas at the Theatre Royal.




At the rising of the curtain the audience insisted on the ‘Volunteers’ March’ being played by the orchestra, which was accordingly done; but no sooner did Home’s fine tragedy begin than the whole house, to mark their disapproval of the Viceroy’s recent action in refusing to sanction the petition of the Dublin Corporation in favour of Reform, would not allow the play to proceed, and the Duke of Rutland had to retire, to the accompaniment of the ‘Volunteers’ March’.





A different tune, entitled the ‘Dublin Volunteers Quick March’ (Fleischmann 2567), was published in Glasgow in the 1790s by James Aird. Another volume of his collection included a tune called ‘General Washington’s March’.
























3. THE SHAMROCK COCKADE


John Sheares
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St Patrick he is Ireland’s Saint,


    And we’re his Volunteers, sir;


The hearts that treason cannot taint


    Their fire with joy he hears, sir.


       None need be told


       Our Saint so bold


Will think that dog a damn’d rogue,


       Who on his day


       Would keep away,


And does not mount his shamrock.


    O rally, O rally, O rally round, then;


       Who on this day


       Has kept away,


Be sure they are not sound men.







Should French invaders dare to come


    In ruffles full of starch, sir;


A ruffle beat upon our drum,


    Like Patrick’s month—’tis March, sir.


       ’Mong Union men,


       And Culloden,


There’s not one man a damn’d rogue;


       True Blue and Boyne


       With Aughrim join,


To mount a verdant shamrock.


       O rally, O rally, etc.







And then, in memory of this day


    Our Saint has made so glorious,


Each man will seventeen men slay,


    And Ireland make victorious.


       The Enniskillen


       Boys are willing,


There’s not one man a damn’d rogue;


       Blackpool will join


       True Blue and Boyne


And mount the verdant shamrock.


       O rally, O rally, etc.








This item appears in Thomas Crofton Croker’s Popular Songs of Ireland. He quotes an account of the first occasion upon which it was sung from The Cork Rembrancer: ‘1780, March 17. The armed societies of this city paraded on the Mall with shamrock cockades, and fired three volleys in honour of the day.






A noble train, most gorgeously array’d


To hail St Patrick, and a new free trade.’








He goes on to say, ‘A dinner, with a liberal allowance of whiskey-punch and patriotic speeches, of course followed upon this occasion, when the song, now printed from a manuscript copy in the autograph of Mr John Shears, was sung’. John Sheares, and his brother Henry, would later be hanged for treason in 1798 (see song 107).


The Union, Culloden, True Blue, Boyne, Aughrim, Enniskillen and Blackpool mentioned in the song were the names of the various Cork companies (or, as Croker phrases it, ‘societies’) of Volunteers. The indicated air, ‘Ally Croker’, is given here in its 18th-century form. In a slightly different version it would be familiar to modern ears from its association with the songs ‘The Dublin Jack of All Trades’ and ‘Bainis Peigín Uí Eadhra’. The final figure of the Connemara Jig Set is customarily danced to the tune, and the set is known as the ‘Foraer a Neaintín’ Set, from the repeated phrase in the chorus of ‘Bainis Peigín Uí Eadhra’.





















4. THE GREEN COCKADE
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O! the glorious days of my grandad true,


When shone the trappings of ’82!


When the Volunteers, with their gold green front


Were graced by the noble Charlemont.


Their hearts were true as the blades they bore


Their music—the National cannon’s roar.


England wanted Irish aid,


So they mounted guard and the green cockade.


    Then hey for the boys of the green cockade!


    Who won for Ireland full free trade.


    No uniform could be arrayed


    To vie with the boys of the green cockade.







With bayonets fifty thousand strong


They enforced their claim to redress of wrong


On the 4th of November, ’79,


The statue of King William was Freedom’s shrine.


The mouths of a great artillery


Proclaiming Ireland should be free,


The English policy soon swayed


And they cleared the way for the green cockade.


    Then hey for the boys of the green cockade,


    Younger brother of the Old Brigade;


    From Fontenoy, whose every blade


    Was edged for the boys of the green cockade.







And still we see the patriot-fire


Is handed down from son to sire;


As Grattan lived he a patriot died,


But he’s left a son his country’s pride


And a shout for freedom from the North


Was coming on wings from Dungannon forth.


Peel, he was as much dismayed


As Lord North was at seeing the green cockade.


    Then hey for the boys of the green cockade,


    They were every creed and hue and shade.


    The flame extended from wife to maid.


    And their love nerved the boys of the green cockade.







But English craft soon brought distrust


Among the men of highest trust;


They forgot the maxim, so often tried,


‘To conquer, you must first divide’.


The Irish divided—the English gained


And Ireland once again was chained.


The usurpers soon gave a new free trade—


’Twas to hang us for wearing the green cockade!


    Then here’s the memory of the boys of the green cockade


    (Lord Edward and Emmet wore the green cockade.)


    Long live the men of the New Brigade.


    Our ’82 and the green cockade!








On the 15th of February 1782 and on the 8th of September 1783 Volunteer Conventions were held in Dungannon, Co. Tyrone. The Volunteers paraded on the 4th of November 1779 in College Green, Dublin—the site, at the time, of an equestrian statue of King William. They had signs fixed to their cannon which read ‘Free Trade or This’. This text is from Madden’s Literary Remains of the United Irishmen. The tune is my (conjectural) setting of a hornpipe in the modern traditional repertoire, also called ‘The Green Cockade’, which may be the original melody for this piece.





















5. THE DUNGANNON CONVENTION


Thomas Davis









The church of Dungannon is full to the door,


And sabre and spur clash at times on the floor,


While helmet and shako are ranged all along,


Yet no book of devotion is seen in the throng.


In the front of the altar no minister stands,


But the crimson-clad chief of these warrior bands;


And, though solemn the looks and the voices around,


You’d listen in vain for a litany’s sound.


Say! what do you hear in the temple of prayer?


Oh! why in the fold has the lion his lair?







Sad, wounded, and wan was the face of our isle,


By English oppression, and falsehood, and guile;


Yet when to invade it a foreign fleet steered,


To guard it for England the North volunteered.


From the citizen soldiers the foe fled aghast—


Still they stood to their guns when the danger had past,


For the voice of America came o’er the wave,


Crying: Woe to the tyrant, and hope to the slave!


Indignation and shame through their regiments speed:


They have arms in their hands, and what more do they need?







O’er the green hills of Ulster their banners are spread,


The cities of Leinster resound to their tread,


The valleys of Munster with ardour are stirred,


And the plains of wild Connaught their bugles have heard;


A Protestant front-rank and Catholic rere—


For—forbidden the arms of freemen to bear—


Yet foeman and friend are full sure, if need be,


The slave for his country will stand by the free.


By green flags supported, the orange flags wave,


And the soldier half turns to unfetter the slave.







More honoured that church of Dungannon is now,


That when at its altar communicants bow;


More welcome to Heaven than anthem or prayer,


Are the rites and the thoughts of the warriors there.


In the name of all Ireland the delegates swore:


‘We’ve suffered too long, and we’ll suffer no more—


Unconquered by force, we were vanquished by fraud;


And now, in God’s temple, we vow unto God,


That never again shall the Englishman bind


His chains on our limbs, or his laws on our mind’.







The church of Dungannon is empty once more—


No plumes on the altar, no clash on the floor,


But the councils of England are fluttered to see,


In the cause of their country, the Irish agree;


So they give as a boon what they dare not withhold,


And Ireland, a nation, leaps up as of old,


With a name, and a trade, and a flag of her own,


And an army to fight for the people and throne.


But woe worth the day if to falsehood or fears


She surrenders the guns of her brave Volunteers!








Like the previous item, this song by Thomas Davis celebrates the Volunteer Movement, in this case specifically the assembly at Dungannon in 1783. The church in which the convention took place is shown in the accompanying illustration.
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6. THE SARATOGA HORNPIPE
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The battle of Saratoga, in New York State, was fought in October 1777, when a British force under General John Burgoyne surrendered to the Americans. The moment of surrender is portrayed in the accompaning picture by John Trumbull.
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7. LORD CORNWALLIS









Dear father now peruse this sad and heavy news


    Which I now from prison have sent you;


It is of brave Cornwallis I write those lines which follows,


    It grieves me full sore to acquaint you.


Our warlike general who often fought so well,


    That never was conquered by any,


Yet to his foes combined he was forced to resign


    And made prisoner-of-war in Virginia.







Where we ever may be moaned in the year of ’81


    In Yorktown we capitulated;


Remember still we may this sad, unhappy day


    That bold Cornwallis was defeated.


Like to champions of great might our soldiers they did fight,


    Our foes they still kept cannonading;


Great heaps of bodies dead the ground was overspread


    And through blood ankle-deep we were wading.







Courageous, brave and stout, still willing to hold out


    Till our provisions were all expended;


We had nothing for to eat, our hunger it was great,


    Though boldly our rights we defended.


We fought them four to one as long as we could stand


    Led on by a daring commander;


At length to our sad grief our noble, worthy chief


    Was obliged to his foes to surrender.







By an unnumbered band we were marched to Maryland


    And some were confined in Virginia;


In loathsome, dirty jails each man his fate bewailed,


    I am sure that our sorrows were many.


The usage is so bad none worse could be had,


    Which fills our poor hearts with vexation;


Far better we had died when on the ocean wide


    As be starved by a capitulation.







Where we may freeze or thaw in beds of rotten straw,


    No clothing we have to put round us;


Heads and points we lie just like hogs in a sty


    Where lofty, dark walls do surround us.


Full fifteen hundred men all in one prison strong,


    Like thieves in a dungeon we’re crowded;


How dreadful is our case in this forlorn place!


    We’ll have to remain here to peace is concluded.







By cold and hunger we feel very great extremity,


    Which daily augments to our patience;


Kind Goodness, now redress and free us from distress


    And soon grant us a speedy releasement!


God send us once to see ourselves at liberty,


    Our freedom again to recover!


Let George forever reign and in safety to remain


    And soon send the wars to be over!








This song deals with the aftermath of the battle of Yorktown on the 18th of October 1781, when the American rebel army of George Washington defeated the British under General Cornwallis, putting an end to the American War of Independence. Seventeen years later Lord Cornwallis would become Lord Lieutenant of Ireland.


The song is taken from a manuscript entitled Songs and Ballads in use in the Province of Ulster … 1845, which was compiled in Kilwarlin, Co. Down in 1845, and is now in the National Library of Ireland. Dr Hugh Shields has published a detailed account of the compilation (including this piece) in Ulster Folk Life, vols. XVII & XVIII. He suggests the tune ‘Boyne Water’ as a suitable air for the song (see song 14, ‘Freedom Triumphant’). The title in the manuscript is ‘A song relative to Lord Cornwallis when he had to surrender’.





















8. RODNEY’S GLORY


Eoghan Rua Ó Súilleabháin
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Give ear, ye British hearts of gold,


That e’er disdain to be controlled,


Good news to you I will unfold,


    ’Tis of brave Rodney’s glory,


Who always bore a noble heart,


And from his colours ne’er would start,


But always took his country’s part


Against each foe who dared t’oppose


Or blast the bloom of England’s Rose,


    So now observe my story.







’Twas in the year of Eighty Two,


The Frenchmen know full well ’tis true,


Brave Rodney did their fleet subdue,


    Nor far from old Fort Royal.


Full early by the morning’s light,


The proud De Grasse appeared in sight,


And thought brave Rodney to affright,


With colours spread at each mast-head,


Long pendants, too, both white and red,


    A signal for engagement.







Our Admiral then he gave command,


That each should at his station stand,


‘Now, for the sake of old England,


    We’ll show them British valour’.


Then we the British Flag displayed,


No tortures could our hearts invade,


Both sides began to cannonade,


Their mighty shot we valued not,


We plied our ‘Irish pills’ so hot,


    Which put them in confusion.







This made the Frenchmen to combine,


And draw their shipping in a line,


To sink our fleet was their design,


    But they were far mistaken;


Broadside for broadside we let fly,


Till they in hundreds bleeding lie,


The seas were all of crimson dye,


Full deep we stood in human blood,


Surrounded by a scarlet flood,


    But still we fought courageous.







So loud our cannons that the roar


Re-echoed round the Indian shore,


Both ships and rigging suffered sore,


    We kept such constant firing;


Our guns did roar and smoke did rise,


And clouds of sulphur veiled the skies,


Which filled De Grasse with wild surprise;


Both Rodney’s guns and Paddy’s sons


Make echo shake where’er they come,


    They fear no French or Spaniards.







From morning’s dawn to fall of night,


We did maintain this bloody fight,


Being still regardless of their might,


    We fought like Irish heroes.


Though on the deck did bleeding lie


Many of our men in agony,


We resolved to conquer or die,


To gain the glorious victory,


And would rather suffer to sink or die


    Than offer to surrender.







So well our quarters we maintained,


Five captured ships we have obtained,


And thousands of their men were slain,


    During this hot engagement;


Our British metal flew like hail,


Until at length the French turned tail,


Drew in their colours and made sail


In deep distress, as you may guess,


And when they got in readiness


    They sailed down to Fort Royal.







Now may prosperity attend


Brave Rodney and his Irishmen,


And may he never want a friend


    While he shall reign commander;


Success to our Irish officers,


Seamen bold and jolly tars,


Who like darling sons of Mars


Take delight in the fight


And vindicate bold England’s right


    And die for Erin’s glory.








In 1781 the French Admiral the Count De Grasse had used his fleet to help George Washington trap Cornwallis at Yorktown, and force his surrender. William Makepeace Thackeray encapsulated the whole campaign in one of the verses in his ‘The Chronicle of the Drum’:






In Chesapeak bay we were landed.


In vain strove the British to pass:


Rochambeau our armies commanded,


Our ships they were led by De Grasse.


Morbleu! How I rattled the drumsticks


The day we marched into Yorktown;


Ten thousand of beef-eating British


Their weapons we caused to lay down.
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The following year de Grasse (below) turned his attention to Jamaica, an English colony, and prepared to invade and capture it with a force of six thousand soldiers. He was trying to avoid joining battle with Admiral Rodney (left) until he could rendezvous with Spanish allies lying off Haiti. However, Rodney pursued him and came up to him at the Saintes islets, near Dominica, on the 12th of April. In the ensuing bloody engagement Rodney was completely victorious, inflicting some three thousand casualities on the French force. After the battle Rodney brought the captured French ships into Fort Royal, where a statue still stands in his honour.
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Serving with Rodney was a thirty-three-year-old Irishman—the Gaelic poet Eoghan Rua Ó Súilleabháin from Sliabh Luachra. How he found himself in the navy is not clear. Some accounts say he was press-ganged; others that he enlisted as a means of escaping some dangerous predicament in which he found himself. He took part in the engagement with De Grasse and composed this song, one of the few pieces he wrote in English, as a way of ingratiating himself with his commander and thereby obtaining his discharge. The ploy was apparently unsuccessful and he was driven to more desperate measures. He used spearwort plants to blister his legs, and he was eventually discharged on medical grounds. After some further adventures he died in Knocknagree in 1784.


The tune, known as ‘Rodney’s Glory’ by association, is an irregular melody in hornpipe rhythm and is classed as a set dance. There are versions in O’Neill’s Music of Ireland and in Francis Roche’s collection. The text is from Amhráin Eoghain Ruaidh Uí Shuilleabháin, by an tAthair Pádraig Ua Duinnín. Another version may be found in the manuscript from which the previous piece, and the next, have been taken. That version contains an interesting four-line section which preserves the names of two of the British ships:






The Formadable acted well


Commanded by our Admiral,


The old Balflor none could excel


    Our shipping all included.








The Formidable was Admiral Rodney’s own vessel. The Barfleur was the ship which captured de Grasse’s flagship, the Ville de Paris.
























9. GEORGE REILLY WHO FOUGHT AT PORT ROYAL BAY









Upon a summer’s evening, the weather being fair,


I strolled for recreation down by yon river clear.


I overheard a damsel most grievously complain


All for her absent lover who ploughed the raging main.







Then I laid me down in ambush that I might better hear







Her doleful lamentation and melancholy cries,


While purling tears came rolling down from her sweet crystal eyes.







Thus while she was lamenting and grieving for her dear,


I saw a gallant sailor who unto her drew near,


With eloquence most complaisant he did salute the fair


And said ‘Sweet lovely creature, why do you wander here?’







‘The absence of my lover’, this fair one did reply,


‘Which causes me to wander, to languish and to cry.


That man who does possess my heart, for him I grieve alone,


And should he not return I shall never cease to mourn’.







‘Why should you mourn for him?’ the sailor he did say.


‘It’s like his mind is altered or changed some other way.


If you will but forget him and place your mind on me,


Till Death it does demand me, to you I’ll constant be’.







‘Ah no’, the fair one answered, ‘Sir, that can never be.


Really I can admire no man on earth but he.


He is the only darling that I shall still adore,


So take this as an answer and trouble me no more’.







Then said the gallant sailor, ‘What was your true love’s name?


Both that and his description, I wish to know the same.


It’s really most surprising that he was so unkind,


To leave so fair a creature in sorrow here behind’.







‘George Reilly, they do call him, a lad both neat and trim,


So manly in deportment there is few can equal him.


His amber locks and ringlets rolled on his shoulders rare.


His skin for whiteness far outvyed the fragrant lilies fair’.







‘Madam, I had a mess mate and Reilly was his name,


And as you have described him, so sure he was the same.


Two years we spent together on board the old Balflour,


And such a loyal comrade I never had I am sure’.







‘But on the 12th of April nigh to Port Royal Bay


We had a great engagement which lasted near a whole day,


Between Rodney and Count de Grass, where many a man did fall


And your lover fell a victim to a French cannon ball’.







Whilst weltering in his blood, your lover thus he lay,


With wounded heart and broken speech these words I heard him say—


‘Farewell my dearest Nancy, Oh! were you standing by


To gaze my last upon you, contented would I die’.







This melancholy story wounded her heart so deep,


Her hands she wrung in sorrow and bitterly did weep.


She says ‘My joys are ended if all you have told is true,


Instead of having pleasure my anguish doth renew’.







To which her love no longer his person could conceal.


He flew into her arms and did his mind reveal,


And by a private mark her love straightway she knew,


Said she ‘You are welcome to me, all sorrow now adieu!’







He kissed the tears from off her cheeks and wiped her lovely face,


Then these two loyal lovers each other did embrace.


To church they walked together and each gave consent,


In Hymen’s bands they joined hands with joy and content.








This song deals with the same events as the last, the victory of Lord Rodney over the Count de Grasse at the battle of Îles des Saintes in the Caribbean in April 1782. It is taken from the same source as song 7 above, ‘Lord Cornwallis’. In the accompanying picture the HMS Barfleur (centre) is cannonading the French flagship Ville de Paris to its right, while survivors from sunken vessels continue the fight in open boats.
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10. THE GREEN FLAG
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Hibernia’s sons, the patriot band,


Claim their emancipation,


Aroused from sleep, they wish to be


An independent nation;


United, firm, like men of sense,


And truly patriotic,


They vow they will not pay their pence,


To any power despotic.







See shame-faced misery at our door,


Ierne’s peasants starving;


While landlords, absentees, and knaves,


In England waste each farthing:


And this their crimes our country stain,


Vile robbers and oppressors,


We hope that yet a time may come


To punish such transgressors.







Hibernia then will raise her head,


The green flag wide extending,


Her harp well tuned to liberty,


Her sons their rights defending:


Justice then begins her reign,


Triumphant in our nation,


Good-will on earth, and peace to men,


Throughout the whole creation.








This song appeared in the Philadelphia edition (1796) of Paddy’s Resource, a radical songster which appeared in several widely differing editions on both sides of the Atlantic. It was published first in Belfast in 1795 and subsequently in Philadelphia, New York and Dublin, and was jocosely referred to at the time as ‘Paddy’s Race-horse’. Its importance as a channel for radical opinion is well conveyed in the following excerpt from Rev. James Porter’s Billy Bluff & Squire Firebrand, published in 1796:




‘Now, Billy, the songs; these d—n’d seditious songs. You remember that I told you what makes a seditious song’. Your honour will tell me again, if you please. ‘Why, Billy, ’tis this—if a song has in it the word King, or Constitution, or Lords, or Commons, and says, or insinuates that the King, the Constitution, the Lords, or the Commons, ever did do, are doing, or ever will do wrong, said song contains treason and sedition; but, if said song sings, says, or avers, that the King, the Constitution, the Lords, or the Commons never did do, are not doing, and never will do wrong; then without all manner of doubt it is a lawful, constitutional, true, virtuous, just and proper song: but tell me when, and where, and who, and by H—ns I’ll give satisfaction to the world at large, that I will’.


Why, your honour, the when is—is—is all when’s. ‘All when’s?’ Yes, all times, and the where, is every where, and the who, is every body. ‘Zounds, that’s impossible’. Why, your honour, they are galloping over all the country faster than a bird could fly, or a horse could run, and that’s the very downright reason they have given them the name they have. ‘Why, what name have they?’ They are all put into one book, your honour, and they are called Paddy’s Race-horse. there it is, your honour, name and sirname. Such another parcel of lies and rebellion was never seen in a Christian country. Teague and his comrade digging potatoes the very first. Ierne United the last; and Billy’s undone by the War, in the very middle.





The tune specified for the song is the well-known ‘The Girl I Left Behind Me’. It has no connection with the song ‘The Green Flag’ by M.J. Barry in The Spirit of The Nation, which is set to the tune ‘O’Connell’s March’.





















11. IRELAND’S GLORY
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About seven years since we were lazy and slavish,


Our lads fond of baby things, pettish and peevish.


Our women were sluts and their husbands all slovens,


With slim-locks and bare feet, you might view them by dozens.


Derry down down, derry down down, derry down.







Mechanicks, though rich, were ashamed to dress decent,


And farmers disgraced the idea of peasant.


Poor mamma would faint if Spem Gregis would glance at


A firelock, a pistol, or eke a small launcet,


Derry down, etc.







The King was a god, whom no subject dare squint at,


A Lord was a creature no poor man dare point at,


And a Member of Parliament—wonderful wonder!


To him, his constituents were forced to knock under.


Derry down, etc.







Then gawkers of twenty, who never a gun handled,


Who were ne’er better pleased than when they dolls dandled;


To remonstrate, we dare not;—to resolve was a farce,


Such papers were then still applied to the arse.


Derry down, etc.







But great was the change in the year seventy-seven,


We then were inspired by a spark sent from heaven,


We shook off our sloth, took our muskets in hand,


And in less than six years new-modelled our land.


Derry down, etc.







Our peasants grew smart, and dressed en militaire,


Their confidence gathered, and walked with an air.


They learned to poise, to present and to fire,


And to draw from their tyrants their every desire.


Derry down, etc.







We could look at a King without much admiration,


And a Lord we considered the scuff of the nation;


That each Member of Parliament was but our servant,


And this was our creed most solemn and fervent.


Derry down, etc.







The infants at the breast could practice each motion,


And had of a battle an excellent notion;


Even mountainy rustics, who never eat bread,


Could fire without blinking or bobbing their head.


Derry down, etc.







We made no distinction ’twixt Meeting or Mass,


And every God’s creature was welcome to us;


We wished freedom to mankind as well as ourselves,


And judged all opponents mere priest-ridden slaves.


Derry down, etc.







Our souls grew expanded, we banished distrust,


And the knave, from example, grew honest and just.


From a nation of slaves we’ve emerged into glory,


And ages to come will record us in story.


Derry down, etc.
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The battle of Saratoga, commemorated in item 6 above, was possibly the ‘spark sent from heaven’ referred to here. The song appears on a garland printed in Newry around 1783.


The Latin expression ‘Spem Gregis’ in verse 2 translates as ‘the hope of the flock’ and probably means ‘the favourite son’. The expression is also used in another song from the period, ‘The Dog in Office’, which appeared in The Dublin Evening Post in April 1794.


The illustration shows a soldier in the uniform of the Irish Volunteers.





















12. MAN IS FREE BY NATURE
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Why vainly do we waste our time,


    Repeating our oppressions?


Come haste to arms for now’s the time


    To punish past transgressions.


They say that kings can do no wrong


    Their murderous deeds deny it;


And since from us their power has sprung,


    We have a right to try it.







The starving wretch who steals for bread,


    But seldom meets compassion;


Then shall a crown preserve a head


    Of one that robs a nation?


Such partial laws we all despise—


    See Gallia’s bright example;


The glorious scene before our eyes,


    Let’s every tyrant trample.







Proud Bishops now we must translate


    From senate, see and pensions;


Virtue alone must teach the state,


    In spite of Kings intentions;


Those despots long have trod us down,


    And judges are their engines;


Such wretches—minions of the crown,


    Demand a People’s vengeance.







The golden age will we revive,


    Each man will be my brother,


In harmony we all shall live,


    And share the earth together.


In Virtue’s school, enlightened Youth


    Will love his fellow-creature;


And future ages prove this truth,


    That man is free by nature.








Another song from the Philadelphia Paddy’s Resource, the indicated tune is ‘Cilly Crankey’. This song may have been written by Thomas Russell.
























13. THE DOWNFALL OF PARIS
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The Bastille was taken by the revolutionaries on the 14th of July 1789, and King Louis XVI was executed on the 21st of January 1793. Either event might be commemorated by this tune title.


The tune itself is derived from the ‘Ça Ira’, a song popular among the Paris radicals. In one version the chorus is:


  Ah ça ira, ça ira, ça ira,


  Les aristocrates à la lanterne,


  Ah ça ira, ça ira, ça ira,


  Les aristocrates on les pendra.





The song was published in Dublin, in French and in an English version, by the music publisher Hime in the early 1790s, and the English version later appeared in one of the editions of Paddy’s Resource.


Napoleon Bonaparte forbade the playing of ‘Ça Ira’, perhaps recognising that his own autocratic regime was no more liberal than the one he had helped overthrow. As ‘The Downfall of Paris’, the tune became one of the most popular tunes in the British army during the French wars. An indication of its popularity is conveyed in this extract from Lewis Winstock’s Songs & Music of the Redcoats.




After Waterloo, and apparently despite Wellington’s misgivings, Captain Blakeney of the 28th Regiment heard it in Paris and considered it ‘rather singular and wanting in delicacy that every band of music in the Austrian, Prussian and Russian armies, while they marched past the group of kings, played by us the tune called The Downfall of Paris, but subsequently learned that among the nations mentioned, as also in France, it bore quite another name and meaning’. Blakeney’s note of peeved surprise is not at first logical, and it seems that he is merely resentful of all Europe borrowing a tune that was ‘ours’. The ‘want of delicacy’ only begins to make sense if it is known—as Blakeney knew—that the tune serenading the most autocratic monarchs in Europe was, by its other name, the savage Ça Ira song of the first and bloodiest French Revolution. The redcoats took the tune with them wherever they went.



























14. FREEDOM TRIUMPHANT 


Thomas Storey
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The fourteenth of July, in Paris town,


There was a glorious battle,


Where many a tyrant lay on the ground


By cannons that did rattle,


The people firmly did advance,


Which made their foes to wonder;


Their country’s right they did maintain—


The Bastille tore asunder.







The tocsin’s sound did soon resound,—


All ranks did fly to arms


Both young and old, as I am told,


Not fearing war’s alarms.


The hue and cry ‘Live Free or Die’


Was heard from each defender,


And Viva la! was the tune they played,


To make their foes surrender.







French soldiers then, like honest men,


Said, ‘Sure these are our brothers;


Why then should we not join to free


Our children, wives and mothers?


We need not be the least afraid,


We’ll elect our own commander;


For God will be our Chief this day—


Freedom’s banner we fight under’.







A standard then they did prepare,


Liberty’s stripes they raised,


Which did inspire with electric fire


Frenchmen so long enslaved;


With sword in hand they marched on,


Their foes they soon did scatter,


Their tyrant’s crown was then struck down,


And soon they did it tatter.







From France now see Liberty’s tree


Its branches wide extending;


The Swine to it for shelter run—


Full fast they are assembling:


They grunt and groan, with hideous tone,


Against all base connivers;


They now unite, and swear they’ll bite


Their unrelenting drivers.








This song appears in the New York Paddy’s Resource in 1798, and was written by Thomas Storey. The air is more commonly known as ‘The Boyne Water’, and the text is plainly modelled on that song. The ‘Swine’ in verse 5 is an ironic reference to Burke’s Reflections on the Revolution in France (1790), in which he referred to the common people as the ‘Swinish Multitude’ (see also song 80).
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The taking of the Bastille. 14th July 1789






























15. THE GLORIOUS EXERTION OF MAN 14th JULY 1789









Gallia burst her vile shackles on this glorious day,


And we dare to applaud the great deed;


We dare to exult in a tyrant’s lost sway,


And rejoice that a nation is freed.


For this we assemble, regardless of those


Who wish to enslave the free mind.


Our foes, we are conscious, are liberty’s foes,


And our friends are the friends of Mankind.







If angels e’er lean from the mansions above,


The affairs of our planet to scan,


They could not this wond’rous event but approve,


As the noblest Exertion of Man—


An exertion which bids servile nations arise


And enjoy what the Deity gave.


To be free is a duty man owes the All-wise,


And he sins who is tamely a slave.







Oppression’s dark vapours had shrouded the land,


And the image of God was defaced;


Man trembled and crouched at his lordling’s command,


And the foot which had spurned him, embraced!


But, at length, the horizon, by Learning’s bright rays,


And Columbia’s strong tempest, was cleared,


Light poured o’er the nation in one brilliant blaze—


Man saw—and his Chains disappeared.







Where millions of bayonets shield her from harm,


’Mong our neighbours, now, Liberty dwells;


She smiles, unappalled, at each foreign alarm,


And her smile, all that’s gloomy, dispels.


On the rock of Man’s Rights she a fortress has planned,


Which through many a bright age shall indure,


Like a crag, ’midst the waves, undisturbed, shall it stand,


And preserve Heaven’s blessing secure.








This song is from the Philadelphia edition of Paddy’s Resource where it is recommended to be sung to the tune of General Wolfe. There is a tune entitled The Death of General Wolfe in the Stanford/Petrie collection (no. 365) but it does not suit these verses.
























16. THE SHEEPFOLD









Whilst tyrants grasp with greedy aim


At aggrandizement, wealth, and fame,


That empty bauble of a name—


    To please their vain ambition;


    As Friends of Freedom we aspire


The Rights of Man for to require;


From this pursuit we’ll ne’er retire—


We’ll banish vile oppression.


        Should all the knaves on earth combine,


        And all the powers of darkness join,


        To aid them in their black design,


            We’ll scorn their opposition.







The splendid ornaments of state


Have fallen to disgrace of late,


Tyrants begin to meet their fate,


    Which they so well deserved;


They’re hasting to that mentioned place,


Where dwells the old tyrannic race,


To see their master face to face,


    Whom they so long have served.


        No doubt but they’ll be amply stored


        With joys such as that place afford,


        In presence of their sovereign lord


            They’ll surely be exalted.







Too long their galling yoke was borne,


Mankind in darkness lay forlorn;


But now the Lark proclaims the morn—


    The Eastern sky does brighten—


And Reason’s light, with splendid ray,


Dark prejudice does drive away,


And kindly ushers in the day,


    And mankind does enlighten.


        To see the Wolves in sheep’s array,


        Who led the simple flock astray,


        And made of them an easy prey,


            By internal division.







But an inspired writer of old,


In holy scripture, has us told


That all men shall be ONE SHEEPFOLD,


    And under ONE GREAT MASTER.


Proud and impious must he be,


Who strives to frustrate Heaven’s decree;


In spite of such base tyrants, we


    Will strive to haste it faster.


        Until the Lion, Ox, and Bear,


        The Wolf and Lamb, like comrades dear,


        Shall feed together without fear—


            And none shall hurt his neighbour.








This piece comes from the New York (1798) edition of Paddy’s Resource. The indicated air is ‘Dainty Davey’, the same tune to which ‘The Carmagnoles’ (song 20 below) is set. It also appears in Robert M. Young’s Ulster in ’98, where it is noted as having been taken down in 1863 by Larne man Classon Porter from the memory of ninety-one-year-old James Burns, described ‘as an old Croppy’.





















17. THE RIGHTS OF MAN
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The tune is in hornpipe rhythm and is one of a class of tunes known as ‘set-dances’, that is, a tune with which is associated a prescribed set of solo dance steps. It is a very popular tune and is found in many collections.





















18. THE RIGHTS OF MAN 


Richard Shiel









[image: ]







I speak in candour, one night in slumber


My mind did wander near to Athlone,


The centre station of this Irish nation


Where a congregation unto me was shown.


Beyond my counting upon a mountain


Near to a fountain that clearly ran.


I feel to tremble, I’ll not dissemble


As they assembled for the rights of man.







All clad in green there I thought I seen


A virtuous Queen that was grave and old


Saying ‘Children dear, now do not fear


But come and hear what I will unfold.


This fertile country, near seven centuries


Since Strongbow’s entry upon our land,


Has been kept under with woes un-numbered


And always plundered of the rights of man’.
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The ‘Declaration of the Rights of Man and of the Citizen’ was approved by the National Assembly of France on the 26th of August 1789. In March 1791 Thomas Paine’s Rights of Man was published. A response to Burke’s Reflections, it quickly became the bible of the revolution, and a best-seller in Ireland where it sold in extraordinary numbers. According to Musgrave, ‘The Whigs of the capital’, a political club, circulated twenty thousand copies ‘at 1d. each, but many of them gratis, to enlighten the people’.













‘My cause you chided, you so derided


When divided, alas you know.


All in disorder round Erin’s border


Strife, grief and murder has left you low.


Let each communion detest disunion,


In love and union join hand in hand.


And believe old Grania that proud Brittania


No more shall rob you of the rights of man’.







Then I thought the crowd all spoke so loud


And straightway vowed to take her advice.


They seemed delighted and all united


Not to be frightened but to rejoice.


Her harp so pleasing she played amazing.


I still kept gazing but could not understand.


She sang most enchanting and most endearing


In words most cheering to the rights of man.







Throught the azure sky I then did spy


A man for to fly and for to descend.


And straightway came down upon the ground


Where Erin round had her bosom friends.


His dazzling mitre and cross was brighter


Than stars by night or midday sun.


In accents rare then I do declare


He prayed success for the rights of man.







When prayer was ended he condescended


His hand to lend it in freedom’s cause.


He says ‘I’ll lead you and always aid you


And still persuade you to Christian laws.


When in affliction or sad restriction


My benediction with uplift hand.


I here explain it, you shall obtain it


And surely gain it with the rights of man’.







For their inspection and clear direction


And grand discretion the three leaved plant


He elevated and consecrated


And this repeated do not recant—


But still look to it and still review it


Let none subdue it—it is three in one


To prove its unity in that community


That holds with impunity the rights of man.







He straightway blessed and then caressed


But still impressed them to persevere


When a rustling wind that seemed quite unkind


Wafted the sign through the liquid air.


Then Grania fluttered and these words uttered


‘I’ll break your fetters before it’s long’.


Away he flew and bade them adieu


Saying ‘I’ll be true to the rights of man’.







When the population or congregation


In exultation agreed to part,


Shook hands like brothers and kissed each other


While friendship smothered each Irish heart.


They separated all animated


And elevated at what went on.


As day was breaking poor Shiel’s awaking


Crying ‘Still be true to the Rights of Man’.








This song by the Drogheda weaver Richard Shiel (1800-1860) is taken from a broadside printed by Brereton of Dublin c. 1830s. It was almost certainly inspired by the ‘Genius of Ireland’ passage in Rev. James Porter’s Billy Bluff and Squire Firebrand, published in the Northern Star in August 1796.
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The picture is of Thomas Paine, author of The Rights of Man. The song has been set to the air here, the melody usually associated with the Irish language song ‘Anach Chuan’, by Dublin singer Frank Harte. The word ‘sign’ in verse 8 line 4 is conjectural. The broadside from which it comes is a splendid example of Brereton’s famously slipshod type-setting, and is quite illegible at that point.



























19. PLANT, PLANT THE TREE
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See, Erin’s sons, yon rising beam,


The Eastern hills adorning,


Now Freedom’s Sun begins to gleam,


And breaks a glorious morning;


Despotic sway from France is chased,


And church delusion’s vanished,


Our isle shall never be disgraced,


If these dread fiends are banished.







    Plant, plant the Tree, fair Freedom’s Tree,


    ’Midst dangers, wounds and slaughter,


    Erin’s green fields its soil shall be,


    Her tyrant’s blood its water.







They come, they come, see myriads come,


Of Frenchmen to relieve us,


Seize, seize the pike, beat, beat the drum,


They come, my friends, to save us;


Whilst trembling despots fly this land,


To shun impending danger,


We’ll stretch forth our fraternal hand,


To hail each welcome stranger.







That Castle which through ages past


For despots was appointed,


You, sovereign people, claim at last,


For you’re the Lord’s anointed;


The useless baubles that adorned


Our late Viceroyal ninnies,


Now to the crucible returned,


Produce you useful guineas.







Those nicknames, Marquis, Lord and Earl,


That set the crowd a-gazing,


We prize as hogs esteem a pearl,


Their patents set a-blazing,


No more they’ll vote away our wealth


To please a king or queen, sirs,


But gladly pack away by stealth,


Or taste the Guillotine, sirs.







The Parliament, who say forsooth


They represent the nation,


Shall scamper East, West, North and South,


Or feel our indignation.


The Speaker’s mace to current coin


We presently will alter,


For ribbons lately thought so fine,


We’ll fit each with a halter.







No more our tithes we’ll grumbling throw


To those who on us trample,


But where he will each man shall go,


To Reason’s purest temple;


‘Erin Go Bragh’, each choir shall sing,


The heart oppressed to cheer, sirs,


Nor those cursed sounds, ‘God Save the King’,


Discordant grate our ears, sirs.







The nation’s bank has been put up


To swindling most completely,


To forgeries it e’en can stoop


On guinea notes so neatly;


And when it gets your solid coin,


The custom-house marauder


Will forgery in red letters join


To the back of Townly Lawder.







Those lawyers who with face of brass,


And wigs replete with learning,


Whose far-fetched quibbling quirks surpass


Republicans’ discerning,


For them, to ancient forms be staunch,


’Twill suit such worthy fellows,


In justice spare one legal branch,


I mean reserve the gallows.







And when th’all glorious work is done,


Rejoice with one another,


To ploughshares beat the sword and gun,


Now every man’s your brother;


Detested wars shall ever cease


In kind fraternization,


All will be harmony and peace,


And the whole world one nation.











[image: ]

The ‘Tree of Liberty’ was a common motif of the revolutionary period in art and literature. The song is from the Dublin Paddy’s Resource.
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