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When Erin first rose from the dark-swelling flood, 


God bless'd the green island, He saw it was good: 


The Emerald of Europe, it sparkled, it shone, 


In the ring of this world the most precious stone! 




 


William Drennan, from 'Erin' 
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Never before, we may confidently say, has a single people emerged from such varied vicissitudes, stronger at the end in genius, in spiritual and moral power… richer in vital force, clearer in understanding, in every way more mature and humane… We see in Ireland a land with a wonderful past, rich in tradition and varied lore; a land where the memorials of the ages, built in enduring stone, would in themselves enable us to trace the life and progress of human history. 




 


Charles Johnston, Ireland, Historic and Picturesque 
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'Oh, where's the Isle we've seen in dreams, 


Our destined home or grave?' 


Thus sung they as, by the morning's beams, 


They swept the Atlantic wave. 


And, lo, where afar o'er ocean shines 


A sparkle of radiant green, 


As tho' in that deep lay emerald mines, 


Whose light thro' the wave was seen. 


'Tis Innisfail – 'tis Innisfail!' 


Rings o'er the echoing sea; 


While, bending to heaven, the warriors hail 


That home of the brave and free. 





 


Thomas Moore, from 'Song of Innisfail' 
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We… are no petty people. We are one of the great stocks of Burke; we are the people of Swift, the people of Emmet, the people of Parnell. We have created most of the modern literature of this country. We have created the best of its political intelligence. 




 


William Butler Yeats 
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A great deal, however, had happened to Ireland before the bogs began to grow on it at all. It had… been twice at least united to England… and twice severed from it again. It had been exposed to a cold so intense as to bleach off all life from its surface, utterly depriving it of vegetation, and grinding the mountains down to that scraped bun-like outline which so many of them still retain; had covered the whole country, highlands and lowlands alike, with a dense overtoppling cap of snow, towering often thousands of feet above the present height of the mountains, from which 'central silence' the glaciers crept sleepily down the ravines and valleys, eating their way steadily seaward, and leaving behind them moraines to mark their passage, leaving also longitudinal scratches, cut, as a diamond cuts glass, upon the rocks. 




 


Emily Lawless, The Story of Ireland 
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If you think that you know all about Ireland, you are probably wrong. It is an undiscovered country. 




 


Frank Mathew, Ireland 












'This is Ireland, Finley. It's rough. It's wild. And it is holy.' 




 


Jenny B. Jones, There You'll Find Me 
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I sat down near a bridge at the end of the green, between a tinker who was mending a can and a herd who was minding some sheep that had not been sold. The herd spoke to me with some pride of his skill in dipping sheep to keep them from the fly, and other matters connected with his work. 'Let you not be talking,' said the tinker, when he paused for a moment. 'You've been after sheep since you were that height' (holding his hand a little over the ground), 'and yet you're nowhere in the world beside the herds that do be reared beyond on the mountains. Those men are a wonder, for I'm told they can tell a lamb from their own ewes before it is marked; and that when they have five hundred sheep on the hills – five hundred is a big number – they don't need to count them or reckon them at all, but they just walk here and there where they are, and if one is gone away they'll miss it from the rest.' 




 


John Millington Synge, In Wicklow and West Kerry 
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Céad míle fáilte 


(Kay-d meal-a fawl-tja) 


A hundred thousand welcomes 
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Connemara is a country of shadows: on the bright days they drift on the waters, for the tarns and the inlets are all under hills, and they roam on the mountains when the weather is dark. To love it, you must first understand the pleasure of pain. And if you love it, you will think of it dark; you will not remember the brief sunshine but the days when the mountains seem to exult in defiance or to glory in suffering. All the wild country beyond the wild Shannon seems lulled in an unnatural sleep on days when the wind is still and the sun is out. When the storms rave in the mountains, the west is awake. 




 


Frank Mathew, Ireland 
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Still green are thy mountains and bright is thy shore, 


And the voice of thy fountains is heard as of yore: 


The sun o'er thy valleys, dear Erin, shines on, 


Though thy bard and thy lover forever is gone. 
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