Oldtime Bride Valley Athletes
To tell unflattered tale I’ve tried

Of men I met and cherished

Who decades back beside the Bride

In rich profusion flourished.

Great men whose many an honoured name

Their countryside might pride in

Whose feats’ all too restricted fame

‘Twould glad these words to widen.

- The Phibbs who’d both outrun the wind

Through Corrin’s crags down crashing,

Who left their rivals roods behind

When round the ringside dashing,

–The Mayes whose stamina and style

Did packed arenas witness,

And Buckleys both who proved so well

On many a field their fitness,

–The Connells, one whose hurley shamed

The sword of Myles the Slasher

And aptly were the other named

The Bride Vale’s ‘Matt the Thrasher,’

–Dick Kent whose soldier-spirit proud

Brooked foreign foemen never,

Who strove in life to crush the crowd

And died in the endeavour.

–Mike Cotter who from childhood could

Outleap the startled doe,

Whose life’s young tide, ere full in flood

All sadly ceased to flow,

–Big Pat O’Brien great and grand,

A Hercules in stature,

Those men like Mike Ahearne planned

To be athletes by nature,

And all that band of heroes who,

With stout camáns a-swinging,

From thrilled and wondering thousands drew

Applause renewed and ringing.

The Murphys from Kildinan, those

Whom danger never daunted

Those headlong rushes sternest foes

A facile passage granted.

–That bane of ‘backs,’ the bold Pat Lee,

The Ryans, quick and brainy,

A trio of the tribe O’Shea,

James Barry, Roche, and Geaney,

–Tom Quirke from storied Mellaheen,

John Woods, Tom Walsh, Will Geary,

Dave Twomey down from far Knockeen

With many a neighbouring Leary,

–MacCarthys, Galligans, Mick Neill,

Moroney, Bride Street Barry,

Who, like Dan Keeffe made big men feel

‘Twere wise of him be wary.

–Pad Therry, too, whose hoary head

Deserved a hurling crown on,

The agile Hoskins, George and Ned,

John Mackey and James Nunan,

–Bold Johnny ‘Hearne who’d fearless face

Unflinchingly great John L.1
Who early earned an honoured place

‘Neath stalwart Captain Connell.

–The Collins, Cotters, Coffeys twain,

The hefty Martin brothers

Jer Twohill, Condon, and a train

Of well-nigh countless others.

And there were men of wide renown

In Ballynoe and Glenville

In Britway, Conna, Coolagoun,

And down along to Janeville.

‘Mong such was Smyth whose rushes rent

The sturdiest ranks asunder;

The Cahills, Dalys. Jacky Kent,

Of football fields the wonder.

All these were men whose muscles stark

Than stoutest steel were stronger,

Who made and left a shining mark

For generations younger.

They blazed with bright athletic lights

The Bride Vale, hill and hollow,

And garlands gleaned up glory’s heights

Where few their steps could follow.

‘Tis meet their mem’ries should be shrined

In centuries’ song and story

With every year they leave behind

To heighten more their glory.

Then hail you all, illustrious host

Whose names these pages hallow,

The past and future Brideside’s boast

From Glenville groves to Tallow.

1. John L. Sullivan, the world championship pugilist of the time. Being of Irish extraction his career was closely followed in this country where he was popularly known as ‘John L.’
