In Fenian Days.

The Inception of the Movement.

Among the supporters of William Smith O'Brien’s insurrection in 1848 were two young men, little known and little heard of at the time, James Stephens and John O'Mahony. Stephens took part in a short-lived fight at Ballingarry in that year. He was severely wounded but in the confusion of the fracas he managed to get away secretly from the scene; and a report of his death was soon widely circulated. His family are said to have encouraged, if not indeed to have originated, the rumour and, to support it, went into mourning for his loss. So far was this ruse successful that in a loyalist journal of Kilkenny, his native city, there was published some weeks later an obituary note to the effect that ‘poor James Stephens, who followed Smith O'Brien to the field, died of the wound which he received at Ballingarry while acting as aide-de-camp to the insurgent leader.’

But ‘poor James Stephens’ had not died. He was still very much alive, as the British authorities were to learn in eventful years that followed. He recovered from his wound and escaped to Paris. 

John O'Mahony belonged to North Cork. His family were landed proprietors near Mitchelstown and for generations had been rooted in the soil. 

Though the national spirit was depressed after the failure of 1848 O'Mahony would not accept defeat. He rallied the Confederate Clubs of his native district and in the following September again raised the flag of revolt. But the unarmed and untrained crowds who responded to his call could accomplish no more than desultory, and generally fruitless, raids on police stations. Troops were then rushed to the disturbed areas, and the insurgent bodies soon melted away. O'Mahony however remained in hiding among his friends until convinced that the rebellion was, at least for the time being, a failure. He then crossed over to Paris, where Stephens and many of his late colleagues were residing at that time.

Paris in this year, 1848, was the happy hunting ground of Continental Revolutionists. Having studied their systems Stephens and O'Mahony resolved to imitate the methods which the Europeans had found successful, and to band the Irish at home and in America into a great world-wide organisation with the object of ending for ever English domination in Ireland. O'Mahony was to take America for his field of action, Stephens the home country.

It was not until 1858 that the first effects of Stephens’ activities became apparent. In South–West Cork and in adjacent portions of Kerry there were at this time some branches of what was known as the Phoenix Society, which, while professing to be of a literary character, was in reality a secret revolutionary oath-bound body. The government soon became aware of its objects, and the authorities made wholesale arrests in a few swoops on the district. Among those arrested was Jeremiah O'Donovan (Rossa), of Skibbereen, one of the leaders of the Society. When brought to trial months later the prisoners were set free on their undertaking to be of ‘good behaviour’ in future; and it was then generally believed that the movement was ended. But it was far otherwise. Stephens, who had been acting as a private tutor near Killarney, soon went back to Paris and set about organising a new Society, which he named the Irish Republican Brotherhood, shortened to the initials I.R.B. It consisted of branches known as ‘circles’, each with a leader called a ‘centre’ and with higher ‘centres’ up to the ‘head centre’, Stephens himself – who was styled the C.O.I.R., or Central Organiser of the Irish Republic. The members of the I.R.B. swore allegiance to the ‘Irish Republic now virtually established’.

Events that Favoured Fenianism.

In 1861 Terence Bellew MacManus, a ’48 man, died in San Francisco and it was decided to bring his remains to Ireland. His funeral through America, from the Pacific to the Atlantic, evoked continuous Irish demonstrations. The arrival of the coffin in Cork City was an occasion for a spontaneous but very powerful demonstration there, and some days later in Dublin it was followed to Glasnevin by massed thousands in a procession seldom equalled in that city. This funeral gave (as it was intended to do) a powerful impetus to the revolutionary movement both in Ireland and America.

Over there, O'Mahony found abundant material ready to hand for his purpose in the million and half Irishmen who had been forced to quit the homeland in the decade after 1848. These exiles welcomed the chance of striking a blow for their native land, and eagerly joined the new organisation. The outbreak of the Civil War between the Northern and Southern States furnished them with an opportunity for military training, and greatly stimulated their enthusiasm. Many purely Irish regiments were formed, and Irish officers rose to positions of distinction both in the Northern and Southern armies. O'Mahony named his Society the Fenian Brotherhood, after Finn MacCool’s Fianna of old times, but later on both the Irish and American sections of it became to be known as ‘The Fenians’.  O'Mahony worked with such success that in the course of the Civil War he had over 100,000 sworn Fenians in the Federal ranks alone!  Besides these there were thousands of brave Irishmen fighting gallantly in the Southern armies, as examples of whom it is sufficient to mention the dauntless Captain MacAfferty and the fearless General Thomas F. Burke (in whose arms died General Cleburne of Cobh, the commander of a Southern Irish Brigade during the War.

Opposition to Fenianism.

In Ireland, Stephens’ I.R.B. was frowned on by some leaders of the ’48 movement, including William Smith O'Brien, John Blake Dillon and John Martin, as also by A.M. Sullivan in the Nation newspaper. They disapproved of its methods and they considered its objects impracticable. But the strongest antagonism towards the I.R.B. came from the bishops and priests who condemned the movement as being a secret oath-bound society.

Stephens had a special aptitude as an organiser. He and his lieutenants persevered in their policy, and made great strides. But, encouraged by the success of the movement in America, they grew somewhat intolerant of opposition and assumed an aggressive attitude towards opponents and non-sympathisers. Nevertheless they obtained recruits among all classes in town and country as well as among civil servants, police and soldiers. Their appeal to the abiding spirit of nationality inherent in Irish breasts was intensified by the famine, evictions and emigration of the period; and supporters flocked to their standard.

The Doctrine of the ‘Irish People’.

The Fenian organ, the Irish People, started in 1863, openly preached armed revolution and denounced constitutional agitation as useless. The offices of this newspaper became the hub of the I.R.B. Here the leaders were accustomed to meet; and from this base they issued counsel and direction to the branches throughout the country. But through spies and informers the government was kept fully aware of all that was going on; in September, ’65, the Irish People offices were raided by detectives and Stephen’s chief associates, John O'Leary, O'Donovan Rossa, and Thomas Clarke Luby were arrested. Stephens himself continued at large until the following November when he was captured and taken to Richmond gaol. After a short confinement he made a sensational escape – effected by the connivance of warders who were members of the I.R.B.

He then crossed over to America where he found disorganisation and disunion in the ranks of the Fenians. Only a section of the Society obeyed O'Mahony, and when Stephens endeavoured to heal the breach by suggesting to have himself recognised by all parties as leader, his proposition got little support. The seceders from O'Mahony’s allegiance prepared to attack the British in Canada with the view of using that country as a base for future action.

In the course of the American Civil War the British, though professedly neutral, had greviously antagonised the Federals of the North by their active sympathy with the South. The Fenians were given to understand that when the war was over the Federals would exact condign satisfaction from John Bull, and, inter alia, assist in the proposed invasion of Canada. Accordingly in May, ’66, Fenian contingents from different States urged their way northwards, crossed the Canadian border on June 1st, seized a nearby town and, at a place called Limestone Ridge, met and routed the ‘Queen's Own’ regiment sent to check their advance. But the American Government, forgetting former resentment and promises, actively intervened and prevented further crossings. And so the victorious Fenians, marooned in Canada, were compelled to re-cross the frontier, bringing back with them the flags they had conquered in the fray at Limestone Ridge.

The action of the American Government sadly disappointed the Fenians whose martial enthusiasm had been fired by this, their first attempt to measure swords with their ancient enemy. Stephens was still the undisputed leader of the home Fenians. After the failure of the attempt on Canada he appealed for funds at meeting after meeting in America; and he solemnly and publicly promised that before the year ’66 was out he would raise the flag of freedom in Ireland, the proper place, as he declared, to fight for Ireland.

Stephens Shrinks from the Issue.

But the last months and weeks of ’66 passed away and Stephens had not returned to Ireland, nor was his call to arms forthcoming. He had undoubtedly shrank into obscurity and disappeared from the public eye. Men wondered, criticised him, censured him and severely inveighed against his seeming delinquencies. Those who knew him intimately found it hard to understand his attitude, for one and all had a keen sense of his personal courage, his honesty and his patriotism.

Possibly in the dislocation that had set in, he realised the futility of throwing down the gage to the British Empire, then at peace with the rest of the world; perhaps he shank from involving his almost totally unarmed and untrained countrymen in what he foresaw must be a bloody holocaust. In any case, without explanation to the many thousands he had enrolled in the Fenians and to the vast number of sympathisers who looked to him for leadership, he faded from the scene and left dissension rampant behind him.

The close of the American Civil War in ’65 saw well nigh 200,000 Fenians disbanded from the Federal and Confederate armies. The fondest hope of many of these had been to fight one day beneath the Green Flag in Ireland as they had fought beneath it, side by side with the Stars and Stripes, in America. Early in ’67 they began to come over in numbers to this country. They appointed as their new leader, Colonel Thomas J. Kelly, a veteran of the American War. They speeded up preparations and fixed on the 12th February for the ‘Rising’.  This date was subsequently postponed, but the countermanding order did not reach Cahirciveen in time to prevent the Fenians of that locality from turning out. Soon learning of their mistake the Kerrymen returned to their homes; but the abortive rising gave the alarm to the Government, and numerous arrests were effected throughout the country.

Attempt to Seize 20,000 Stand of Arms.
About this time Captain MacAfferty, an Irish-American, who had an adventurous career in one of the Southern regiments during the Civil War, formed the daring plan of capturing Chester Castle containing 20,000 stand of arms. It was arranged that for this purpose the Lancashire Fenians should co-operate with a Dublin contingent. They were to seize the arms, cut the wires, commandeer the trains, send arms and men to Holyhead, where they were to capture some ships in the harbour – and arrive back in Dublin before the authorities there were aware of what had happened!  Chester Castle contained but a small garrison, and it is believed the plan would have been successful had not the Government been apprised of the intended attack. Their informant was a man named Corridon, a Fenian leader, one of the highest in their council, implicitly trusted, and aware of all their secrets – but for years previously he had been deep in the pay of the government. Accordingly when the Dublin and Lancashire men arrived in Chester they found themselves so well anticipated that they had to give up the attempt. Corridon admitted later that he expected £2,000 from the Government for his services.

The Rising.

The Fenian call at length came on the 5th March, 1867. It was loyally obeyed in the counties of Dublin and Louth, and throughout Munster generally. The South of Ireland, though not particularly prominent in ‘98, was a stronghold of the Fenians, as it was of the I.R.A. in later days.

But the attempt at rebellion was a complete failure. Several causes conspired against its success. The Fenian supply of arms, never great, was severely depleted in the raids following, or in connection with, the numerous arrests made throughout the country. Furthermore, eight thousand soldiers of the Irish regiments stationed in Ireland had been sworn into the Fenian ranks by John Devoy and their arms were being counted on for the job, but before the Rising took place these Irish regiments were sent off to India, Australia, and other British stations throughout the world, thus depriving the Fenians of priceless assistance in men and arms. But perhaps the most serious of all the unfavourable circumstances against which the Fenians had to contend was a particularly heavy snowfall throughout most parts of the country on the night of Rising and on the following days.

The Dublin men attacked the police stations at Tallaght and Rathmines, but had to retire after suffering a number of casualties. The town of Kilmallock was occupied by the local Fenians, who kept up a siege of the police barrack for hours until reinforcements from Kilfinane forced them to disperse. But it was from Cork City and county that the most general response came to the Fenian summons on this 5th March, ’67. The organisation, as we have seen, had its birth in the southern districts of Cork and Kerry, but as a result of arrests, there was little activity in this region when the Rising did actually take place.

At Midleton the Fenians assembled in force. From wide surrounding districts they converged on the town, some even from places as far away as Bartlemy, a dozen miles to the north, where a strong contingent was led by John Noonan of Monanig.

Captain P. J. Condon, an Irish-American, who had fought in Meagher’s Brigade, was to have taken command in Midleton. But on the previous Saturday he was arrested, and his place was taken by Timothy Daly, a carpenter from the town.

The Midleton police barracks was strongly held and the Fenians did not attack it, but they accosted some policemen out on patrol in neighbourhood, and took their arms from them. In the course of this struggle one of the police, a sub-constable named Sheedy, was killed. From Midleton, Daly led a large force to Castlemartyr, some miles away in the Youghal direction. Here in the dark midnight hours of ‘Skellig Night’ they opened an attack on the local barracks. The policemen, however, had been forewarned of their coming. In answer to some repeated knockings and requests to surrender ‘in the name of the Irish Republic’ the police simply held their ground inside. The attackers had earlier set fire to a haggart of a local loyalist hoping to draw out the police. One of them did at first come out cautiously but, sensing that there were numbers about, he quickly returned. The glow from the burning haggart actually helped to reveal to the police the movements and numbers of the attackers. After some exchanges of fire, during which Daly, who had daringly exposed himself, was mortally wounded, the Fenians, poorly equipped for the attack, had to withdraw, leaving their dead leader behind them.

Peter O'Neill Crowley.

In the parish of Ballymacoda, not far from Castlemartyr, there was a well organised Fenian body every member of which turned out on this eventful night. Under the leadership of Crowley and his friend McClure (who had been staying with Crowley for some time after returning from America) they made a sweep on the nearby coastguard station of Knockadoon and, without firing a shot, disarmed the coastguards. These they brought along with them to a place called Ballindinas, between Killeagh and Castlemartyr, where they awaited news of the attack on the barracks. The news, as we have seen, was not encouraging; Crowley and his colleagues let the prisoners free; and a number of the Fenians held together until the following day when a strong military contingent came by train to the area. The Fenians now realizing the hopelessness of their position, quietly faded away.

Previous to this one of the Fenian party named Kelly, an employee of the Cork Herald, had gone on to Youghal, on Crowley’s instructions, to collect whatever arms and men were available there. Returning with a small band of supporters he was held up by some of his own colleagues who first failed to recognise him in the dark, snowy night. Kelly subsequently figured in the Kilclooney affray.

Twenty-five days after the Rising, on March 31st. 1867, occurred the surrounding of Kilclooney wood and the fatal wounding of O'Neill Crowley. In a Press report of the time it was suggested that Crowley, McClure and a few friends first endeavoured (shortly after March 5th) to escape to France by a boat from Youghal, but that the rough seas made this impossible, and that they returned to Cobh. It is doubtful if this story is correct.

Twelve years after the Rising of ’67, on a December Sunday in 1879, a large Celtic Cross was unveiled at Ballymacoda to the memory of O'Neill Crowley – buried in the local churchyard. The principal speaker was a neighbouring farmer named Thomas Walsh, one of Crowley’s trusted comrades. Walsh, in giving some particulars of the ’67 events, said that after March 5th ‘the band had, according to instructions, to go as far as Mallow’.  It is unlikely that these men, sensitive as they were to discipline and directions, would have tried just then to cross over to France. Walsh himself was one of the band referred to.

The Cork Herald of the time reports Walsh as having said that ‘It would be unnecessary now to touch upon the different incidents that occurred till they arrived in that neighbourhood’ (North Cork). In this connection the following may be of interest.

Early on a Sunday morning in March ’67 four armed pedestrians came along from the South, crossed the highlands between Leamlara and Bartlemy, and at Ballyready, about a mile to the west of Bartlemy village, entered a cottage for a rest and a meal. While there the local shoneen came in to get his razor set. From the arms, deportment, and weary-looking appearance of the strangers it required no great penetration to deduce that they were some of those fugitive Fenians about whom so many stories were current at the time. In due course the ‘shoneen’ departed; as also did the other visitors – back towards Hightown. Some hours afterwards a large force of police came along and searched the locality. From the kitchen of Mr. Batt Ahern of Hightown the Fenians were soon able to see a posse of Blue-coats coming along the approach to the dwelling house. They immediately looked to their arms and prepared to receive the policemen. However, at the request of the farmer’s wife, who did not want blood-shed in the yard, they left the residence and rushed in a northerly direction followed by the policemen. The fastest of these pursuers was getting uncomfortably close to them when one of the Fenians, on crossing a fence, levelled his rifle on the leader of the chase and sternly ordered him back. The over-zealous policeman thought discretion the better part of valour and did as directed. The Fenians then without further molestation got along to safe shelter for the night.

As the strangers were but a short time in the locality and were seen by only a few their identity did not become generally established. But in the light of events it was subsequently believed that they were probably Crowley and three of his comrades moving on towards the North. It was suspected too that it was the neighbour with the defective razor who put the policemen on their track. Thomas Walsh’s speech at Ballymacoda in ‘79 would suggest that five of them went on from that district after March 5th. The five need not, however, have been together all the time.

Crowley and his friends were in North Cork for about a fortnight before the shooting in which he lost his life. This would allow them a minimum of ten or twelve days for the journey north.

Early on the Sunday of March 31st, Kilclooney wood was surrounded by Government forces acting on information received. Crowley, McClure, Kelly and also a fourth man were in it at the time of the raid. The wood had been recently thinned and afforded them but scant shelter. Crowley moving from tree to tree kept up a continuous fire at the surrounding contingent; and it was only when the fingers of one of his hands were broken by a bullet and the lock of his rifle smashed that he ceased to resist. He got a few serious wounds, although early on he had a marvellous escape when a bullet struck a crucifix and medal he was wearing. He lived for only a little while, but was attended by a priest before he died, and his dead body was subsequently brought into Mitchelstown. There the inquest was held.

To the priest who attended him in his dying moments he declared (as narrated by the priest himself in a letter read at the unveiling of 1879), ‘I thank my God you are all I wanted; I am now prepared to die.’  When arrested he had in his possession a small green flag, a whistle, two rifles, some military plans, a bayonet, and a diary.

Crowley, a member of the well-to-do farming class, was held in great respect by his Fenian colleagues. He was a strict Pioneer since his young days, a man of sterling principles and high ideals. His memory is still a proud possession in his native Imokilly. Many years ago the writer, at a friend’s house in East Cork, happened to meet his sister, a quiet, unassuming lady. She it was who took care of young Crowley for some years after his mother ’s death, while he was still young.

After the inquest his coffin was shouldered through Mitchelstown and out some distance from the town. His sister was chief mourner. Following her was a procession of women four deep (the Cumann na mBan of the time), each carrying a large green bough. After the long, sad journey through Fermoy and down almost to the sea, he was laid to rest in the Catholic churchyard of his native village. There he sleeps beside his grand-uncle, Father O'Neill, who was flogged by the military through the town of Youghal in 1798, and whose statue now adorns the centre of Green Park Grounds in that town.

Two of Crowley’s companions, Captain McClure and Edward Kelly, were captured in Kilclooney. McClure was afterwards condemned to death. During his trial when the whole sordid story of the traitors and informers in the Fenian camp became public he cut short his counsel’s defence, based mainly on technical arguments, and admitted the alleged criminal activities with which he was charged. He made a fiery and eloquent speech after he was adjudged guilty. However, the sentence of death was not carried out, he was subsequently reprieved. One colleague of theirs escaped from Kilclooney wood, his identity was not established at the time, but it is believed that this was the Manchester martyr of some months later, O'Brien of Ballymacoda.

Fenianism in Cork City.

In no part of Ireland did the Fenian organisation find stronger support than in Cork City, and perhaps at no time in its history did the southern capital better deserve the title of Rebel Cork than during the Fenian era. Its citizens responded enthusiastically to the appeal of the Fenian leaders and threw themselves into the movement wholeheartedly. A historian of the period tells us that ‘the opinion of the local magistracy and of the authorities in Dublin Castle was that Cork was a full-charged mine of treason’.

On the night of March 5th whole companies, numbering up to five thousand, left the city to take part in the Rising; but the promised weapons were not forthcoming and the enterprise had to be practically abandoned. It was not long, however, till many of these men found their names on the list of ‘Wanted’.  One of their leaders, J.F.X. O'Brien, was arrested and sentenced to death, but this was later commuted to penal servitude. Through the influence of the Amnesty Association he and many others were released long before their terms had expired. O'Brien subsequently became a Member of Parliament and continued as such until after the Parnell split.

During the week before Christmas of ’67 a commission sat in Cork City for the trial of Fenian prisoners. The prosecution relied mainly on the evidence of an infamous informer named Warner, and also on that of a young man named Michael McCarthy, a porter in a business establishment in North Main Street (his grandfather had also given evidence for the Crown in 1848).

According to McCarthy junior – and this was supported by other information – the city Fenians met quite near the College Road ‘in a field’.  Two leaders (probably O'Brien and ‘Captain Mackey’) took control; they all marched along to Dennehy’s Cross, down to Victoria Cross, over Wellington Bridge to Sunday’s Well and up to the Blarney Road. They made some raids for arms on the way and reinforcements joined them as they went along. They proceeded to Blarney and Rathduff; some of their numbers tore up the railway lines and cut the wires to upset communications. In the early morning the contingent divided into two sections; a small armed body went on to attack Ballyknockane Police Barracks, the rest turned towards Bottle Hill. At Ballyknockane, after a stubborn fight, they disarmed the policemen, led them out to safety, and burned down the barracks.

It is of interest to note that when McCarthy, well guarded, was leaving the Courthouse there was, to quote a report of the time, ‘a vehement exhibition of popular feeling against him.

Wires were also cut, and railway lines torn up, in a number of other places in Cork county on March 5th. A few days afterwards an Order was made in Fermoy (a hotbed of Fenianism) closing public-houses between 7.p.m. and 7 a.m. Four Glanworth Fenians who raided for arms the residence of Captain Barry of Ballyclough were subsequently arrested and remanded again and again before they were eventually released.

The ‘Fingeen’.

The following incident in which a farmer-carter well known to the writer was concerned has created many a chuckle in the neighbourhood since far-off ’67.

The farmer, Thomas Ahearn of Monanig, used at the time do some occasional carting of flour from Clandulane Mills to a bakery in Rathcormac. One day, as he was driving his horse and cart along toward Fermoy, he overtook a pedestrian near Corrin Hill, to whose request for a ‘lift’ he willingly acceded. As they journeyed along the driver soon elicited that his companion was a Fenian ‘on the run’, and that he was anxious to cross the Blackwater by Fermoy Bridge unnoticed by the police. Ahearn gladly offered to give him any help he could. He had in the cart a large oil-cloth covering for his sacks of flour, and they arranged that when near the town of Fermoy the Fenian would get under this covering and keep as still as possible until they had crossed the bridge. As they proceeded through the town a burly policeman, attracted by the somewhat suspicious bulk of the oil-cloth in the cart, halted Tom and, in his best official tone, questioned what he had beneath that oil-cloth.

‘Only a Fingeen!’ the carter cooly replied, with a suggestion of mocking humour.

The manner in which the words were spoken effectively concealed their simple truth; the irony in them had the desired effect of disarming suspicion. The policeman thought the carter was simply endeavouring to be facetious at his own expense, and he contemptuously let him pass upon his way.

We can imagine how the two ‘Rebels’ later enjoyed having so egregiously outwitted this self-important guardian of the law.

Captain Mackay.

One of the most redoubtable of the many daring Fenian leaders was an Irish-American known as Captain Mackay. His real name was William Francis Lomasney. His parents originally belonged to Castlelyons, County Cork, but they had emigrated to Ohio in 1841. Like so many others who were forced to leave their native country they took away with them a deep and enduring love of the land they left behind.

Young William sprang from a fighting family; the blood of Irish rebels coursed through his veins. His great-grandfather had given his life for the ‘Old Land’ in ’98, and William’s own father was prevented from returning to take part in the Fenian insurrection only by the pleading of his son to be allowed to take his place.

When the American War was ended in ‘65 the young Lomasney came over to Ireland and soon attained a position of importance in the Fenian ranks. On the night of the Rising he was one of those who led the attack on Ballyknockane police barracks, six miles south of Mallow. For months afterwards he, with some companions, continued at large, although much sought for. On November 28th they entered a gunmaker’s shop in Patrick Street, Cork – with police and military within a few hundred yards of them – and while some stood on guard the others seized and took away 120 revolvers and 8 Snyder rifles. A month later they surprised a Martello tower at Foata, near Carrigtwohill, made prisoners of the garrison in charge, and carried off all the arms in the building. On the 30th of the same month of December ‘Mackey’, with a few helpers, took possession of another gunmaker’s shop in Patrick Street, Cork, and while the assistants looked helplessly on, cleared out every rifle and revolver in the establishment. These feats of Mackey and his men formed the subject of some verses in the Nation of the time, the first of which ran:

‘Oh, the gallant Corkmen, mixed with New York men

I’m sure their equals can’t be found,

For persevering in deeds of daring

They set men staring the world around;

No spies can match them, no sentries watch them,

No specials catch them or mar their play,

While the clever Corkmen and cute New York men

Work new surprises by night and day.’
But what the spies and the sentries and the specials could not effect, treachery at last accomplished. Early in the following year Mackay was followed into a shop in Cork City by a disguised party of police. A violent struggle developed with one of them. Both drew revolvers, and Mackay’s going off accidentally, wounded his antagonist, who afterwards died in hospital. When brought to trial he was acquitted of murder but convicted on other charges, and sentenced to twelve years’ penal servitude.

In an eloquent and affecting address in Court he defended his principles and his actions. A few sentences from it indicate the character of the man.

‘I accept my sentence readily, feeling proud and glad that it affords me an opportunity of proving the sincerity of my principles of freedom. . . . . second only to the sacred homage due to God. I shall not complain. I shall not murmur. I shall joyfully submit to God’s blessed will. . . . . Tomorrow I will wear a convict’s dress, but to me it will be a far nobler garb than the richest dress of slavery. I am, with God’s assistance, ready to meet my fate, to bear my punishment no matter how severe, so long as it is for glorious old Ireland.’

(Captain Mackay later lost his life in a daring attempt to blow up London Bridge in December, 1884).

The Manchester Martyrs, Allen, Larkin and O'Brien, had been executed on the previous 23rd November. The last-named was a fellow-parishioner of Peter O'Neill Crowley (a fact to which he proudly referred when on the scaffold).  T.D. Sullivan’s touching lines – long regarded as our National Anthem – tell how ‘they went with souls undaunted to their doom’.  This poem also enshrines that last prayer of theirs, which has echoed down the troubled years since then – ‘God Save Ireland.’

In Later Years.

Stephens and O'Mahony, each in his respective sphere, continued for some time in supreme control of the organisation they had founded; but both subsequently faded into eclipse.

John O'Mahony died in New York in 1877. His closing years were darkened by financial troubles in which his sensitive spirit would not allow him to accept assistance from many who would willingly have given it. His remains were brought back over the seas, and at his graveside in Glasnevin, Charles J. Kickham paid a glowing tribute to his work for Ireland. He declared that in the long roll of her patriot martyrs no name would shine with purer lustre than that of John O'Mahony.

After ’66 Stephens went to reside in Paris, and for some time also in Belgium. Not until 1891 was he permitted to come back to the old country. At Blackrock, near Dublin City, he closed ‘a life of labour with an age of ease’, and here he died on the 29th April, 1901.

The writer was one of a group of Drumcondra students who availed of the freedom of Sunday afternoon to walk behind his bier on its way to Glasnevin. Stephens was a man of whom they had heard much, whose merits and demerits they knew to have been variously canvassed and appraised. Yet the facts stood boldly out that he was long an outstanding figure on the Irish stage, that he had fought and suffered severely for his native land, and that he had sacrificed a promising career to devote years of unremitting and unselfish labour to her cause. His earnestness and sincerity was never challenged. And that he retained to the end the unstinted respect of early friends and Fenian colleagues was proved by the number of old comrades who followed his remains and stood beside his open grave in the Patriot Plot on that May Sunday evening in the dawning of the new century.

.         .         .         .         .
Stephens, O'Mahony and their Fenian compatriots carried on the fight bequeathed to them by previous generations of Irishmen. They flung the Green Flag to the breeze anew. They faced and dared, and no small number of them suffered ‘the outlaw’s last dark chance’.  With a heroism that despised danger and persecution they proclaimed the insuppressible passion for Independence deep implanted in every Irish breast; they demonstrated the inflexible resolve of their countrymen to stand boldly against foreign domination, to continue the ages-old struggle, until their dear land should become, in the words of Thomas Davis – A Nation once again!
