The Old Fenian.
When penning the following lines the writer had vividly before his mind some of the Fenians of his native parish, well known to him personally, who went on to Midleton to take part in the Rising on March 5th, 1896. 

Erect and spruce though bearded white,

His narrow coat-tails falling light

O’er corduroy knee-breeches tight


With gold-like buttons braced;

Whene’er he speaks old friends among

Of deeds or days when he was young

Emotion fierce and stern and strong


Can through each tone be traced.

Then both his dim eyes, shrunken deep,

Light up with fires that blaze and leap

As surging mem’ries backward sweep


To those long-vanished days;

He drills and trains his trusted men

On mountain, moor, and guarded glen,

In ghost-like groups far-gathered when


The moon lent kindly rays.

And as the visioned scenes unfold

He sees the sacred Green and Gold

High o’er his banded ranks unrolled


On Knockmoan’s highland heath;

‘Tis come at length, the longed-for day,

And round him ranged in massed array

With echoing cheer and hoarse huzza,


The glorious news they greet.

Brave hearts, with Heaven their help to-night,

Ere hails Knockmoan the morning light

They, each and all, in Freedom’s fight


Will hero’s parts have played;

With pride his pulses faster beat

As forth he leads their eager feet,

With mustered thousands more to meet


For battle’s worst arrayed.

But valour oft availeth nought;

Against them fate and falsehood fought,

Some treacherous leaders basely bought


By threat and bribe accurst.

And shelterless ‘mid showering snows

Whose drifted depths their paths oppose,

Around them crash ‘neath crowding woes


The hopes that years had nursed.

In broken units, scattered wide,

They seek their native mountain side

Where, waiting happier days, they hide


Each burnished pike and gun.

They come, not honoured heroes, back

But outlaws all, by peeler pack

Chased fast and far on felons’ track


Ere circles many a sun.

By spies and scouts their steps beset, 

All closer tighten toil and net,

Seized, tried and doomed to living death


In prisoned pens they pine;

Or, fast with English outcasts chained,

By curse and blow and scourge constrained

To labour long as life remained


In quarry, pit and mine.

He sees it all: it rises o’er

Years intervening, score on score,

‘And yet, ‘ he cries, ‘to me restore


My youthful years again:

Yes, give me back those glorious hopes

That once I knew on Knockmoan’s slopes 

And every dungeon door that opes


Will threat with terrors vain.’

Oh, ancient, Emerald Isle of ours,

Of ruins, raths and mystic towers,

Say, o’er thy sons what magic powers


Have ages down been thine,

That each a dozen deaths would die,

On battlefield or scaffold high,

And with not one regretful sigh


All suffer at thy shrine.

Appendix  

In 1982 Patrick Barry`s son Liam planned to issue an edited version of the works that comprise this volume. In the event, only a very small number of the new edition were produced and these were circulated, only among his family. For the purpose of his edition Liam wrote some additional notes, mostly to explain the circumstances in which the original item was written, but in a few cases the notes expanded substantially on the original. Liam’s note in respect of this item is as follows:

The Old Fenian.  

The Fenian Rising took place on Shrove Tuesday night in March, 1867. It turned out to be no more than a skeleton of what its leaders had intended it to be; and it was quickly put down. There were many reasons for its failure. Most of those taking part were poorly drilled, and they had little or no experience of handling fire-arms. The discipline in their ranks was loose. The British authorities found it easy to get information regarding their activities from spies and informers. To crown all this there was a severe snowstorm on the night of the Rising, and that greatly hampered the movements of the insurgents ¾ though they would have failed anyhow.

The poem was written with the leader or Head-Centre, as he was called, of a local group in mind. They had set out towards the Midleton area to take part in the Rising, on the fateful night. That leader, a quiet, highly respected man in later years, was well known in the area. He lived well into the present (20th ) century.

