Our Martyred Motherland.
‘Mong nation’s wide our Island once


Was long Religion’s light;

O’er Britain, Belgium, Scotia, France


It beamed its radiance bright,

Till factious wars’ dread flames arose,


By Hate unholy fanned,

And wasted wide with godless woes


Our Martyred Motherland.

There came the plundering pirate Danes 


From lands by rigours wracked;

They razed our schools, they fired our fanes


And shrines most sacred sacked.

Those brutal, barbarous heathen hordes


The Cross and Crozier banned

Till, seeming dead, lay ‘neath their swords


Our Martyred Motherland.

But back from Brian’s resurgent stroke


The ruthless brigands reeled

Their mustered might in battle broke


On Liffey’s fatal field.

Then o’er this vanquished Viking host


We see, reviving, stand,

Like some re-incarnated ghost,


Our Martyred Motherland.

The Norman Knights, whose tempered shields


Were proved on many a plain,

In bulwarks, forts and battlefields


By Tiber, Thames, and Seine

To Barrow’s banks and Shannon’s shore


Led many a plundering band

And long in triumph trampled o’er


Our Martyred Motherland.

They strove, all false to native creed,


To kill our country’s faith,

By rack and scourge and axe to bleed


Her dauntless soul to death,

But as the barque the billows brave


When fearlessly ‘tis manned

So rose o’er persecution’s wave


Our Martyred Motherland.

Search annals all of every age,


Of every land and clime,

Search history’s most unhappy page


Down leaves of lettered time,

And see, in those recesses hid,


If there can once be scanned

Where nation more endured than did


Our Martyred Motherland.

Her woes now past, her sorrows o’er,


And spent her sufferings’ night,

She brighter beams than e’er of yore


To distant lands a light.

Then bless we those who at her call


Waked tongue or pen or brand

To break the bonds that held in thrall


Our Martyred Motherland.
