To the Young Men of Bartlemy

This was written about 1915, when hurling and other National games were at a discount in the district. The rise of the Bride Rovers since then has made its message somewhat inapplicable now.
In Bartlemy in days of old,

  Athletes high-honoured were;

They bore the banner they’d unrolled

  Triumphantly afar.

Mong Ireland’s youthful legions lined

  Their sons no more we see,

And wondering Gaeldom’s voices joined,

  Ask ‘where is Bartlemy?’

When G.A.A., as yet but young,

  Its rousing message gave

The treasured game of centuries long

  From hastening death to save,

Whose answering hurleys louder clashed

  O’er Munster moor and lea?

Whose breasts be-medalled brighter flashed

  Than those from Bartlemy?

I mind when first these men of brawn

  Out in their parish green,

Each with his treasured crude camán,

  On Spring-tide eves were seen,

Nor wondered then that oft-time these,

  Untutored tyros all,

Took rueful toll on legs and knees

  While scatheless stood the ball.

But as new test succeeded test,

  That awkward, much-maimed crowd,

Soon showed that champions bold had best

  Look to their laurels proud.

In hurling craft, yet lacking skill,

  They cleared and kept their course,

By native grit, verve, conquering will,

  And toil-trained muscles’ force.

Nor was it but on fields of sport,

  Their part they nobly played;

Not less they proved their manhood’s worth 

  In Faith’s and Freedom’s aid.

For oft when sacred Cause of Right,

  Dared challenge Might’s decree,

There ‘mongst the foremost in the fight,

  Were men of Bartlemy.

Who’s heard not how they fought and held

  Gortroe’s embattled lanes,

When Tithe’s unhallowed death was knelled

  Mid slavery’s broken chains.

These men did not in Thraldom’s hour

  Bend acquiescent knee

To dark Oppression’s sternest power,

  On fields of Bartlemy.

Ah, be not to your fathers dear,

  In spirit, boys, untrue;

Immaculate the mantles were

  Bequeathed unto you

By Connells, Hoskins, Ryans, Lee,

  Walsh, Cotters, Barrys, Sheas;

Their sons to-day the heirs should be

  In fame and worth of these.

And when o’er night, e’en now too long,

  The dawn again shall break,

And you a rightful place among

  Your country’s sons shall take,

Recall with pride those Gaels renowned

  Of days that used to be,

Those men who shed bright lustre round

  The Bride and Bartlemy.

