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Intheseevil days,
whenthe old wound of Ulster isa disease
suppuratinginthe heart of Europe
andintheheart of every Gael

who knowsthat heisa Gael,

| have done nothing but see

inthe National Museum of Ireland
therusty red spot of blood,

rather dirty, ontheshirt

that wasonceonthehero

who isdearest to me of themall

who stood against bullet or bayonet,
or tanksor cavalry,

or thebursting of frightful bombs:
theshirt that wason Connolly

inthe General Post Officeof Ireland
whilehewas preparing thesacrifice
that put himself up onachair

that isholier than the Lia Fail

that ison the Hill of Tarain Ireland.

Thegreat heroistill
sittingonthechair

fighting the battlein the Post Office
and cleaning streetsin Edinburgh.
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