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ERIN REMEMBER, NINETEEN SIXTEEN.

Peavap Mac Conna Mrve € De Liprars
Vo Scpiod na Déaprai Do Scpiod An Ceot.

In strong marching Mhythm.
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ERIN REMEMBER, 1916.

(The new National Song).

Strew wreaths before the hundred score
Of Erin’s daring sons,

Who triumphed o'er an army corps
Of soldiery and guns, :

Their action taught the foe that naught
Our Nation can suppress ;

The boys who fought new spirit brought
This dear old land to bless.

Chorus.

For Pearse the Brave would ne’er be slave,
MacDonagh nor MacBride;

And Plunkett’s sons with loaded guns,
Went marching by their side.

Tom Clarke made white with dungeon blight,
One did not need to seek;

These heroes all faced shell and ball,
For us in Easter Week.

Full seven days the cannon plays,
The houses tumble down ;

Amid the blaze the leader says
“We yield to save the town,”

| ‘As rebels hot the brave were shot,
In prison yard they lie;

That hallowed spot, forget it not,
Its dead shall never gie.

Their spirits bright in Freedom’s light
- Shall hover o’er the Isle,

Let Ireland’s might proclaim them right
And ne’er those claims defile,

Who would repine shall now combine,
In accents bold shall speak ;

* That Patriot line, their cause is mine, &
The men of Easter Week.” .

Peaoap Mac Conna Mroe
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