
This Land is Mine

And now at last I lay to rest

That aching want from my ancient past :

The poignant memory handed down

Of a land so fine they left behind;

For I can stand with feet apart

On this plot of bog on Ireland’s soil

And say to one and say to all :

This land is mine, entirely mine.

No landlord’s rule no edict cruel

Can put me off against my will,

For I have Title sound and true

To this plot of mine on Ireland’s soil.

Proud Symbol

I am no mere Sod of Peat

But the proud symbol of an ancient land,

A land your fathers loved

And left behind with heavy heart.

I am the ground they walked upon,

Every fire they gathered round,

All the stories that they listened to

Are part of me and I of them.

I am the memory of mothers

Baking bread on smoldering peat,

Brothers, sisters working in the bog.

I am the hearth that kept them warm,

The familiar smoke that filled the air,

The taste of potheen in the secret still;

All of that and more:

I am the flame of Patrick’s fire

First enkindled on the Hill of Slane.

Burn me and set me free.
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