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An Craoibhín Aoibhinn wrote: 

Do not be discouraged for ever, 
Putting anxiety and a mist on your heart, 

And you thinking and saying 

That poor Ireland will be destroyed without help. 

It is a long time we are waiting, 

Weeping without ceasing, and keening, 

With the hope that the day will come at last 

That the pain will be taken from us, 

That it is short until the coming of the Fenians. 

What is this darkness on the sky? What is this blackness on the sun? 

What is this mist overhead, robbing us of daylight, choking us with 

its weight? Look at the dark cloud getting wider and larger, look at it 

putting out two wings like a great crow from one side of the sky to 

the other. What is it? And look at the people at the doors of their 

houses looking up and sighing. What makes them draw their breaths 

so heavily, as if they were smothering? Why do they look so pale and 

so joyless, like people who have lost all the courage they had, like 

people waiting for the sea to rise over their heads, or the mountains to 

fall on them. What sort of a sky is that, what country is that, what 

people are those? 

Ah! friend of my heart, it is I that will tell you; that is the bright 

country of Ireland in which you are standing, and that is the Irish sky 

over your head, and those are the people of Ireland that stand at the 

door of their houses! 

But what has come on them that they should look like this? Why 

are they being choked and smothered by something they cannot see, 

and what is that great black cloud overhead? 

It is that cloud which is choking them; they are smothered by 

the blast of that cloud; that cloud is like the great black wings of a 

crow stretched out between us and the blessed light of the sun, and he 

breathing poison from his beak to snatch away the minds and the 

courage of the people, and to put fog and cold into their hearts? 

Is it a sorcerer the crow is, to be able to do this thing? 

I will tell you what it is. It is the English mind, it is the 

Englishing of Ireland. The sky is smothered by it and the sun is chilled 



by it, the light is driven away by it, and it is it that has cast the fog and 

frost on the hearts of the poor people who live to-day on the grass-

green sod of Ireland. There was a day when the sun shone as bright 

and as warm on our country as on any country that He ever kissed. 

There was a day when this sky was so pure and so bright that the 

people could not but laugh with the dint of joy, they to be living under 

it. There was a day once when there was courage and great gladness, 

strength and high-mindedness in the people, who are now so pitiable 

and so discouraged. A change came on them, and look at what they 

are now! 

And I tell you the truth, if you were never told the truth till now, 

that the bow is already made, with which some mother’s son will put 

an arrow through that monstrous, poisonous crow that did us this 

harm, and that took the warmth of the sun from us. * * * 

And he will go away drivelling, shedding heavily his share of 

blood, and he will be putting out a thousand cries and a thousand 

ochones! I will tell you that I see the day coming when those dark 

wings will be hunted away, and the people that are half-dead and half-

smothered will hold up their heads again and many of those who went 

far beyond the sea, to escape from the foul breath of that great crow, 

will return again, and will live in quiet and in content among their 

friends and their kindred. And gladness and high courage will be 

among us again, and the people who have no understanding will 

understand, and the people that have no learning will learn, and the 

people that could not write will be writing, and the people will perform 

feats that never performed one, and the people that did not work will 

be working, and the people that did not plant will be planting, and the 

people that did not grow will be growing, and the people that never 

thought will be thinking, and the people that had forgotten will 

remember, and the people that are crying will be laughing, and the 

people that were not wise will be full of wisdom, and the people that 

were hushed will be shouting. 

They will stand without chains on body or mind, free in the 

presence of God and the people. And this time is not far off. It is a 

short time till the coming of the Fenians. 



 

 

 

 


