B 1) LAND AND LABOUR

977 owing to want of ordinary sanitary accommo-
hority 681 should be closed up absolutely. From
the exception of the poor of Dublin, the

Limerick poor are the worst housed people of the large cities of Ireland . . . Time
has shown us that the wealthy, o which the slum owner and the sweater belong,
will not do anything to remedy this <hameful state of affairs under which the
working class is forced to exist, (not live, as they can’t be said to ‘live’). It is only
for the workers themselves to do what they can in the matter. It is therefore with
much pleasure we learn that at a Conference in the Mechanics’ Institute on
Sunday last, composed of representatives of the Limerick Trades Council, the
Federated Labour Council, the Town Tenants' Association and the Plot-Holders'
Association, the subject was fairly fully dealt with and steps taken to form a
Committee from the bodies to formulate a scheme for better housing for Limerick

workers.

dilapidated condition and
darion. According to the same aut
stut.stics available it 1s proved that with

Limerick Labour Rally
We wish every success to the public meeting to be held in the City on tomortow,
(Sunday). Though primarily ‘- rended for unskilled and semi-skilled workers it
will have a special interest too for skilled workers, because it is only by organising
every available worker — man, woman, boy and girl — that it can ever be hoped
to better their lot and give them an opportunity of obtaining a decent living. In
most instances the wages paid in the City are a veritable disgrace alike to the
employers directly responsible and those other professing energetic citizens whao
prate so much about having the welfare of the City at heart. It is about time surely
rFat we got rid of vant a.d humbug and got down to business. We, workers, must
realise that our one sure means of salvation from our present unenviable
condition lies in our own solidarity; we can only expect help from our own class.
We will get nothing by fawning and acting the slave — the cap-in-hand, ‘Please
your Honour' attitude. We have had an overdose of this in Ireland.

The Galbally Farmer
Darby Ryan

One evening of late as I chanced for to stray,
The town of Tipperary | struck on my way,
For the praties to dig and 1o work by the day,
| hired with a Galbally farmer.

The hire that was going, a shilling a day,

[ took it, | own, tho' shameful to say,

No mention of grub — nor even of tay —
Or a drink for the road from my hirer.

His name was O'Leary, a man hard and mean,
With the face of a miser, mangy and lean;

| was soon made aware of the fool I had been
To hire with that Galbally farmer.

Now Darby was scraggy and wore a hard hat,
I gazed at his get-up, but he gave me no char;
His eyes, altho' bleary, could see like a car,
When watching for a poor spailpin fanach.

Said the crabby ould caffler as he mounted his steed:

‘To the Galbally mountains we’re posting with speed.’

My feelings, don’t doubt it, were gloomy indeed,
As | struck ar a trot out behind him.

Before leaving the town 'twas painful to see
How he acted the clown on his shaggy stageen,
He tore up the street on its head ar full speed,
To show off his antics on horseback.

What a sight was O'Leary and the garran he rode,
Going through Tipperary in his claw-hammer coar;
Tho' my feelings were dreary and heavy my load,

I couldn’t but laugh at the ould codger.

I followed the lead of the daft angishoir,

As he capered and wheeled up wild Galteemore —
No need to reveal the kind feelings | bore

Towards generous Darby O'Leary.

The way that he took wound south on the dale,
Below Sliabh na Mac thre' a green flowery vale;
How glorious it looked, were one in the vein
To enjoy all its beauty so charming!

The road it got steep, and was full of rough stones
That scalded my feet and ratcled my bones;
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The pain grew severe — how | suffered, mo bhron!
Trudging that night towards Barna.

[ asked at the Gap how far we'd to go —

The night it got dark, and my steps became slow —
I was hungry and tired and my spirits were low,
How I needed a drop to revive me!

He told me the distance from there to his place —
As he sat on his nag, a scowl on his face —
Would be less than it was, had I kept the pace
That he set for me leaving Tipperary.

He loosened the reins and gave head to his steed,
And 1. altho’ lame, had ro follow his lead;

Twas vain to complain, he paid me no heed,

Or cared how [ dragged on behind him.

When we came to his house, 1 looked at it first,

It seemed like the ruins of an ould preaching church.
Oh, e s my fate, | was leftin the lurch,

In the clutches of Darby O'Leary.

"Tis well | remember, 'twas Michaelmas night,

To a hearty good supper he did me invite —

Bad spuds and sour milk that would physic a snipe,
Or give you the woeful disorder.

The niggardly rascal looked on with a frown,
While | was admiring my shabby shake-down,
A tick of wet chaff, all dirty and brown,

And a quilt since the time of the Damer.

[ was tired and distressed from my long and hard tramp,
And found when undressed a bed worse than damp;

I'd no hope of a sleep for it seemed the ould scamp
Kept the fleas in his doss in starvation.

The following morning before the daylight,

I was roused up by Darby, all flurry and fright,
Had to weed his big garden, till late into night,
When even the ghosts had been quartered!

FERE ki Toam o

From work without cease and food that was bad,
When the darkness came on, | was weary and sad,

Parched for a deoch, [ touched the old lad,

But as well look for down on a badger.

Twas early next morning [ opened my cell,

And left without warning this happy hotel;

His praties and blathach [ pitched them to hell —
And likewise kind Darby O'Leary.

| worked in Kilcommon, I worked in Kenmore,
[ worked in Knockcarron and Soloheadmore,
Nicker, Rathcannon and Boheranore

With dacent respectable people.

[ worked in Tipperary, the Rag and Rosgreen,
The moat of Kilfeacle, and the bridge of Aleen,
But such cruel tribulations | never have seen
As | got from that Galbally farmer.

And now it is time for to finish my song;

[ hope that the reign of his breed be soon gone,
So, here's to that day — for it won’t be too long —
And bad cess to you Darby O'Leary!

From the Labour Party Conference Magazine, 1995

The Story of Sarah McGowan

The ways of the average employer are many. He is an astute gentlem:u
times, but especially so when there is a danger of his pocket suffering. ' .
he doesn't like that his employees should look for an increase in their wiy:
neither does he like to see them organise for their own protection and Lrl-"
although he joins up with his fellow employers in wealthy Federations in
safeguard himself and his pocket, and try and break up Trades Unionism -
part of his workers. We have heard that since the lrish Transport and U
Workers Union started organising in Limerick, certain employers are :h.'-.-
out ways and means, to smash the Union. We will give one instance whi |



