




























ROBERT B. SMITH 

THE PATRIOT GAME An Essay 

Come all ye young rebels. list while 1 sing. 
The love of one's country is a terrible thing. 
It banishes/ear with the speed of aflame. 
And it makes you a part of the patriot game. 

These words begin one of the true modem revolutionary ballads of the English-speaking world. It 
is the French. the Italians or the Russians we associate with songs that celebrate the stonning of the Bastille or 
the burning of the Czar's palace; insurrections in England or the United States have produced precious little 
in the way of martial music. Neither the Whiskey Rebellion nor the Rump Parliament inspired Anglo-Saxon 
balladeers to start strununing their guitars. 'The Patriot Game" is an exception .. . nol only a song of pure, 
burning revolution in the English tongue, but one whose influence continues to be felt to this day. Unlike 
other nationalistic anthems, "The Patriot Game" has not yet been relegated to the kind of ho-hum chanting 
that signals the opening of sporting events. And there are yet jurisdictions in the world where a singer could 
pay dearly for so much as humming its lilting tune in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

It should not be surprising to learn that "The Patriot Game" comes from Ireland. People have a way 
of singing about the things they do, and, as people in Ireland have been in the throes of rebellion every single 
generation for hundreds of years, there are numerous Irish rebel songs. "The Patriot Game" has the 
distinction of one of the latest (penned in the late nineteen flfties) as well as the most widely known 
outside of Ireland, being sung in particularly poignant versions by the likes of Judy Collins and Joan Baez. It 
also has the distinction of evoking one of the unlikeliest heroes of all revolutionary literature. 

My name is O'Hanlon; I've just gone sixteen. 
My home is in Monaghan , 'twas there I was weaned. 
I've been taught all my lIfe cruel England to blame. 
Now I'm a part o/the patriot game. 

The second verse thrusts this man--boy, rather-instantly into view. He was Fergal O'Hanlon, and 
he is no songwriter's invention; he 'actually lived. He was born on a small fann in the lush countryside of 
County Monaghan, Ireland and lived near there for all but the last few days of his brief life, never once 
travelling more than flfty miles from the place of his birth. He never flew in an airplane, never rode a train, 
never even learned to drive a car. He was barely literate. One might ask what accomplishment such a 
unpromising young man could have achieved to have his name conjured up so flercely after more than three 
decades. 

To understand O'Hanlon, we need to first know something of the land that was his home. His 
Monaghan birthplace is deeply significant, as County Monaghan borders directly on British-dominated 
Northern Ireland. A few miles from the O'Hanlon cottage was a simple wire fence which pretended to 
separate two peoples with a common language, a common history and much the same customs. Such 
differences as exist, however, are enough to have produced thousands of deaths in the last few years alone. 
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It was in an atmosphere of hate and distrust, made all the morc tense by the presence of a nearly transparent 
border, that Fergal O'HanIon was born in 1937. 

Tis barely two years since I wandered away 
With a local battalion of our bold IRA. 
I've read of our heroes, and I've wanted the same, 
For to play my own pan in the patriot game. 

Ireland's long history is ahnost unifonnly tragic; since Henry ITs invasion of 1169 it has been 
uncommonly bloody as well. For centuries after England's intrusion there were endless raids, s:kirmishes and 
wars. The heroes young O'Hanlon would have heard of were desperate mcn of desperate passions: Wolf 
Tone, who cut his own throat with a penknife the night before he was to hang; Father Murphy, the 
insurrectionist priest roasted alive by his captors; Henry Muruo. lynched in front of his own tailor shop. It is 
hardly any wonder that a youth, knowing nothing morc of life than the drudgery of working an unproductive 
fannhold, would be caught up in the romanticism of a movement which could recite such a litany of martyrs. 
One of the few facts we know of O'Hanlon's life is that shortly after his sixteenth birthday he ran away from 
home and took an oath of allegiance to the Irish Republican Army. From that day until the fateful New 
Year's Eve of 1957, three years of his life simply vanish. 

I was told of how Connoly was shot in a chair, 
The wounds from his battle still bleeding and bare, 
His fine body twisted, all shattered and lame. 
Ah, that soon made me parr of the patriot game. 

James Connoly, to modem hish eyes, is a combination of Washington, Robin Hood and Joan of 
Arc. In 1916 this thwarted refonner led a poorly-organized rebellion in Dublin which succeeded in little 
more than capturing the local post office. In the fighting that followed, Connoly was desperately wounded 
and taken prisoner by the British army. By the time a trial could be held his ill-tended wounds had become 
gangrenous and he obviously had but a short time to live. This fact did not in the least deter the English: they 
strapped Connoly to a chair and set him in front of a frring squad. This one incident, more than any other, 
produced the spark which ignited seven centuries of frustrated Irish nationalism. An intense and stealthy war 
followed. By 1920 the Irish Republican Army virtually controlled the country, having successfully 
established its own clandestine legislature and courts of law. The British forces were confmed to garrisons in 
the large towns. from which they could only venture in well-armed battle groups. In 1922 a political 
compromise was reached whereby Enland granted dominion status to Ireland while reserving six of the 
northenunost counties for its own control. By the time the Republic of Ireland became fully independent in 
1948, England had reaffmned its determination to incorporate Northern Ireland into the United Kingdom. 

This island of ours has too long been half free. 
Six counties are under John Bull's tyranny. 
So I gave up my buyhood to drill and to train 
For taking my pan in the patriot game. 

This is the modem Irish rebel's complaint. Wolf Tone himself had said in 1798 that he could settle 
for nothing less than "Ireland one and Ireland her own, with all that's in her, from the sod to the sky." The 
Irish Republican Anny vowed to achieve this aim; it refused to accept the compromise of 1922. Driven 
underground, declared illegal in both sections of Ireland, it continues to this day to press for the reunification 
of Ireland by whafever means, including--especially including--force of anns. This was O'Hanlon's dream as 
well. 

But what he ultimately did to achieve his dream is not particularly magnificent. Indeed, the actual 
story, stripped of its gloss of legend, is remarkably dreary-modem revolution being far removed from the 
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romantic torch-and-musket days of Wolf Tone. On January I, 1957, a group of men hijacked a dump truck 
and, led by a Limerick postal clerk named Sean South, set out in this makeshift assault vehicle to attack a 
police barracks at Brookeborough in Northern heland. Presumably the raiders were after the arms stored 
there, though they succeeded solely in demonstrating that zeal alone is never enough to overcome sheer 
ineptitude. The homemade grenades they'd brought along turned out to be duds; their only other weapons 
were a single rifle and some small revolvers. The police, previously alened by an infonnant's warning, met 
the raiders with a withering blast of fue from submachine guns. Two of the attackers were wounded almost at 
once; their comrades hWldled them into the back of the truck and roared off into the night, their mission an 
uHer failure. That night the police received an anonymous call telling them two wounded men could be 
found in a nearby cow-byre. When the authorites arrived they found the men--both dead. One was Sean 
South, the other was nineteen-year-old Fergal O'Hanlon. 

O'Hanlon's seory could easily have ended there. But new factors, of the kind that make legends, 
now took control over events. For if there is one thing universally true of revolutionary movements, it is that 
they can feed on defeat as greedily as on victory. By the late fifties, the fortunes of the I.R.A. were at an 
unusually low ebb; it was felt that some means had to be found to interest new recruits in joining a 
particularly ugly guerrilla war that showed no signs of ending. Around this same time, Dominic Behan, 
brother of a famous Irish playwright, became genuinely taken with Q'HanIon's youthful sacrifice. He wrote a 
song about the young man based on the "come-all-ye" broadside b~ds of earlier centuries, setting it to a 
smooth, easily-sung tune. TIle I.R.A., by now particularly receptive to the idea of a new martyr, immediately 
adopted Behan's song as an unofficial anthem. It was titled "The Patriot Game." Within weeks it was being 
sung on both sides of the border. 

Behan chose to end the song on a particularly bitter note, one which purports to mirror the thoughts 
of O'Hanlon as he lay dying beside South in that lonely field. This image takes us once more back to the 
days of partition and the Irishmen who signed the treaty of compromise with England. Perhaps more than 
anything else these last eight lines prove just how deep are the wounds opened by heland's civil war. They 
will be a long time healing. 

• 
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And [ don't mind admitting I've shot at the police, 
For they're lackeys/or war, lIot guardians a/peace. 
It's our own deserters who're eaten with shame. 
For shirking their part in the patriot game. 

And now as [lie here. my body all holes, 
I think a/those traitors who bargained and sold. 
Now I'm sorry my rifle never gave out the same 
To thl! Quislings who sold out our patriot game . 



POULE - HACHET WADE 

BEAR TOLD ME THIS 

I feel gentle rain 
from your eyes 

Cedar Hair Woman 

Deer Stepping 
iu moonlit scent 

why do you look 
at me so· strangely • • • 

Piercing l!agle eyes 

brilliant flowing hair 

the warriors burned him 
among squaws 
wailing night airs • • • 

Painted shadows 
dancing 
greasy grass rhythm 

yes they too 
are fierce wind 
those Crows 

quick 
where is my club • • • 

Ho People 
singing 

sweet Buffalo tongues 

Whirlwind comes 
with skins of water 

smgmg 

it is here 
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/ 
RESUME 

I have been anywhere 
done all things incorrectly 
Anything is my last name 

The tools of my trade 
are educated in experience 
of anything and nothing 

I lack only technique 
1 seem unable to cut glass 
with a hanuner 
or drive nails to town 

• 
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.AT THE COURTHOUSE 

Along battle-scarred corridors of civic duty 
a mouthpiece is walking his parakeet 
and bowing to the chamber of futures. 

He solicits "guilty please" and advertises 
discount meat weighed on blind scales. 
He is compensated with lying money. 

Flogged with apathy, he i. indignant 
and lectures the punctual for the tardy 
as he covers his tracks 
with a dowser of due process. 

It is an honorable deception. 
Give him a bouquet of guns and roses . 
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ANYWHERE TRAVELER 

The moon is a smile under a tree 
that stands like a skeleton. Here the 
anny of dullness has found another recruit, 
an anywhere traveler lying in a muddy dream. 

Drowning in a bucket of empty water, 
too lazy to work and afraid to steal. 
this unemployed arm~ robber lost 

. Chrisbnas somewhere along the past 

He mistook things life offered and accepted 
substitutes and supplements in their stead. 
In sean:h of everything he found nothing 
to keep him ftom the lonely cold. 

Smoking visions in oblivion's backseat. 
he watched blank screens in abandoned theaters. 
Drinking reality. he became a left-handed 
whale in a vaporized sea. 

Paying the pirate a counterfeit token, 
he bathed in tainted waters and fled 
in a borrowed memory. A lighthouse 
reverberated the wail of a banshee 
in a broken bag of powder. 

He travels to change or changes to travel. 
The free ways cause cruise control 
where billboards are computerized. 
Lacking social graces the sun 
does not have the energy to charge 
the batteries of his calculator. 

He is seeking silence that he might 
clean his thoughts to think. He is learning 
to see things as they are and why. 
He craves the best but does not pay its price. 

This desperado with imaginaty insanity 
is disappoinment in a breathing statue. 
You can ask him questions 
if you are not concerned with the answers . 

His future smells of bridges. 
Burning eyes are slippery when wet 
His silhouette is a spectator. 
A blind ghost in a curved shadow 
as be windowshops reality. 
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DELIVERANCE 

Each morning comes to us pure 
like an embryo 
that gathers all day its sin 
which is night 
and each night is church 
for the day. dusk 
the confession, the penance 
each star 
and the moon rising full 
at corrununion. 

(Reprinted from Deliverance, Desert First Works Press,li:lGreg Forker) 

GEMINI 

we no longer try to predict OUI days 
like mongols they charge 
puffmg grey cheeks 
cracking innuendos 
swooping low with leers 
we tell them it's futile 

the intrusion of rain is a wish 
food for OUI poems 
music for the poor 
prerequisite for the con 
with rabbit blood 

having matured 
spring accepts all propositions 
& swells with her child 

today is Sunday 
& the paper is thick 
many have died 
many are dying 

• 
but the barrio lives 
one picture tells it 
a woman 
holding twins 

(Reprinted fonnDeliverance. Desert First Works Press,@GregForker) 
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ARRHYTHMIA 

If it could would our 
Most famous muscle. 
Dressed in its fmest corpuscles, 
Beat through the underann skin? 

Would it fall in love 
With the Aquarium? Or 
The destruction beneath the sink? 

Or would it sit on the front porch, 
Aortas crossed, 
Sipping Plasma 
And eating ventricular potato chips? 

THINGS BE7TER LEFT UNSAID 

If we allow the tomatoes to scream, 
Then the walls must be heard 
About the insensitivity of the carpenter's ring. 
The company they're forced to keep. 

Let the lath laugh, the plaster plead. 
The nails rail on about the liberties of heat. 
And what would the cinderblock: say? 
Give me arms, legs, a torso and feet 
So I can lean over the toilet 
And heave concrete. 
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SUNGLASSES 

Behind these I conceal 
my confusion and lies 
No one can feel 
the hurt or the cries 
I touch I caress 
but the hurt is so deep 
my only recess 
is when I'm asleep 
Without my shades 
this masquerade dies 
When all feeling fades 
the pain's in my eyes 



RICHARD GEORGEOFF 

MR. TRIPINDICVLA R 

They cut open your head 
and in your mind they find 
velvet halls 
Little drops of nobility 
that wink like a star 
Something of comprehe-nsion 
you must only tell the leaf 
Zenith peeking hindus 
go skirting in the breeze 
oh my! can they sew it up? 
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HORAOO DURAN 

MEXICAS 

My friend the Aztecs 
were drug addicts 
pornography didn't exist 
everyone ran around naked 

Then they lost their Empire 
to a handful of soldiers 
with sixteen horses and diarrhea 

My friend I don't blame them 
beause Mrs. Reagan 
wasn't around then 
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THE STORY 

... And then my friend 
Jonah swallowed a whale 
He walked on water 
to join Moses 
in the ark 

Adam drove them 
back to Eden 
where God 
was found 
playing with mud 

somebody had turned off the lights 

TELL ME YOUR NAME 

Tell me your name my friend 
not how many jobs you've held 
or how many important people you know 

Tell me your name 
not the things you have done 
or wish to do 

Don't get lost 
explaining to me 
your ancestty 

TellmeIAM 
and 111 
believe 



HORACIO DURAN 

MEXICAS 

Amigo mfo los Aztecas 
eran dro"gadictos 
no exisua la pomograf'ta 
todo Mundo andaba desnudo 

Luego perdieron so hoperio 
a una manojada de soldados con diarrea 
y diez y seis caballos 

Amigo mlo yo no los culpo 
porque la sra. Reagan 
todavia no existi'a 

ELCUENTO 

Y . I ... entonees arrugo IlUO 
I 

Jonas se trago una ballena 
Camin&' sobre el agua 
para unirse COD Moises 
en el area 

Ad.tn los guio' , 
de regreso a1 Eden 
donde Dios 
se encontraba 
moldeando lodo 

Alguien hab(a apagado las luces 

DIME TU NOMBRE 

Mi amigo dime tu nombre 
no me digas qui has hecho profesionalmente 
o cuanta genie importante conoces 

Dime tu nombre 
no las cosas que has hecho 
o deseas hacer 

I 
No te extravles 
al explicarme 
to ascendencia 

Dime YO SOY 
y yo te 

I 
creere 
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THE SEASON 
ADVANCES, AS DONE TO 
GREEN SLEEVES 

Cole and his commotions pierce your 
scalp. As you tum on your side, ancient Indian 
arrowheads. Hot water filling ears, tub, and the one 
one-room tenement flat steam, a rusting locomotive 
engine breeze. Banling ice for window space, 
melting into cracked wood finish. Finished, you 
imagine, by blonde-cn-blonde Scandinavian 
immigrants. Clear as winter ice. Perfonning now on 
your left, just behind the rotting sofa, is the radiator. 
Spitting, bleating. and dripping as you hover over it 
like a saint. "What child is this who laid to rest on 
Mary's lap is sleeping ... " 

Christmas, 1963: Man, she Iwd tinsel on 
her brain. Waiting outside in a peacoDt jor her 
grandparents to arrive. In a one-horse open sleigh, or 
was it a Pontiac? Yeah. must'a been a Pontiac 
'cause it didn 't snow that ChrismUls. Matter oj fact, 
it hardly ever snowed in Tucson. 

Just another morning. The details of your 
insanity. The soundtrack of a waking city bangs 
upon your windowpane. A fme mist now covers the 
room as sweatshirt and panties drop to the chewed 
puke-green rug. "Whom angels greet with anthems 
sweet while shepherds watch are ki'eping ... " 

Christmas, 1967: The family room was a 
switching yard. SOUThern Pacific train set careening 
dowlI the cracks. The dog hid under the bed while 
the cqt made frequem attacks on the orange boxcars. 
Grandfather sunk in Nostalgia. Reminder of his 
years spent slaving for the railroads. He almost 
smiled and would call her by her Christian name. 
Those were gifts that could never be bought. 
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A finger, a foot, and fmally your entire body 
disintegrates into rising waters fonn. Slow. deep 
breath. Your skin, white as bone, immersed in the 
flood. Nipples, buttocks, freckles, and pubic mound. 
Laid to rest in moors and in the briars. Caressing 
yourself. Still alive at twenty-five. So fluid and 
wann. Molds. animal fat, and fragrance #5. Oceanic 
sleeping in a ceramic pot. "So bring him incense, 
gold and myrrh; come rich and poor to own him ... " 

Christmas, 1969: Rich aromas of baking and 
father'S pipe tobacco filled the kitchen . Her mother 
spun Crosby and Como. Grandparents watched kids 
unravel gifts like spools of thread. BB guns and 
baseball mitts for her brothers. A huge box marked 
"Nonh Pole" sat off in the corner. The one with three 
separate booklets of directions in hiero-glyphics. 
Took five sets of batteries, not included, and seemed 
to possess a mind of, its own. Took a class-four 
operator's license to start, and could only be used 
under adult supervision. Which was OK because dad 
was the only one who would ever play with ;t from 
that day forward. It whirred, sputtered, and then 
ignited before exploding into a thousand pieces, 
encasing the entire area in a haze of blue smoke and 
a sea a/lights . 

You force yourself out of the tub and dry off 
next to the oven. Cracking paint and peeling last 
shreds of wallpaper. Ships and lighthouse give way 
to unforgiving white walls . You shrug, light a 
cigarette. and dress quickly. Dress warmly and 
wonder if mom would approve. The salt thrown on 
the streets has eaten away at your cowboy boots. 
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But you put them on just the same and swear 
they've shrunk another inch. "The king of kings 
salvation brings; let loving hearts enthrone him ..... 

Christmas, 1971: The odor of amdle wax 
like an unstulea stomach. A statue all (he pew. She 
sat still as stolle. Watching imagined snowflakes drift 
about the beautiful wooden church. ' Her 
grandmother blanketed in a huge white quilt. She 
,hought aboul magic and how at midnight the 
animals would talk. 

You glance in the mirror and slowly a face 
lakes place. Put on water for morning's coffee and 
another smoke. You lose yourself for a moment in 
reflections. The midnights spent at the uptown bar 
and the seventh street entry. and fmally to last 
Tuesday, and of the bass player you took home. So 
dry and void of any kind of passion. You smile 
pretty. throw a Jock on the door, and descend the 
dirty staircase leading down and out into another 
was.ed day. "This, this is Chris. the king, whom 
shepherds guard and angels sing .. " 

Christmas, 1973: Every Christmas day 
once upon a time. All her relatives gathered at the 
old house. Women damp with perfume Qnd men 
with bourbon's breath. Children. Sweet guarantors 
0/ one more year's prosperity. Dinner was servtd 
complete with each family 's endless crusades and 
picket Signs. She called it carving through 
Cambodia. Secretly. she fed scraps 0/ turkey and 
pumpkin pie to her dog under the table. After the 
meal sire surprised everyone by sneaking off behind 
,lie Christmas tree, qUietly sobbing as the light 
slowly drained from the sky. 

"Haste, haste to bring laud, the babe the 
son of Mary ... " 

The day slips like a snake onto your 

shadowed soul. Wind freezing down and the snow 
tastes of tin. Plodding through top layers of last 
night's drop. You are surrounded by grey-green 
buildings where no one seems to live. Veering 10 the 
right off Nin.h Street, you skid and slide down 
Hennepen like a bobsled, leaving rails of black.op 
exposed. Vou need someone with a memory. Man­
holes exhale brown sweat steam, creating layers of 
colored bulbs blinking and flashing through .he mist. 
A drag queen in red leotards brushes up against you, 
wishing you a Me:.rry Christtnas. The area is run 
down and you think to yourself that Santa Claus 
better have a machine gun. 

A police car is stopped in the middle of the 
street outside the pool hall. Vou shake your hips and 
pretend not to notice their leering smiles and beady 
blue eyes. It's starting to snow again as you continue 
south towards the bridge. Face red and chapped, 
you peer through eyes that take in each leafless 
branch bent with snow. An empty car lot is covered 
with pure, clean, glistening white powder. You pass 
shops and topless bars where sound pours into the 
streets from God's ghetto blaster ..... Have a Kung Fu 
Christmas." The horizon fills with steeples and 
smokestacks, while the ornaments of nature charge 
each moment and provide crisp silence. Crowds 
sway and faU away into snowbanks which hold the 
face of this earth with frozen discipline. The river is 
breathing smoke, and you hardly notice an Indian 
glaciated on a stoop, lips pursed to a bottle of wine. 
You fight to light up a last wet cig-arette. A different 
kind of poverty. The wind knifes along the bridge as 
you step onto air. Beneath you runs the great 
Mississippi, brown and flowing with chunks of ice 
and sludge, deep and tranquil .. Vou should have 
called your parents to let them know their daughter 
won't be home for Christmas, but you feel so 
disconnected. All around you the twilight ignites and 
the entire world is rimmed with frost ... 
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CONTRIBUTORS' NOTES 

Work in this issue comes from the following units of the Arizona Stale Prison: 

Guest ContribuJors: 

ARIZONA CENTER FOR WOMEN, PHOENIX 
RINCON UNIT, TUCSON 
CIMARRON UNIT, TUCSON 
SOUTII UNIT, FLORENCE 
EAST UNIT, FLORENCE 
KAIBAB UNIT, WINSLOW 
MOHAVE UNIT, DOUGLAS 

Wll.LIAM CLIPMAN is a poet, percussionist, and composer who lives in Tucson. 
His book of poeny, Dog Light, was published by Wesleyan 
University Press in 1981. He has directed writing workshops in 
several units of the Arizona State Prison. 

"wn.L INMAN, fonner editor of Kauri. has lived in Theson since 1973. His 
most recent books are A Way Through for the Damned and A Trek 
of Waking. He directs a writing workshop at the Rincon Unit. 

PA TRIClA McCONNEL lives in Moab, Utah and Las Vegas, Nevada. She is 
the author of Sing Soft, Sing Loud, a book of fiction based on 
her experiences as a prisoner, published by Atheneum Press in 
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