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Pathephone 

Introduction 

Music was an important part of life in the early 20
th

 century, just as it is today, but there 

are very great differences in the way music was heard, in the way songs were transmitted and 

became popular, and in the way performers made a living. 

There were no radio or television stations. Wireless telegraphy had been invented by 

Guglielmo Marconi and by 1912 was efficient enough to be able to transmit distress signals 

from the Titanic before it sank in the Atlantic. However, the wireless telegraph could not 

transmit sounds. It could only pass messages in Morse code as a series of clicks sent from a 

key attached to the transmitter and picked up by the receiver. Radio stations weren’t 

developed until the 1920s.  

Thomas Edison invented the phonograph in 1877, but it took 

ten years or so to develop it to the point where it was a commercial 

success. His machine had a large horn to collect sound and this 

was transmitted through a sound-vibrated stylus to a hollow 

rotating wax disk. The machine could both record and play back 

sound. 

The gramophone used a 

different system. The recording 

was cut with a stylus on a rotating 

disk with the track of the 

recording starting at the outside of 

the disk and spiraling inwards 

towards the centre. Disks for sale 

were made of shellac. The 

gramophone could play 

recordings, but, unlike the 

phonograph cylinders, 

gramophone disks could not be 

used for home recording. 

Nevertheless the gramophone gradually took over the record 

trade, because of longer playing times and greater strength. In 1901, 10-inch disc records 

were introduced, followed in 1903 by 12-inch records. These could play for more than three 

and four minutes respectively, while contemporary cylinders could only play for about two 

minutes.  

Though phonograph and gramophone recordings were available in the years before the 

First World War, the equipment to play them was costly. Working class households were 

very unlikely to be able to afford the expense. For this reason, recordings only played a small 

part in the popularising of songs. 
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The music industry was dominated by sheet music publishers. Music shops carried a 

vast range of printed songs with piano accompaniments. The late 19th century saw a great 

increase in the amount of sheet music published, with a piano 

becoming a desirable fixture in a middle class home. The 

ability to play the piano was a valued social grace, especially 

for young ladies, and piano lessons were a necessary part of 

their education. 

The first decade of the 20th century saw the production 

of more popular music than had ever been written up to that 

time: about 25,000 songs annually. In 1893, sheet music for the 

song "After the Ball" sold one million copies and, over the next 

ten years, went on to sell a total of ten million. The popularity 

of a song was judged on its sheet music sales, not as nowadays 

on the sale of recordings. 

People who couldn’t read music themselves, nor afford a gramophone, came in contact 

with popular songs in various ways. Family and friends learned from the gifted one who 

could play. Singing on social occasions was common, whether at home or in public houses. 

Concerts were much more common than nowadays. Most large towns had some sort of 

theatre or hall where visiting artistes or local talent entertained 

people. A common form of entertainment was the smoking concert, 

an entertainment for men only. These were forums not only for the 

singing of popular songs, but often for the discussion of politics, 

and, as the name implies, smoking was not just tolerated but 

encouraged.  

The songs that follow are a sample of some of the songs 

popular at the time. Some, like It’s a Long Way to Tipperary, were 

popular all over the world. Some like God Save Ireland were 

popular only in Ireland, and some, like The Soldier’s Song were 

popular only among advanced nationalists in Ireland, until changed 

political circumstances gave them a wider audience. Some were 

popular in their day, but have been largely forgotten. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/After_the_Ball_(song)
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Goodby-*e Dolly Gray was written in the United States during the Spanish-American War of 

1898. It became popular in Britain during the Boer War which lasted from 1899 to 1902. The 

words “'Tis the tramp of soldiers true in their uniforms so blue” were changed to “'Tis the tramp of 

soldiers' feet in their uniforms so neat.” American soldiers at the time wore blue uniforms, while the 

British Army still wore scarlet tunics. The song became popular again during the First World War. 
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Goodbye Dolly Gray 

I have come to say goodbye, Dolly Gray 

It's no use to ask me why, Dolly Gray 

There's a murmur in the air, you can hear it everywhere 

It is the time to do and dare, Dolly Gray 

 

Don't you hear the tramp of feet, Dolly Gray 

Sounding through the village street, Dolly Gray 

'Tis the tramp of soldiers' feet in their uniforms so neat 

So goodbye until we meet, Dolly Gray 

 

Goodbye Dolly I must leave you, though it breaks my heart to go 

Something tells me I am needed at the front to fight the foe 

See, the soldier boys are marching and I can no longer stay 

Hark, I hear the bugle calling, Goodbye Dolly Gray 

 

Hear the rolling of the drums, Dolly Gray 

Back from war the regiment comes, Dolly Gray 

On your lovely face so fair, I can see a look of fear 

For your soldier boy's not there, Dolly Gray 

 

For the one you love so well, Dolly Gray 

In the midst of battle fell, Dolly Gray 

With his face toward the foe, as he died he murmured low 

"I must say goodbye and go, Dolly Gray" 
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"It's a Long Way to Tipperary" is a British music hall song written by Jack Judge. It was first sung on 

the music hall stage in 1913 by Florrie Forde. During the First World War, Daily Mail correspondent 

George Curnock saw the Irish regiment the Connaught Rangers singing this song as they marched 

through Boulogne on 13 August 1914 and reported it on 18 August 1914. The song was quickly 

picked up by other units of the British Army. In November 1914 it was recorded by the well-known 

Irish tenor John McCormack, which helped its worldwide popularity. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Music_hall
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jack_Judge
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First_World_War
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daily_Mail
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Connaught_Rangers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Boulogne-sur-Mer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/British_Army
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_McCormack_(tenor)
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It's a Long Way to Tipperary 

Up to mighty London came 

An Irish lad one day, 

All the streets were paved with gold, 

So everyone was gay! 

Singing songs of Piccadilly, 

Strand, and Leicester Square, 

'Til Paddy got excited and 

He shouted to them there: 

It's a long way to Tipperary, 

It's a long way to go. 

It's a long way to Tipperary 

To the sweetest girl I know! 

Goodbye Piccadilly, 

Farewell Leicester Square! 

It's a long long way to Tipperary, 

But my heart's right there. 

Paddy wrote a letter 

To his Irish Molly O', 

Saying, "Should you not receive it, 

Write and let me know! 

If I make mistakes in "spelling", 

Molly dear", said he, 

"Remember it's the pen, that's bad, 

Don't lay the blame on me". 

It's a long way to Tipperary, 

It's a long way to go. 

It's a long way to Tipperary 

To the sweetest girl I know! 

Goodbye Piccadilly, 

Farewell Leicester Square, 

It's a long long way to Tipperary, 

But my heart's right there. 

Molly wrote a neat reply 

To Irish Paddy O',  

Saying, "Mike Maloney wants  

To marry me, and so  

Leave the Strand and Piccadilly,  

Or you'll be to blame,  

For love has fairly drove me silly,  

Hoping you're the same!"  

It's a long way to Tipperary, 

It's a long way to go. 

It's a long way to Tipperary 

To the sweetest girl I know! 

Goodbye Piccadilly, 

Farewell Leicester Square, 

It's a long long way to Tipperary, 

But my heart's right there. 
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Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit-Bag” was a World War I marching song, published in 1915 in 

London. It was written by George Henry Powell under the pseudonym of "George Asaf", and set to 

music by his brother Felix Powell. It won a competition for a marching song, and became very 

popular. The verses don’t match the quality of the chorus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_War_I
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/London
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/George_Henry_Powell
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Felix_Powell
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THE   THREE-COLOURED   RIBBON 
By Peadar Kearney 

 

 

 

 
 

I HAD a  true  love  if ever a girl  had  one,  

I had a true love, a brave lad was he,  

One fine Easter Monday  with his gallant comrades  

He started away for to set Ireland free. 

 
All round my hat I wear a three-coloured Bibbon,  

All  round my hat  until  death  comes  to  me, 
And if anybody's asking me why do I wear it,— 
It's all for  my true love 1  never more shall see. 

 
His bandolier rouud him,  his bright bayonet  shining; 
His short  service  rifle,  a  beauty to see;  

There was joy in his eyes tho' he left me behind him  

And started away for to set Ireland free. 

 
He whispered " Good bye love, Old Ireland is calling, 
High  over  Dublin   our  tricolour  flies,  

In the streets of the city the foeman is falling 
And wee birds are singing ' Old Ireland Arise! ' 

 
In praying and watching the dark days passed over,  

The roar of the guns brought no message to me: 
I prayed for Old  Ireland, I prayed for my lover 
That he might be saved, and old Ireland be free, 

 
The  struggle  was  ended,  they brought me  the story  

The last whispered message he sent unto me: 
“I was true to  my land, love, I fought for her glory,  

And gave up my life for to  make Ireland free.' 

Peadar Kearney was a member of the Irish Volunteers and in Easter Week 1916 served in the 

Jacob’s Factory garrison under Thomas McDonagh and Major John McBride. This song was 

written after the rising and is dedicated to his wife, Eva. 
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The Soldier’s Song was first published in Irish Freedom by Bulmer Hobson in 1912 and became 

popular as a marching song with the Irish Volunteers. During the Easter Rising it was sung 

by the garrison in the GPO. After the rising it became popular all over Ireland. Above all 

other nationalist songs it was the one that most represented the new independence movement.  

The Irish version, Amhrán na bhFiann was written by Liam Ó Rinn and published in 1923. 

The chorus is used as the National Anthem. Kearney’s original words are seldom used now, 

but his was the version popular during the War of Independence.  

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Irish_Freedom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bulmer_Hobson
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THE   SOLDIER'S   SONG 
Words by Peadar Kearney  

Music by Paddy Heaney. 

 
WE'LL sing a song, a soldier's song 

With  cheering,   rousing  chorus  

As  round  our  blazing flres  we throng, 

The  starry  heavens o'er us;  

Impatient  for  the  coming  fight, 

And as we wait the morning's liglit  

Here in the silence of the night 

We'll chant a soldier
j
s song. 

 

Soldiers  are we. whose lives  are  pledged to  Ireland, 

Some have eome from a land beyond the wave.  

Sworn to  be free,  no  moré our  ancient sireland 

Shall shelter the  despot or the  slave;  

Tonight we man the bearna baoil 

In  Erin's cause,   come  woe  or  weal; 

 'Mid  cannon's  roar  and  rifle's  peal 

We'll  chant  a soldier's song. 

 

In valley green on towering crag 

Our  fathers  fought bef'ore us, 

 And conquered 'neath the same old flag 

That's  proudly floating  o'er  us,  

We're children  of  a  fighting race 

That  never  yet  has  known   disgrace,  

And as we march the foe to face, 

We'll chant a soldier's song. 

 

Soldiers  are we, etc. 

 

Sons of the Gael! Men of the Pale! 

The  long  watched day  is  breaking;  

The serried ranks of Innisfail 

Shall set the tyrant quaking.  

Our  camp fires  now are burning low; 

See  in  the  east    a  silv'ry  glow, 

 Out  yonder  waits   the   Saxon foe, 

So  chant  a soldier's   song. 

 

Soldiers are we,  etc.,  etc.  
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Darby (Diarmuid) Ryan lived in Bansha,  County Tipperary. He was born in 1777 and died in 

1856. This is the best known of his poems. “Peelers” was the common nickname for the Irish 

Constabulary, the police force, set up by Sir Robert Peel when he was Chief Secretary of 

Ireland. The song is said to have been prompted by the seizure of some goats for causing an 

obstruction on the public road, but it is really an attack on the new police force, and on 

English laws in Ireland. It was frequently sung or even whistled to provoke the Peelers. 
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A Nation Once Again was written by Thomas Osborne Davis. On 13th July 1844 he published it in The 

Nation, a newspaper he had founded with Charles Gavan Duffy and John Blake Dillon. It quickly 

became popular with Irish Nationalists. Davis strongly believed in the power of songs and stated “we 

will endeavour to teach the people to sing the songs of their country that they may keep alive in 

their minds the love of the fatherland.” He also wrote The West’s Awake and Clare’s Dragoons. 
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The Manchester Martyrs – William Allen, Michael Larkin, and Michael O'Brien – were members of 

the Irish Republican Brotherhood, who were executed for the murder of a police officer in Manchester 

in 1867. A group of Fenians who attacked a horse-drawn police van transporting two arrested Fenians, 

Thomas J. Kelly and Timothy Deasy, to  Gaol. Police Sergeant Charles Brett, travelling inside with the 

keys, was shot and killed as the attackers attempted to force the van open by blowing the lock. Allen, 

Larkin, and O'Brien were publicly hanged on a temporary structure built on the wall of Salford Gaol, 

on 23 November 1867, in front of a crowd of 8,000–10,000. The song “God Save Ireland” became an 

unofficial Irish National Anthem in the years before the 1916 rising. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Irish_Republican_Brotherhood
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Manchester
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fenian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_J._Kelly_(Irish_nationalist)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Timothy_Deasy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Belle_Vue_Gaol
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Salford,_Greater_Manchester
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I'll sing you a song of peace and love, 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

To the land that reigns all lands above. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

May peace and plenty be her share 

Who kept our homes from want and care, 

God bless Mother England is our prayer. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di do day. 

 

chorus 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

So we say, Hip Hooray! 

Come and listen while we pray. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di do day. 
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When we were savage, fierce and wild 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

She came like a mother to her child. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

She gently raised us from the slime 

Kept our hands from hellish crime, 

And sent us to Heaven in her own good time. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

 

Now our fathers oft were very bad boys. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

Guns and pikes are dangerous toys. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

From Bearna Baol to Bunker Hill 

They made poor England weep her fill, 

But ould Brittania loves us still! 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

 

Now Irishmen, forget the past! 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

And think of the time that's coming fast. 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

When we shall all be civilized, 

Neat and clean and well-advised. 

And won't Mother England be surprised? 

Whack fol the diddle all the di doh day. 

 

We couldn’t get a date of first publication for this song of Peadar Kearney’s but the only two 

historical references are to the Battle of the Yellow Ford (1598) and  Pieter’s Hill, a battle 

during the Boer War. The song probably predates 1916. 
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The Foggy Dew 

Written by Canon Charles O’Neill (1887-1963), a parish priest of Kilcoo and later 

Newcastle, County Down, sometime after 1919 

As down the glen one Easter morn to a city fair rode I 

There Armed lines of marching men in squadrons passed me by 

No pipe did hum, no battle drum did sound its dread tattoo 

But the Angelus Bell o'er the Liffey's swell rang out through the foggy dew 

Right proudly high over Dublin Town they hung out the flag of war 

'Twas better to die 'neath an Irish sky than at Suvla or Sud-El-Bar 

And from the plains of Royal Meath strong men came hurrying through 

While Britannia's Huns, with their long range guns sailed in through the foggy dew 

 

Oh the night fell black, and the rifles' crack made perfidious Albion reel 

In the leaden rain, seven tongues of flame did shine o'er the lines of steel 

By each shining blade a prayer was said, that to Ireland her sons be true 

But when morning broke, still the war flag shook out its folds in the foggy dew 

 

'Twas England bade our wild geese go, that "small nations might be free"; 

Their lonely graves are by Suvla's waves or the fringe of the great North Sea. 

Oh, had they died by Pearse's side or fought with Cathal Brugha* 

Their graves we'd keep where the Fenians sleep, 'neath the shroud of the foggy dew. 

 

Oh the bravest fell, and the Requiem bell rang mournfully and clear 

For those who died that Eastertide in the spring time of the year 

And the world did gaze, in deep amaze, at those fearless men, but few, 

Who bore the fight that freedom's light might shine through the foggy dew 

 

As back through the glen I rode again and my heart with grief was sore 

For I parted then with valiant men whom I never shall see more 

But to and fro in my dreams I go and I kneel and pray for you, 

For slavery fled, O glorious dead, when you fell in the foggy dew. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kilcoo,_County_Down
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Newcastle,_County_Down
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Military_tattoo
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Angelus_Bell
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/River_Liffey
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Suvla
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sedd_el_Bahr
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_Irish_county_nicknames
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/County_Meath
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Perfidious_Albion
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Flight_of_the_Wild_Geese
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Suvla
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/North_Sea
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Patrick_Pearse
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cathal_Brugha
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fenian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Requiem
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While goin' the road to sweet Athy, hurroo, hurroo 
While goin' the road to sweet Athy, hurroo, hurroo 
While goin' the road to sweet Athy 
A stick in me hand and a drop in me eye 
A doleful damsel I did spy 
Johnny I hardly knew ye. 

With your drums and guns and guns and drums, hurroo, hurroo 
With your drums and guns and guns and drums, hurroo, hurroo 
With your drums and guns and guns and drums 
The enemy nearly slew ye 
Oh darling dear, Ye look so queer 
Johnny I hardly knew ye. 

 
 
 
Where are your eyes that were so mild, hurroo, hurroo 
Where are your eyes that were so mild, hurroo, hurroo 
Where are your eyes that were so mild 
When my heart you so beguiled 
Why did ye skedaddle from me and the child 
Oh Johnny, I hardly knew ye. 
 
Where are your legs that used to run, hurroo, hurroo 
Where are your legs that used to run, hurroo, hurroo 
Where are your legs that used to run 
When first you went for to carry a gun 
Indeed your dancing days are done 
Oh Johnny, I hardly knew ye. 
 
I'm happy for to see ye home, hurroo, hurroo 
I'm happy for to see ye home, hurroo, hurroo 
I'm happy for to see ye home 
All from the island of Sulloon 
So low in the flesh, so high in the bone 
Oh Johnny I hardly knew ye. 
 
Ye haven't an arm, and ye haven't a leg, hurroo, hurroo 
Ye haven't an arm, and ye haven't a leg, hurroo, hurroo 
Ye haven't an arm, and ye haven't a leg 
Ye're an eyeless, noseless, chickenless egg 
Ye'll have to put in a bowl to beg 
Oh Johnny I hardly knew ye. 
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’Sé do bheatha, a bhean ba léanmhar 

Dob é ár gcreach tú bheith i ngéibhinn 

do dhúiche bhreá i seilbh meirleach 

is tú díolta leis na Gallaibh. 

Curfá: 

Óró, sé do bheatha abhaile 

óró, sé do bheatha abhaile 

óró, sé do bheatha abhaile 

anois ar theacht an tsamhraidh. 

 

Tá Gráinne Mhaol ag teacht thar sáile 

óglaigh armtha léi mar gharda, 

Gaeil iad féin is ní Gaill ná Spáinnigh 

is cuirfidh siad ruaig ar Ghallaibh. 

 

A bhuí le Rí na bhFeart go bhfeiceam 

muna mbeam beo ina dhiaidh ach seachtain 

Gráinne Mhaol agus míle gaiscíoch 

ag fógairt fáin ar Ghallaibh.  

This is an adaptation of an earlier Jacobite song which looked forward to Bonnie Prince 

Charlie returning to reclaim the throne: 

 

“A Shéarlais Óig, a mhic Rí Séamus, 

‘Sé mo mhór-chreac do thriall as Éirinn, 

Gan tuinnte bróig’ ort, stoca nó léinidh, 

Ach do chascairt leis na Gallaibh.” 
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