« Island of Destiny ! Innisfail I” we cry dear land to Thee,
As the sun of thy future rises and reddens the western sea !

Island of Destiny | Innisfail ! for thy taith is the payment near ;
The mine of the future is opened, and the golden veins appear.

O Mother of Men that are fit to'be free, for their test for freedom borne,
Thy vacant place in the Nations' race awaits but the coming morn !
John Boyle O'Reilly.
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