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'PREFACE T0 THE NEW EDITION

OF

MOORE’S MELODIES IN ENGLISH AND IRISH, ACCOMPANIED
WITH COPIES OF THE LETTERS HE WROTE TO ARCH-
BISHOP MAcHALE ON THE SUBJECT OF HIS IRISH TRANS-
LATION.

NOTE BY ARCHBISHOP MacHALE.

Having published at intervals several of Moore's Melodies trans-
lated into Irish, I now give an edition of them, accompanied, for the
most part, by the original English, in juxtaposition. This isan ad-
vantage of which the want has been much felt in the preceding edi-
tions. Aware of the more extensive cirenlation which an edition in
both languages could not fail to command, I sought from the firm
of Longman, in London, a relaxation of their copyright of the English
in favor of a project which I considered would not injuriously inter-
fere with their commercial interests. In this expectation, however, I
was disappointed, although Moore himself had the kindness to inter-
fere, as may be seen by the annexed correspondence on the subject
of the Irish Melodies, now after several years published for the first
time.

Time, however, the great arbiter of conflicting interests more im-
portant than those literary publications, has at length settled the
question, and, by the expiration of the exclusive copyright, has re-
leased the earlier and almost the entire of those national productions.
The present issue contains above eighty of those inimitable songs,
comprising all of the ten numbers, which, for their national tone, I
deemed most deserving of an Irish translation. Of the later numbers,
there are a few as yet without the English accompaniment. But,
during the few unexpired years of their copyright, the reader can
easily supply the blanks from the many cheap editions of the Melo-
dies now in circulation.

MOORE’S LETTERS. 2

SnoPERTON, December 10th, 1841.
Mly Dear Lord,—On my return, but a few days sinece, to Sloper-
ton, I found a heap of letters awaiting me, many of which being ** de
omnibus rebus et quibusdam aliis,” I thought might safely be left a
few days without answers, and among these (from my not immedia-~
tely making out the signature) was unfortunately your Lordship’s,

X
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By the greatest good luck I happened, but a few minutes since, to
open this packet, and lose not a moment in acquainting you with the
cnuse of a delay which must have appeared to you so uncourteous
and so unaccountable. As the post hour presses upon me, I have
time at this moment for no more than to thank you most cordiall
for your kind Yand f%‘uwerihn‘g mrﬁlt‘mgaicauou. t:z'u:ui subseribe mys
our Lordship's obli servan
. s THOMAS MOORE.

To His Grace the Most Rev. John MucHale,
Archbishop of Tuam, Tuawm, Ireloand.

Bowoop, December, 1841,
My Dear Lord,—I trust that ere this you have received my letter
accounting for the long delay of my answer to your very gratifying
announcement. That these songs of mine should be translated into
what I may call their native language, is in itself a great gratifica-
tion and triumiph to me; but, that such a tribute should come from

the pen of your G d pleasure
¥ !eepleln & your Grace, consideirably adds to the pride and p!

I need hardly say that any assistance I can lend, by making in-
quiries of ubl&hers, or vtherwise facilitating your task, shafl he
most heartily at your Grace’s command.

1am most truly your Graco’s faithful servant,

MAS MOORE.
To His Grace the Most Rev. John MacHale, i

Archbishop of Tuam, Tuam, Ireland,

Bowoop, January, 1842,
b My Dear Lord,—Almost ever since I received your lagt letter, I
ave been in expectation of being called to town for the purpose of
ursuing my labors af the State Paper Office, which will now be a
irened aud frequent task of mine, as I have re-embarked, after a long
uterruption, in my Irish History. It was my intention, had I gone
m|w"' to make such inquiries on the subject of your translation, as
w‘;‘é‘d be more satisfactory than any I can procure through the
- ~)';ujm of letters. I know nothing of the state of the property of the

f"t’; J u Dublin, but in London it is in the hunds of the widow of the
i i Power, from whom the Longmans derive the power of
,‘,’Xm“’m"“ It. To her, therefore, any application must be made to
E l""gﬁ the use of either the words or tge mausie for publication in
di[gc:?tiée ImS)P(;;l(‘)?kbsv mos't;.o slorrthI assure you, if by any of (itt\oge :
X 'k were
817,}'-\8 our translation to the (v?f:rld.e high honor you iutended v
did .f‘ et etter in the newspaper which you were go kind as to gend me,
and th want any additional interest to its own power of language
might ‘ﬁ‘.}““t’ but, if it did, the sight of my own poetry (in what
might be aluioet called its hatural Janguage) enchrined thus in the
?ao your 3rosei‘:nuld most abundantly afford it.
m, my dear Lord, your Grace's very humble servanh
OMAS MOORE

1 : TH!
the Most }:w. John MacHale, Archbishop of Tuam,

SLOPERTON, April 30th, 1842.
tong gacar Lord.—T feel really ashamed of myselt for havirg S0
addition £, the nrqsknowledgment of your great kindness; but, in
and painfully occuplel()ll{;sym e of business, I have been, Jately, much

the state of health in which my younger
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boy has returned from India. He is now, thank God, doing better,
but we are still not free from alarm about him.

Your Irish (trul{ Irish) Melodies are a shame and a reproach to
me, and I would wi lingly give up much of what I know of other lan-
guages to have been Irishman enough to accomplish such a work.

Yours, in great haste, but most truly,
THOMAS MOORE.

To His Grace the Most Rev. Doctor MacHale,
Archbishop of Tuam, Tuam, Ireland.

December 26th, 1845.

My Dear Lord,—I was, for two reasons, pleased and proud to hear
from you. In the first pi&ee, to find myself kindly remembered by
ou, could not be otherwise than a pride and a pleasure to me, and in
he next, the sight of another number of the Melodies relieved me
from a fear which I was beginning to give way fo, that you had not
met with sufficient sympathy in your national work to induce you to
continue it. This would, indeed, have been a pit and a shame, and I
hail your new number as a proof that I was mis ken.

I find {ou have been able to make the metre of the Irish words ex-
actly suit the airs, which must have been no easy achievement, I
have a Latin transiation of the Melodies, but of course no such tour
de force is attempted in it.

elieve me, your Lordship’s very sincere and obliged servant,
THOMAS MOORE.
To the Most Rev. Dr. MacHale, Archbishop of Tuam,
Tuam, Ireland.



FREFACE TO THE EARLIER EDITIONS

oF

THE IRISH TRANSLATION OF MOORE'S MELODIES.

THE powerful influence of music and poetry on the feelings and
habits of every people, is too well attested by experience to require
an elaborate illustration. Of our incontrovertible claims to a refined
and cultivated musie, and to the high intellectual tone of which it is
at once the index and the offspring; the fow following specimens from
the now classical melodies of our country furnish abundant evidence.

It further proofs were wanting, they may be found in the published

instrelsy of Mr. Hardiman, or the many popular songs in the posses-
sion of Mr. Bunting,

to whom every Irishman owes lasting obligations
for the patriotic devotion with which they have suecessfully labored
to rescue from oblivion soma of the most valuable relies of our an-
clent poetry and music. That the specimens of poetry that are left
us did vot always correspond with the beauty of the melody that
breathes through them, cannot surprise any reader familiar with the
records of that ruthless spirit which, equally jealous of both, strove
to involve them in the same common destruction. Against the
growth and perfection of our Poetry and literature, it was, ajas! &3
they were placed within its reach, but too successtul, and hernece they
were so impaired by repeated aggression as to be almost extin-

guished: whilst our musie, like the morning bird, so emblematic of

its sweetness and its freedom, sought salety in higher regions from
the shafts of its pursuers; and whether it lighted on the valleys, or
poured its wild melodies along the summits of our mountains, it al-
Ways possessed the magic power of charming the wounds which
were inflicted by the persecutions of the stranger. .

Yet it is not from the poetical compositions of our native bards
that our melodies sustained most injury. Though the dress in which
they clothed their thoug’

hts was simple, it was in general natural and
graceful; and in our Popular songs, 3

might ke pointed out to the classic
poets of higher fame, so faithiully was the spirit of the ancient Muse
transmitted through the Irish language. It was only when our
musie was foreibly united with the



xi

tive music shall ever be indebted for clothing it in & manner befitting
its dignity and lineage, and throwing over it much of the rich
Oriental drapery with which a congenial fancy had so amply fur-
nished him. Thus attired, our melodies have been introduced into
the most fashionable musical salons of Europe,—nay sometimes
adorned in a foreign costume. But no sooner do they breathe and
gpeak than they are at once revealed—the genuine daughters of the
land not less tamed for song, thun for the fidelity, heroism, and sanc-
tity of its children. To introduce those Melodies to my humbler
countrymen, robed in a manner worthy of their high origin, has
been my objectin the following translation. The banishing of those
gross compositions with which our musical airs” were oftentimes de-
filed will be doing a service to the taste and morality of the people:
how much more so, when for them will besubstituted those pure and
lofty sentiments of patriotism and virtue, which those selections ot\
the Irish Melodies so abundantly supply. The genius of Moore must
ever command admiration. Ils devotion to the vindieation of the
ancient faith of Ireland and the charactor of its injured people, must
inspire every Irishman with still more estimable feelings. Seated
amidst the tuneful followers of Apollo, he essayed the instrument of
_every Muse, and became master of them all. Sighing at length for
some higher and holier source of poetical feeling, he turns to the
East, and listens with rapture to its prophetic melodies; subdued by
the strain, he lets fall the lyre, scizes the harp of Sion and of Erin,—at
once the emblem of piety and patriotiam, and gives its boldest and
most solemn chords to his own impassioned inspirations of country
and of religion.
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WeAHRU)5]O CAJEREjW HRJAIN, 18R SNALAC
uAJO.

Fopn—Waine iy Hh-Alpm.

L

Weabnuizd cartndim Dpian, le'n 5nacac buard,
518 ca laece an 341151535 'na lude,

518 cojllce do 'n Winman & azur rince 'ran uat,
’S nac b-piligd 30 Cron-Copinald o €o1d’:

An neulc @0 na paiT’ reap Tolur naé nab pann
AN 4 3-cat, Th anolr bajtce pa éed;

Acc it led-nuin 'a locnan 413 Larad aqn z4¢ lanm,
Le n-an Dcpednitzad cumcneire anm 34 5led.

1L

A Wiarain, "nuain do brionad onc le péile neariy-5ann
Sac mare, 54¢ ajlle, ‘zur zaé reun,

An raoilead zo b-pujzpiBe ain fl1ab no o' n zleann
Lonz puattan ojne Foinneancrhain Sefni—

ViBead, 415 anloclanaé reanar cicne, rion,
So d-Tiiojdreamuid pa faoinre 3o cneun, *

'Spun peann abert bliadanca paoy cneacda, le bejt raomy,
"Na cath uané o tlabpasb tao1 leun,

1.

Ha deanmadais na co-laocna dflyre, tuz copl
beft parcuiice 30 calmac 'ra n-zleo ;

518 b15 caonac an ileanna deanz & n-a B.puyl,
_Nion teteadan, acc tujreadan d eqr clos,

A9 Srian, 4 ta Dan rorlriazad, do Conainic 14d 'na tujde
A baireacart Ornajde pa lan,

Ha biSead rl.nﬁlb WML DA brac-bndm anoée 415 b
Fa 5un Eufceadan 587 eRTIRGa8 ran an.



IRISH MELODIES. 18

REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIAN, THE BRAVE.
Amrr—Molly MacAlpin.

L

Remember the glories of Brian the brave,
Tho’ the days of the hero are o'er;

Tho’, lost to Mononia, and cold in the grave,
He returns to Kinkora no more.

The star of the field, which so often hath pour'd
Its beam o’er the battle, is set;

But enough of its glory remains on each sword
To light us to victory yet.

o

Mononia! when Nature embellish’d the tint
Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair,

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print
The footstep of slavery there?

No! Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign,
Go, tell our invaders, the Danes,

That 't is sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine,
Than to sleep but a moment in chains.

L

Forget not our wounded companions, who' stood
In the day of distress by our side;

While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood,
They stirr’d not, but conquer’d and died.

That sun which now blesses our arms with his light
Saw them fall upon Ossory’s plain;

Ohl let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night,
To find that they fell there in vain,
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JRIN, TA DesRa 3US swiseada 0o SiL
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5UT 30 priar,
5-coBlany re, rfon-zlar,
an le uaznear na b-oi8ee,

& An anp an 3-cnoibe,



IRISH MELODIES. 15

ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES.

Awr—Eilin a Rin.

L

Erin! the tear and the smile in thine eyes
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies,
Shining through sorrow’s stream,
Saddening through pleasure’s gleam,

Thy suns, with doubtfal beam,
Weep while they rise.

II.

Erin! thy silent tear never shall cease,
-Erin! thy langnid smile ne’er shall increase,
Till, like the rainbow’s light,
Thy various tints unite,
And form in Heaven’s sight
One arch of peace!

—0r—
OII! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME.
Am—The Brown Maid,

L

Oh! breathe not his name, let it rest in the shade,
‘Where, cold and unhonor'd, his relics are 1aid ;

Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed,

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o’er his head.

1L

But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps,
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps;
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls

- Shall long keep his memory green in our souls,
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TRA OO'N TE Th DUJT cabnta HAG W-be)d 53
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1L
bud onzra bf brjonzlotde of’ 8l mo Bie,
'S bud onc m' eazna 415 meothanad zo rior;
'S an onga, ar denenarie, acyad raar 6 mo énofde,
VP ant v amme '3 cénomn 5o riom.
O ’r aoBn 66’y cainbde, fanar beo ain & T-raogal,
Feicrin laete do 316m' 1r mon éarl.
Wa 5815 110 'l Beannadée éo zan 86, o 1H-500l,
Le bar a1t ron ® 4ndném' d pazarl.
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AN CRUJT, DY Scar Erf Eawajd 'N »)5.
Fonn—Waine o Sco.

L
Ay enupc, do reap Enf tallaid 'n n3
Ha zaete cedlra binn!,
Ta'n ballas Teamna moir 'nn o luiSe
Jan reanrad ceoy, o minn:
Wan r4d ra'n cam. cuad tang, paoy <eo,
Ta éal,'ra clrapan fuan;
It cnogdce rantai molca ced,
N1 amijeann ran 30 Buan.



IRISH MELODIES.

WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE.

Arr—" The Fox's Sleep.”

i

When he who adores thee has left but the name
Of his faults and his sorrows behind,
Oh! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame
Of a life that for thee was resign’d?
Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,
Thy tears shall efface their decree;
For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them,
I have been but too faithful to thee.

1I.

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;
Every thought of my reason was thine;

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above,
Thy name shall be mingled with mine.

Oh! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live
The days of thy glory to see:

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give
Is the pride of thus dying for thee.

—0t—

17

THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA’S HALLS.

Amr—* Molly Astore.”

. L

The harp that once through Tara’s halls
The soul of music shed,

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls
As if that soul were fled.

So sleeps the pride of former days,
So glory’s thrill is o'er,

And hearts that once beat high for praise
Now feel that pulse no more.
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1L

N{ clujncean cnujc na Teatyna cneun
Wears cruimnagasd ban no raoy,

O ruasnann, | beje peacta, raon,
Fuarm bnirce ceud ra n-o15ce.

War 145 do’'n c-raonrace, v anat cna
A dburstan | z0 ded,

AT "nuain a Bryrcean crofde '5 & cpada,
A3 poriritzad § beit bed.

e 3D s
Ha SJL5UR S{OR-ARD asus aerac wo crHJe.
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L

Wa 1fl zun rop-and A3UL eanaé mo énote
Ho 6 lindub ¢o raon S3Ur ClBTean Ta Cnag
No 50 B-panais an vz larar raancar na h-ojScée
A mo leacarb i madm 3am rmusd aqn bié cnad.
Nflap ra 'craosal ro aée Farac neath-Copnac
Nac b-percean aéc anatiy an O ann 1o o-rlize
'S an lath 11 mpo fancui3 an blag cpfdp 3-Coffiac
= S 'r luage Zuinear na dejlz ta paor.
HCT cuin £anc an cuas T aIn pead real’ rulbin bfs,
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1L

No more to chiefs and ladies bright
The harp of Tara swells;

The chord alone, that breaks at night,
Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,
The only throb she gives

Is when some heart, indignant, breaks,
To show that still she lives.

S S e——

OH! THINK NOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS AS LIGHT.

Ar—* Jokhn O'Reilly the Actire.”

L

Oh! think not my spirits are always as light,
And as free from a pang as they seem to you now
Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night
Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow.
No ;—1life is a waste of wearisome hours,
‘Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns;
And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers
Is always the first to be touch’d by the thorns,
But send round the bowl, and be happy awhile:—
May we never meet worse in our pilgrimage here,
Than the tear that enjoyment may gild with a smile,
And the smile that compassion can turn to a tear!

1L

The thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows!

If it were not with friendship and love intertwined;
And I care not how soon I may sink to repose,

‘When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my mind.
But they who have lov’d the fondest, the purest,

Too often have wept o'er the dream they believ'd ;
And the heart that has slumber’d in friendship securest

Is happy, indeed, if ’t was never deceiv'd.
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But send round the bowl: while a relic of truth
Is in man or in woman, this prayer shall be mine—
That the sunshine of love may illumine our youth,

And the moonlight of friendship console our decline,

—_10—
THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN,
Ar—* The Coulin.”

J

Tho’ the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see,
Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me;

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home,

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam

I

To the gloom of some desert, or cold rocky shore,
Where the eye ot the stranger can haunt us no more,
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the rough wind
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind,

III.
And I'll gaze on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes,
And hang o’er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes;
Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair.

Vimman( s K St

RIOH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORL.

Ae—The Summer is Coming.

15

Rich and rare were the gems she wore,

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore;
But oh! her beauty was far beyond

Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand.

21
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I

“ Lady! dost thoa not fear to stray,
80 lone and so lovely along this bleak way ¥
Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold
As not to be tempted by woman or gold §”

IIL
‘ Bir Knight! I feel not the least alarm;
No son of Erin will offer me harm:—
For though they love woman and golden store,
8ir Knight! they love honor and virtue more.”

1%
On she went, and her maiden smile
In safety lighted her round the Green Isle;
And blest forever is she who relied
Upon Erin’s honor and Erin’s pride.

—_—0—
A8 A BEAM O’ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS MAY
GLOW. |
Ar—* The Youny Man’s Dream.” |
i

As a beam o’er the face of the waters may glow,
‘While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below,
8o the cheek may be ting’d with a warm, sunny smile,
Though the cold heart to ruin rnns darkly the while.

1L

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws
Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes,
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring,
For which joy has no balm and affliction no sting:

IIL

Oh! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay,

Like a dead, leafless branch in the Summer’s bright ray; *
The beams of the warm sun play round it in vain;

It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again.
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS,

Ar—* That old head of Denis.”

)

There is not in this wide world a valley so sweet

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;
Oh! the last ray of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

s
Yet it was not that Nature had sned o'er the scene
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;
'T was not the soft magic of streamlet or rill,
Oh! no—it was something more exquisite still.

1L
'T was that friends, the belov’d ot my bosom, were near,
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,
And who telt how the best charms ot Nature improve,
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.

Y

Sweet Vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

‘Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.

e

ST. SENANUS AND THE LADY.

L
*“ Oh! haste and leave this sacred isle,
Unholy bark, ere morning smile;
For on thy deck, though dark it be,
A temale form I see;
And I have sworn this sainted sod
Shall ne’er by woman’s foot be trod.”

2
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IL

*“ O Father, send not hence my bark,
Through wintry winds, o’er billows dark.
I came with humble heart to share
Thy morn and evening prayers
Nor mine the feet, O holy Saint,
The brightness of thy sod to taint,”

1L

The Lady’s prayer Senanus spurn’d ;
The winds blew fresh, the bark returneds
But legends hint, that had the maid
Till morning’s light delay’d,
And given the saint one rosy smile,
8he ne'er had left his lonely isle,

HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR.
Ar—The Twisting of the Rope.

L

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies,
And sunbeams melt along the silent sea ;

For then sweet dreams of other days arise,
And memory breathes her every sigh to thee.

31 %

And, as I watoh the line of light, that plays
Along the smooth wave tow’rd the burning West,
I'long to tread that path of golden Tays,

And think ’t will lead to some bright isle of rest.

27
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THE BARD’S LEGAOQY,

Atr— Wanting,

g

When in death T shall calm recline,

Oh! bear my heart to my mistress dears
Tell her it liv’d upon smiles and wine

Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here,
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow,

To sully a heart so brilliant and light;
But balmy drops of the red grape borrow,

To bathe the relic from morn till night,

II.

When the light of my song is o’er,
Then take my harp to your ancient hall ;
Hang it up at that friendly door,
Where weary travellers love to call.
Then if some bard, who roams forsaken,
Revive its soft notes in passing along,
Oh! then let one thought of its master waken
Your warmest smiles for the child of song.

IIL

Keep this cup which is now o’erflowing,

To grace your revel when I'm at rest;
Never, oh| never its balm bestowing

On lips that beauty hath seldom blest.
But when some warm, devoted lover,

To her he adores, shall bathe its brim,
Then, then my spirit around shall hover,

And hallow each drop that foaws for him,

29
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HOW OFT HAS THE BEANSHEE ORIED,

Ag—* The Dear Black Maid,”

i

How oft has the Beanshee cried,

How ott has death untied

Bright links that Glory wove,

Sweet bonds entwin'd by Love!
Peace to each manly soul that sleepeth 3
Rest to each taithful eye that weepeth;

Long may the fair and brave

Sigh o'er the hero’s grave!

1L

We 're fall'n upon gloomy days!

Star after star decays,

Every bright name that shed

Light o’er the land is fled.
Dark falls the tear of him who mourneth
Lost joy or hope that ne’er returneth :

But brightly flows the tear

Wept o’er a hero’s bier.

III.

Quench’d are our beacon lights—
Thou, of the Hundred Fights!
Thou, on whose burning tongue
Truth, peace, and freedom hung!

Both mute—but long as valor shineth,

Or mercy’s soul at war repineth, v
8o long shall Erin’s pride a5
Tell how they lived and died.
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DRINK OF THIS (OUP.
Ar—* Paddy O Rufferty.”
I

Drink of this cup: you 1l find there ’s a spell in

Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality.
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen |—

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality.
Would you forget the dark world we are in,

Only taste of the bubble that gleams on the top of it 3
But would you rise above earth, till akin 3

To immortals themselves, you must drain every drop of it.
8end round the cup; for, oh! there ’s a spell in

Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality.
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen |—

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality.

1L

Never was philter form’d with such power
To charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing;
Its magic began when in Autumn’s rich hour,
As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing.
There having, by nature’s enchantment, been fill'd
With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest weather,
This wonderful juice from its core was distill’d,
To enliven such hearts as are here brought together |
Then drink of the cup : you’ll find there ’s a spell in
Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality.
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen!—
Her cup was a tiction, but this is reality.

1L

And thongh, perhaps—but breathe it to no one—

Like the caldron the witch brews at midnight so awful,
In secret this philter was first taght to flow on,

Yet *t isn't less potent for being unlawtul,
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‘What though it may taste ot the smoke of that flame,
Which in silence extracted its virtues forbidden,
Fill up! there ’s a fire in some hearts I could name,
Which may work, too, its charm, though now lawless and
‘hidden.
8o drink of the cup! for, oh! there’s a spell in
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality.
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen |—
Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality.

COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM,

A—* Lough Sheeling.”

L

Oome, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer;

Tho’ the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast,

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last.

5

1L

Oh! what was love made for, if 't is not the same
Thro’ joy and thro’ torment, thro’ glory and shame?
I know not, I ask not, if guilt ’s in that heart 3

I'but know that I love thee whatever thou art.

: III.

Thon hast call'd me thy Angel in moments of bliss;
And thy Angel I'll be 'mid the horrors of this:

Thro’ the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue,
And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there too.
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WE MAY ROAM THRO’ THIS WORLD.
Amr—* Gurryowen.”

L

We may roam thro’ this world, like a child at a feast,
Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest;
And, wnen pleasure begins to grow dull in the east,
We may order our wings and be off to the west 3
But it hearts that feel, and eyes that smile,
Are the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies,
We never need leave our own Green Isle, )
For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes.
Then remember, wherever your goblet is erown’d,
Thro’ this world, whether eastward or westward you roam,
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round,
Oh! remember the smile that adorns her at home.

1L

In England, the garden of Beauty is kept
By a dragon of prndery, plac’d within call;
Bat 50 oft this unamiable dragon has slept,
That the garden ’s but carelessly watch’d, atter all,
Oh! they want the wild sweet-briery fence
Which round the flowers of Erin dwells;
Which warns the touch while winning the sense,
Nor charms us least when it most repels.
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’'d,
Thro’ this world, whether eastward or westward you roam,
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round,
Oh! remember the smile that adorns her at home,

111,

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try,
Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail,
But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye.
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While the danghters of Erin keep the boy,
Ever smiling beside his faithful oar,
Through billows of woe and beams of joy,
The same ashe looked when he left the shore.
Then, remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d,
Thro’ this world, whether castward or westward you roam,
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round,
Oh! remember the smile that adorns her at home,

—i0i—

LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD.

\S' AR—* The Red Foz.”
\
\

%
M
¢ R -
"&\ Let Erin remember the days of old,
Ere her faithless sons betray’d her;
When Malachi wore the collar of gold,
Which he won from her proud invader;
When her kings, with standard of green unfurl’d,
: Led the Red-Branch Knights to danger;—
Ere the emerald gem of the western world
Was set in the crown of a stranger.

II.

On Lough Neagh's bank as the fisherman strays,
When the clear cold eve ’s declining,

He sees the round towers of other days
In the wave beneath him shining.

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime,
Cateh a glimpse of the days that are over;

Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time
For the long-faded glories they cover.
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THE SONG OF FIONNULA.
Ar—" Arrak my dear Eveleen.”

L

Silent, O Moyle! be the roar ot thy water,

Break not, ye breezes, her chain of repose,
While, murmuring mournfully, Lir’s lonely daughter
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. .
When shall the swan, her death-note singing,
Sleep with wings in darkness furl’d?

When will Heaven, its sweet bells ringing,
Call my spirit from this stormy world?

II.

Badly, O Moyle! to thy winter wave weeping,
Fate bids me languish long ages away;

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping;
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay.

When will that day-star, mildly springing,
Warm our isle with peace and love %

When will Heaven, its sweet bells ringing,
Call my spirit to the fields above?

—_—l—

LIKE THE BRIGHT LAMP THAT SHONE.

Ar—“ I'm asleep; do not waken me.”
L

 Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare's holy fane,
And burn’d through long ages of darkness and storm,
Is the heart that sorrows have frown'd on in vain,
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm.
Erin! O Erin! thus bright, through the tears
Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears;
Erinl O Erin! thus bright, through the tears
Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears.
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II.

The nations have fallen, and thou still art young;

Thy sun is but rising, when others are set;
And tho’ slavery’s cloud o’er thy morning hath hung,

The full noon of freedom shall beam round thee yet.
Erin! O Erin! tho’ long in the shade,
Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade ;
Erin! O Erin! tho’ long in the shade,
Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade.

111

Unchill’d by the rain, and anwak’d by the wind,

The lily lies sleeping thro’ Winter’s cold hour,
Till Spring’s light touch her fetters unbind,

And daylight and liberty bless the young flower.
Thus Erin! O Erinl thy Winter is past,
And the hope that liv’d through it shall blossom at last %
Thus Erin! O Erin! thy Winter is past,

And the hope that liv’d through it shall blossom at last.
—i0:—
'TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER.
Ar— The Qroves of Blarney.”

i
"Tis the last rose of Summer, left blooming alone;
All her lovely companions are faded and gone;
No flower of her kindred, no rose-bud is nigh,
To reflect back her blushes, or give sigh for sigh.
et
Tl not leave thee, thou lone one, to pine on the stems

Since the lovely are sleeping, go sleep thou with them.

Thaus, kindly, T scatter thy leaves o’er the bed,
Where thy mates of the garden lie scentless and dead.
IIIL.

Jo soon may I follow, when friendships decay,
And from Love's shining circle the gems drop away !

When true hearts lie wither'd, and fond ones are flown,

Oh! Wonld inhabit this bleak world alone?
b &

43
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EVELEEN’S BOWER.
Arr— Wanting.2

L

Oh! weep for the hour
When to Eveleen’s bower
The Lord of the Valley with false vows came;
The moon hid her light
From the Heavens that night,
And wept behind the clouds at the maiden’s shame

1L

The clouds pass’d soon
From the chaste, cold moon,
And Heaven smil’d again with her vestal flame;
But none will see the day
When the clouds shall pass away,
Which that dark hour left on Eveleen’s fame,

ML

The white snow lay
On the narrow pathway,

When the Lord of the Valley cross'd over the moor ;
And many a deep print
On the wkite snow’s tint

Bhow'd the track of his footsteps to Eveleen’s door.,

W.

The next sun’s ray

Soon melted away
Every trace on the path where the false Lord cames
But there’s light above, g
Which alone can remove

The stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen’

s fame,
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WHEN THRO’® LIFE, UNBLEST, WE ROVE.

Ar—* The Banks of Banna.”

L

When thro’ life unblest we rove,
Losing all that made life dear,
Should some notes we us'd to love,
In days of boyhood, meet our ear,
Oh! how welcome breathes the strain!
Wakening thoughts that long have slept,
Kindling former smiles again,
In faded eyes that Jong have wept.

IL

Like the gale that sighs along

Beds of oriental flowers,
Is the grateful breath of song

That once was heard in happier hours.
Fill'd with balm, the gale sighs on,

Though the flowers have sunk in death;
8o, when pleasure’s dream is gone,

Its memory lives in Music’s breath.

1L

Music! oh! how faint, how weak,

Language fades before thy spell.
Why should Feeling ever speak,

When thou canst breathe her soul so welll
Friendship’s balmy words may feigni

Love's are ev'n more false than they:

Oh! 't is only Music's strai
QOan sweetly soothe, snd mot betray!
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OH! BLAME NOT THE BARD.
Arr—“ Kitty Tyrrell.”
: 1y

Oh! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers
Where Pleasure lies carelessly smiling at Fame:
He was born for much more, and ia happier hours
His soul might have burn’d with a holier flame;
The string that now languishes loose o'er tLe lyre,
Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior’s dart ;
And the lip which now breathes but the song of desire,
Might have pour’d the full tide of a patriot’s heart.
: IL
But, alas! for his country!—her pride has gone by,
And that spirit is broken which never would bend ;
Q'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh,
For ’tis treason to love her, and death to defend.
Unpriz’d are her sons till they've learn’d to betray;
Undistinguish’d they live, if they shame not their sires;
And the torch, that would light them thro’ dignity’s way,
Must be caught from the pile where their country expires.

1L

Then blame not the bard, if, in Pleasure’s soft dream,
He should try to torget what he never can heal;
Oh! give but a hope—let a vista but gleam
Through the gloom of his country, and mark how bell feel |
That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down
Every passion it nurs'd, every bliss 1t ador'd;
While the myrtle, now idly entwin’d with his crown,
Like the wreath ot Harmodius, should cover his sword.
1V.
But tho’ glory be gone, and tho’ hope fade away,
Thy name, lovdd Erin, shall live in his songs:
Not ev'n in the hour, when his heart is most gay,
Oan ke lose the remembrance of thee and thy wrongs.
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains;
The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o'er the deep,
Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains,
Shall panse at the song of their captive, and weep!

3

R,
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SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING.
Am—* The Black Joke.”

L

Bublime was the warning that Liberty spoke,
And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke
Into life and revenge from the conqueror's chain.
O Liberty! let not this spirit have rest,
Till it move, like a breeze, o’er the waves of the west ;
Give the light of your look to eact sorrowing spot;
Nor, oh! be the Shamrock of Erin forgot,
While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain!

II.

If the fame of our fathers, bequeath’d with their rights,
Give to country its chiarm, and to home its delights,—
It deceit be a wound, and suspicion a stain,—
Then, ye men of Iberia, our cause is the same ;
And oh! may his tomb want a tear and a name,
Who would ask tor a nobler, a holier death,
Than to turn his last sigh into victory’s breath,
For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain!

111,

Ye Blakes and O’Donnells, whose fathers resign’d
The yreen hills of their youth, among strangers to find
That repose which, at home, they had sighed for in vain,
Join, join in our hope that the flame which you light
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright ;
And forgive even Albion if, blushing, she draws,
Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause
Ot the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spainl

Iv.

God prosper the cause! oh, it cannot but thrive,
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive,
Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain.
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IRISH MELODIES.

Then, how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die!

The finger of Glory shall point where they lie;

While, tar from the footstep of coward or slave,

The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave
Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain!

—

DRINK TO HER.
Am— Heigh, ho!™

1 A

Drink to her who long

Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh,
The girl who gave to song

‘What gold could never buy.
Oh! woman’s heart was made

For minstrel hands alone ;
By other fingers play’d,

It yields not half the tone.
Then here ’s to her who long

Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh,
The girl who gave to song,

‘What gold could never buy.

1L

At Beanty’s door of glass
When Wealth and Wit once stood,
They asked her, “ Which might pass#”
She answer'd, * He, who could.”
With golden key Wealth thought
To pass—but 't would not do:
While Wit a diamond brought,
‘Which cut his bright way through,
8o here 's to her who long
‘ Hath wak’d the poet's sigh
The girl who gave to song
What gold could never buy.
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III.

The love that seeks a home

Where wealth or grandeur shines
Is like the gloomy gnome

That dwells in dark gold mines.
But oh! the poet’s love

Can boast a brighter sphere;
Its native home ’s above;

Tho’ woman keeps it here.
“Then drink to her who long

Hath wak'd the poet’s sigh,
‘The girl who gave tosong

What gold could never buy.

—i01—
BEFORE THE BATTLE.
Ar—" The Fairy Queen”

E "

By the hope within us springing,
Herald of to-morrow’s strife ;
By that sun, whose light is bringing
Chains or freedom, death or life—
Oh! remember, life can be
No charm for him who lives not freel
Like the day-star in the wave,
Sinks a hero in his grave,
Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears.
Happy is he o’er whose decline
The smiles of home may soothing shine,
And light him down the steep of years ;—
But oh! how blest they sink to rest, e
Who close their eyes on victory's breast!

II.

©’er his watch-fire’s fading embers, ,
Now the foeman’s cheek turns white,

When his heart that field remembers,
Where we tam’d his tyrant might!
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IRISH MELODIES.

Never let him bind again
A chain, like that we broke from then.
Hark! the horn of combat calls |—
Ere the golden evening falls,
May we pledge the horn of trinmph round!
Many a heart that now beats high,
In slumber cold at night shall lie,
Nor waken even at victory’s sound ;—
But oh! how blest that hero’s sleep,
Q’er whom a wond’ring world shall weep!

AFTER THE BATTLE.
Air—* Thy Fair Bosom.”

L

Night closed around the congueror's way,
And lightnings showed the distant hill,
Where those who lost that dreadful day
Stood few and faint, but fearless stilll
The soldier’s hope, the patriot’s zeal,
For ever dimm’d, for ever crost;—
Oh! who shall say what heroes feel,
When all but life and honor’s lost!

1L

The last sad hour ot freedom’s dream
And valor's task mov'd slowly by,
While mute they watch'd till morning’s beam
Should rise and give them light to die.
There 's yet & world where souls are free —
Whontymhtdntmtum‘l:;lne—

slave in thist

3

67
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IRISH MELODIES.

THO’ DARK ARE OUR SORROWS.
Ar—* 8t. Patrick’s Day.”

L
Tho’ dark are our sorrows, to-day we 'l forget them,

And smile through our tears, like a sunbeam in showers ;

There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them,
More formed to be grateful and blest than ours.
But just when the chain
Has ceas’d to pain,
And hope has enwreath’d it round with flowers,
There comes a new link
Our spirits to sink;— :
Oh! the joy that we taste, like the light of the Poles,
Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay:
But, though & were the last little spark in our souls,
We must light it up now, on St. Patrick’s Day.*

IL

Contempt on the minion who calls you disloyal!
The’ fierce to your foe, to your fiiends you are true;
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal,
Is love from a heart that loves liberty too.
While cowards who blight
Your fame, your right,
Would shrink from the blaze of battle away,
The standard ot Green
In front would be seen—
Oh! my life on your taith! were you summon'd this minute,
You ’d cast every bitter remembrance away,
And show what the arm of old Erin has in it
When roased by the foe, on St. Patrick's Day.

111
We love the Green Tsle, and that love is recorded
In hearts which have suffer’d too much to forget;
And hope shall be crown’d, gnd attachment rewarded,
And Erin’s gay jubilee shine out yet.

69
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IRISH MELODIES. 61

The gem may be broke
By many a stroke
But nothing can cloud its native ray.
Each fregment will cast -
A light to the last,—
And thus, Erin, my country, tho' broken thou art,
There’s a lustre within thee that ne’er will decays
A spirit which beams through each suffering part,
And now smiles at all pain, on 8t Patrick’s Day.
—i0i—
IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT SHED.
Ar—* The Sizpence.”
L

It is not the tear at this moment shed,
When the cold turf has just been laid o’er him,
That can tell how beloved was the friend that’s fled,
Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him.
"Tis the tear thro’ many a long day wept,
Through a life, by his loss all shaded;
'Tis the sad remembrance, fondly kept,
When all lighter griefs have faded.
1L
Oh ! thus shall we mourn, and his memory’s light,
While it shines through our hearts, will improve them
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright,
When we think how he lived but to love them.
And, as buried saints the grave perfume
Where fadeless they've long been Iying,
So our hearts shall borrow a sweet'ning bloom
" From the image he left there in dying.
—101—
BY THAT LAKE WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE.
Arr—* The Brown Irish Girl
L
By that lake, whose gloomy shore
Sky-lark never warbles oer,—
Where the cliff hangs high and steep,
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep.

—,.____——-d. A
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IRISH MELODIES, 63

< Here, at least,” he calmly said,
#Woman ne'er shall find my bed.”
Ah! the good Saint littie knew
What the wily sex can do.

II.
'Twas from Kathleen’s eyes he flew,—
Eyes of most urholy blue!
She had lov’d him well and long,
Wish’d him her’s, nor thought it wrong.
Wheresoe’er the Saint would fly,
Still he heard her light foot nigh ;
East or west, where’er he turn'd,
Still her eyes before him burn’d.

IIL.

On the bold cliff’s bosom cast,
Tranquil now he sleeps at last;

Dreams of Heav'n, nor thinks that e'er
Woman’s smile can haunt him there.
But nor earth nor Heav'n is free

From her power, if fond she be.

Even now, while calm he sleeps,
Kathleen o’er him bends and weeps.

Iv.
Fearless she had track’d his feet
To this rocky, wild retreat;
And, when morning met his view,
Her mild glances met it, too,
Ah! your Saints have cruel hearts!
Sternly from Lis bed he starts,
And, with rude, repulsive shock,
Hurls her from the beetling rock !
V.
Glendalough! thy gloomy wave
Soon was gentle Kathleen's gravel
Soon the Saint (yet ah! too late)
Felt her love, and mourn’d her fate.
When he said, * Heav'n rest her soull”
Round the Lake light music stole;
And her ghost was seen to glide,
Smiling, o'er the fatal tide!
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IRISH MELODIES.

WEEP ON, WEEP ON.
Ain—* The Song of Sorrow.”

'
Weep on, weep on, your hour is past;
Your dreams of pride are o'er:
The fatal chain is round you cast,
And you are men no more.
In vain the hero’s heart hath bled;
The sage’s tongue hath wara'd in vaini—
O Freedom! once thy flame hath fled,
It never hghts again
1L
Weep on: perhaps in after days
They'll learn to love your name :
When many a deed may wake in praise
That long hath slept in blame.
And when they tread the ruin'd aisle
Where rest, at length, the lord and slave,
They'll wondering ask how hands so vile
Could conquer hearts so bravel

III.
“IT was fate,” they'll say, “a wayward fate,
Your web of discord wove;
Ard while your tyrants joined in hate,
Yoa never joined in love.
But hearts fell off that ought to twine,
And man profan’d what God bad given,
Till some were heard to curse the shrine
Where others knelt to Heaven.”
— 01—

TIE ORIGIN OF THE HARP,
Am—* Goge Fune.”

1
*Tis believed that this Harp, which 1 wake now for thes,
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IRISH MELODIES.

11,

Bat she lov’d him in vain, for he left her to weep,

And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to steep,

Till Heaven look’d with pity on true love so warm,

And chang’d to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form.
IIL.

Still her bosom rose fair—still her cheeks smil'd the same—
While the sea-beauties gracefully form’d the light frame;
And her hair, as, let loose, o’er her light form it fell,
Was chang'd to bright chords, utt’'ring melody’s spell.

VL

Hence it came, that this sott Harp so long hath been known
To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s sad tone;

. Till thow didst divide them and teach the tond lay
To speak love when I'in near thee, and grief when away!

—0:—
AVENGING AND BRIGHT.
" Am—* Crochan of the Fenians.”
L

Avenging and bright fall the swift sword of Erin
On him who the brave sons of Usna betrayed—
For every fond eye he hath waken'd a tear in,
A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o'er her blade.

IL.

By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling,
When Ulad’s three champions lay sleeping in gore—

By the billows of war, which so often, high swelling,
Have wafted these heroes to victory's shore—

IIL

We swear to avenge them !—no joy ghall be tasted,
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed,

Our halls shall be mute and our fields shall T'e :va.cted.
Till vengeance is wreaked on the murderer’s heed!

67
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IRISH MELODIES.

IV.
Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollections,
Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall ;
Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, and affections,
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of alll

—i0i—
THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER’D.
Ame—“ The Bench of Green Rushes.”

L

This life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes,

That chase one another like waves of the deep—
Each brightly or darkly, as onward it flows,

Reflecting our eyes as they sparkle or weep.
80 closely our whims on our miseries tread,

That the laugh is awak’d ere the tear can be dried}
And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed,

The goose-plumage of Folly can turn it aside.
But pledge me the cup—if existence would eloy,

With hearts ever happy and heads ever Wise,
Be ours the light Sorrow, half-sister to Jo¥,

And the short, brilliant Folly that flashes and dies.

1L

When Hylas was sent with his umn to the fount,

Thre? felds tull of sunshine, with heart full of PlaY,
Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount,

Ana neglected his task for the flowers on the way.
Thus many, like me, who in youth should have tasted

The fountain that runs by Philosophy’s shrine,
Their timo with the flowers on the margin have wasted,

And left their bright ums all as empty a8 mine.
But pledge me the goblet—while Idleness weaves

Her flowerets together, should Wisdom but see
One bright drop or two that bas f£all'n on the leaves

From her tountain divine, tis sufficient for me.

PR —
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IRISH MELODIES. n

OH! THE SHAMROOKI!
Ar—** Alley Croker.”

L

Through Erin’s Tsle,
To sport awhile,

As Love and Valor wander'd,
With Wit, the sprite,
Whose quiver bright

A thousand arrows squander’d;
Where'er they pass,
A triple grass

Shoots up with dew-drops streaming,
As softly green
As emerald seen

Thro' purest erystal gleaming.
Oh! the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock!

The chosen leaf
Of Bard and Chief,

0ld Erin’s native Shamrock!

1L

Says Valor—*See,
They spring for me,
Those leafy gems of morning 1"
Says Love “No, no,
For me they grow,
My fragrant path adorning.”
But Wit perceives
The triple leaves,
And cries, “Oh! do not sever
A type that blends
Three godlike friends,
Love, Valor, Wit, for ever!”
Oh! the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock!
The chosen leaf
Of Bard and Chief,
01d Erin’s native Shamrock !



O an

Do Erall éu
Lann agan payr
“A &M na n-danl” pe

- o Enare amay |

e 14 A b har:
"r%_“m ﬁ”q‘ { reunman:

AORAIN AJR €JRJNN,

III.
Co dflyr pion,
biBead ceann zo rion
An cuinz an la @d ’éeanzail,
'S ain ejce an Farg,
Na zujcead dag,
An domblarr, 16 a fFarhaqll
Slanad do h-eus,
Ay znad onfr bneus, ;

9 an nzonc za Eao] ' & haonrads,

'S n4 T615e48 z0 bdeo,
A braz ra nales,

Sarze 'y 43418 na TAONTACT’; -
Greamnds, ca zlay, rin-buan, an c-reamnds!
De Sujlleos T341E,

13 rile v platg,
me’ amain an c-reamndzl

—_—l0—
05-120C NA PANN.
Fonn—énin.

Far €

I
M caga 63-laoé na nanm,
Lan namars €ineann anrajze ;
3¢e aqn zo ceann,
A0n aomnfeace le -4 lanrs.
1M «n laoé-ceoql zrinm,
Tao3al do b’ Baonad,
€ do rholad 30 bnn,
400 Lann ariagn le o f’o.oyti&.”

MbejSeas an

A Sl . =
D‘Mb 16, a1 Nri5e an éeoil,,

; WS cuIng do ug,
!:" ‘ ” 5“1'! D8 B-reat raona ;
B 5 6 Lan Bia-rna,
= T b6 na efpe.n

R




IRISH MELODIES.

III.
So firmly fond
May last the bond
They wove that morn together
And ne’er may fall
One drop of gall
On Wit's celestial feather]
May Love, as twine
His flowers divine,
Ot thorny falsehood weed ’em!
May Valor ne'er
His standard rear
Against the cause of Freedom !
Ch! the S8hamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock!
The chosen Jeat
Of Bard and Ohief,
0ld Erin’s pative Shamrock !
—i01—
THE MINSTREL BOY.
Ar—* Moreen.”
X
The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone;
In the ranks of death you’ll ind him:
His father’s sword he has girded on,

And his wild harp slang behind him.
“Land of Song!” said the warrior bard,
“Tho’ all the world betrays thee,
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,

One faithful harp shall praise thee!”

II.

The Minstrel fell!—but the foeman’s chain

Could not bring his proud sonl under;
The harp he lov’d never spoke again,

For he tore its chords asunder;
And said, “No chains shall sully thee,

Thou soul of love and bravery !
Thy songs were made for the pure and fréd,

“They shall never sound in slaveryi”
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IRISH MELODIES, K

ONE BUMPER AT PARTING.
Am—* Moll Roe in the Morning.”
)

One bumper at parting!—tho’ many

Have circled the board since we met,
The fullest, the saddest of any

Remains to be crown'd by us yet.
The sweetness that pleasure hath in if

Is always so slow to come torth,
That seldom, alas! till the minnte

It dies, do we know haltf its worth.
But, come—may our life’s happy measure

Be all of such moments made up;
Thejy’re born on the bosom of pleasure,

They die ’midst the tears of the cup.

IL

As onward we jourcey, how pleasant
To pause and inhabit awhile
Those few sunny spots, like the present,
That 'mid the dull wilderness smile!
But Time, like a pitiless master,
Cries “ Onward!” and spurs the gay hours j—
Ah, never doth Time travel faster
Than when his way lies among flowers.
But come—may our life’s happy measure
Be all ot such moments made up;
They're born on the bosom of pleasure,
They die 'midst the tears of the cup.

IIL

‘We saw how the sun look’d in sinking,
The waters beneath him how bright;

And now let our farewell of drinking
Resemble that farewell of light.

You saw how he finished, by darting »

His beams o’er a dark billow’s brim;— I‘
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IRISH MELODIES. (44

8o, fill up, let ’s shine at our parting,
In full, liquid glory, like him.

And oh! may our life’'s happy measure
Of moments like this be made up;

'T was born on the bosom of pleasure,
It dies *mid the tears of the cup.

—0)——

FAREWELL | -BUT WHENEVER YOU WELOOME THE
HOUR.

AR—** Moll Roone.”

L
Farewell|—but whenever you welcome the hour
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower,
Then think of the friend who once welcom’d it too,
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you.
His griets may return, not a hope may remain
Of the few that have brightened his pathway of pain :
But he ne'er will forget the short vision that threw
Its enchantment around him, while ling’ring with you.

1L

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up

To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup,
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright,

My soul, bappy friends, shall be with yoa that night;
8hall joinin your revels, your sports, and your wiles,
And return to me beaming all o’er with your smiles—
Too blest if it tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer,

Some kind voice had murmur’d, “I wish he were here!”

IIT.
Let fate do her worst, there are relics of joy,
Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy;
Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care,
And bring back the features that joy used wear.
Long, long be my heart with such memories ﬂlladl,
Like the vase in which roses have once been distill'd j—
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will,
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.
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YOU REMEMBER ELLEN.
Air—* Were I a clerk.”

L

You remember Ellen, our hamlet’s pride,
How meekly she bless'd her hunible lot,

When the stranger, William, had made her his bride,
And love was the light of their lowly cot.

1L,

Together they toil’d through winds and rains,
Till William, at length, in sadness said :

“We must seek our fortune on other plains;”
Then, sighing she left her lowly shed.

IIIL.

They roam’d a long and a weary way,
Nor much was the maiden’s heart at ease,
When now, at the close of one stormy day,
They see a proud castle among the trees.

1V.

% To-night,” said the youth, *“we'll shelter there;
“The wind blows cold, the hour is late:”
Sohe blew the horn with a chieftain’s air,
And the porter bow'd as they passed the gate.

V.

% Now, welcome, Lady!” exclaim’d the youth;
“This castle is thine, and these dark woods alll”

8he believ'd him craz'd, but his words were truth,
For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Halll

VL

And dearly the lord of Rosna loves

What William, the stranger, woo'd and wed 3
And the light of bliss in these lordly groves,

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed.
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IRISH MELODIES.

I'D MOURN THE HOPES THAT LEAVE ME.

Am-—** The Rose Tree.”
i

I'd mourn the hopes that leave me,

If thy smiles had left me too;
I'd weep when friends deceive me,

If thou wert, like them, untrue,
But while I've thee before me,

With heart so warm and eyes so bright,

No clouds can linger o’er me,
Thy smile turns them all to light.

1L

'Tis not in fate to harm me,

While fate leaves thy love to me;
'Tis not in joy to charm me,

Unless joy be shared with thee.
One moment’s dream about thee,

Were worth a long, an endless year
Of waking bliss without thee,

My own love, my only dearl

II1.

And tho’ the hope be gone, love,

That long sparkled o’er our way,
Oh! we shall journey on, love,

More sately without its ray.
Far better lights shall win me

Along the path I've yet to roam—
The mind that burns within me,

And puse smiles from thee at home.

1v.

Thus, when the lamp that lighted
The traveller, at first, goes out,
He feels awhile benighted,
And looks round in fear and doubt;
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IRISH MELODIES. 8

On branch after branch alighting,
The gem did she still display,
And, when nearest and most inviting,

Then waft the bright gem away §

IV.

If thus the young hours have fleeted,
When sorrow itsel( look’d bright 3
If thus the fair hope hath cheated,
That led thee along so light;
If thus the unkind world wither
Each feeling that once was dear s—
Oome, child of misfortune, come hither,
Tll weep with thee, tear for tear.

— 0 —

NO, NOT MORE WELCOME,
Ar—* Luggelaw.”

L

No, not more welcome the tary numbers
Of musie fall on the sleeper’s ear,
When, half awaking from fearful slumbers,
He thinks the tull choir of Heaven is near—
Than came, that voice, when, all forsaken,
This heart long had sleeping lain,
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken
To such benign, blessed sounds again.

IL

Bweet voice of comfort |—’t was like the stealing
Of Summer wind thro’ some wreathed shell—
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling
Of all my soul echo’d to its spell!
'T was whisper’d balm—’t was sunshine spoken!—
I’d live years of grief and pain
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken
By such benign, blessed sounds again.
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IRISH MELODIES.

WHEN FIRST I MET THEE.”
A—** 0 Patrick, fly from me>

: 5

When first I met thee, warm and young,
There shone such truth about thee,

And on thy lip such promise hung,

I did not dare to doubt thee. .
I saw thee change, yet still relied,
Still elung with hope the fonder,
And thought, tho’ false to all beside,
From me thou couldst not ‘wander.
But go, deceiver! go
The heart, whose hopes could make it
Trust one so false, so low,
Deserved that thou shouldst break it.

IL

When every tongue thy follies nam’d,
I fled th’ unwelcome story;
Or found, in ev’n the faults they blam'd
Some gleams of future glory.
I still was true, when nearer friends
Conspir'd to wrong, to slight thee:
The heart, that now thy falsehood rends,
Would then have bled to right thee.
But go, deceiver! go—
Some day, perhaps, thow’lt waken
From pleasure's dream, to know
The grief of hearts forsaken.

IIL.

Even now, tho’ youth its bloom has shed,
No lights of age adorn thee :

The few, who lov'd thee once, have fled,
And they who flatter scorn thee.
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IRISH MELODIES.

Thy midnight cup is pledg'd to slaves,
No genial ties enwreath it;
The smiling there, like light on graves,
Has rank cold hearts beneath it.
Go—go ;—tho’ worlds were thine,
I would not now surrender
One taintless tear of mine
For all thy guilty splendor!

Iv.

And days may come, thou false one! yet,
When even those ties shall sever;
When thou wilt call with vain regret
On her thou’st lost for ever ;—
On her who, in thy fortune’s fall,
With smiles had still received thee,
And gladly died to prove thee all
Her fancy first believed thee.
Go—go ;—’tis vain to curse;
'Tis weakness to upbraid thee?
Hate cannot wish thee worse,
Than guilt and shame have made thee.

—_—i0i—

WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE.
Amr—* Paddy Whack™

i A

While History’s Muse the memorial was keeping
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves,
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping,
For hers was the story that blotted the leaves.
But oh! how the tear in her eyelids grew bright,
When, after whole pages of sorrow and shauie,
She saw History write,
With a pencil of light,
That illamin’d the volume her patriot's? name.
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IRISH MELODIES.

1I.
¢ Hail, Star of my Isle!” said the Spirit, all sparkling.

With beams such as break from her own dewy skies—

“Thro’ ages ot sorrow, deserted and darkling,
I've watch’d for some glory like thine to arise.
For tho’ heroes I’ve number’d,unblest was their lot,
And unhallow’d they sleep in the cross-ways of Fame:—
But oh! there is not
One dishonoring blot
On the wreath that encircles my cherish'd one’s name!

III.

Yet still the last crown of thy toils is remaining,

The grandest, the purest, even #hou has yet knownj
Tho’ proud wasthy task, other nations unchaining,

Far prouder to heal tle deep wounds of thy own.

At the foot of that throne for whose weal thou hast stood,

Go plead for the land that first cradled thy fame—
And bright o’er the flood
Of her tears and her blood,

Let the rainbow of Hope be her own hero’s namel”

— ) S

THROUGH GRIEF AND THROUGH DANGER.

AR—" ] once had a true love.”

L

98

Through griet and through danger thy smile hath cheer’d my way,

Till hope seem’d to bud trom each thorn that rouni me l'ay;
The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure lo:'e burn'd,
Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turn'd;;

Yes, slave as T was, in thy arms my spirit felt free,

And blessed even the sorrows th

at made me more dear to thee.

-
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IRISH MELODIES. 9

1I.
Thy rival was honor’d whilst thou wert wrong’d and scorn’d,
Thy crown was of briars, while gold her brows adorn'd;
She woo'd me to temples, while thou layest hid in caves,
Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! were slaves;
Yet cold in the earth, at thy feet, I would rather be,
Than wed where I love not, or turn one thought trom thee,

III1.
They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail—
Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look’d less pale !
They say too, so long thou hast worn those lingering chains,
That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains.
Oh! foul is the slander! no chain could that soul subdue.
Where shincth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too.

— ) § —

SHE I8 FAR FROM THE LAND.
A1r—* Open the door.”

1,

Bhe is far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers are round her sighing;

Bat coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heart in his grave is lying.

1L

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains,
Every note which he lov’d awaking ;—

An! little they think who delight in her strains,
That the heart of the Minstrel is breaking.

I8

He had liv'd for his love, for his country he died:
They were all that to life had entwin'd him:

Nor socn shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him.
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IRISH MELODIES.

Iv.

Oh! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest

When they promise a glorious morrow :

They'll shine o’er her sleep like a smile from the West,

From her own lov'd island of sorrow

—_—l0—

OH! WHERE'S THE SLAVE,
A—*“ Sit down besidz me,”

L
Oh! where’s the slave so lowly,
Oondemn’d to chains unholy,
Who, could he burst
His bonds at first,
Would pine beneath them slowly?
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it,
Would wait till time decay'd it,
When thus its wing
At once may spring
To the throne of him who made it#
Farewell, Erin,—farewell, all
Who live to weep our fall,

1.

Less dear the laurel growing

Alive, untouch’d, and blowing,
Than that whose braid
Is plnck’d to shade

The brows with victory glowing.

‘We tread the land that bore us,

Her green flag flutters o'er us,
The friends we've tried
Are by our side,

And the foe we hate before us.
Farewell, Erin,—farewell, all
Who live to weep our fall.

b
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'TIS GONZE, AND FOR EVER.

AR—“ 8 g mhuirnin dilis.”

J

"Tis gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking,

Like Heaven’s ‘first dawn o’er the sleep of the dead—
When Man, from the slumber of ages awaking,

Look'd upward, and bless'd the pure ray, ere it fled,
'Tis gone, and the gleams it has left of its burning
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning,
That dark o’er the kingdoms of earth is returning,

And darkest all, hapless Erin, o’er thee.

IL

For high was thy hope, when those glories were darting
Around thee thro’ all the gross clouds uf the world ;
When Trath, trom her fetters indignantly starting,
At once like a Sun-burst her banner unfurled.
Oh! never shall earth see a moment so splendid !—
Then, then—had one Hymn of Deliverance blended
The tongues of all nations—how sweet had ascended
The first note of Liberty, Erin, from thee!

1oL

But, shame on those tyrants who envied the blessing!
And shame on the light race unworthy its good,

Who, at Death’s reeking altar, like Furies caressing
The young hope of Freedom, baptiz'd it in blood!

Then vanist’d for ever that bright, sunny vision,

Which, spite of the slavish, the cold heart’s derision,

8hall long be remermber’d, pure, bright, and elysian,
As first it arose, my lost Erin, on thee.

y
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IRISH MELODIES.

FILL THE BUMPER FAIR.
Ar—* Bob and Joan.,”

L

Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop we sprinkle
Q’er the brow of Care,

Smooths away a wrinkle.
Wit’s electric flame

Ne'er so swiftly passes,
As when thro’ the frame

It shoots from brimming glasses.

Fill the bumper fair!
Every drop we sprinkle
Q’er the brow ot Oare,
Smooths away a wrinkle.

IL

Sages can, they say,

Grasp the lightning’s pinions,
And bring down its ray

From the starr’d dominions.
8o we, Sages, sit :

And ’mid bumpers bright’ning,
From the heaven of Wit

Draw down all its lightning.
Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop we sprinkle
O’%r the brow of Care,

Smooths away & wrinkle.

IIL.

Wouldst thou know what first
Made our souls inhe{it
This ennobling thirst
For wine's celestial spirit?
Tt chanced upon that day,
When, as bards inform us,

101
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Prometheus stole away

The living fires that warm us,
Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop we sprinkle
Q’r the brow of Care,

Smooths away a wrinkle,

N'

The careless Youth, when up

To Glory’s fount aspiring,
Took nor urn nor cup

To hide the pilfered fire in.
But, oh! his joy! when, round

The halls of heaven spying,
Among the stars he found

A bowl of Bacchus lying.
Fill the bumper fair!

Every drop we sprinkle
O'er the brow of Care,

Smooths away a wrinkle,

v.

Some drops were in that bowl,

Remains of last night’s pleasure,
With which the sparks of Soul

Mix’d their burning treasure.
Hence the goblet’s shower

Hath such spells to win ns;
Hence its mighty power

O’er that flame within us,
Fill the bumper fairl

Every drop we sprinkle
O’er the brow of Care,

Smooths away a wrinkle.
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IRISH MELODIES.

DEAR HARP OF MY OOUNTRY.
Ar—* Langolee.”
I
Dear Harp of my Country! in darkness I found thee,
The cold chain of silence had hung o’er thee long,
‘When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee,
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song!
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness
Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill;
But so oft hast thou echo’d the deep sigh of sadness,
That ev’n in thy mirth it will steal from thee still.

II.
Dear Harp of my Country! farewell to thy numbers:
This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine;
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers,
Till touch'd by some hand less unworthy than mines
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover,
Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone?
I was but as the wind, passing heedlessly over,
And all the wild sweetness I wak’d was thy own.

— () § m—

I SAW FROM THE BEACH.
Am—* Miss Molly.”
ks
I saw from the beach, when the morning was shining,
A bark o'er the waters move gloriously on;
I came when the sun oer that beach was declining;
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone.
II.
And such is the fate of our life’s early promise, .
So passiffig the spring-tide of joy we have known §
Each wave that we dancd on, at morning, ebbs frum us
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone.
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IIL.

Ne'er tell me ot glories serenely adorning
The close of onr day, the calm eve of our night:—
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of Morning,
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best light.

V.

Oh! who would not welcome that moment’s returning
When passion first wak'd a new life through his frame,
And his soul—like the wood that grows precious ia burning—
Gave out all its sweets to love’s exquisite flame?

* REMEMBER THEE! YES.

Amr—* Castle Tirowen.”

L

Remember thee! yes, while there's lite in this heart,
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art;

More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers,
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours.

1I.

Wert thou all that I wish thee—great, glorions, and free,
First flow’r of the earth, and first gem of the sea,

I might hail thee with pronder, with happier brow,

But, oh! could I love thee more deeply than now ¥

1L

No; thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs,
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons,
Whose hearts like the young of the desert-bird's nest,

Drink love in each life drop that flows from thy breast. ‘
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L
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WREATHE THE BOWL.

Arp—* Nora an Kiste”

L

Wreathe the bowl
With flow’rs of soul,

The brightest Wit can find us;
We'll take a flight
Tow'rds Heav’n to-night,

And leave dull earth behind us.
Should Love amid
The wreaths be hid,

Which Mirth, th’ enchanter, brings us.
No danger fear,

While wine is near,—

We'll drown him if he stings us.
Then wreathe the bowl
With flow'rs of soul,

The brightest Wit can find us;
We'll take a dight
Tow’rds Heav'n to-night,

And leave dull earth belind us.

1L
"Twas nectar fed
Of old, ’tis said,
Their Junos, Joves, Apollos;
But Man may brew
His nectar too,
The rich receipt ’s as follows:
Take wine Jike this,
Let looks of bliss
Around it well be blended,
Then bring Wit’s beam
To warm the stream,
And there's your nectar, gplendid!
So wreathe the bowlh &o,
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III.
Say, why did Time
His glass sublime
Fill up with sands unsightly,
When wine, he knew,
Runs brisker through,
And sparkles far more brightly?
Oh? lend it us,
And, smiling thus,
The glass in two we'll sever,
Make pleasure glide
In double tide,
And fill both ends for ever.
Then wreathe the bowl, &e.

WHEN COOLD IN THE EARTH.
Am—* Limerick’s Lamentation.”

L
When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast lov'd,
Be bis faults and his follies forgot by thee then;
Or, if from their slumber the veil be remov’d,
Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again.
And oh! if tis pain to remember how far
From the pathways of light he was tempted to roam,
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star
That arose on his darkness, and guided hium home.

1L

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came

The revealings, that first tanght true love to adore,
To teel the bright presence, and turn him with shame

From the idols he blindly haa knelt to before.
O'er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild,

Thou cam'st like a soft, golden calm o'er the sea;
And if happiness purely and glowingly smiled,

On his evening horrrizon, the light Was from thee.

.
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1L

And tho’, sometimes, the shade ot past folly would rise,
And tho’ falsehood again should allure him to stray,
He but turn'd to the glory that dwelt in those eyes,
And the folly, the talsehoed soon vanished away.
As the priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim,
At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair;
80, if virtue a moment grew langunid in him,
He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there.

102
AS SLOW OUR SHIP.
Am—" The girl 1 left behind me.”

i £

As slow our ship her foamy track
Against the wind was cleaving,
Her trembling pennant still look’d back
To that dear isle ’t wasleaving.

8o, loath we part from all we love,
From all the links that bind us;

So turn our hearts where'er we rove,
To those we've lett behind us.

IL

When, round the bowl, of vanish’d years
We talk, with joyous seeming,—
With emiles, that might as well be tears,

So faint, so sal their beaming;
While mem'ry brings us back again
Each early tie that twin'd us,
Oh! sweet s the cup that circles then
To those we've left behind us.

IIL

And when in other climes we‘meat
Some isle or vale enchanting,
Where all looks flow’ry, wild, and sweeb,

And nought but love is wanting;
4———‘ i 3
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We think how great had been our bliss,
If heaven had but assigned us,

To live and die in scenes like this,
With some we 've left behind us.

IV.

As trav'llers oft look back at eve,
When eastward darkly going,
To gaze upon that light they leave
Still taint behind them glowing ;—
So, when the close of pleasure’s day
To gloom hath near consign'd us,
We turn to catch one fading ray
Of joy that’s left behind us.

—0—

MY GENTLE HARP.
Am—* The Caoine, or Dirge.”
1

My gentle Harp! once more I waken

The sweetness of thy slumbering strain;
In tears our last farewell was taken,

And now in tears we meet again.
No light of song hath o’er thee broken;

But, like those harps whose heavenly skill
Of glavery, dark as thine, have spoken,

Thou hang’st upon the willow still.

1L

And yet, since last thy chord resounded,

An hour of peace and trinmph came ;
And many an ardent bosom bounded

With hopes that now are turn'd to shame.
Yet even then while peace was singing

Her halcyon song o'er Jand and ses,
Though joy and hope to others bringing,

Sle only brought new tears to thee. .
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TI1.

Then, who can ask for notes of pleasure, -
My drooping harp, from chords like thine {
Alas, the lark’s gay morning measure
As ill would suit the swan’s decline!
Or how shall T, who love, who bless thee,
Invoke thy breath for freedom’s strains,
When ev’n the wreaths in which I dress thee
Are sadly mix’d—half flow’rs, half chains?

Iv.

But come,—if yet thy frame can borrow
One breath of joy—oh! breathe for me,
And shew the world, in chains and sorrow,
How sweet thy music still can be;
How gaily, ev'n 'mid gloom surrounding,
Thou yet canst wake at pleasure’s thrill—
Like Memnon’s broken image sounding,
"Mid desolation tuneful stilll

102

OH! FOR THE SWORDS.
Ar—Name Unknown.
w5
Oh! for the swords of former time!
Oh! for the men who bore them!
When, arm’d for Right, they stood sublime,
And tyrants crouch’d before theml
When pure‘yet, ere courts began
With Lonors to enslave him,
The noblest honors worn by man
Were those which virtue gave him.
Oh! for the swords of tormer time!
Oh! for the men who bore them !

ey
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II.
Oh! for the Kings who flourished then'!
Oh! for the pomp that crown'd them,
When hearts and hands of free-born men
Were all the ramparts round them!
‘When, safe built on bosoms true,
The throne was but the centre
Round which Love a circle drew,
That Treason durst not enter.
Oh | for the Kings who flourished then!
Oh! for the pomp that crown’d them,
When hearts and hands of free-born men
Were all the ramparts round them

—0:—
FORGET NOT THE FIELD.
Ar—* The Lamentation of Aughrim.”

I
Forget not the field where they perish’d,
The truest, the last of the brave,
All gone—and the bright hope we cherish'd,
Gone with them, and quench’d in their grave!

= 1L
Oh! could we from death but recover
Those hearts, as they bounded before,
In the face of high heaven to fight over
That combat for Freedom once more.

IIT.
Could the chain for an instant be riven,
Which tyranny flung round us then,
Oh! ’tis not in Man nor in Heaven
To let tyranny bind us agaio.
IV.
But 'tis past; and tho’ blazon'd in story
The name of our victor may be,

Acourst is the march of that glory
Which treads o'er the hearts of the free,

___—A‘ 1'| "
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V.
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V.

Far dearer the grave or the prison,
Illum’'d by one patriot name,

Than the trophies of all who have risen
On Liberty’s ruins to fame.

—_—0i—
YES, SAD ONE OF SION.
AR—“Tn this Village is the Ciiilin ; or, I'd rather than Ireland.”

L

Yes, sad one of Sion! if closely resembling,
In shame and in sorrow, thy wither'd-up heart—

If drinking, deep, deep, of the same “cup of trembling,”
Oould make us thy children, our parent thou art.

1L

Like thee, doth our nation lie conquered and broken,
And fall'n from her head is the once royal crown;
In her streets, in her halls, desolation hath spoken,
And “while it is day yet, her sun hath gone down.”

1T,
Like thee doth her exile, 'mid dreams of returning,
Die far from the home it were life to behold;
Like thine do her sons, in the day of their mourning,
Remember the bright things that bless'd them of old.

Iv.
Ah! well may we call her, like thee, « the forsaken;”
Her boldest are vanquish'd, her proudest are slaves;
And the harps of her minstrels, when gayest they waken,
Have breathings as sad as the wind over graves.

V.

Yet hadst thoun thy vengeance—yet came there the t:l’ﬂ'o'v
That shines ont, at last, on the longest dark FiE B 3
When the sceptre that smote thee with slav'ry and SOTTOW,

Was shiver'd at once, like a reed, in thy sight ;
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VI

When that cnp, which, for others, the proud Golden Oity

Had brimm'd full of bitterness, drench’d her own lips,

And the world she had trampled on heard, without pity,

The howl in her halls, and the cry from her ships ;

VIL

When the curse Heaven keeps for the haughty came over

Her merchants rapacious, her rulers unjust,

And—a ruin, at last for the earth-worm to cover,—

The Lady of Kingdomslay low in the dust.

— ) § —

SAIL ON, SAIL ON.
Ar—* The Humming of the Ban.”

L

Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark:
Wherever blows the welcome wind,
It cannot lead to scenes more dark,
More sad than those we leave behind.
Each wave that passes seems to say:
“ Thongh death beneath our smile may be,
Less cold we are, less false than they,
Whose smiling wreck’d thy hopes an

1L

8ail on, sail on; through endless years—
Through calm—through tempest—stop 0O more.
The stormiest sea’s a resting place
To him who leaves such hearts on shore.
Or—if some desert land we meet,
Where never yet false-hearted men
Profan’d a world that else were sweet,

: ill then,
Then rest thee, bark ; but not till th =

d thee.”
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SWEET INNISFALLEN.
Ar—% The Captivating Youth.”

i F:

Sweet Innisfallen, fare thee well !

May calm and sunshine long be thine
How fair thou art let others tell,

While but to feel how fair is mine,

IL

Bweet Innisfallen, fare thee welll

And long may light around thee smile,
As soft as on that evening fell,

When first I saw thy fairy islel

I

Thou wert too lovely then for one
Who had to turn to paths of care—
Who had through vulgar ecrowds to run,
And leave thee bright and silent there;

IV.
No more along thy shores to roam,
But, on the world’s dim ocean tost,
Dream of thee sometimes, as a home
Of sunshine he had seen and lost!

V.
Far better in thy weepimg hours,
To part from thee, as I do now,
When mist is o’er thy blooming bow'rs,
Like sorrow’s veil on beauty's brow.

VL
For, though unrivall'd still thy grace,
Thou dost not look, as then, t0 blest,

But, in thy shadows, seem’st 8 place -
Where weary man migh: hope 0 rest,
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VIIL

Might hope to rest, and find in thee
A gloom like Eden’s on the day
He left its shade, when every tree,
Like thee, hung weeping o’er his way |
VIIL
Weeping or smiling, lovely isle | —
And still the lovelier for thy tears—

For tho’ but rare thy sunny smile,
'Tis Heaven’s own glance, when it appears.

IX.

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few,
But, when indeed they come, divine,
The steadiest light the sun e'er threw
1s lifeless to one gleam of thine.

—l0—

OH! BANQUET NOT.
Am—* Planxty Irwine”

I
Oh! banquet not in those shining bowers,
Where youth resorts; but come to me,
For mine’s a garden of faded flowers,
More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee.
And there we shall have our feast of tears,
And many a cup in silence pour ;—
Our guests, the shades former years,
Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more.

1L

Then, while the myrtle’s withering boughs
Their lifeless leaves around us shed,
We'll brim the bowl to broken vOws,
To friends long lost—the chang'd, the dead.
Or, as some blighted laurel waves
Its branches o'er the dreary spot,
We'll drink to those neglected graves
Where valor sleeps, unnamed, forgot.
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'TWAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS.

Ar—* The Song of the Woods.”

L

"Twas one of those dreams that by music are brought,
Like a bright summer haze, o’er the poet’s warm thought,
When, lost in the future, his soul wanders on,

And all of this life, but its sweetness, is gone.

1k

The wild notes he heard o’er the water were those
He had taught to sing Erin’s dark bondage and woes,
And the breath of the bugle now wafted them o’er
From Dinas’ green Isle to Glena’s wooded shore.

: IIL
He listen'd—while, higlt o’er the eagle’s rude nest,
The lingering sounds on their way lov’d to rest;
And the echoes sung back from their fall mountain choir,
As if loath to let song so enchanting expire.

Iv.

Tt seem’d as if ev'ry sweet note, that died here,
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere,
Some heav’n in those hills, where the soul of the strain

That had ceas’d upon earth was awaking again. .

V.
Oh! forgive, if, while list'ning to musie, whose breath
Seem’d to circle his name with a charm against death,
He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim,
“Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of Fame :

VI

“Even so, tho' thy mem’ry should now die awaY,
"Twill be caught up again in some happier day,
And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong,l ’
Through the answering future, thy name and thy song.

ATRFEREY

.-\‘.
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AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS.

Ar— Unknown.

1 &

And doth not a meeting like this make amends

For all the long years I've*been wand’ring away—
To see thus around me my youth’s early friends,

As smiling and kind as in that happy day?
Tho’ haply o’er some of your brows, as o'er mine,

The snow-fall of life may be stealing ;—what then ?
Like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine,

We'll wear the gay tint of youth’s roses again.

IL

What soften’d remembrances come o'er the heart

In gazing on those we've been lost to so long!
The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part,

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng.
As letters some hand hath invisibly trac’d,

When held to the flame, will steal out on the sight,—
8o, many a feeling, that long seem’d effac’d,

The warmth of a moment like this brings to light.

IIL

And thus, as in memory’s bark we shall glide
To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew,
Though oft’ we may see, looking down on the tide,
The wreck of full many a hope shining through3
Yet still, as in fancy we point t0 the flow’rs,
That once made a garden of all the gy shore, .
Deceiv'd for a moment, we'll think them still ours,
And breathe the fresh air of life’s morning once more.

1v.

80 brief our existence, a glimpse, at the m":t’ .
Is all we can have of the few we hold dears;

And oft’ even joy is unheeded and 10:{:1 echo it near.

For want of some heart, that c0
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Ah! well may we hope, when this short life is gone,
To meet in some world of more permanent bliss ;
For, a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hast'ning on,
Is all we enjoy of each other in this.

V.

But, come! the more rare such delight to the heart,

The more we should welcome, and bless them the more:
They’re ours when we meet—they are lost when we part,

Like birds that bring Summer, and fly when ’tis o’er.
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink,

Let Sympathy pledge us,—thro’ pleasure, thro’ pain,—
That, fast as a feeling but touches one link,

Her magic shall send it direct thro’ the chain,

—i0—

THE WANDERING BARD.
Ar—¢ Planxty O Reilly.”
i

What life like that of the bard can be—
The wandering bard, who roams as free
As the mountain lark that o’er him sings,
And, like that lark, a music brings

Within him, where'er he comes or goes,—
A fount that for ever flows?

The world's to him like some play-gronnd,
Where fairies dance their moonlight round;
It dimm’d the turt where late they trod,
The elves but seek some greener sod:

80, when less bright his scene of glee,

To another away flies he!

IL
Oh! what would have been young Beauty’s doom,

Without a bard to fix her bloom ¥

They tell us, in the moon’s bright round,
Things lost in this dark world are found:
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8o, charms on earth long pass'd and gone,
In the poet’s lay live on.

Would ye have smiles that ne'er grow dim ¥
You've only to give them all to him,

Who, with but a toach of Fancy’s wand,
Oan lend them life, this life beyond,

And fix them high in Poesy’s sky,—

Young stars that never diel

I1L.

Then, welcome the bard where’er he comes;
For, though he hath countless airy homes,
To which his wing excursive roves,
Yet still, from time to time, he loves
To light upon earth, and find such cheer
As brightens our banquet here.
No matter how far, how fleet he flies,
You've only to light up kind youny €yes,
Such signal-fires as here are given,—
And dovn he'll drop from Fancy's heaven,
The minute such call to love or mirth
Proclaims he's wanting on earth!
—0:—
SONG OF INNISFAIL.
Ar—* Peggy Bawn.”
T
They came from a land beyond the sea;
And now, o’er the western main,
Set sail, in their good ships, gallantly,
From the sunny land of Spain.
“Oh! where's the Isle we've seen in dreams,—
Our destin’d home or grave?”
Thus sang they, as by the morning beams,
They swept th’ Atlantic wave.

And, lo, where, afar o'er ocean, shines
A sparkle of radiant green,

As though in that deep Jay emerald mines,
Whose light thro' the wave was seen.
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Tjs Tunisfail! ’tis Innisfail!”
Rings o’er the echoing sea;

While, bending to heav'n, the warriors hail
That home of the brave and free.

IIL.

Then turn’d they unto the Eastern wave,
Where now their Day-God’s eye

A look of such sunny omen gave
As lighted up sea and sky.

Nor frown was seen through sky or sea,
Nor tear o'er leaf or sod,

When first on their Isle of Destiny
Qur great foretathers trod.

— ) e

THOUGH HUMBLE THE BANQUET.
Ar—" Farewell, Edmond.”

L

Though humble the banquet to which I invite thee,
Thow'lt find there the best a poor bard can command:
Eyes beaming with welcome shall throng round to light thee, -
And Love serve the feast with his own willing hand.

IL

And, tho’ Fortune may seem to have tarn'd from the dwelling
Of him thou regardest, her favoring 18y, .

Thou wilt find there a gift il her treasures efoellmg.
Which, proudly he feels, hath ennobled his way-

L.

"Tis that freedom of mind, which ne vulgar dominion )
Oan turn from the path & clear conscience approves;

Which, with hope in the heart and no chain on t,hel pinion,
Holds upward its course to the light which it loves,
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IV.

'Tis this makes the pride of his humble retreat,

And, with this, tho’ of all other treasures bereav'd,
The breeze of his garden to him is more sweet

Than the costliest incense Pomp e’er receiv'd.

V.

Then, come: if a board so untempting hath power
To win thee from grandeur, its best shall be thine;

And there’s one, long the light of the bard’s happy bower,
Who, smiling, will blend her bright welcome with mine.

—0:—

FAIREST! PUT ON AWHILE.
Amr—* Cuma liom.” :

L

Fairest! put on awhile

These pinions of light I bring thee,
And o’er thy own Green Isle

In fancy let me wing thee.
Never did Ariel’s plume

At golden sunset hover
O’r scenes so full of bloom

As I shall waft thee over.

: II.

Fields, where the Spring delays,

And fearlessly meets the ardor
Of the warm Summer’s gaze,

With only her tears to guard her.
Rocks, throngh myrtle boughs

In grace majestic trowning;
Like some bold warrior’s brows

That Love hath just been crowning.

IIL

Islets, so freshly fair, .
That never hath bird come nigh them,

But from his course through air .
He hath been won down by themj
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Types, sweet maid, of thee,

Whose look, wiiose blush inviting,
Never did Love yet see

From Heav'n without alighting.

IV,

Lakes, where the pearl lies hid,

And caves, where the gem is sleeping,
Bright as the tears thy lid

Lets fall in lonely weeping.
Glens, where Ocean comes

To ’scape the wild winds’ rancor,
And Harbors, worthiest homes

Where Freedom’s fleet can anchor.

V.

Then, if while scenes so grand,

So beautiful, shine betore thee,
Pride for thy own dear land

Should haply be stealing o’er thee,
Oh! let griet come first,

O'er pride itself victorious,
Thinking how man hath carst

What Heaven had made so glorious!

—0r—
IN THE MORNING OF LIFE.
Am—" The Litile Harvest Rose.”
I

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknown,
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin;
When we live in a bright beaming world of our ov'v:;. !
And the light that surrounds us is all from within;
Oh! ’tis not, believe me, in that happy time i
We can love, as in hours of less transport we may:
Of our smiles, of our hopes, tis the gay sunny prime,
But affection is truest when these fade away.

N

T
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IL

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by,
Like a leaf on the stream that will never return;
When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so high,
First tastes of the otker, the dark-flowing urn;
Then, then is the time when affection holds sway
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew:
Love, nurs'd among pleasures, is faithless as they,
But the love born ot Sorrow, like Sorrow, is trae.

IIL

In climes full of sunshine, though splendid the flowers,
Their sighs have no freshness, their odor no worth;
"Tis the cloud and the mist of our ovn Isle of showers
That call the rich spirit of fragrancy forth.
8o it is not 'mid splendor, prosperity, mirth,
That the depth of Love’s generous spirit appears;
To the sunshine of smiles it may first o e its birth,
But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears.

—_—

SONG OF THE BATTLE EVE.
TIME, THE NINTH OENTURY.
Ar—" Cruiskin Lan.”

L

To-morrow, comrade, we

On the battle-plain must be,
There to conquer, or both lie low!

The morning-star is up,—

But tliere’s wine still in the cup,
And we'll take another quaff ere we g0, boy, go:
We'll take another quaff ere we go.

IL
'Tis true, in manliest eyes

A passing tear will rise,
When we think of the friends we leave lone;

FEn



144 ADRAIN AJR EJRJNN.

Aéc nac dithaon bert rile bnraon
Co'ad ta rzala r3andad ron’
'S le 1-a Seonatb dibneam’ uainy deon an ril, deon an
ral,
'S le n-a Beonaib dibnreany’ uainy deop ap ril.

oI,

T4 rolur zeal an lae,—
A la der5ionac 'Tecap o Fae
A an lemmb o nync an o-cyméioll le rog:
A manac noith an oydée
Ca m-b&1dmu1d 't 1ad n-an lude?
Acc nac cumal—parcui3id an lann Sum an zleo,—Ccum
an zled,
Acc nac cumal—parcu1315 an lann cum an zleo,

IV;

Fanad an meud ta peadca, paon

Fao1 cuinz Sacran a'r Loélan deann
Fainead znjoras an ceallajs ran cpad;

Aon urna 41 ToN AL O-T1H

'S 30 neat) Tuar onca 6 énode :
'S an ron €ineann zur & clainy’ hannal! hupna! huppa|
'S ajn Ton €ipeann 'zur o clajny’ huppal

—_—10 —

TRAT ejre beje.

Fonn—1lirze na bomne.
I,
Tnag eine bert amn bruaé an lny
HNa Doinne an riy a8’ cnagdee,
Deanc 'n aic an Eeilz an c-repz ' an comy
An Tarrs’ « nath zaece ann rarcee.
“R Zaete nyarhal,” and do blaoys,
“Fanaib ann rinn pacy falag,
O 4 rib rmeanca le rul cnojde
Ooine 5411515’ dam 50 ballag.”



IRISH MELODIES. 145

But what can wailing do?

See, our goblet’s weeping too !
With its tears we'll chase away our own, boy, our own;
Wath its tears we’ll chase away our own.

IIL

But daylight’s stealing on;—

The last that o’er us shone
Saw our children around us play?

The next—ah! where shall we

From those rosy urctins be ¢ ‘
But—no matter— grasp the sword, and away, boy away
No matter—grasp the sword, and away!

rv'

Let those, who brook the chain

Of Saxen or of Dane,
Ignobly by their firesides stays;

One sigh to home be given,

Oue heartfelt prayer to heaven,
Then for Erin and her cause, boy, hurral hurra! hurral
Then for Erin and her cause, hurral

AS VANQUISHED ERIN.
Are—* The Boyne Water.”
i
As vanquish’d Erin wept beside
The Boyne's ill-fated river,
She saw where Discord, in the .tide,
Had dropp'd his loaded quiver-
% Lie hid,” she cried, “ye venom'd
Where mortal eye may shun you.
Lie hid: the stain of manly heurt:,
That bled for me, is on you-
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I

But vain her wish, her weeping vain—
As Time too well hath taught her—
Each year the Fiend returns again,
And dives into that water,
And brings, trinmphant, from beneath
His shafts of desolation, -
And sends them, wing'd with worse than death,
Through all her mad’ning nation.

III.

Alas, for her who sits and mourns,
Ev’n now, beside that river! —
Unwearied still the Fiend returns,
And stor’d is still bis quiver.
“ When will this end, ye Powers of Good "
She weeping asks for ever :
But only hears, from out that flood,
The Demon answer,  Never!”

D

ALONE IN OROWDS TO WANDER ON.
Am—* Siubkal a Riin”
2 S

Alone in crowds to wander on,

And feel that all the charm is gone

Which voices dear and eyes belov'd

Shed round us once, where'er we rov'd—

This, this the doom must be

Of all who've lov’d, and liv'd to see

The few bright things they thought would stay
~For ever near them, fly away.

IL.
Tho’ fairer forms around us throng,

Their smiles to others all belong,
And want that charm which dwells alone

Round those the fond heart calls its own. -
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Where, where the sunny brow £
The long-known voice—where are they nowd
Thus ask I still, nor ask in vain,
The silence answers all too plain,
II1.
Oh! what is Fancy’s magic worth,
If all her art cannot call forth
One bliss like those we telt of old
From lips now mute, and eyes now cold #
No, no,—her spell is vain,—
As soon could she bring back again
Those eyes themselves from out the grave,
As wake again one bliss they gave.

—i 00—

I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE.
Arr—* I wish T'was on yonder hilk”

) %
1 wish I was by that dim lake
Where sinful souls their farewell take
Ot this vain world, and half-way lie
In death’s cold shadow, ere they die.
There, there, far from thee,
Deceitful world, my home should be;
Where, come what might of gloom and pain,
False hope should ne’er deceive again.
1L
The lifeless sky, the mournful sound
Of unseen waters falling round,
The dry leaves quiv’ring o’er my head,—
Like man unquiet ev’'n when dead!
These, aye, these shall wean
My soul from life’s deluding scene,
And turn each thought o’erchargd with gloom,
Like willows downward towards the tomb.

IIL
As they, who to their couch at night,
Would win repose, first quench the light,
Su must the hopes that keep this breast
Awake, be quench’d, ere it can rezt.
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Oold, cold this heart must grow,

Unmov'd by either joy or woe,

Like freezing tounts, where all that’s thrown
Within their current turns to stone.

—i0:—
LAY HIS SWORD BY HIS SIDE,
A—*“ Jf the sea were ink.”

L
Lay his sword by his side, it hath serv’d him too well
Not to rest near his pillow below;
To the last moment true, from his hand ere it fell,
Its point was still turn’d to a flying foe.
Fellow-lab’rers in life, let them slumber in death,
Side by side, as becomes the reposing brave,
That sword whiéh he lov'd still unbroken in its sheath,
And himself unsubdued in his grave.
IL

Yet pause! for, in fancy, a still voice I hear,
As if breath’d from his brave heart’s remains;—

Faint echo of that which, in Slavery’s ear,
»
Once sounded the war-word, “Burst your chains!

And it cries, from the grave where the hero lies deep:
“Tho’ the day of your Obieftain for ever hath set,
Oh! leave not his sword thus inglorious to sleep,—
It hath victory’s life in it yet!

e to wield,
“ rthy such weapon
8hould some slien, ““‘:;)y ov);n gallant sword,

Dare to touch thee, "
L talisman seal'd,
Then rest in thy sheath, like & y chainless lord.

Or return to the grave of th e ¥ L
But if grasp’d by a hand that hath l::atrtl; : tlh:npfi’u
Of a falchion, like thee, on the ba plain,

. loose,
Then, at Liberty's summons, like :::hming.l.“
Leap forth from thy dark she

b



152 ADRAIN IR EJRINN.

W-HEJO AN CLARSAC 54N Cedl
Fonn—Caone 2Wic Fanlam.

i

90-bé15 an élanrac zan ceol, 'zur an éeud fean tujz clif,
O’ an d-cin 'noir uainn Tézc4, 6 'n c-raojal o zo0 deo,

M-bé1d 1118 na b-€meann, ain an waf 3an aon lug,
b-pusl ann pean coiriz 'r 081515 0’ & canald near beo

IL

Hf bed, 't 1B zun pann puaim an ceoql 6 - beul
C18 « ¢nuic 4 be1€ bajtee gao] ceo, man 4 cnoide,
béanpard ruaznad 'y S1a13 110, lan dubaéan na neul.
Ca an ém]r)r), sun lonnac an néulc a cua1d paot.

II1.

54ac¢ ceadpad 'zur cafliBeace le 'z-cuinean bann
Waire an Baoine, annr ann aizne @d b cnumn,

Ra1b "anar 'on an mears £éin, 'nna éorhnuid ann an lan,
Sur cadnuzad 'nna S1a13 11, Tiol ABart F41 no.

Iv.

Cia fe Znaduijear éme, no Beancar an né,
Tnio o reaine lony, bana, 413 elnie 341 ceo,
War clozteac 'ra b-parad, an 41c o b-pul 1é
'S an 3l61n T4 nne Eymeioll, le peqreinc 3o deo.

V.

Aon Ball atharn dealupiie le lannain mon-cal,
O Bubaéan 'r 6 bujle na 3-c1an bf zan cém,
"Huain o ' eini3 't o rpreas le n-a jaete, Jor-pail
'S cuz can ceonan na r5labace, cum raojnre, and-lém.

VI,

Cia an neaé 4 ' &ireys o nar le n-a jug,
‘Sur gér éorre le lan-cujle '‘bneiéne o gane,
Rab pfon-toban €jneann a nié ents 'nna rrug
'S & polriugas ‘mop- fanrnace ‘Fur #6r o Hon-nesnc.



IRISH MELODIES. 158

SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT#
W Ar—" Mac Farlan's Lament.”

\We
"\eg‘\
VLY A
\ ¥

L

Shall the Harp then be silent, when he who first gave
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eyes?
8hall a minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave
Where the first —where the last of the Patriots lies ?

IL

No! faint tho’ the death-song may fall from his lins,

Tho’ his harp, like his soul, may with shadows be crost,
Yet, yet shall it sound, ’mid a nation’s eclipse,

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been lost.

III.

What a union of all the affections and powers,
By which life is exalted, embellish’d, refin’d,
Was embrac’d in that spirit, whose centre was ours,
While its mighty circumference circled mankind.

Iv.

Oh! who that loves Erin, or who that can see,

Through the waste of her annals, that epoch sublime,
Like a pyramid rais'd in the desert, where he

And his glory stand ont to the eyes of all time;

V.

That one lucid interval, snatch’d trom the gloom

And the madness of ages, when, filled with his soul,
A nation oerleap’d the dark bounds of her doom,

And, for one sacred instant, touch’d Liberty’s goal |—

VI

Who, that ever hath heard him, hath drunk at the source
Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin’s 0wn,

In whose high-thoughtéd daring, the fire, and the force,
And the yet untam’d spring of his spirit, are shown I-
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VIL
An elcquence rich, wheresoever its wave
Wander’d free and triumphant with thoughts that shone
through,
As clear as the brook’s *stone of lustre,” and gave,
With the flash of the gem, its solidity too l—

VIIL

Who that ever approach'd him, when, free from the crowd,
In & home full of love, he delighted to tread,

"Mong the trees which a nation had giv'n, and which bow'd
As if each brought a new civic crown for his head.

IX.

That home, where, like him who, as fable hath told,

Put rays from his brow, that his child might come near,=—
Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old

Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear 1—

x'

Is there one who hath thus, through his orbit of life,

At s distance observed him, through glory, through blame,
In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife,

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same.

XL

Such a union of all that enriches life’s hour—

Of the sweetness we love, of the greatness We praise—
As that type of simplicity blended with pcwer,

A child with a thunder-bolt only pourtrays.

XIL
Oh! no: not a heart that e'er knew him but mourns
Dee‘P, deep o'er the grave, where such glory is shrin’d,
(Yer a monument Fame will preserve 'mong the urns

Ot the wisest, the bravest, the best ot mankind.

Y
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OH! THE SIGHT ENTRANCING.
Ar—* Planxty Sudley.”
I
Oh ! the sight entrancing,
‘When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files array'd
With helm and blade.
And plumes in the gay wind dancing!
When hearts are all high beating,
And the trumpet’s voice repeating
That song whose breath
May lead to death,
But never to retreating!
Oh! the sight entrancing,
When morning’s beam is glancing
O’er files array’d
With helm and blade,
And plumes in the gay wind dancing!

IL.
Yes, ’tis not helm nor feather—
For, ask yon despot whether
His pluméd bands
Could bring such hands
And hearts as curs together.
Leave pomps to those who need 'em—
Adorn but Man with freedom,
And proud he braves
The gaudiest slaves
That crawl where monarchs lead ’em.
The sword may pierce the beaver,
Stone walls in time may severs
’Tis heart alone,—
Worth steel and stone,—
That keeps men free for everl
Oh! the sight entrancing,
‘When morning’s beam is glancing*
O'er files array'd
With helm and blade,
And in Freedom's cause advancing.

167
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BING, SWEET HARP.
Air— Unknown.

L

Sing, sweet Harp, oh! sing to me
Some song of early days,

Whose sounds, in this sad memory,
Long buried dreams shall raise:—

Some ray that tells of vanish'd flame,
Whose light once round us shone:

Of noble pride, now turn’d to shame,
And hopes for ever gone.

ring, sad Harp, thus sing to me:
Alike our doom is cast;

Both lost to all but memory,
We live but in the past.

IL

How mourntully the midnight air
Among thy chords doth sigh,

As it it sought some echo there
Of voices long gone by :

Of chieftains, now forgot, who seem’d
The foremost then in fame;

Of bards who, once immortal deem’d,
Now sleep without a name.

In vain, sad Harp, the midnight 8ir
Among thy chords doth sighs

In vain it seeks an echo there
Of voices long gone bY.

1L

Oouldst thou but call those spirits round,
Who once, in bower and hall,

Sat listening to thy magic sound,
Now mute and mould’ring alli—

But, no; they would but wake to weep
Their children’s glaverys

Then leave them int
The dead, at leash are free

heir dreamless sleep,—

1569
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Hush, hush, sad Harp, that dreary tone,
That knell of Freedom’s day;

Or, list'ning to its death-like moan,
Let me, too, die away.

—i0
O ARANMORE, LOV'D ARANMORE!

__« The Fair of Killdronghall.
15

O Aranmore, lov’d Aranmore,
How oft’ I dream of thee,
And of those days, when, by thy shore,
1 wander’d young and free!
Full many a path I've trod since then,
Through pleasure’s flowery maze,
But ne'er could find the bliss again
1 felt in those sweeb days.

IL

How bright upon the breezy cliffs
At sunny morn I've stood,

With heart as bounding as the skiffs
That danc’d along thy flood ;

Or, when the western wave grew bright
With daylight's parting wing,

Have scught that Eden in the light
Which dreaming poets sing 3

IX.

That Eden where th’ jmmortal brave
Dwell in a land serené— %
Whose bow’rs beyond the shining wWave
At sunset, oft’ aTe seen.
Ah, dream t00 fall of sadd'ning .truth!
Those mansions o'er the main
Arelike the hopes I built in youth,—

As sunny and as vainl
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THE EXILE OF ERIN.

L

4
There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin; "{é’&ffw

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill;
For his country he sigh’d when at twilight repairing

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill ;
But the day-star attracted his eye’s sad devotion,
For it rose o’er his own native isle of the ocean,
Where once, in the fire of his youthful emotion,

He sang the bold anthem of * Erin-go-brath.”

1L

“ Qh! sad is my fate,” said the heart-broken stranger:
« The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee;
But I have no refuge from famine and danger,—
A home and a coantry remain not to me.
Ah! never again in the green, sunny bowers
Where my forefathers lived, shall Ispend the sweet hours,
Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers,
And strike to the numbers of ‘ Erin-go-brath.’

L

% Erin, my country, though sad and forsaken,
Ia dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore :
But, alas! in a far, foreign land I awaken,
And sigh for the friends who can meet me NO more.
O cruel fate, wilt thou never replace me
Ina mansion of peace, Where no perils can
Ah! never again shall my brothers embrace meé;,—
They died to defend me, or live to deplore.

.

chase mel
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“ Where is my cabin-door, fast by the wild-wood ¢
Sisters and sire, did you weep for its fall?

Where is the mother that looked on my childhood
And were is the bosom friead, dearer than all#

O my sad heart! long abandoned by pleasure,

Why did it dote on a fast-fading treasure?

Tears, like the rain drops, may fall without measure,
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall

V.

“ Yet, all its sad recollections suppressing,
One dying wish my lone bosom can draw ;—

Erin, an exile bequeaths thee his blessing,
Land of my forefathers—Erin-go-brath !

Buried and cold, when my heart stills its motion,

Green by thy fields, sweetest isle of the ocean!

And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with devotion,—
¢ Erin mavourneen ! Erin-go-brath.’”

165
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DIALOGUE OF HEOTOR AND ANDROMACHE,

FROM HOMER'S ILIAD.

Translated into English by Alezander Pope.

ANDROMAOHE—

“Too daring prince! ah, whither dost thou run 2
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and son!
And think’st thou not how wretched we shall be,—
A widow I, a helpless orphan he!
For sure such courage length of life denies;
And thou must fall thy virtue’s sacrifice.
Greece in her single heroes strove in vain;
Mow hosts oppose thee, and thou must be elain!
Oh, grant me, gods! ere Hector meets his doom,
AlL T can ask of Heaven, an early tomb !
So shall my days in one sad tenor run,
And end with sorrows as they first begun.
No parent now remains my griets to share,—
No tather’s aid no mother’s tender care.
The fierce Achilles wrapp'd our walls in fire,
Laid Thebe waste, acd slew my warlike sirel
His fate compassion in the victor bred;—
Stern as he was, he.yet revered the desd;
His radiant arms preserved from hostile spoil,
And laid him decent on the funeral pile; :
Then raised a mountain where his bones were barn'd:
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn’d:
Jove's sylvan daughters bade their elms Pestow

A barren shade, and in his honor grow.

By the same arm my seven brave brothers fell,—
In one sad day bebeld the gates of hell:

While the fat herds and snowy flocks they fed,
Amid their fields the hapless l.leroe‘a bled!

My mother lived to bear the yictor's bax.xdn,-—
The queen of Hippoplacias sylvan lands:
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No agan, macan, bnagan, ain mo ¢noide,
Oo beiSear o tueim a15 lajnn cnom na nSneus
"Noa "0 upiin mén raoy Sarcanc 'zur rao) eus
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Redeem’d too late, she scarce beheld again

Her pleasing empire and her native plain,

When, ah! oppress’d by life-consuming woe,

She fell a vietim to Diana’s bow.

Yet, while my Heotor still survives, I see

My father, mother, brethren, all in thee;

Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all

Once more will perish, if my Hector fall.

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger share:

Oh, prove a husband’s and a father’s care

That quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy,
Where yon wild fig trees join the wall of Troy;
Thou from this tower detend the important post;
There Agamemnon points his dreadful host;
That pass Tydides, Ajax, strive to gain,

And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train.
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have given,
Or led by hopes, or dictated from Heaven.

Let others in the field their arms employ,

But stay, my Hector, here, and guard your Troy.”

HEQTOR—

The chief replied: © That post shall be my care $
Not that alone, but all the works of war.
How would the sons of Troy, in arms renown’d,
And Troy’s proud dames, whose garments sweep
Attaint the lustre of miy former name,
Should Hector basely quit the field of f'amel
My early youth was bred to martial pains,
My soul impels me to the embattled plains:
Let me be foremost to defend the throng
And guard my father’s glories, and my OWD.
Yot come it will, the day decreed by fates,—
(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates!)—
The day when thou, jmperial Troy! must bend,

And see thy warriors tall, thy glories end. ;
And yet no dire pressage £0. wounds my mind,—

kind,
My mother’s death, the yuin of m¥
Not Priam’s hoary hairs defiled &ith'hgore,‘.
Not all my brothers gasping on the orey

the ground,

__.—4
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A'r zojlear ®’ amhian: 'nn éir Sul cryd 546 5ab
téinpan i 30 cnié na nSneus man rslab
Folluinze ann, mén anacain 'zur leun

Faor cunz mna erlenyze dananca 'zur dén’
Fi5ead a15 redl roain dolaraé na Cnojze

No cabaine 6 anc-rnuc mrar wirze ann o cjje,
'S 15 ejrceadc le ponnéid acairead, Fo7 TRuUAs:
‘Feuc dfol bancnais Heccom 1din na rluassg.’
Durécard an c-anm mo éujmne ann do cnorde,
Azur be1din lan de Subnén 'zur de cojde

Fa & beit 1my3ce, cornoéad tu 'ra T

"Bur durc-re do beunpad cabain azur 1348

Acc o) me peqreinc n1d ¢o caqn, bed mé

Faoy an B-p6d, 11 0613 liom, rince annr an 5-cné.”

N’&1r ro nad, do fn amaé 3o ram
Cum an ©-63 do Gadaync, o Ba Layt,
Do Fert le eazla 1on an leanb Teanc,
Tna ain « 3-clozad uarmanad, rojlleaé, Bearne,
'S an é1ab capal 3uanac, nab zac dlaorj
Aron’r a nal a13 1mlad leir an 5408,
Oo rmizdan an dfr: T390l heccoin an lub ceann
b ain o cacban; ’r €615 { 6 9-a eann
'Sur leaz ap cloga lannac ain an b-peun;
Ruz a1t o leanab, v €noc é ruar ran aen,
N ér o pozas’r brieuzad le min énus
A larhe, cun le 1MPI315, raar a a8 :
“job 'p b-puil faap leac, de na Dead’ rfon beo,
Deancarde mo leanab 'r cabnaide n 3-cupmine 89,
Tabnad 86, rrubal 30 cémathail annr o c-rlize,
A riubalim péin man fompla 413 na Cnojice,
fmn'ncﬁ)ml, calmag, lan de neanc ' do lag,
'S 4 coITINe A tine, cojllad Seanna'r cla,
'5 CATZAMNE narhad pllead le cneac mén,
‘S~ le danca baySescarr Andoja15 raar zaé zlén,
S 413 cluinre d'a macan: ¢ be|m ajn agaqn bang,
Uonpan o Snode le 3aindear ann o lan.'”
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As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dread;

I see thee trembling, weeping, captive led!

In Argive looms our battles to design,

And woes, of which so large a part was thine!
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring
The weight of waters from Hyperia's spring.
There, while you groan beneath the load of life,
They ory: ‘ Behold the mighty Heotor’s wife!’
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see,
Imbitters all thy woes, by naming me!

The thoughts of glory past, and present shame,
A thousand griefs shall waken at the name!
May I lie cold before that dreadful day,

Press'd with a load of monumental clay!

Thy Hector wrapp’d in everlasting sleep,

Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor seé thee weep.”

Thus having spoke, the illustrious chief of Troy
Stretched his fond arms to clasp the lovely bo¥-
The babe clung crying to his nurse'’s breast,
Scared at the dazzling helm and nodding crest.
With secret pleasure each fond parent smiled,
And Hector hasted to relieve his child ;

The glittering terrors from bis brows unbound,
And placed the beaming helmet on the ground,
Then kiss'd the child, and lifting high in air,
Thus to the gods preferr'd & father’s prayer:

«( thou! whose glory §lls the ethereal throne,
And all ye deathless powers, protect my son !
Grant him, like me, to purchase just renow,

To guard the Trojans, to Jetend the crows,
Against his country’s foes the war to Wag%

And rise the Hector of the future age!l

8o, when, trinmphant from suocessful toils,

Of heroes slain he besrs the reekioé g
Whole hosts may hail bim with deserved ? f‘n:"
And say. * This chief transoends his "“"; ,'m ’
While pleased smid the geners) cagrisge j: '
His mother’s 00 heart o'érflows with JoT:
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Leir 110 do feacad b1 an leanab 63,
Sfn a1 o briolaé &, ’zur tuz d6 po3,
Sm13, 't Ed & TM3, Do BT na deor’ 50 ErLAT
Silc 'nuar o leacab, 6 o Tulib dear’,
D’a pejcrine do-ran, cuimil le bor o lajy
A h-aja10 Tar, o1 labain 1&1 3o farmh :

“ 906 cefle anTaé, eann mo cnojde, cad patt
B-pusl 30 h-ancnad, le zeun bnon do O’ Enad,
Roni) teact mo lae *sur m’ am, n1’l onm bao3al,
A zcumar aon neaé, nf’l mo éun de *n c-rajaol,
An c-olc 1 an Mmalg, an ToZa 'Fur 4n d1oj4,

Nion ranuizead an bar bf 'n-d4an dorb por « nfoti,
Wime 110, 1L & bajlle 'r 4135 an Tt-redl

Babt4a, ri5ead le Tln azur le Tpol,

No 'rnrathy le peanrald, creonuiad do ¢uld ban
Ann uile ojbnie laje 'r rocuaime, gan,

Aéc de na Tnojice uile an zac laog,

3ur onm 30 h-anyde, ta an cat 4 zlaoc.”

Do labajrt o'r O’ #4115 o Catban o & ceann,
To1zTiTe an c-rlize o pillead cum o lann
A déancad T1an 't 415 ornafl 30 criom, Tu3,

’S o 11lc na deona boza, nna lan Tnuc.

Teacc d1 bajlle, Zuil a'r 38110 na MDA,

Blacad 1oy d'a dubndn zur d’ 4 cnad,

A15 caonead o ceqle, amail 'r anfr 30 h-eus
Nan 'n-dan 06 Ceact, 6 lamh 't 6 lany na ndneus.

w
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He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms,
Restored the pleasing burden to her arms ;
Soft on her fragrant breast the babe she laid,
Hush’d to repose, and with a smile survey'd.
The troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear,
She mingled with a smile a tender tear.
The soften’d chiet with kind compassion view'd,
And dried the falling drops, and thus pursued :
« Andromache! my soul's far better part !
Why with untimely sorrows heaves thy heart?
No hostile hand can antedate my doom.
Till fate condemns me to the silent tomb.
Fix'd is the term to all the race of earth;
And such the hard condition of our birth.
No force ean then resist, no flight can save;
All sink alike, the fearful and the brave.
No more—but hasten to thy tasks at home,
There guide the spindle, and direct the loom.
Me glory summons to the martial scene;
The field of combat is the sphere for men:
Where heroes war, the foremost place I claim,
The first in danger, as the first in fame.”
Thus having said, the glorious chief resumes
His towery helmet, black with ghading plumes.
His princess parts with & prophetic sigh,—
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts the eye,
That stream’d at every look: then, moving slow,
Sought her own palace, and indulged her woe.
There, while her tears, deplored the godhke man,
Through all her train the soft infection ran;
The pious maids their mingled sorrows shed,
ad mourn the living Hector a8 the dead.
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ca9INead cjule ¢ajss |

Criead déanpamaold pearca 341 admad,
Ot T4 deqnead na 3-corllce ari lan?
Nf' Lenaée an Cill Carr na o ceazlac,
'S nf banrean o clinz 50 bnac.
An 4T 4d 'n & 3-cornuiead an deribean,
Fuain zammm 1r meidine tan mnarb,
biSead 1anlarde 43 TATLIAINE TATL TOINHY) AN,
'S an c-ajpneann binn da nad.

Jr & mo cneaé fada 11 mo léan 3uinc, ‘
Do jeataide bneas néaca an lan,
An “avenue” zneannca gao] faotar,
'S 340 porc an «on caob de 'n “walk!”
An ciync bnedaj to fileac an braondf,
'S an Farnad fé1m) 3o clag,
'S o leaban na manb do &15cean
An c-earpoz 1r “ Lady Iveigh.”

Nf cluinim ruaim laca na 38645 any,
N4 prolajn a3 deanad aoin cor cuam,
HNa 1@t na m-beaca éum raoctaln,
Cabanpac mil azur céin do 'n c-rluals.
Wi L ceol bfnn thilyr na n-8an ann 5
le h-athanc an lae dul namn,
N4 'n uaiéin & m-bannab na n-38a3 ann,
Do cujnpead an raojal cum ruan.

* The “Lament for Kileash” is said to be the composition of a
young man named Lane, who had been educated for the Catholic
B;i;sthood by Lady Iveagh, wife of Col. Thomas Butler, of Kilcash

tle, in the County of Tipperary. The maiden name of Lady
Tveagh was Margaret Bourke, gaing a daughter of William, Earl of
Clanrickard, Her first husband was Brian Magennis, Viscount
Iveagh, in the County Down, who furnished two regiments—one of
infantcy and the other of cavalry—to King James the Second. After
his death she married Butler of Kileash. She was a lady of great
personal charms, but was mueh more remarkable for her Christian
piety and universal benevolence; so much so, that her memory is
;téll revered as that of a saint’i'y the peasantry of South Tip- &

Tary.
The occasion of the “ Lament” seems to bethe dismantling of
the Castle and the breaking up and disforesting of the noble park of
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LAMENT FOR KILOASH.

TRANSLATED BY THE LATE OOL. MICHAEL DOHENY.

Oh! what shall we do for the green-wood,
The last of its trees are hoar;

And mute is Kileash and its high bells
Shall ring out their chumes no morel

"Tw. s there dwelt the beautiful lady,
Who purest of graces Woré—

Where nobles from many & land came,
And Masses were chanted o'er.

"Tis source of my sorrow the gorest,
To see thy gates worn away,

Thy beautiful avenues ploughed up,
Where Winter winds howling play!

Thy roof shedding tear-drops of ruin,
Thy chivalry’s plumes decay,

And hear but the voice of the wailing,
For bishop and lady pray-

&o duck or goose Whirs through the air theré,

Nor eagles from eyries glide,
Nor murmur the busy bees hoarding
Their honey for hosts of pride;
Nor singing birds sioging more lowly,
As glimmers the glowing west,
Nor coos the cuckoo—the cuckooing
That lulleth all gloom to rest.

th
Kilcash, during the exile of the tamous Duke of Og?&nmwhg
bard styles * Prionsa na - odhal,” i. & P f&e Ownership.  The
succeeded his kinsman, Colonel Butler, i?the 'Butler m‘ﬁy He
“bishop” alluded to Wwas also & ,‘,’,‘3%‘”&& hguished DY his plety

resg%ed a{. w ﬁstpo:t, near Cﬁlllm. S
and his attachmen to the o th ospitable

u found & b "eﬁ:f"

he, W“g. ;’,m prother, Lord Castie-

faith.
Among the “nobles jarlaidhe)
ek }iYGS‘éﬂ"atxﬁggzh' it cald to have
a‘é%niz:eag wae the ¢ c%aritgeoi Lady IW,‘}:&‘%%&#WW these
ordered even the rooks to fed during 3 e M m do Buire,
Pirds are still facetiously called 5 ‘the Lrish-s peasantry

g! e&Marﬁaretr%grkseﬁrbmk
o valley of the A evenamon
Kue::hﬁesonthemtheoﬂmmdsu
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Nuainnize1d na pujc rao; na rléiberb,.
'S zuana le n-a d-taob 't an lfon,

Féacann 1140 anuar le léan an

An mrbajle paain ‘sway” ann zaé oin;
A1 fajtce bneas aobinn 'n o naobtad,

’S zan porc’ an taob & 'n T-rin,
Paj .c an “paddoc™ n a “dury”

Wan o m-bidead an eilic a3 déanad refe.

Ach ceo a3 Tuicim an cnaoba anm,
N4 zlanann le znjan na la;
Ta rmid 43 cucm 6 'n rpéin anp
'S a cud ujree 3o lé&r a3 cnajia;
Nf’l coll, nf’l cujlleann, nf’l caon ann,
Acr cloda 'zur maol-cladéan;
Pajnc an poniaoir 3an Enaob anm,
Ir ©'1mE15 an “game” cum pan.

Anoir, man bann an zaé mi-jneann,
Cuard pnionra na n-5a08al can 141,
Anonn le n-amnn na mine,
Fuain zainm ’r an b-Fname v 'r an Spamy,
Anoir ta o cuallaée da caonead, -
Bejbead anzead bufde 'zur ban;
'S { na €63pac reilb na n-daoineiasd,
Acc cannad na bpfon-boccan!

Rigclm an Wujne 'r an Jora
50 drazra1d-rf anfr cuZann rlan,
5o m-betd nafnncafde pada az zabasl cimécall,
Ceol be1blin 11 ceince cnar;
5o d-zézran an bajle-re an rihrean,
Gl Carr bpeas anir 50 hany,
Jr 30 bnrag, 16 50 B-tjocrard an dfleann,
Nf pajcrean { apfr ap lan!
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When hunted deer fly to the mountain,
From fowler and hound on trail,
They pantingly gaze on thy ruin,
Onece pride of the blooming vale;
Thy pleasure-green changed into fallow,
Of barren, unharrowed mould,
And dairied thy paddock and lawn 1OW,
Where nestled the fawn of old.

Above thee is looming & vapor,
From no Summer ray will fly;
A light from whose pestilent teeming,
Thy silvery streams run dry.
No longer are hollies or hazels,
But stones on thy bare hill-side 3
And shelterless burrows the hare from,
And rabbits astray have hied.

And now as the top of our ailing,
The prince of the Gaels has fled.
And with him the fair of the fairest,
In France and in Spain who led;

A crowd of dependents bemecan her,
Who shared ot her moulten gold,
*Tis she who her people would grind not
But sheltered lame, blind, and old.

I pray to the Saviour and Mary,
To send her back safe again.

We'll dance the long dances around her,
To many & sounding strain, "

The home of our sires shall once more
Exalted in glorious gheen,

To sink mnever more till the flood shall
Above its tall woods be seem.
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C19)5 NA SeANDUJNN.
Fonn—* Coillce m-blannna.”
le Wicesl O'Nujiynaqn.

L

Le cumati da15(H «'r rmuarnce 3nfH
Cuymnf3im 50 minic ain élogs na Seandurd,
A B-puaim co-3anb o bidead nuan by mé am leanb
15 ceqls Can mo cljaban an draoy-éeol bin.
Bin reo o faoilim 4 zaécina tnyalizim
"Nuaqn le cion o b-p1lliz1m onc, o Concal mo énorde,
Le do ¢loz na Seanduh
A b-puymear éo h-andbip
Ain wireurb alu)f abarh ruaine an Laot.

1L
Cluin me zuc ¢lojz bijje o U4 cfn 'ra cnujie,
50 rusinc a15 clinzrugad o rensin ceampurl mén,
Fead le canra h-earza bf Tteanzuibe prafr 413 plearzs,
Acc nf labnadan neamnis éé bneajz le d’ 3lon.
Jr buan rmuaince m' 1neiH an 34C preaba Tuaine-bin
Le lff) suc caoin an cloz-can a'r a raop nocaoiBe 3-cnofde;
211 élo1z na Seanduin
Fuaim a b-pad nior «o1b1m
Bn wirewtb alug) abarh Tuaine an Laof.

III.
Oo cuallear élorz 413 T140T4AID & Tean-hoail Adnian,
A d-cojnnead ain Tamdan 6 n° b-Fardican,*
At mion-Eloyz zlidanas 413 1mlad 30 coymearzanad
O Einatb and-bejhead an Nocne Dame.
Acc Bf do 5lon nfor ceolan 'na rcuaje Haoyr) Peadarn
A feidean tan an Terbain, a13 camnca man ceopl tize,
9! deanan élojz na Seanduin
Fuaim a b-pad nfor bie
A wireurh aluin abaih ruajne ap Laot.

* Vatican— Vide Rev. Ulick Bourke's ** Easy Lessons in Irish.”
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THE BELLS OF SHANDON.
Amr—“ The Groves of Blarney.”

3 BY BREV. FRANOIS MAIIONY,

15

With deep affection and recollection,
I often think of those Shandon bells;
Whose sounds so wild would, in days of childhood,
Fling 'round my cradle their magic spells.
On these I ponder where'er I wander,
And thus grow fonder, sweet Cork, of thee;
With thy bells of Shandoa,
That sound so grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

31

I’ve heard bells chiming, full many a clime in,
Tolling sublime in cathelral shrine;
While at a glib rate brass tonzues would vibrate;
But all their masic spoke nauzht like thine.
For, memory, dwelling on each proud swelling
Of thy belfry, knelling it bold notes free,

Made tue bells of Shandon

Sound far more grand on
The pleasaut waters of the river Lee.

.

I've heard bells tolling old Adrian’s mole in,
Their thunders rolling from the Vasicnfl,
And cymbals glorious, gwinging uproarious,
In the gorygeous turrets of Notre Dime;
But thy sounds were gweeter than the Jome of Peter
Flings o'er the Tiber, pealing solemnly;—
Oh! the bells of Suandon
Sound far more grand on
The pleasant waters of the river
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VI
Ta clog a Worcou, porl 6 Tin «'r corcon,
Cum Haor Sopla ceBean an Cuncac.
A'r le raotan 3utaide zlaodean Fin éam Gpnaize
O thaolfnide caola a o4 arn « ullaé,
Fead lejtéad reo o’ a1rlin3 brojarm o61b 30 FANTING.
Aéc ca prajlm ran-bin mor anra le m’ ¢noiSe;
Sé ¢lojz na Seanduiy
A b-puimear éo cnear-caoln
A wireugb aluing abarp Tuaine an laotf.

—_—i0r—

AN 5LE0-DRAT ReALT-JoNRA)C,
le W. J. Wac Cangars.

An deancan i an nfd le cardin an laey
le luag sain ar adihnear do fam-lujzeasd a néBin 119,
Realc-jlince le nufdear céry niansa AN 348 Tad(b
Apdainzean an éalad bo thajreaé ain reéinling?
Lahaé-rplafncas Tan aén ar céyiicnead ran rPéin,
D4 Seyiyniuzas ran ofSce na'n b frlead an D-3né1T.
'S an 5lé0-bnac néalec-fonnare 30 m-ba bnéncaé a néim
Or cean calar 'na radinread 'r na d-cidracarb dcnéant’

breenfs amn an Tnals cne ced-bnaon na Ena3
Wan ab-pul a1 Tluad 016m-raé 'na la)Be zomeanz-faan
Han
Cnead & rad o Tad] ’r16n~luar5a le 34018,
Wan énjotan a3 pille leac nocdatice conayd.
"Nojr Faban le 31é19 no maihe zac cém
N a lan-3l6ine L&'y athanc ran abuih zan befm.
’Sé an 3léo-brac néalo-1onnaje 50 m-ba bnsncacé o némm
O'r ceas calam na radiread Ds O-ciéracarb dcnean,

8 CAM Fa1b an Fansa SafnthiSread do Hé1d
le h anacna an QI 11 L& h-anajzée ap éoneuyr,
Na bead pran-tioe nNa Feann na'n realb 30 ded,
3o pujlceaé vo Folead a 3-cora 3un-zacac,
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IV.

There'’s a bell in Moscow; while on tower and kiosk O,
In 8t. Sophia, the Turkman gets,
And, loud in air, calls men to prayer,
From the tapering summits of tall minarets,
Such empty phantom I freely grant themj
But there’s an anthem more dear to me;

'Tis the belis of Shandon

That sound so grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee,

—_— O —

THE “STAR-SPANGLED BANNER.”

BY FRANOIS BCOTT KEY.

Oh, say can you see, by the dawn’s early light,

What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming,
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous fight,
O'er the ramparts we watched were 80 gallantly streaming:

And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there:
Oh! say, does the Star-Spangled Banner still wave
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave?

On the shore dimly seen, through the mists of the deep,
Where the foe’s haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o’er the towering steep—

As it fitfully blows—half conceals, half discloses ?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s first beam,
In fall glory reflected now shines on the stream ;—
"Tis the Star-Spangled Banner,—oh, long may it wave
O'er the land of the free, snd the home of the brave!

ngly swore

's confusion

more I—

footsteps’ pollution.

And where is that band who #0 vaunti
That the havoo of war and the battle
A home or a country snould leave us no
Their blood has washed out their foul

14
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Nfl cor-narh na rpar don n-dfolthanaé dnayr,

0 anacna rzérmle 'sur rzamal an bagr.
'S an 3léo-bnac néale-10nnaté zo m-ba bnohcaé 4 ném
O'r cean talat) Da Tadiireac 't na cidracaibd-cresn.

—2 0§ —

ejrse Na seatajse.

Sznfobca ain dcir a Sacrbeunla le Seazan C. §'Cata-
Ta13, a3ur a1rdniite 50 Saediliz ler an 3-Cejlead,

U Wlljam Wac Uuglljam.

“Jonir bam, « Seazarn Uy Feansarl,
Fat do luadain ¢itzamn o leic?”?
“eird! érd! lem’ rzeul, o buacajl,”"—
A'r o leaca larda cet:
“J1 1140 Gndujite an d-taofrs,
Sinn d'an nzleurad péyn le bnfs,
A’r na piciBe bet le céjle
le zlain-einze ne zealajie.”
Le zlamn-einze na zealatie,
Le zlan-einze na zealarze,
A’r na pfcide be|t le céjle
Le zlain-einse na zealajie.

“Jonir dam, o Seajarm Wy Feanzail,
Ca m-be1d bajlljuzad na b-pin d-creun,”
“ Aynr an c-rean-a1c coir 4n TTnRuta,
It léin-a1emd dann anaon.
Sinncean ruar Ub an Rorz Cata.
"An rean-ponc manreala pérm,
B'r na piede ajn an nzuajlh,
Le caofriy-enge 31l na Rael”
Le caopr-einze 31l na Rael
Le caory-enge 3l na Rael
A'r na pferde ain an nzuailib,
{ Le caorrireinze 31l na Rael

v
i

- K ===
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No refuge could save the hireling and slave

From the terrer of flight, or the gloom ot the grave!
And the Star-Spangled Banner in triumph doth wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

THE RISING OF THE MOON.

A. D. 1798.

BY JOHN K. OASEY (“LE0.”)

% Oh, then tell me, Shawn O'Farrell,
Tell me why you hurry so ?”
“ Hush, mo bhouchal, hush and listen;” ,I
And his cheeks were all aglow:
“T bear orders from the Captain,
Get you ready, quick and soonj
For the pikes must be together
At the rising of the Moon.”
Chorus—At the rising of the Moon,
At the rising of the Moon;
For the pikes must be together
At the rising of the Moon.

% Oh, then tell me, Shawn O'Farrell,
Where the gathering is to be?”
“In the old spot by the river,
Right well known to you and me.
One word more—for signal token,
Whistle up the marching tune,—
With your pike upon your shoulder
By the rising of the Moon.”
Chorus—By the rising of the Moon,
By the rising of the Moon;
With your pikes upon your shoulders :
By the rising of the Moon. [;

T
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0 zac reailaé, pead na hofSée,
O’ fant na milce slar-fast 3lé;
Ibneob na milce cnoide an reicearh
‘leteacd rolujr loénam Dé!
R1E cnom-thontiy n tnear na zleannarb
an éndnan ditbaé Wna 3i8e ‘
A'r b15 copllce rleas a' deallnad
Le zlamm-einge na zealajze!
Le zlaihemse na zealaizel
Le slatn-enge na zealajze! i
A'r b15 copllce rleaj o deallnad
Le zlan-ejnze na zeala)ze.

Call corr an c-rruta onnthain
Sear N4 Flanna dana ceann

'San noil-bracaé slonman uartne ’
A’ poluathain 61 o 5-cronn! |

“Dar do'n naraid ’r do luée na bnajtcel !
SiH Rorz Cacal buajl ruar é!

Ota le h-€ypugnn ! Oja le Saoinre!

Feucl ojleinze feal na Racl” J
0! dil-ejnze Feal na Rael P |
O1 dil-einze Feal na Rael ; ‘

Oia le h-'€innn! Opa le Saoipre!
Feué! djl-einge Zeal na Rael

Wart do fear’ an ron na Banba,
A'r cé cnuari o o-TuiTIm Tnéic;—
Oarn mo laph | of najn tynn labajne
An fean bljadan o’ *Ninety- Eight I
buide le Dyal TAID FOT an mantcaln,
Croidte lane laocda 3-cnojde,
Tntalipad na nyan do'n macain
Le zlam-enze na zealarze!l
Le zlan-emnze na Jealasgel
Le zlatp-einge na zealajzel
Tnjallpad na Tian do’'n hadan,
Le zlam-einze na sealajze!
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Out from many a mud-wall cabin
Eyes were watching through that night;
Many a manly heart was throbbing
For the blessed warning light. 3
Murmurs passed along the valley,
Like the Beanshee’s lonely croon;
And a thousand blades were flashing
In the rising of the Moon.
Chorus—In the rising of the Moon,
In the rising of the Moon;
And a thousand blades were flasking

In the rising of the Moon.

Thers, beside the singing river
That dark mass of men was seen;
High above their shining weapons
Floats their own beloved * Green.”
“ Death to every foe and traitor!
Forward! strike the marching tunel
And hurrah, my boys, for Freedom!
"Tis the rising of the Moon.”
Chorus—'Tis the rising of the Moon,
"Tig the rising of the Moon;
And hurrah, my boys, for Freedom!
"is the rising of the Moon.

Well, they fought for poor old Ireland,
And full bitter was their fate:

(Oh! what glorious pride and sorrow
Fill the name of L. inety-elght! ")

Yet, thank God, e’en still are beating

Hearts in manhood’s burning noon,
Who ~vould follow in their footsteps

At the rising of the Moon;
‘Who would follow in their footsteps

Att.herhlntouhol(oon.
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A VENERABLE RELIC.*

COLAWCILLE cex.
) o
Wellaé lem bere 1nn Uéc Mllury
Fon beinn cajnngze,
Conatcinn ann an mejnce
Fet na pannze.

In

Conatcinm o conna cana
Uar len lecan,

Ahail canac cedl dra o n-Acam,
Fon reol beatad.

1L
Conateinn a cnaéc né®d nionzlan,
Nf dal duba,
Co clojrinn na n-eun tonznad
Sedl zo tubay.

Iv.

Co cloirinn conm na TONT TANA
Fonr ne cainnzy,

Co cloirinn nual ne caeb neilze
Fuam na pajngze.

V.

Conateinn o helca ana
T Un Unniain,
Conateinn na miole mana
W6 ceé 1onznad.

* The above very curious and beautiful posm is a genuine com-
position of St. Columba, or Colmeille. It appeared in “MacMillen’s
Magazine” for Nov., 1878, together with the annexed metrical trans-
lation. The original, as appears in the introduction to the piece, is in
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OOLUMOILL SANG.
L

Sweet it is in Uchd Aluin {
On a peated crag to be,

That I may often behold
The face of the boundless sea.

1L

To look on the heaving waves,
While in their Father’s ear

Music for ever they chant
Hymning the world’s career.

IIL.

The level and star-bright strand,
No sorrow it were to see,
And to hear the wondrous birds

Singing so happily.

IV.
The thunder of crowding waves
To hear on the rocky shore,
And down by the charch to hear
The boundless surges roar

V.

T see the swift-flying flocks
Over the watery plain,—

And, greatest of wonders all—
The monsters of the main.

B

the Royal Library of Brussells. Itisa specimen of probah!y the very
oldest form of the Irish Janguage. The translalor says:—
nnecessary to say anything for

“Of the beauty of the original it s u
those : sciate it. Apatt from the simple felicity of
thougl:zhgnga?a;;g‘?;ge, the rh%&m, the, rhyme, and, in several ln-
stances, the allocution are very beautiful’
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VI
Conaieinn a cnatl 'ra culy
Jon & néymm,
Comad m'ajnim nén no naidm :
Cal eny b-'€nynn.* |
VIL {
Conarm cirad conzamm cnyde
15 & pe3as,
Co no caoimm mulen 1le
Annre nelad.

VIIL

Co no bennaéainy an Corrhdy,t
Comz ujle, .
Neat) co 1-mac 3naid conzlajne,

cin, cnaiz, cujle.

IX.

Co 1o renucainmn omnet -na leban
Va maje do'm anmain,—
Sé&l ron rleactarn an near) nnmhan,
Sél pon Talamarb. .

X. o
S8l 13 rcnucamn Flaca nthe,
Neamda 1 cennac,

S&l pon raetan na bad Fonnagé, w
Ro bad mellaé, |

XI.
Sél 13 buan duylire do Cannaie,
Sél 13 aclab,
Sél 13 cabajne bie do bocéecarb,
Sél 13 cconcarn. [

I~

* This means “ back to Ireland.” '
t Coth®1 is an old name for the Divinity.
$ The latroduction of the Latin word omne here s curlous,
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VL

To see the ebb and the flood
In power upon the sea,

And Culfre Erin, then I say
My secret name would be.

VIIL

And grief would come to my heart
While gazing on her shore,
And all the many ills I've done
I weeping would deplore.

VIIIL

Th~ Godhead then would I blass,
Him who doth all things keep,
Heaven with His orders bright untold
And earth and shore and deep. ’

IX.
T would search in all the books
That good to my soul would bring,
Now to beloved Heaven I'd kneel,
And now a psalm I'd sing.

X

Heaven's high One the Holy Chief,
My thoughts would now employ,—

Anon to work without restraint
Would be to me a joy.

XL

Dulse from the rock I'd pluck
At times I'd fishing 803

At times I'd feed the poor;
Nowinthooellbendlﬂ'o "okt
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XII.

Jv cothainle 11 pensi prad Oja
Dam nor cenday,

Nf neilze an Rf5 Oja 'nam zjlla,
Nf no m’ mella.

—_—0—

CAITIUN TrjalL

1.

Jr mian Yom criaccad AN 34¢ nf5 le rocuam,
Azur 11 miE1d lom cnacéad a11t Chierd na 3-cuaé,
'Sf an plannda brieaz leynb ca raoigearail ruanc,
A'r a pahall nf facar o m-bajleib na d-cuait.
'Sé mo Eneot hadne nan Fazbad mé
211 bruag Loé’ €innill le parnne an lae,
2an ful 50 b-pazainy amanc ain Chicis na z-craeb,
a1t Do Cualad mé cearcar bresjacca a rzéqm.
IL
'Sé mo leanzunc man conaific mé dubaé na peann,
Na da ¢al bneas cnjopallac Faineac gronn ;—
D4 dtéizead an Tlieanna €arbo1z-11, lath 61 mo éjonn
bheunrainn Cie1d an TTa1d bean can rajle Liom.
It 31le { na’n eala, 'r 11 deinge { na’n Fnjan,
It binne { na 3-cuala me de cedleath o nyar ;—
Nf'l aon ceaé leann’ neaca ra'n c-rraid 1o flan,
Naé 1-6lpa1d mé tlajnce Chaieilin Tnfalll

1L

Jr enuag naé b-pal miry azar Cierd Sear éaomn

Fa ¢dl an coym éujliny 50 19-6lpamaotr braon,

Warn fugl le Dia dflear 30 O-TOZEAINY & cnoide,

A3uT 50 3-cabanpamn « bajle 6 n-a macain ljom 1.

L&13 mé do lioin amuré ajn a9 rliab,

ba binne { na jomad de cedloarb rize ;—

Panec mén de'm’ énuadean Fun leac ¢asll md mo éfallj—
JT mén anazard D'anam &, a Chareily T'rfall.
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XII.

Best council in sight of God
To me there had been given ;
From error he shall keep me free,
My King the Lord of Heaven |

—t0—=

KITTY TYRRELL,

(LrrerAL ProsE TRANSLATION.)
) &

I desire to treat of each with cleverness,—

1t is time for me treat of Kitty of the curls,

Bhe is a fine nurseling of a child that is courteous and pleasant,
And I have not seen her like in the towns of the country.

It is my early sorrow that I was not left : 2

On the banks of Loch Errill at the breaking of day,

In order that T might get sight of Kitty of the flowing locks,
Since I heard an account of the perfection of her beauty.

i o
It is my woeful sorrow that I ever saw pen or ink,

Or thy beautiful clustering, fair flowing locks.
If the Lord Bishkop would raise his hand over my head % $

I would bring Kitty, the stately woman, across the sea with mel |
She is fairer than the swan, she is redder than the sun,

She is more melodions than all I ever heard of music.

There is not an ale selling house on this ro?d home (west,)

(In which) I will not drink the health of Kitty Tyrrelll

IIL
It is a pity that myself and gentle, handsome Kitty are not ‘]

At the back of of the holly bush that we might .tut: a g:[:.t'
In expectation to the dear Lord that I would rmseI er

And that T wonld take her home fn?m her mother

I read thy letter out on the mountain, 3

0 sio.  n-
It was sweeter than a great d@y@fairy mu ¥ i
A great share of my burdship“ﬁ;t'is) that it was by thee I

my senses -
1t 1o much sgainst thy soul, OB, Kitty Tyrrelll ‘?
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2 SASAIRT A RUJN.

An mire ancnail 3an Hmémt

A fazainc o ninl
A3 deunad 1010 onc 1é1m,

A fazainec o niinl
San bert a3 cabajniuiad leo,
Cun 41817 ' Mioclo
21n €mnn nfor mé

A fazainc « nam!

Deunad an cé 1T Tuanasie

A fazenc o néml
34ac¢ 015 a T4 'na ¢noiBe,

A fazainc « niml
A coil a ¢un a nznforh
5o h-eurzuiBe 341 aon thaoideatrh
A 3-comnuiBe ruar led’ taob

A fazaine o nim!

Duic gfon azur dfyr
A fazainc & niml
Acc pead man a oillyr,

_ A fazainc « niml
'S nf pajcéear 6 O’ BiE-héd
Cujneann mé fuar led’ 8&1d,
Oc! pajcéear 6 ' Bic-1héo!l

A fazainc o néml

O1bce an annars zéin

A fazainc o nam!
"Nuain bf an nih ro’ rpéin,

A fazainc o nim!
Cra Tami3 cujam am’ lugde,
A'r ain unlan cné-bude,
bf a1n mo fon a3 zudet

A fazainc o nén!

C1a aint an b-pérad bocc,
A fazainc « niyml
buan d'an z-cnojde an coéct
A fazainc o néaml
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S80GGARTH AROON.
By Joan Bawm.

Am I the slave they say,
Soggarth Aroont
Since you did show the way,
Soggarth Aroon,
Their slave no more to be,
‘While they wounld work with me
Old Ireland’s slavery,
Soggarth Aroon ?

‘Why not her poorest man,
Soggarth Aroon,

Try and do all he can,
Soggarth Aroon,

Her commands to fulfil

Of his own heart and will,

Side by side with you still,
Soggarth Aroon ?

Loyal and brave to you,
Soggarth Aroon?

Yet be no slave to you,
Soggarth Aroon,—

Nor, out of fear to you

Stand up so near to you ;—

Qch! out of fear to you/
Soggarth Aroon!

Who, in the Winter’s night,
Soggarth Aroon,
When the cold blast did bite,
Soggarth Aroon,
Oame to my cabin-door,
And, on my earthen-floor,
Knelt by me, sick and poor,
Soggarth Aroon ?

Who, on the wedding-day,
Soggarth Aroon,

Made the poor cabin gay,
Soggarth Aroon =

e
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'S ain Barde an leanban

le zain1Be 'r le abnain

Déan znjanman an m-botan,
A fazeinc o niml

Cia, acc tfire athain §

A fazainc o néml
Na'n éuqn Ljom acpadain,

A fazainc o naml
'S mo teinrean duainc gao] 73414
Cug beonac le cneal,
A1 715 bad ceanc 06 £aja1l,

A fazainc aniynl

Clra, cfire, amanl

A pazenec o niiynl
Da bnyj ta leat na boccarm,

2 fazainc o niym!
21 Tlan pao] puat an c-raojaql
"Nuain ain ron Snamne Waoil,
De1dmid-ne o m-beanna baojayl,

A fazaine o naml

m— () § —

AN warsejilajse.
An c-abnan mén cfonamarl Friancad

Arerite 30 Saedliz le Wiceal O'Nanain.
L

Teanam 3an thorll, « clann na cine,
Tanaic la an ném éum cnye),
Anduiziean bnac cnoBeans an cladajne
T a1t 3-c1oh) 30 h-and le za0c!
A n-anmFean 116 o lan an n3leance
biidneac na ra3diun Fredant

-
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And did both laugh and sing

Making our hearts to ring,

At the poor christening, 1
Soggarth Aroon ?

Who, as friend only met,
Soggarth Aroon,
Never did flout me yet,
Soggarth Aroon?
And when my hearth was dim,
Gave, while his eye did brim,
‘What I should give to him,
Soggarth Aroon ?

Och! you, and only you,
Soggarth Aroon!
And for this I was true to you,
Soggarth Aroon ! |
In love they’ll never shake, :
When for old Ireland’s sake,
We a true part did take,
Soggarth Aroon|

—_— O —

THE MARSEILLAISE.
The French National Song.

(OrteivaL) RY JoSEPH Roveer De L'Istz.
L

Allons, enfans de la patrie:
Le jour de gloire est arrivé;
Contre nous de la tyrannie

L' étendard sanglant est levé. (bis)
Entendez vous dans les campagnes
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T1z10 éum tnne do cun & d-Teancs,

A'r ant 5-clanm do Tacdad le poinineanc dian.

Chum anm « éatoinide!
Sleura1d z4n mojl bun b-pléin,
Teanam! doncean puql mealcoinide
Qan TRUE 0 a1 F-clerr 30 el

IL

Cabd earba 't 4t 40 TUAD rclabard,

Ha bnatoinde, ne mite cealzact
Cta 5616 na Triom rlabnaide

Cho rad ullari le clociar reanzact
A Fhnaner, samnel O mon-tajncuirnel

Cab 16lar bud ¢6in 8616 brorduzadl
JT onnatd cannui3id earcuine

Chum tclabuideace’ anrels bo beodujad!
Chum anm, & catoindel

Sleura1d 541 Mol bun b-plén,
Teanam! déjnceart pufl mealconide

Wan TS ') a1 F-claT 50 el

oL

Cntl o Ejonain, 't Tibre, 4 thealcoiniBe,
HNajne zaé deaj-tuine 't o-cin,
Cnit! zeobatd bun z-conde, 4 manboinBe,
2 luaé raotain or 3o rion.
It TaIE0IGT F0 dejryn Faé aon fear,
9ha Tucid A 1-65-laoié Taoiteathall,
Yenrld an Fname i anfr 6 mean
2 £noidpd bun n-ajad 30 cnojbearhail.
Chum aium! « caténide,
BSlearad zan moqll bun b-plém
Teanam! déjncean rull mealcoinide
Wan rut 'n an 3-clar 30 lén!

b

-
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IIs viennent jusques dans vos bras,
Egorger vos fils, vos compagnes.

Aux armes, citoyens!

Formez vos bataillons!

Marchons! marchons! qu’ un sang impur
Abreuve nos sillons!

I,

Que veut cette horde d’ esclaves,

De traitres, de rois conjurés ?

Pour qui ces ignobles entraves,

Oés fers dés long-tems préparss ? (Bis)
Frangais, pour nous! Ah! quel outrage!
Quels transports il doit exciter!

Q’est nous qu'on ose menacer »

De rendre a I’ antique esclavage !
Aux armes, citoyens!

Formez vos bataillons! ~
Marchons! marchons! qu’ un sang impur
Abreuve nos sillons!

=

oL

Tremblez, tyrants ; et vous, perfides,—
1 opprobre de tous les partis;—
Tremblez ; vos projets parricides

Vont enfin recevoir leur prix. (bis)

Tout est soldat pour vous combattre:

8 ils tombent, nos jeunes héros,

La France en produit de nouveaux,
Oontre vous tous prets a se battre.

Augx armes, citoyens!

Formez vos bataillons!

Marchons | marchons! qu’ un sang impur
"Abreuve nos sillons|
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SUASAN bDARRA

y le’n Clanuidead.

Ta oflean slar aonan « lutb Suazam Danna,

Wan 'd-teideann Blluat na laoitead man fajiead cum na

mana;

A n-Dearmuriain na n-dub-3leann 6 cuar o't 6 éloca

'S jomBa cajre rao] cullsrd tedeann ror cum an loca.
Ta 'n puinreos 't an t-rajlead anm, libta le bljadancs,
A3 zUIN1u5ad 30 Fnuama aift 4N wirze 410-friance;

A1 D61 leinb 613 340 aon beann ain o 3-cainead,

A Zaneann le ponnorhad le zajne na maidne.

Azur 4 CNioT cnoc 17-dub, 1ad d'fercrn 45 larad,

A1 zan leatann 4y TCo|nm o brac ain na rleara;

A b-poniom na coinniGe T5E1E10 na h-uirziSe an an b-pats,
Wan éne na 5-CNOC 411t CATMINT 41 Cata:

Wa connoaca teme nac crnejnedc mamn geucard

Na piolain 6'n Wullaé naé pfocrhan o raneuca1d

211 €noc 1o an Calad d'kile no d'aon fean,

N{'l comynuide 1r cujbe 'na 'n ojlesinin aonan.

Jr minie 't an 3nen eal 'na lude aqn Shljab Chlana3
'S an pnaot aint o larad an maorlinn Jb-nacars;

A crallar, o cluain Bejr, 6m’ €15 'coiT Na TAOIDE,

Chum para13 do beann, d'¢43 zall ain Snoc-aorde,

'S do Tmuanear zun b’é131m do laoé, Taor 'zur rfle,

Dul paoq coymine na clojée no 'n arajn na cojlle;

O Baojnre ’r 6 Bjojzalcar a leaz 14d na Tlaoda,

Chum) o 7-d4n dtbac dejZeanac Do rprieazad an o d-teuda.
'Chlann cliicaé na cnuice! nan B'and é mo rmuainead,
A3 3abal Enfd an b-parac bf darac zan daone

315 zun peann 1ad na pilide ca '3 ‘E1ninn le comanean,
Jr mé 'ham o Barzar o ciuin-Cnuc lem’ Tojneat,

A'r D'anduls anfr «in pad maoilinn o’y calad,

Ha duanca cuip miofuim 6 cujne 'n mc-alla,

A3 cnuaruiad 3a¢ L1at-lao1d bf 'z leacad 't a3 L1atad
A3 puacc 't o3 plice d'a 3-cnemead na dTtné(de.

An cé 1r cane de'n crietb da luabee ljom teanza,

Le rejagan Bun rpronaide no 115-ceol bun rneanza;
Ll miceanc 't bun miopopcun dom’ ceanzal le h-'Eine,
'S bun 5 cocae ceofl cnears map larain na rpéines—
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« GOUGANE BARRA.”
By J. J. OALLANAN.

There is a green island in lone Gougane Barrs,

Where Allua of song rushes forth like an arrow,

In deep-valleyed Desmond. A thousand wild fountains
Oome down to that lake from their home in the mountains.
There grows the wild ash; and a time-stricken willow
Looks chidingly down on the mirth of the billow,

As, like some gay child, that sad monitor scorning,

It lightly laughs back to the laugh of the morning:

And its zone of dark hills—oh, to see them all bright’ning,
When the tempest flings out its red banner of lightning;
And the waters rush down ’mid the thunder’s deep rattle,
Lake clans from their hills at the voice of the battle;

And brightly the fire-crested billows are gleaming,

And wildly from Mullagh the eagles are screaming ;—
Oh! where is the dwelling, in valley or highland,

So meet for a bard as that lone little island!

How oft when the summer-eve rested on Olaragh,

_And lit the dark heath on the hills of Ivaragh,

Have I sought thee, sweet spot, from my home by the ocean,
And trod all thy wilds with & minstrel's devotion,

And thought of the bards, when, assembling together,

In the clefts of thy rocks, or the depths of thy heather,
They fled from the Saxon’s dark bondage and slaughter,
And waked their last song by the rush of thy water.
High sous of the Iyre! oh! how proud was the feeling,
To think,—while alone through that solitude stealing,—
Though loftier minstrels green Erin can number,

1 only awoke your wild harp from its slumber,

And mingled once more with the voice of those fountains,
The songs even echo forgot on her mountains,

And gleaned eack grey legend that darkly was sleepi{lg
Where the ruin and mist o’er their beauty were creeping!

Least bard of these hills! were it mine to igh‘erit

The fire of thy harp and the wing of thy spirit ;—

With the wrongs which, like thee, to our country have bound me
Did thy mantle of song fling its radiance around me; —
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bheiBead 11 annr o’ cint To anc-raoinre b ceans,
'S bo cloirede o 3ain do Brupm cnoic 't zleanns,
bhe1Bead neulcan an janan man jile na znéine,
A'r ofn boéo an dubancair d'a luad a3 34 aon nea’.
Jmteocad 1o leqn, act betd m'anm-re luaidce
Tan &1 mirzalld’ na h-'€ineann o't ronreace’ o rluafice;
A'r carpan band é151m 4 Tujcim na h-ordce,
A'r rolur na reoinre ‘cun anam’ 'na laoite,
Criompa1d 1€ ot m'uald-ra o 3-cofll lair zan pocna,
Tne n-a T3e1ceann an Ab-buide 'dul a3 pézad na bocna,
A'r 115810 Té blat-tlears 6 bruacalb na cujle
Do’ ¢nojde o't do'n Enuic Ta za1n diradc o d-tujlle.
—i0:—
veaN Na O-cRj W-vd.
50 11818, & bean na d-cnf m-bé
Ar do bolace na bf ceann;
Do connaine mery 340 30,
Yean o't ba da mé, « bean!
Nf hajneann raidbnear do 3nag,
Do neac na cabajn cayn 30 mon,
Cajac an c-eus afn z4é caorh,
5o né18, o bean na d-tnf m-bol
Sljocc €ojain hon 'ran Wirmarn,
A n-1mceacc do Fnf clit 561,
A reolca zun l&jzeadan rior,
50 11é18, & bean na d-cnf m-bs!

Clann 5a11ce Trieanna an Clan
A n-imTeacc-ran, ba la leoin,
A’r a0 Tl nie n-a d-Teact 30 bpag,
5o né1d, o bean na donf m-vél
Dérnall 6 Dan-bufde na long
O’Stijlleban na’n &m zlon,
Feuc zun suic 'ran Spam ne clabeariy;
So néd, & bean na d-cnf m-bé!

O'Ruainc a'r Wazuidin do bf

La 1 n/€innn na lan beoil,
Feul pén zun 1meé13 an dfar;

So €1, « bean na d-ctnf m-bé |
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8till, still in those wilds might young Liberty rally,
And send her strong shout over mountain and valley.
The star of the West shall yet rise in its glory,

And the land that was darkest be brightest in story.
I, too, shall be gone, but my name shall be spoken,
When Eire awakes, and her fetters are broken;

Some minstrel will come in the summer eve’s gledming,
When Freedom’s young light on his spirit is beaming,
And bend o’er my grave with a tear of emotion,
Where calm Avonbuie seeks the kisses of Ocean,

Or plant a wild wreath, from the banks of that river,
O’er the heart and the harp that are sleeping for ever.

—t0—
THE WOMAN OF THREE OOWS.

O Woman of Three Cows, agragh! don’t let your tongue thus rattle!
Oh, don’t be saucy, don’t be stiff, because you may have cattle,
I've seen—and, here’s my hand to you, I only say what’s trune—
A many a one with twice your stock not halt so proud as you.

Good luck to you, don’t scorn the poor, and don’t be their despiser,
For worldly wealth soon melts away, and cheats the very miser ;
And Death soon strips the proudest wreath from hanghty human

brows;
Then don't be stiff, and don’t be proud, good Woman of Three Oows'

See where Momonia’s heroes lie, proud Owen More’s descendants;
’Tis they that won the glorious name, and had the grand attendants!
If they were torced to bow to Fate, as every mortal bows,

Oan you be proud, can you be stiff, my Woman of Three Cows ?

The brave sons of the Lord of Olare, they left the land to mourninz!
Mavrone ! for they were banished, with no hope of their returning—
Who knows in what abodes of want those youths were driven to

house ?
Yet you can give yourself these airs, O Woman of Three Cows!

think of Donnell of the Ships, the chief whom nothing daunted—
how he fell in distant Spain, unchronicled, unchanted!

reat O'Sullivan, where thunder cannot rouse—

f, should you be proud, good Woman of Three Cows)

Oh,
See
He sleeps, the gi
Then ask yoursel

O'Ruark, Maguire, those souls of fire, whose names are shrined In

story— .

ir high achievements once made Erin’s test glory—

%‘Eég)evo:hgl:gon'gs lie mould'ring under weeds and cypress ? hs,
And so, for all your pride, will yours, O Woman of Three Cows

P— \
S mi— " —
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Sjol z-Ceanbaill do bf ceann

Le m-benef za¢ zeall a n-zleo,
Nf riyaneann aon dfob, mo BE;

50 11815, « bean na o-Ttnf m-bo!

$ aon boyy atiyam do breyr,
A tiynaoy eqle, a'r Tf & 56
Do nIT-1€ 1omancad & néin;
5o néd o bean na d-cnf m-bé!
An Ceanzal.
Didead amn mgallaing, o s1nEIn I uatbnead znir,
Do biBear 541 deanmad rearmadc buan 'ra Tnis,
Tnfd an pacmur do 3lacalr ned buab an o-ciir;
D4 b-pajainn-ré realb a ceatain do buarlynn cii.
—_—i 00—
CAJCIUN 20 WUJRNIN.
2 Cazilfn mo thémnfn! ca 'nhardin 'n r'oa TREMIS,
Ta bfilial anc-realzaine o’ 7é1014340 30 biny,
So b—éabcnom 6 'n on@cd 5[41‘ T4 'y puiTeds o135 émnfs
A Cacilin mo minnfn! 't mé riyyl leac 30 TINy-
An Seanmad cit, 4 c&ad-3n48, an thorll bé1d TN Teanits
ad?
Na 'p cujriyneac leac ' n-dibinc 6 1’ ééjle o copdce t
It ré1d1n 30 h-8uz na 1é blia’nca’ a0 ajnead,
O1 cad b-pujl cit cordagé, « binn-3uc mo cnordet
T réPIN 30 h-8uz 4 L& blja'nca’ 3an ajnead
9! cad b-puql cit cordag, o Cacilfn mo minnint

A Cagerlfn mo thiynnin! 0! dayrfs 6 ' coblar,
T4 bar 3a¢ rliab bajdce o lohnad znén’ bude,
Ca b-puql 3a¢ céud cedlan’ bf rundaé do tolad?
O1 &infs 'n do r5fath, o néulc-eolur m’ ordce ;
01 &inf3 'n do rziath, a néulc-eolur m’ ordée.
Wo thnnin! mo majnnin! ca my' Sedna’ prar cujlceasd,
"Huamn rmuamim an m’ ajrdean uarc 'r €ine 341 151€3
I gédin 50 h-éuz, na lé pad bliadnoa’ milcead,
01 cad b-puyl ot rordag, o binn-Zuc mo érodel
Jr rédin 30 h-éuz na 1é pad bBliad'nca’ m lecead,

Warread cad b-pujl ch cordas, a Carcilin mo i

nint
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Th’ O'Carrolls also, famed when Fame was only for the boldest,
Rest in forgotten sepulchies with Erin’s best and oldest ;

Yet who so great as they, of yore, in battle or carouse ?

Just think ot that, and hide your head, good Woman of Three Cows |

Your neighbor’s poor, and you it seems are big with vain ideas,
Because, forsooth, you've got three cows,—one more, 1 see, than she

as
That tongu’e of yours wags more at times than Oharity allows,
But, if you're strong, be merciful, great Woman of Three Cows!

THE SUMMING UP.
Now, there yougo ! You still, of course, keep up your scorntul

bearing,
And T'm too poor to hinder you; but, by the cloak I'm wearing,
If I had but four cows mysell, even tho’ you were my sponpao
I'd thwack you well to cure your pride, my Woman of Three Cows!
—_—1—

KATHLEEN, MAVOURNEEN.

Kathleen, mavourneen, the gray dawn is breaking;
The horn of the hunter is heard on the hill;
The lark from his light wing the bright dew is shaking;
Then Kathleen, mavourneen, why slumbering still t
Oh ! hast thou forgotten, this day we must sever?
Or hast thou forgotten, this day we must part!
It may be for years, and it may be for ever!—
Then, why art thou gilent, thou voice of my heart?
It may be for years and it may be for ever;—
Then, why art thou silent, Kathleea, mavourneen ]

mavourneen, awake from thy slumbers;
an:?blue mountai;u glow in the sun's golden light.
Oh! where is the spell that once bung o'er my numbers ?
Arise in thy besuty, thou star of my night!
Arise in thy beauty, thou star of my night!
Mavourneen! mavourneen! my sad tears are falling,
To think that from Erin aad thee I must part,—
be for years, and it may be for ever,—
‘ mﬁm, wh’i art thou silent, thou voloe of my heart?
It may be for years, and it may be for ever;y— :
Then, why art thou sleeping, Kathleen mavourneen
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