ALLEN'S FAREWELL |

'TO HIS LOVE.

Farewell love, farewell love, 1 am going to leave

thes,
Ths pale moon is shining her last rays on me,
In #ruth I swear I did never deceive thes,
Bev noxt to my heart was green Brin and thee.

Oome near $0 my bosom, my first and fond true love, §

And cherish my heart that beats only for thes,

£nd let my oold grave with greon laurels be strewed

love,
For I die for my country, graen Erin, and thes.

©h, never again in the moonlight we will roam leve, ;
When birds are at rest, and the stars they do shine, e DL though I’m weeping day

Oh, never again will I kiss thy sweet lips lovs,

mine,
But should a mother’s love make you forget me,
Oh, give me a promise befors that I die,

Thes yon will come to my grave when all oihers Oh 1 my peor mother dear, you'll d.rop a sl “

{ This lettor I have writtea you in pain; :
B If I never see you more on my dsar native sh“

My bour is approaching, let me take ons fond leck I hope in hesven we shall meet sgain.

forsake ‘me,
And there with4he soft winds breathe sigh for sigh,

love, -

Let thy ringlets fall on my face and my brew lovs,

heart.

Farewell love, hzewell love, the words are now ‘

spoken,
“he pale moon is shining ne longer on ms,
Tarewell love, farewell lovs, I hear the daash- tohn

see,

Farewoll to my parents and my loving sister,

With a brother’s affection, I bid you adisu,
-Farewsll to the cause for whish I am ayins,

To you I have besn always both senstent ahd true.
Fazewell o my comzades thal always proved loysl,
Farawell fo my country I thought $o sce fres,
Farewell to O’Brien, Larkin and family,

¥Wa three die hogsthar for swesh likariy,

B
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and night,

: . ! A wound I have sseceived into my bruse ;
0 i
r wandar by sireamlet with thy hand pressed in " Lid W o een EAGA Grekie o mffmng e a.

But I hope in heaven God will give me relt.

Cuozus.

And watoh thy pure beauty till my soal does dspart, || I am thinking night and day ef my home far awags

Wkilat I'm dylng or Indis’s burning shofs;

Desw zear bl 1 presa thee fo my fond and true § Bise L1afi my bappy bome, and eromed the h““v

foam,
I'm thinking I shall never see yon BLOTS.
Okl my mthar, i

Xow on & soldier’s bed I must resd my mhm; hn?a
Never mors in this wide world young Allen will yeu Thinking ef the friands thai I aders;
E My love toall I send—to each and every tnul.

| Not forgetiing tha one that I adors.

Ok! my noth«. *a

Dear parents do not ery, fox sthough your som may

lis

In @ soldior’s grave, far, far awsy;
fi Mo matter whers I die, kind providenocs is nigh,
Te p:emt tha w:} sgdm: night and day.
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