I Gy Dearm,

One night of late, I chanced to stray, allin the
p-tasant moith of May, 3
Faile Morpiaeas did his lag displa
ia tie desp.
Tis 00 a bank, 1sal me down, to hear the wood-
cock cootnge cund,
The surges of the ocean wild, lulled me fast aslee,
dreamt [ saw brvae Brian Boroihme, who did tae
Dauish force subdue,
wighty Mars ke drew his sword, these words he
S8id 1o me—
** The biarp melodiously shall sound, when Erin
suas shall be unbound,
Patrick’s day we'll dance arot ud the .ssming.sai s
tree.”’
thought brave Bursfield diew up nigh, and pre-
sently made this teply—
¢ Bcr Eric's cause [*ll live andd ie, a3 %jusands dic
before,
My sword agaiu on Aughriin‘s plains, old Ireland‘s
rights we shall obtain,
Or if not, like Hercules, Il leave thousands In their
ore.”
I thought St. Ruth steod on fhe ground, and said,
1 will your monarch erown,”
Encompassed by the Freack around, already fer he
field ;
He raisad the cross, and th e did say, brave boys
we'll show them gallant play,
. Letno wan daie to run away, but die before they
yield, :
Then) Billy Byrne he came there, from Ba lymanns
I declare,
Bronght Wicklow, Carlow, and Kildare, that dayla
his command ;

thc moon ank

mer =~ s3ed the Boyune =2
Slana,  ‘m and Navau al did join with Dublin
to ars an, -
Then Ceilly on the hill of Screen he drew his sword
both bright and k een,
And swore by all his eyes had seen, he would avenge
the fall,
For Erin‘s sons and daughters hrave, who} nobly 611
2 martyr’s grave,
And died before they lived enslaved, their blood fo:
vengeance calls’
hen Father Murpby he did say, beheld, my Lord
I‘m here to day, Sy
With eighteen thousand pikemen gay, from Wesford,
hills so brave,
My country‘s faje i¢ does depend upon yon and your
gallant fiiend,
And heaven will your cause defend, we'll die ere
we’ll be slaves,
thought eacb band played Patrick’ Day, to mar-
shall all in grana array.
With cap and featl.er, white and gay, most warlike
to be seen,
With drums aud trumpets loud and shrill, and canon:
upon every hill, 2
The pikemen did the valley fill to strike the fatal
blow,
When all al once appeared ‘nsight an army elad in
armour bright,
Both front and rere, the left and right, marched
Paddy‘s evermore,
Their chieftains pitched their camps with skili, des
termined Irish bloed to spill,
Betwoen us ran a dreadful hill as rapid as the Nora,
A Frenchman brave rose up and said, let Erin‘s sons
be not afraid,
For to glory I‘ll the vanguard lead,}with honor and
renown,
Come draw your swords along with me, and let each
tyrant bigot see,
That Erin’s danghter must he free before the sun
goes down, S
Along the line they raisec a shout, crying, quick
march, right about,
With bayonets fixed they all marched out to face
~ their darling foe,
The enamy seemed no way shy, but with thundering
€annans gej up nigh,
And thousands on the bank did iie, andZblood in
sireams did tlow, °
The enemy soon formed asquare which drove our
I Jooked a10ndp bat could not find one foeman on the

laiu,
Exceppi what dead and wounded lay,fnot ablefor ¢
run awav,
Wiea Lawoke it clear day=—t0 ends M’Kenna’s
dream.

Westmeath and Cavan so do join, the county Lout )

The Young So‘Zdier’s Farewel:
to his Sweetheart.

e

Farewell, my dearest Mary, for indis } am

bewead

Though mesys gleasest walk we had on the
island bank around, :

My love, 1
away,

But many a mile [ have to go acrosg the razi
gea,

When I am on the Indi

will send,

Lo yor, ay blooming girl, o we yoa w»
depen

And whex you send th lipes | write, 1 keos
you’ll shed a veae,

When thinking on ¢hie danger with
blacks. my degr.

vever forget yon whon § am far
ag

an shore, & letter 1

the savage

Whea Johnny went to Iandia, he took inis pe:

in hand

And wrote thoss fecliug vsrses, asyon mes
uderstand

-Oh ! God be with you, Mary, thess words ks

then did say,

[ was druak when | ealisted, and sorry the
next day, :

My leve, you should be sorry, you are masts:
of your trade,

And thirty shillings wages each wask yor
would be paid,

But now you are in danger among the gavag
eorps,

And ten to one if ever I'll seo yous face, m.
vil asthore.

Cheer up, my "jearest Mary, there’s hops:
across the ses,

But for being intoxicated along with you 1°¢
stray,

Bat still I wif retarn to Garryowen enes
more,

Where 1 will sing and drink with you, awe
call for punch galore.

Ves, Johnny, I kaow your mind, my love,
Sour heart is kiud and free,

1 know you are quite lonesome, being far
away from me,

Besides you are
corns,

For I hear there is great sisughter upon
Indian shore.

danger among 'the savage

O, Mary, I’ll be witk you, aepend on whas
say,

Yo’ll see me yet in irishtown, where I%.
sport and play,

We’ll join our hands in wedlock’s bande wi.. §
oue the least delay,

And many a friend will wish us joy upon t5¢
wedding day,

- Now I must end those verses, [ hear the bug'

sound,

Advance, my boys, to arms, to figh ths
blacks wa’re bound,

And if we ghance to gain the day and ses sel-
native shore,

Through any spree we will not leays
eweethearts an more,




