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PREFACE.

It is hardly necessary to tell our Irish readers that the Ballads and Songs,
collected here, were originally published, from week to week, in ThHe NaTion
newspaper, gince its establishment in October, 1842.

Two-thirds of the verses in this volume have never been reprinted from
the newspaper till now ; but a portion of them are re-edited from the original
Seirir or THE NaTION.

In March, 1843, we printed a little sixpenny book, containing the poems
which had appeared in our paper up to that date. Last autumn a second part
appeared. :

The success of the work was marvellous.

It was seized on by Ireland’s friends as the first bud of & new season,

hen manhood, union, and nationality, would replace submission, hatred, and
vincialism. It was paraded by our foes as the most alarming sign of the
decision and confidence of the national party, and, accordingly, they arraigned
it in the press, in the meeting, in parliament, and, finally, put it on its trial
with ¢ the conspirators of Ireland.”

Its circulation was proportionate. ,

It went through several editions here, was extracted into all the periodicals
in Britain, and, passing to America, was reprinted by a dozen publishers. It
is to be found everywhere, fromtheEﬁglishAdmiral:scabhtotheIﬁsh
pessant’s—from Dublin to Boston, to Sydney, and to Calcutta.
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Yet that little book was coarsely printed, was full of typographical errors
contained some unmistakeable rubbish, and had no music. The work which is
here offered to Ireland contains thrice as many poems, is almost free from
errors of the press, is beautifully printed, not unfavoured by art, and compa-
nioned with more music than many a costly collection.

There are in this volume no less than seventeen original airs composed for
it, and twenty-two old Irish airs, arranged for the voice with piano accompa-
niments.

Among the old airs are many of the finest and scarcest. Most of the
original airs are of a proud and fierce character, and peculiarly fitted for bands
and chorus singing. '

The greatest achievement of the Irish people is their music. It tells
their history, climate, and character ; but it too much loves to weep. Let us,
when 8o many of our chains have broken, when our strength is great and our
hopes high, cultivate its bolder strains—its raging and rejoicing; or, if we weep,
let it be like men whoee eyes are lifted, though their tears fall.

Music is the first faculty of the Irish, and scarcely any thing has such
power for good over them. The use of this faculty and this power, publicly and
constantly, to keep up their spirits, refine their tastes, warm their courage,
increase their union, and renew their zeal, is the duty of every patriot. We
are now putting in their reach a number of new and noble airs, and others so
scarce a8 to be little known, and so beautiful, as to deserve to be known by
every one. Will not the temperance bands learn to play these airs, and the
young men, ay, and the young women, of the temperance societies learn to sing
our songs, and chorus them till village and valley ring? If they do, we care
not into how many or how few of the drawing-rooms of England or America
this book of ours will reach. It will have done its work, and entered into the
heart of Ireland, for good and for ever.

NaTiox Orrice, lst January, 1845.
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THE SPIRIT OF THE NATION. 3

FAG AN BEALACH.*
A National Hymn.

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

I
¢ Hoprg no more for Fatherland,
All its ranks are thinned or broken;”
Long a base and coward band
Recreant words like these have spoken,
But WE preach a land awoken ;
Fatherland is true and tried
As your fears are false and hollow :
Slaves and Dastards stand aside—
Knaves and Traitors, FAG AN BEALACH!

1L
Know, ye suffering brethren ours,

Might is strong, but Right is stronger ;
Saxon wiles or Saxon powers

Can enslave our land no longer

Than your own dissensions wrong her :

*FAG AN BEALACH, “Clear the road;” or, as it is vulgarly spelt, Faugh a
Ballagh, was the cry with which the clans of Connaught and Munster used in faction
fights to come through a fair with high hearts and smashing shillelahs. The regiments
raised in the South and West took their old shout with them to the Continent. The 87th,
or Royal Irish Fusileers, from their use of it, went generally by the name of “The Faogh
a Bollagh Boys.” “ Nothing,” says Napier, in his History of the Peninsular War—
“nothing 3o startled the Freach soldiery as the wild yell with which the Irish Regiments
sprung to the charge ;” and nevor was that baughty and intolerant shout raised in battle,
Bbut a charge, swift as thought and fatal as flame, came with it, like a rushing incarnation
of FAG AN BEALACH!

B2
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Be ye one in might and mind—
Quit the mire where Cravens wallow—
And your foes shall flee like wind
From your fearless FAG AN BEALACH!

L.

Thus the mighty Multitude
Speak in accents hoarse with sorrow—
«'We are fallen, but unsubdued ;
¢« Show us whence we Hope may borrow,
«« And we’ll fight your fight to-morrow.
<« Be but cautious, true, and brave,
¢« Where ye lead us we will follow ;
<« Hill and valley, rock and wave,
« Shall echo back our FAG AN BEALACH!"

Iv.

Fling our Sun-burst to the wind,
Studded o’er with names of glory ;
‘Worth, and wit, and might, and mind,
Poet young, and Patriot hoary,
Long shall make it shine in story.
Close your ranks—the moment’s come—
NOW, ye men of Ireland follow ;
Friends of Freedom, charge them home—
Foes of Freedom, FAG AN BEALACH!"®

¢ To make the general tone, and some of the allusions in this song intelligible, we
should, perhaps, mention that it was written in October, 1842,when the hope and spirits
of the people were low ; and published in the third number of the Nation, as the Charter-
Song of the contributors.
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LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF EOGHAN
RUADH O’NEILL.

(COMMONLY CALLED OWEN ROE O’NEIL.)

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

Time—10th Nov., 1649. Scene—Ormond’s Camp, County Waterford. Spoakers—A
Veteran of Owen O’Neill’s clan, and one of the horsemen, just arrived with an account
of his death.

: : I
¢ D1p they dare, did they dare, to slay Owen Roe O’Neil ?”

¢ Yes, they slew with poison him, they feared to meet with steel.’
«May God wither up their hearts! May their blood cease to flow!
May they walk in living death, who poisoned Owen Roe!

11,

Though it break my heart to hear, say again the bitter words.”

¢ From Derry, against Cromwell, he marched to measure swords ;
But the weapon of the Saxon met him on his way,

And he died at Clo¢ Uactair, upon Saint Leonard’s Day.’

I

«“Wail, wail ye for The Mighty One! Wail, wail ye for the Dead;

Quench the hearth, and hold the breath—with ashes strew the
head.

How tenderly we loved him! How deeply we deplore!

Holy Saviour! but to think we shall never see him more.

Iv.

Sagest in the council was he, kindest in the hall,

Sure we never won a battle—'twas Owen won them all.

Had he lived—had he lived—our dear country had been free;.
But he’s dead, but he’s dead, and ’tis slaves well ever be.
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v.

O’Farrell and Clanrickarde, Preston and Red Hugh,
Audley and MacMahon—ye are valiant, wise, and true;
But—what, what are ye all to our darling who is gone ?
The Rudder of our Ship was he, our Castle’s corner stone |

VI

‘Wail, wail him through the Island! Weep, weep for our pride!
Would that on the battle-field our gallant chief had died !

Weep the Victor of Beinn Burb—weep him, young man and old ;
Weep for him, ye women—your Beautiful lies cold !

vIL

‘We thought you would not die—we were sure you would not go,
And leave us in our utmost need to Cromwell’s cruel blow—
Sheep without a shepherd, when the enow shuts out the sky—
Oh! why did you leave us, Owen? Why did you die ?

vIIL.

Soft as woman’s was your voice, O’Neil | bright was your eye,
Oh! why did you leave us, Owen ? why did you die ?

Your troubles are all over, you're at rest with God on high;

But we re slaves, and we’re orphans, Owen !—why did you die?”

THE ARMS OF EIGHTY-TWO.

BY M. J. BARRY.

I
Tuzry roee to guard their fatherland—
In stern resolve they rose—
In bearing firm—in purpose grand—
To meet the world as foes.
They rose as brave men ever do;
And, flashing bright,
They bore to light
The Arms of * Eighty-two!”
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I
Oh! 'twas a proud and solemn sight
To mark that broad array,
Come forth to dlsim a nation’s right
’Gainst all who dared gainsay ;
And deepots shrunk, appall'd to view
The men who bore
From shore to shore,

The Arme of “ Eighty-two!”

nr.
They won her right—they passed away—
And coldly lies the mournful clay
Above each manly breast ;
But Ireland still may proudly view
‘What that great host
Had cherished most—
The Arms of ¢ Eighty-two!”

v.
Time-honoured comrades of the brave—
Fond relics of their fame,
Does Ireland hold one coward slave
‘Would yield you up to shame ?
One dastard who would tamely view
The alien’s hand
Insulting brand
The Arms of ¢ Eighty-two ?”
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THE IRISH CATHOLIC TO HIS PROTESTANT
BROTHER.

“Oh, Paddy, my boy,
‘What makes you so shy
To join with your Protestant brother,
Your brother ?
Sure, you "l never thrive,
Unless you contrive
To be on good terms with each other,
Each other.”

Old Song.
I.

‘WaaT curse i8 on our land and us,
That bigot strife so long has lasted—
That every cheering prospect thus
Is by its fatal influence blasted !
That still, when round our banner green
The dawning hope of freedom rallies,
Religious discord comes between,
To mix her poison in the chalice!

I

Religious discord! Oh! shall man,

The worm by doubt and darkness bounded,
His fellow-creature dare to ban,

For faith, in God, sincerely founded !
A holier gospel let us preach,

In spite of angry bigots’ railing—
His own eternal hope to each;

But love and peace through all prevailing.

1.
And are not all our ties the same—
One sod beneath—one blue sky o’er us;
True Irish both, in heart and name—
One lot, or dark, or bright before us?
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A thousand links about us wound

To peace and mutual kindness urge us ;
The very seas that gird us round _

Speak uNION in their sleeplees surges.

Iv.

Remember glorious eighty-two,

And wakening Freedom’s voice of thunder ;
That spirit first was roused by vou,

‘Which burst at length my bonds asunder.
How bright, though brief, the halo then

That o’er our common country lighted !
Alas! the spoiler came again—

He came, and found us disunited !

Ve

Our annals stained with blood and tears
Still preach this warning, this example,
The wicked feuds of byegone years
. At once beneath our feet to trample.
To have but one distinction known,
One line from henceforth drawn among us,
The line of false and true alone,
Of those who love and those who wrong us.

VI
Unite with me, then, brother mine,
Oppressor and oppressed no longer,
A bond of peace we’ll round us twine
Than all the Saxon’s fetters stronger.
Be Ireland’s good our common creed,
Her sacred cause alone enlist us;
With gallant hearts and God to speed,
‘What power on earth will dare resist us ?

SviaBH CUILINN.
c .
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O'CONNELL.

I
I saw him at the hour of pray’r, when morning’s earliest dawn
Was breaking o’er the mountain tops—o’er grassy dell and lawn ;
When the parting shades of night had fled—when moon and stars

were gone,

Before a high and gorgeous shrine the chieftain kneel'd alone.
His hands were clasp’d upon his breast, his eye was raised above—
I heard those full and solemn tones in words of faith and love :
He pray’d that those who wrong’d him might for ever be forgiven;
Oh! who would say such prayers as these are not received in heaven?

1L
I saw him next amid the best and noblest of our isle—
There was the same majestic form, the same heart-kindling smile !
But grief was on that princely brow—for others still he mourn’d,
He gazed upon poor fetter’d slaves, and his heart within him
burned :
And he vowed before the captive’s God to break the captive’s
chain—
To bind the broken heart, and set the bondsman free again ;
And fit he was our chief to be in triumph or in need,
‘Who never wrong’d his deadliest foe in thought, or word, or deed!

I

I saw him when the light of eve had faded from the West—
Beside the hearth that old man sat, by infant forms caress'd ;
One hand was gently laid upon his grandchild’s clustering hair,
The other, raised to heaven, invoked a blessing and a pray’r!
And woman’s lips were heard to breathe a high and glonous strain—
Those songs of old that haunt us still, and ever will remain
Within the heart like treasured gems, that bring from mem’ry’s cell
Thoughts of our youthful days, and friends that we have loved so

well !
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v.

I saw that eagle glance again—the brow was marked with care,

Though rich and regal are the robes the Nation’s chief doth wear;*

And many an eye now quailed with shame, and many a cheek now
glowd,

As he paid them back with words of love for every curse bestow’d.

I thought of his unceasing care, his never-ending zeal ;

I heard the watchword burst from all—the gathering cry— Repeal:

And as his eyes were raised to heaven—from whence his mission
came—

He stood amid the thousands there a monarch save in name !

ASTREA.

SONNET.

BY E. N. SHANNON, TRANSLATOR OF DANTE, AUTHOR OF
¢ TALES OLD AND NEW.”

In fair, delightful Cyprus, by the Main,
A lofty, royal seat, Love’s dwelling stands :
Thither I went, and gave into his hands
An humble scroll, his clemency to gain.
Sire, said the writing, Thyrsis, who in pain
Has served thee hitherto, this boon demands—
His freedom—neither should his suit be vain,
After gix lustres’ service in thy bands.
He took the scroll, and seemed to pore thereon :
But he was blind, and could not read the case.
Seeming to feel his grievous want full sore—
‘Wherefore, with stern and frowning air, anon,
He eaid, and flung my writing in my face—
Give it to pEATH—We two will talk it o'er.

9 ¢ Written during his Mayoralty.
[
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ERIN—OUR OWN LITTLE ISLE.

I
On! Irishmen! never forget—
"Tis a foreigner’s farm—your own little isle ;
Oh ! Irishmen !.when will you get
Some life in your hearts for your poor little isle ?
Yes! yes!—we’ve a dear little spot of it !
Oh! yes!—a sweet little isle!
Yes! yes|—if Irishmen thought of it,
*Twould be a dear little, sweet little isle !

I
Then, come on and rise, ev’ry man of you—
Now is the time for a stir to be made ;
Ho! Pat! who made such a lamb of you ?
Life to your soul, boy, and strength to your blade !
Yes! yes!—a dear little spot of it!
Oh! yes!—a sweet little isle !
Yes! yes!—if Irishmen thought of it,
Erin once more is our own little isle !

L.
Rise! heartily ! shoulder to shoulder—
‘We'll show ’em strength with good humour go leér/
Rise! rise! show each foreign beholder
‘We've not lost our love to thee, Erin a stér !
For oh! yes!—'tis a dear little spot of it !
Yes! yesl—a sweet little isle !
Yes! yesl—the Irish kave thought of it;
Erin for ever—our own little isle !

Iv.

Never forget what your forefathers fought for, O!
‘When to * &'3ell” or « & Doriypall abi I”

Sasanachs ev'rywhere sunk in the slaughter, O!
Vengeance for insult, dear Erin, to you!
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For oh! yes!—a dear little spot of it!
Yes! yes!—a sweet little isle ;

Yes! yes!—if Irishmen thought of it,
Erin once more i8 our own little isle !

v.
Yes, we have strength to make Irishmen free again;
Only uniTe—and we’ll conquer our foe ;
And never on earth shall a foreigner see again
Erin a province—though lately so low.
For oh! yes!—we’ve a dear little spot of it !
Yes! yes!—a sweet little isle!
Yes! yesl—the Irish kave thought of it ;
Erin for ever—our own little isle !
FERMOY.

EIBHLIN A RUIN.

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

1.
WaEN I am far away,
Eiblin a Ruin,
Be gayest of the gay,
Eiblin a Ruin.
Too dear your happiness,
For me to wish it less—
Love has no selfishness,
Eiblin & Ruin.

1.
And it must be our pride,

Eiblin a Ruin,
Our trusting hearts to hide,

Eiblin a Ruin.
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They wish our love to blight,

‘We’ll wait for Fortune’s light—

The flowers close up at night,
Eiblin a Ruin.
III.

And when we meet alone,
Eiblin a Ruin,

Upon my bosom thrown,
Eiblin a Ruin,

That hour, with light bedeck’d,

Shall cheer us and direct,

A beacon to the wreck’d,
Eiblin a Ruin.

"1V,

Fortune, thus sought, will come,

Eiblin a Ruin,
‘We’ll win a happy home,
) Eiblin a Ruin;
And, as it slowly rose,
"Twill tranquilly repose,
A rock 'mid melting snows,
Eiblin & Ruin.

TYROL AND IRELAND.

¢ Ye gather three ears of corn, and they take two out of the three. Are ye contentsd?
are ye happy? But there is a Providence above, and there are angels; and when we
seek to right ourselves, they will assist us.”—Speech of Hofer to the Tyrolese : 1809.

I
Anp Hofer roused Tyrol for this,
Made Vintschgau red with blood,
Thal Botzen's peasants ranged in arms,
And Inspruck’s fire withstood.
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For this! for this! that but a third
The hind his own could call,

When Passeyer gathered in her sheaves,
‘Why, ye are robbed of all.

1.
Up rose the hardy mountaineers,
And crushed Bavaria’s horse,
T’ th’ name of Father and of Son,*
For this without remorse.
Great Heaven, for this! that Passeyer’s swains
Of half their store were reft ;
Why, clods of senseless clay, to you
Not ev'n an ear is left !

L.
"Midst plenty gushing round, ye starve—
"Midst blessings, crawl accurst,
And hoard for your land-cormorants all,
Deep gorging till they burst !
Still—still they spurn you with contempt,
Deride your pangs with scorn ;
Still bid you bite the dust for churls,
And villains basely born!
Iv.
Oh, idiots! feel ye not the lash—
The fangs that clutch at gold ?
From rogues so insolent what hope
Of mercy do ye hold ?
The pallid millions kneel for food ;
The lordling locks his store.
Hath earth, alas! but one Tyrol,
And not a Hofer more. Taexa.

® The Bavarian vanguard, composed of 4,000 men, advanced into the deflle; and when
they had reached midway, the mountaineers hurled down upon their heads buge rocks,
which they had rolled to the verge of the precipice in the name of the Father, the Son,
and the Holy Ghost.”—Histoire des Tyroliens.
D
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STAND TOGETHER.

I
StaND together, brothers all |
Stand together, stand together!
To live or die, to rise or fall,
Stand together, stand together!
Old Erin proudly lifts her head—
Of many tears the last is shed ;
Oh! for the living—dy the dead !
Stand together, true together !

I
Stand together, brothers all |
Close together, close together !
Be Ireland’s might a brazen wall—
Close up together, tight together !
Peace !—no noise |—but hand in hand
Let calm resolve pervade your band,
And wait—till nature’s God command—
Then help each other, help each other!

1.
Stand together, brothers all !
Proud together—bold together !
From Kerry’s cliffs to Donegal,
Bound in heart and soul together!
Unrol the sunburst! who’ll defend
Old Erin’s banner is a friend—
One foe is ours—oh ! blend, boys, blend
Hands together—hearts together !

Iv.
Stand together, brothers all !
Wait together, watch together!
See, America and Gaul
Look on together, both together!
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Keen impatience in each eye—
Yet on “ ourselves” do we rely—
¢ Ourselves alone” our rallying cry !
And ¢ stand together, strike together !” B
ETA.

AWAKE, AND LIE DREAMING NO MORE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘THE DESERTED COLLEGE.”

L

Y= great of my country, how long will ye slumber ?
Spell-bound, and remote from her once happy shore,

Unmoved by her wrongs and her woes without number :
Oh! wake thee, awake, and lie dreaming no more !

Awaken to fame, and poor Erin’s condition ;

To heal all her wounds be your noblest ambition

Oh! break off the spell of the foreign magician.
Awake, then, awake, and lie dreaming no more !

1L

Not the want of green fields nor of countless resources
The sons of sweet Erin have cause to deplore,

Nor the want of brave hearts for the muster of forces :
Awake, then, awake, and lie dreaming no more!

A patriot flame and endearing emotion

" Are wanting to bless the sweet isle of the ocean;

Yet Erin is worthy of love and devotion. 4
Awake, then, awake, and lie dreaming no more !

L.

Let Fashion no more, in pursuit of vain pleasure,
To far-distant lands in her train draw you o’er;

In your own native isle is the goodliest treasure :
Awake, then awake, and lie dreaming no more !

‘When once love and pride of your country ye cherish,

The seeds of disunion and discord shall perish,

And Erin, dear Erin, in loveliness flourish.
Awake, then, awake, and lie dreaming no more !

D2
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DEAR LAND.

L

WHEN comes the day, all hearts to weigh,
. If stanch they be, or vile,
Shall we forget the sacred debt

We owe our mother isle ?
My native heath is brown beneath,

My native waters blue;
But crimson red o’er both shall spread,

Ere I am false to you,

Ere I am false to you.

Dear land—

1L
‘When I behold your mountains bold—
Your noble lakes and streams—
A mingled tide of grief and pride
‘Within my bosom teems.
I think of all,your long, dark thrall—
Your martyrs brave and true ;
And dash apart the tears that start—
‘We must not weep for you,
Dear land—
‘We must not weep for you.

1.
My grandsire died, his home beside ;
They seized and hanged him there ;
His only crime, in evil time,
Your hallowed green to wear.
Across the main his brothers twain
‘Were sent to pine and rue;

And still they turn’d, with hearts that burn’d,

In hopeless love to you,
In hopeless love to you.

Dear land—
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Iv.
My boyish ear still clung to hear
Of Erin’s pride of yore,
Ere Norman foot had dared pollute
Her independent shore :
Of chiefs, long dead, who rose to head
Some gallant patriot few,
Till all my aim on earth became
To strike one blow for you,
Dear land—
To strike one blow for you.

v.
‘What path is best your rights to wrest
Let other heads divine;
By work or word, with voice or sword,
To follow them be mine.
The breast that zeal and hatred steel,
No terrors can subdue;
If death should come, that martyrdom
‘Were sweet, endured for you,
Dear land—
‘Were sweet, endured for you.

SviaBn CulLINN.

THE WEXFORD MASSACRE.

1649.
BY M. J. BARRY.

I

Tuaey knelt around the Cross divine,
The matron and the maid—

They bow’d before redemption’s sign,
And fervently they prayed—

Three hundred fair and helpless ones,
‘Whose crime was this alone—

Their valiant husbands, sires, and sons,
Had battled for their own.

23
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I
Had battled bravely, but in vain—
The Sason won the fight,
And Irish corses strewed the plain
Where Valour slept with Right.
And now, that Man of demon guilt,
To fated Wexford flew—
The red blood reeking on his hilt,
Of hearts to Erin true!
.
He found them there—the young, the old—
The maiden and the wife ; ’
Their guardian Brave in death were cold,
‘Who dared for them the strife.
They prayed for mercy—Grod on high !
Before thy cross they prayed,
And ruthless Cromwell bade them die
To glut the Saxon blade !
.
Three hundred fell—the stifled prayer
‘Was quenched in woman’s blood ;
Nor youth nor age could move to spare
From slaughter’s crimson flood.
But nations keep a stern account
Of deeds that tyrants do;
And guiltless blood to Heaven will mount,
And Heaven avenge it, too!

THE IRISH ARMS BILL.
BY WILLIAM DRENNAN.

L
My country, alas! we may blush for thee now, _
The brand of the slave broadly stamp’d on thy brow!
Unarm’d must thy sons and thy daughters await

The Sasanach’s lust or the Sasanach s hate.
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1.
Through the length and the breadth of thy regions they roam;
Many huts and some halls may be there—but no home ;
Rape and Murder cry out ¢let each door be unbarr’d !
Deliver your arms, and then—stand on your guard !I”
nr.
For England hath waken’d at Jength from her trance—
She might knuckle to Russis, and truckle to France—
And, licking the dust from America’s feet,
Might vow she had ne’er tasted sugar so sweet.
Iv.
She could leave her slain thousands, her captives, in pawn,
And Akhbar to lord it o’er Affghanistan,
And firing the village or rifling the ground
Of the poor murder’d peasant—slink off like a hound.
v.
What then? She can massacre wretched Chinese—
Can rob the Ameers of their lands, if she please—
And when Hanover wrings from her duties not due,
She can still vent her wrath, enslav’d Erin, on you!
vI.
Thus—but why, belov’d land, longer sport with thy shame ?
If my life could wipe out the foul blot from thy fame,
How gladly for thee were this spirit outpour’d
On the scaffold, as free as by shot or by sword |
VIL
Yet, oh! in fair field, for one soldier-like blow,
To fall in thy cause, or look far for thy foe—
To sleep on thy bosom, down-trodden, with thee,
Or to wave in thy breeze the green flag of the free!
VIIL
Heaven! to think of the thousands far better than I,
‘Who for thee, sweetest mother, would joyfully die!
Then to reckon the insult—the rapine—the wrong—
How loug, God of love |—God of battles —how long ?
E
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THE MUSTER OF THE NORTH.
A.D. 1641.

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

L
Jov! joy! the day is come at last, the day of hope and pride—
And see! our crackling bonfires light old Banna’s joyful tide,
And gladsome bell, and bugle-horn from Inbhar's® captured
Towers,
Hark! how they tell the Saxon swine, this land is ours, 18 ours!

L

Glory to God! my eyes have seen the ransomed fields of Dun,t

My ears have drunk the joyful news,‘ Stout Feidhlim} hath his
own."

Oh! may they see and hear no more, oh! may they rot to clay,

When they forget to triumph in the conquest of to-day.

. nL '

Now, now we’ll teach the shameless Scot to purge his thievish
maw,

Now, now the Court may fall to pray, for Justice is the Law,

Now shall the Undertaker§ square for once his loose accounts,

We'll strike, brave boys, a fair result, from all his false amounts.

IV.
Come, trample down their robber rule, and smite its venal spawn,
Their foreign laws, their foreign church, their ermine and their
lawn,
With all the specious fry of fraud that robbed us of our own;
And plant our ancient laws again, beneath our lineal throne.

* Newry. 1 Down. 1 Phelim.
§ The Scotch and English adventurers planted in Ulster by James 1. were
called Undertakers.
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\2

Our standard flies o’er fifty towers, and twice ten thousand men ;

Down have we pluck’d the pirate Red never to rise agen ;

The Green alone shall stream above our native field and flood—

The spotless Green, save where its folds are gemmed with Saxon
blood !

VL

Pity !* no, no, you dare not, Priest—not you, our Father, dare

Preach to us now that Godless creed—the murderer’s blood to
spare ;

To spare his blood, while tombless still our slaughtered kin implore

¢ Graves and revenge” from Guibin-Cliffs} and Carraic’s} bloody
shore 1§

VIL
Pity I—could we ¢ forget—forgive,” if we were olods of clay,

Our martyred priests, our banished chiefs, our race in dark decay,
And worse than all—you know it, Priest—the daughters of our
land, '
‘With wrongs we blushed to name until the sword was in our hand !
VI
Pity | well, if you needs must whine, let pity have its way,
Pity for all our comrades true, far from our side to-day ;

The prison-bound who rot in chains, the faithful dead who poured
Their blood neath Temple’s lawless axe or Parsons’ ruffian sword.
IX.

They smote them with the swearer’s oath, and with the murd’rer’s

knife,
We in the open field will fight, fairly for land and life;
But, by the Dead and all their wrongs, and by our hopes to-day,
One of us twain shall fight their last, or be it we or they—

* Leland, the Protestant Historian, states that the Catholic Priests ‘ laboured
zealously to moderate the excesses of war ;” and frequently protected the English by
concealing them in their places of worship, and even under their altars.

t+ Gobbin. 1 Carrickfergus.

§ The scene of the dreadful massacre of the unoffending inhabitants of Island

Magee by the 2garrison of Carraic Fhearghuis.
E .
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x

They banned our faith, they banned our lives, they trod wus into
earth,

Until our very patience stirred their bitter hearts to mirth ;

Even this great flame that wraps them now, not we but they have
bred,

Yes, this is their own work, and now, THEIR WORK BE ON THEIR
HEAD.

XL

Nay, Father, tell us not of help from Leinster’s Norman Peers,

If we shall shape our holy cause to match their selfish fears—

Helpless and hopeless be their cause, who brook a vain delay,

Our ship is launched, our flag ’s afloat, whether they come or stay.
XIL

Let silken Howth, and savage Slane still kiss the¢ir tyrant’s rod,

And pale Dunsany still prefer his Monarch to his God,

Little we lack their father’s sons the Marchmen of the Pale,

While Irish hearts and Irish hands have Spanish blades and mail ?

xnL
Then, let them stay to bow and fawn, or fight with cunning words;
I fear me more their eourtly arts than England’s hireling swards ;
Natheless their creed they hate us still, as the Despoiler hates,
Would God they loved their prey no more, our kinsmen’s lost

estates |
xIv.
Our rude array 's a jagged rock to smash the spoiler’s power,
Or need we aid, His aid we have who doomed this gracious hour;
Of yore He led our Hebrew sires to peace through strife and pain,
And us He leads the self-same path, the self-same goal to gain.

XvV.
Down from the sacred hills whereon a SAINT* communed with God,
Up from the vale where Bagnall’s blood manured the reeking sod,
Out from the stately woods of Triuch,, M‘Kenna’s plundered home,
Like Malin’s waves, as fierce and fast, our faithful clansmen come.

* 8t. Patrick, whose favourite retreat was Leath Chathail, (Lecale, Cathal’s
half,) in the county Down.
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xvL

Then, brethren, on /—O’Neill’s dear shade would frown to see you
pause—

Our banished Hugh, our martyred Hugh, is watching o’er your
cause—

His generous error lost the land--he deem’d the Norman true,

Ob, forward ! friends, it must not lose the land again in you!

NOTE ON THB MUSTER OF THRE NORTH.

The Times, newspaper, in the absence of any topic of public interest, having
made this ballad the subject of a leading article, in which extravagant praise of its
literary merits was joined with an equally extravagant misrepresentation of its object
and tendency, it had the hard fortune to run the gauntlet of all the Tory journals in
the empire, and to become the best abused ballad in existence. It was described as the
Roeg-Cata of a new rebellion—as a deliberate attempt to revive the dead-and-gone
jealousies of the bill of settlement ; and the organ of the General Assembly of Ulster
coolly proclaimed the writer to be a man with the intellect, but also with the heart, of
Satan! Under these circumstances I should not have inserted it in the present edition
of the Spirit of the Nation had I not feared that omitting it might be interpreted into
an admission of charges, than which nothing can posaibly be more false or ludicrous. In
writing it, I had simply in view to produce—what it will not be denied an historical
ballad ought to be—a picture of the actual feelings of the times in which the scene
is laid ; and the sentiments are certainly not more violent than the great masters
of ballad poetry—Bcott, for example, in his ¢ Glencoe”—have put into the mouths of
injured men. Possibly the prejudice in the present case arose from overlooking
the fact that these sentiments are attributed to men who had been plundered of two
provinces by a false king, imprisoned for returning conscientious verdicts, robbed by
enormous fines, persecuted for the exercise of their religion, and sabject to a long series
of tyrannies which historians, without exception, have described as cruel and infamous.
To make these men talk coolly, and exhibit all the horror of spilling one drop of human
blood, into which O’Connell has trained the preseat generation, would be very much
on a par in point of sense and propriety with the old stage custom of dressing Richard
IIL. in the uniform of the Coldstream Guards. 8o little jntention, however, was there
to make it available to any political purpose, that there is not a single allusion in the
poem that was not suggested by the circumstances of the period ; while some of them
would be quite inapplicable to any other time, especially to the present.

Babington Macaulay, a Privy Councillor, and Secretary at War under the late
Administration, has written two ballads of the English Commonwealth, a period only
a few years removed from the era of this one, which certainly leave the ¢ Muster of
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IRISH WAR-SONG.
BY EDWARD WALSH.
A1R—** The world’s turn’d upside down.”
L

BriguT sun, before whose glorious ray,

Our Pagan fathers bent the knee;
Whose pillar-altars yet can say,

‘When time was young, our sires were free—

the North” almost as far behind in ferocity as in grace and vigour. For example, he
puts this sentiment into the mouth of the Cavaliers :—
¢ What, ho! the craven slaves retire ;
On! trample them to mud !
No quarter '—charge.—No quarter !—fire !
No quarter '—blood !—blood !—blood !
And afterwards this unequivocal stimulant to robbery and rape =
“ Where next? Insooth there lacks no witch,
Brave lads, to tell us where ;
Sure London’s sons be passing rich,
Her daughters wondrous fair ;
And let that dastard be the theme
Of many a board’s derision,
‘Who quails for sermon, cuff, or scream
Of any sweet Precisian.”

And the Puritans are not behind them in savage vigour :—
“ Ho ! comrades, scour the plain, and ere ye strip the slain,
First give another stab to make your guest secure ;
Then shake from sleeves and pockets, their broad pieces and lockets,
The tokens of the wanton—the plunder of the poor.”

It would be monstrous to allege that this accomplished poet has committed any
offence, or that he shares in the sentiments of either party because he has described
both of them with dramatic spirit and historical truth ; and unless it is shewn that I have
misrepresented the feelings of the men who seized upon Ulster, in 1641, 1 am sarely
entitled to the same defence.

In the original edition the following note was prefixed to the poem ; and we retain it
as an additional evidence of the actual purpose in view:

“ We deny and have always denied the alleged massacre of 1641. But that the people
rose under their Chiefs, seized the English towns and expelled the English settlers, and
in doing so committed many excesses, is undeniable—as is equally the desperate provoca-
tion. The Ballad here printed is not meant as an apology for these excesses, which we
condemn and lament, but as a true representation of the feelings of the insurgents in the
Qrst madness of success.”
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Who seest how fallen their offspring be—
Our matrons’ tears—our patriots’ gore ;

‘We swear before high Heaven and thee,
The Saxon holds us slaves no more!

IL
Our sun-burst on the Roman foe
Flash’d vengeance once in foreign field—
On Clontarf’s plain lay scathed low
‘What power the Sea-kings fierce could wield !
Beinn Burb might say whose cloven shield
’Neath bloody hoofs was trampled o’er ;
And, by these memories high, we yield
Our limbs to Saxon chains no more!

L.
The clairseach wild, whose trembling string
Had long the *“song of sorrow” spoke,
Shall bid the wild Rosg-Cata® sing
The curse and crime of Saxon ypke.
And, by each heart his bondage broke—
Each exile’s sigh on distant shore—
Each martyr ’neath the headsman’s stroke—
" The Saxon holds us slaves no more!

Iv.
Send the loud war-cry o’er the main—
Your sun-burst to the breezes spread !
That slogan rends the heaven in twain—
The earth reels back beneath your tread !
Ye Saxon despots, hear, and dread—
Your march o’er patriot hearts is o’er—
That shout hath told—that tramp hath said,
Our eountry’s sons are slaves no more!

¢ Literally the “ Eye of Battle”—the war-song of the bards.
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NATIVE SWORDS,

A VOLUNTEER SONG.—I1sT JuLy, 1792,

BY THOMAS DAVIS.-

I
‘WE'vE bent too long to braggart wrong,
‘While force our prayers derided ;
We’ve fought too long, ourselves among,
By knaves and priests divided ;
United now, no more we’ll bow,
Foul faction, we discard it ;
And now, thank God! our native sod
Has Native Swords to guard it.

1.
Like rivers, which, o’er valleys rich,
Bring ruin in their water,
On native land, a native hand
Flung foreign fraud and slaughter.
From Dermod’s crime to Tudor’s time
Our clans were our perdition ;
Religion’s name, since then, became
Our pretext for division.

1L

But, worse than all, with Lim’rick’s fall
Our valour seem’d to perish ;

Or, o’er the main, in France and Spain,
For bootless vengeance flourish.

The peasant, here, grew pale for fear
He’d suffer for our glory,

‘While France sang joy for Fontenoy,
And Europe hymn'd our story.
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AV,
But, now, no clan, nor factious plan,
The east and west can sunder—
‘Why Ulster e’er should Munster fear
Can only wake our wonder.
Religion ’s crost, when union ’s lost,
And “royal gifts” retard it;
And now, thank God! our native sod
Has Native Swords to guard it.

SONG FOR JULY 12rm, 1843.

“BY J. D. FRASER.

ATR—* Boyne Water.”

I
Come—pledge again thy heart and hand—
One grasp that ne’er shall sever;
Our watchword be—¢¢ Our native Jand”—
Our motto—*¢ Love for ever.”

. And let the Orange lily be

Thy badge, my patriot brother—
The everlasting Green for me ;
And—we for one another.

I
Behold how green the gallant stem'
On which the flower is blowing ;
How in one heav’nly breeze and beam
Both flower and stem are glowing.
The same good soil sustaining both,
Makes both united flourish :
But cannot give the Orange growth,
And cease the Green to nourish..

r2 .
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1.
Yea, more—the hand that placks the flower
‘Will vainly strive to cherish :
The stem blooms on—but in that hour
The flower begins to perish.
Regard them, then, of equal worth
‘While lasts their genial weather;
The time’s at hand when into earth
The two shall sink together.

Iv.
Ev’n thus be, in our country’s cause,
Our party feelings blended ;
Till lasting peace, from equal laws,
On both shall have descended.
Till then the Orange lily be
Thy badge, my patriot brother—
The everlasting Green for me ;
And—we for one another.

SONG OF THE VOLUNTEERS OF 1782.
BY THOMAS DAVIS.

A1R—** Boyne Water.”

I
Hourran! ’tis done—our freedom’s won—
Hurrah for the Volunteers !
No laws we own, but those alone
Of our Commons, King, and Peers.
The chain is broke—the Saxon yoke
From off our neck is taken ;
Ireland awoke—Dungannon spoke—
‘With fear was England shaken.

-
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1L
‘When Grattan roee, none dar'd oppose
The claim he made for freedom ;
They knew our swords, to back his words,
‘Were ready, did he need them.
Then let us raise, to Grattan’s praise,
A proud and joyous anthem ;
And wealth, and grace, and length of days,
May God, in mercy grant him !
.
Bless Harry Flood, who nobly stood
By us, through gloomy years,
Bless Charlemont, the brave and good,
The Chief of the Volunteers !
The North began; the North held on
The strife for native land ;
Till Ireland rose, and cow’d her foes—
God bless the Northern land !

Iv.
And bless the men of patriot pen—
Swift, Molyneux, and Lucas ;
Bless sword and gun, which ¢ Free Trade” won—
Bless God! who ne’er forsook us!
And long may last, the friendship fast,
‘Which binds us all together;
‘While we agree, our foes shall flee
Like clouds in stormy weather.

v.

Remember still, through good and ill,
How vain were prayers and tears—

How vain were words, till flashed the swords
Of the Irish Volunteers.

By arms we 've got the rights we sought
Through long and wretched years—

Hurrah! ’tis done, our Freedom ’s won—
Hurrah for the Volunteers !

37
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MY GRAVE.
BY THOMAS DAVIS.

SHALL they bury me in the deep,
‘Where wind-forgetting waters sleep ?
Shall they dig a grave for me,

Under the green-wood tree ?

Or on the wild heath,

‘Where the wilder breath

Of the storm doth blow ?

Oh, no! oh, no!

Shall they bury me in the Palace Tombes,

Or under the shade of Cathedral domes ?

Sweet "twere to lie on Italy’s shore ;

Yet not there—nor in Greece, though I love it more.
In the wolf or the vulture my grave shall I find ?
Shall my ashes career on the world-seeing wind ?
Shall they fling my corpse in the battle mound,
‘Where coffinless thousands lie under the ground ?
Just as they fall they are buried so—

Oh, no! oh, no!

No! on an Irish green hill-side,

On an opening lawn—but not too wide ;

For I love the drip of the wetted trees—

I love not the gales, but a gentle breeze,

To freshen the turf—put no tombstone there,
Baut green sods deck’d with daisies fair,

Nor sods too deep: but so that the dew,

The matted grass-roots may trickle through.
Be my epitaph writ on my country’s mind,

¢« He serv’d his country, and lov’d his kind”—

Oh! ’twere merry unto the grave to go,
If one were sure to be buried so.
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THE NATION’S FIRST NUMBER.
BY CLARENCE MANGAN.

AIR—* Rory O’More.”

. L
"TI8 a great day, and glorious, O Publi¢! for you—
This October Fifteenth, Eighteen Forty and Two!

For on this day of days, lo! THE NaTioN comes forth,
To commence its career of Wit, Wisdom, and Worth—
To give Genius its due—to do battle with wrong—
And achieve things undreamed of as yet, save in song.
Then arise ! fling aside your dark mantle of slumber,
And welcome in chorus THE NaTion’s FirsT NuMsBER.

1L
Here we are, thanks to Heaven, in an epoch when Mind
Is unfettering our captives, and couching our blind ;

And the Press, with its thunders keeps marring the mirth
Of those tyrants and bigots that curse our fair earth.

Be it ours to stand forth and contend in the van

Of truth’s legions for freedom, that birthright of man,
Shaking off the dull cobwebs that else might encumber
Our weapon—the pen—in THE NaTioN’s FiRsT NUMBER.

I,
‘We announce a New Era—be this our first news—
‘When the serf-grinding Landlords shall shake in their shoes ;
‘While the ark of a bloodless yet mighty Reform
Shall emerge from the flood of the Popular Storm !
‘Well we know how the lickspittle panders to Power
Feel and fear the approach of that death-dealing hour;
But we toes these aside—such vile vagabond lumber
Are but just worth a groan from Tre Nation’s First NUMBER.
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1v.
Though we take not for motto, Nul n’a de Uesprit,

(As they once did in Paris) kors nos bons amis,

‘We may boast that for first-rate endowments, our band

Form a phalanx unmatched in—or out of—the land.

Poets, Patriots, Linguists, with reading like Parr’s—

Critics keener than sabres—Wits brighter than stars ;

And Reasoners as cool as the coolest cu-cumber _

Form the host that shine out in Tux NaTioN’s First NunBE=.

v.

‘We shall sketch living manners—and men—in a style
That will scarcely be sneezed at, we guess for & while;
Build up stories as fast as of yore Mother Bunch,

And for Fun of all twists take the shine out of ¢ Punca ;”
Thus our Wisdom and Quizdom will finely agree,

Very much, Public dear, we conceive, as you see

Do the lights and the shades that illume and adumber
Each beautiful page in Tue NaTion’s First NumbER.

VI

A word more :—To OLp IRELAND our first love is given;

Still, our friendship hath arms for all lands under Heaven.

‘WE ARre IrisE—we vaunt it—all o’er and all out;

But we wish not that England shall “sneak up the spout !”

Then, O Public! here, there, and elsewhere through the world,
‘Wheresoe’er TruTn’s and LiBERTY’s flags are unfurl'd,

From the Suir to the Rhine, from the Boyne to the Humber,
Raise one Shout of Applause for 'THE NatioN’s FirsT NuMszs.
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_Eight millions of & noble race—high-minded, pure, and good—
Kept subject to a petty gang—a miserable brood !
Strong but in England’s constant hate, and help to keep us down,
And blast the smiles of Nature fair, with man’s unholy frown !
How is it like my thought, again P—How is it like my thought?
Because your thought is Ireland’s self—and even thus her lot!
‘What with it would you do, again P—What with it would you do?
‘Work even to the death I would, to rive her chain in two!
To help her 'gainst unnatural sons, and foreign foemen’s rage,
And all her hapless People’s woes and bitter griefs assuage ;
Bid them be happy now, at length, in this their rescued land—
That land no longer marked and cursed with slav’ry’s withering
brand !

No longer Slave to England |—but her Sister, if she will—
Prompt to give friendly aid at need, and to forget all ill !
But holding high her head, and with serenest brow
Claiming, amid Earth’s nations all, her fitting station now!
Tais is my thought—it is your thought.

—1If thus each Irish heart
Will only think, and purpose thus, henceforth, to act its part,
Full soon their honest boast shall be—that she was made by them
Great, Glorious, Free |—the Earth’s first Flower !

—The Oocean’s brightest Gem |

THE GAEL AND THE GREEN.

BY M. J. BARRY.
AIR—* One bumper at parting.”’

I

Cowus, fill ev’ry glass to o’erflowing,
‘With wine, or potheen if you will,

Or, if any think these are too glowing,
Let water replace them—but fill|
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Ok! trust me ’tis churlish and silly
To ask how the bumper’s fill'd up;
If the tide in the heart be not chilly,
‘What matters the tide in the cup ?
Oh! ne’er may that heart’s tide ascending
In shame on our foreheads be seen,
‘While it nobly can ebb in defending
Our own glorious colour—the Green |

IL.
In vain did oppression endeavour
To trample that green under foot;
The fair stem was broken, but never
Could tyranny reach to its root.
Then come, and around it let’s rally,
And guard it henceforward like men ;
Oh! soon shall each mountain and valley
Grow bright with its verdure again.
Meanwhile, fill each glass to the brim, boys,
‘With water, with wine, or potheen,
And on each let the honest wish swim, boys—
Long flourish the Gael and the Green!

11,

Here, under our host’s gay dominion,

While gathered this table around,
‘What varying shades of opinion

In one happy circle are found !
‘What opposite creeds come together—

How mingle North, South, East, and West ;
Yet, who minds the diff"rence & feather P—

Each strives to love Erin the best.
Oh! soon through our beautiful island

May wunion as blessed be seen,
‘While floats o’er each valley and highland

Our own glorious colour—the Green !

Q2
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THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD.

1 = I
e~
fears to speak of Nine -ty -Eight? Who blushes at the

t\__l._TS_ ! +—= ijEE
= =

- . -
| ; j 3 }
- o 1: i. -
=+ !
Forte

SN 1
- g

g
cow-arde mock the patriot’s fate, Who hangs his head for shame ? He’s

= Sostenwule.
. S E— W W ~ = ‘
1 T 11 -+
—F——

1.4
4 ¥ 1

all a knave, or half @& slave, Who slights his coun-try thus; But a
|
—

!|IJ||F_!!%i;m







46

THE SPIRIT OF THE NATION.

THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD.

I
‘WHo fears to speak of Ninety-Eight ?
‘Who blushes at the name ?
‘When cowards mock the patriot’s fate,
‘Who hangs his head for shame ?
He'’s all a knave, or half a slave,
‘Who slights his country thus;
But a ¢rue man, like you, man,
‘Will fill your glass with us.

1L
We drink the memory of the brave,
The faithful and the few—
Some lie far off beyond the wave—
Some sleep in Ireland, too;
All—all are gone—but still lives on
The fame of those who died—
All true men, like you, men,
Remember them with pride.

1.
Some on the shores of distant lands

Their weary hearts have laid, .
And by the stranger’s heedless hands
Their lonely graves were made ;
Baut, though their clay be far away

Beyond the Atlantic foam—
In true men, like you, men,
Their spirit 's still at home.

Iv.

"The dust of some is Irish earth;
Among their own they rest;

And the same land that gave them birth
Has caught them to her breast;
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And we will pray that from their clay
" Full many a race may start
Of true men, like you, men,
To act as brave a part.

v.
They rose in dark and evil days
To right their native land ;
They kindled here a living blaze
That nothing shall withstand.
Alas! that Might can vanquish Right—
They fell and pass’d away;
But true men, like you, men,
- Are plenty here to-day.
VI
Then here’s their memory—may it be
For us a guiding light,
To cheer our strife for liberty,
And teach us to unite.
Through good and ill, be Ireland’s still,
Though sad as theirs your fate ;
And true men be you, men,
Like those of Ninety-Eight.

THE BATTLiE OF BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUIDHE.*
A.D. 1698.

BY WILLIAM DRENNAN.

L
By O’Neill close beleagur’d, the spirits might droop
Of the Saxon—three hundred shut up in their coop,
Till Bagenal drew forth his Toledo, and swore

On the sword of a soldier, to succour Port Mér.

® Won by the great Hugh O’Neil over Marshal Bagenal and the flower of Eliza-
beth’s army, between Armagh and Blackwater Bridge.
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IL.
His veteran troops, in the foreign wars tried—
Their features how bronz'd, and how haughty their stride—
Stept steadily on; it was thrilling to see
That thunder-cloud brooding o’er BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUDHE.

1.
The flash of their armdur, inlaid with fine gold—
Gleaming matchlocks and cannon that mutteringly roll’d—
With the tramp and the clank of those stern cuirassiers,
Dyed in blood of the Flemish and French cavaliers.

.
And are the mere Irish, with pikes and with darts—
With but glibb-covered heads, and but rib-guarded hearts—
Half-naked, half-fed, with few muskets, no guns—
The battle to dare against England’s proud sons ?

v.
Poor Bonnochts, and wild Gallowglasses, and Kern ®*—
Let them war with rude brambles, sharp furze, and dry fern;
Wirrastruet for their wives—for their babes ochanie,
If they wait for the Saxon at BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUIDHE.

VI
Yet O’'Neill standeth firm—few and brief his commands—
“Ye have hearts in your bosoms, and pikes in your hands;
Try how far ye can push them, my children, at onoe;
Fag an Bealach—and down with horse, foot, and great guns.

vIL
They have gold and gay arms—they have biscuit and bread ;

Now, sons of my soul, we’ll be found and be fed ;”
And he clutch’d his claymore, and—*¢look yonder,” laughed he,
“What a grand commissariat for BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUIDHE.”

® Buanadh, a billetted soldier, from Buanacht, quarterage. Gallegiach, a
beavy soldier.  Ceitheirn, a band of light troops, plural of Ceithearnaigh.
+ Wirrastrue—A MRuire as truagh, Oh! Mary, what sorrow!’
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VI
Near the chief, a grim tyke, an O’Shanaghan stood,
His nostril dilated seemed snuffing for blood ;
Rough and ready to spring—like the wiry wolf-hound
Of Iernd—who, tossing his pike with a bound,

IX. .
Cried, “My hand to the Sasanach! ne’er may I hurl
Another to earth if I call him a churl!

He finds me in clothing, in booty, in bread—

My Chief, won’t O’Shanaghan give him a bed ?”

X.
“Land of Owen, abu!” and the Irish rush’d on—
The foe fird but one volley—their gunners are gone,
Before the bare bosoms the steel-coats have fled,

Or, despite casque or corselet, lie dying and dead.

XI.
And brave Harry Bagenal, he fell while he fought,
'With many gay gallants—they slept as men ought:
Their faces to heaven—there were others, alack !
By pikes overtaken, and taken aback.

XL
And my Irish got clothing, coin, colours, great store,
Arms, forage, and provender—plunder go leér /

49

They munch’d the white manchets—they champ’d the brown

chine,
- Fuilleluadh ! for that day, how the natives did dine !

xm.
The Chieftain looked on, when O’Shanaghan rose,
And cried, hearken O’Neill! I’ve a health to propose—

¢To our Sasanach hosts!” and all quaff’d in huge glee,

With Cead mile failte go BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUIDHE |
H
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THE VOICE OF LABOUR.
A Chant of the City Meetings.

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

Y= who despoil the sons of toil, saw ye this sight to-day,
‘When stalwart trade in long brigade, beyond a king’s array,
Marched in the blessed light of heaven, beneath the open eky,
Strong in the might of sacred RiGHT, that none dare ask them why?
These are the elaves, the needy knaves, ye spit upon with scorn—
The spawn of earth, of nameless birth, and basely bred as born;
Yet know, ye weak and silken Lords, were we the thing ye say,
Your broad domains, your coffered gains, your lives were ours

to-day !

IL

Measure that rank, from flank to flank; ’tis fifty thousand strong,
And mark you here, in front and rear, brigades as deep and long;
And knew that never blade of foe, or Arran’s deadly breeze,
Tried by assay of storm or fray, more dauntless hearta than these;
The sinewy Smith, little he recks of his own child—the aword ;
The men of gear, think you they fear tkeir handiwork—a Lord ®
And undismayed, yon sons of trade might see the battle’s front,
‘Who bravely bore, nor bowed before, the deadlier face of want.

IIL.

‘What lack we here of all the pomps that lure your kerna to death?
Not serried bands, nor sinewy hands, nor music’s martial breath ;
And if we broke the slavish yoke our suppliant race endure,

No robbers we—but chivalry—the Army of the Poor.

Out on ye now, ye Lordly crew, that do your betters wrong—
We are no base and braggart mob, but merciful and stoong.

Your henchmen vain, your vassal train, would fly cur first defiance,
In us—in our strong, tranquil bressts—abides your sole relianse.
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Iv.
Aye! keep them all, castle and hall, coffers and costly jewels—
Keep your vile gain, and in its train the passions that it fuels.
We envy not your lordly lot—its bloom or its decayance ;

But ye Ahave that we claim as ours—our right in long abeyance:
Leisure to live, leisure to love, leisure to taste our freedom—

Oh! suff’ring poor, oh! patient poor, how bitterly you need them!:
“ Ever to moil, ever to toil,” that is your social charter,

And city slave or rustic serf, the TOILER is its martyr.

v. .
Where Frank and Tuscan shed their sweat the goodly arop is
, theirs—
If Norwsy’s toil make rich the seil, she eats the fruit she rears—
O’er Maine’s green sward there rules no lord, saving the Lord on
high;
Why sre we ewindlod—sabred—etarved P—my masters, tell us
why.
The German burgher and his men, brother with brothers live,
‘While toil must wait without your gate what gracious crusts you
give.
Long in your sight, for our own right, we’ve bent, and still we
bend—
Why did we bow? why do we now? my masters, this must end.

vL

Perish the past—a generous land is this fair land of ours,

And enmity may no man see between its Towns and Towers.

Come, join our bands—here take our hands—now shame on him
that lingers,

Merchant or Peer, you have no fear from labour’s blistered fingers.

Come, join at last, perish the past—its traitors, its seceders—

Proud names and old, frank hearts and bold, come join and. be our
Leaders.

But know, ye lords, that be your swords with us or with our Wrenger,

Heaven be our guide, we Teilers bide this lot of shame no longer !

22
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THE ANTI-IRISH IRISHMAN.
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THE ANTI-IRISH TRISHMAN.

BY HUGH HARKAN.

L
FroM polar seas to torrid climes,
‘Where'er the trace of man is found,
‘What common feeling marks our kind,
And sanctifies each spot of ground ?
‘What virtue in the human heart
The proudest tribute can command ?
The dearest, purest, holiest, best,
The lasting love of FATHERLAND!

L.
Then who’s the wretch that basely spurns
The ties of country, kindred, friends—
That barters every nobler aim
For sordid views—for private ends ?
One slave alone on earth you’ll find
Through Nature’s universal span,
So lost to virtue—dead to shame—
The anti-Irish Irishman.
m.
Our fields are fertile, rich our floods,
Our mountains bold, majestic, grand ;
Our air is balm, and every breeze
‘Wings health around our native land.
But who despises all her charms,
And mocks her gifts where’er he can P

. Why, he, the Norman’s sneaking slave,

The anti-Irish Irishman.

Iv.

The Norman—spawn of fraud and guile!
Ambitious sought our peaceful shore,
And, leagued with native guilt, despoiled,
And deluged Erin’s fields with gore !
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‘Who gave the foeman footing here ?
‘What wretch unholy led her van ?
The prototype of modern slaves,
An anti-Irish Irishman !
v.
For ages rapine ruled our plains,
And slaughter raised ¢ his red right hand,”
And virgins shriek’d |—and roof-trees blaz'd |
And desolation swept the land !
And who would not those ills arrest,
Or aid the patriotic plan
To burst his country’s galling chains ?
The anti-Irish Irishman !
VL
But now too great for fetters grown,
Too proud to bend a slavish knee,
Loved Erin mocks the tyrant’s thrall,
And firmly vows she shall be free!
But mark yon treacherous stealthy knave
That bends beneath his country’s ban ;
Let infamy eternal brand
That anti-Irish Irishman !

STEADY.
0
BY B. D. WILLIAMS.

“Coungo—ywrmmehblhd resistance, but in
knowing when to forbear.”—Tur NATION, June 17, 1843.

L
Steapy | Host of Freedom, steady !
Ponder, gather, wateh, matuve !
Tranquil be, thowgh ever ready—

Prompt to act—and to endare.
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1A
Aimless, rage you not, insanely,
Like a maniac with his chain,
Struggling madly, therefore vainly,
And lapsing back to bonds again.
n.L
Bat, observe, the clouds o’er Keeper
Long collect their awful ire—
Long they swell more dark and deeper;
When they burst, all heaven’s on fire.
Iv.
Freedom’s barque to port is running,
But beware the lurking shelves;
And would you conquer tyrants’ cunning,
Brethren, conquer first yourselves.
v.
Though thy cheek insulted burn—
Though they call thee coward-slave—
Scoff nor blow shalt thou return :
Trust me, this is more than brave.
VL
Fortitude hath shackles riven,
More than spear or flashing gun;
Freedom, like the thrones of heaven,
Is by suff’ring virtue won.

vIL
Though thy brother still deride thee,
Yield thou love for foolish hate:
He’ll, perhaps, ere long, beside thee,
Proudly, boldly, share thy fate.

VviIL

Steady ! steady! ranks of Freedom,
Pure and holy are our bands;

Heaven approves, and angels lead them,
For truth and justice are our brands!
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O’'NEILL’S VOW.
BY MICHAEL DOHENY.

¢ Quamdiu vita aderit, ipsos impubnabimus pro nostri juris defensione.” —Letter of
Dombhnall O’ Neillto Pope John in Fordun’s Scotichronicon, p. 923.

L

How many a year,
In fleet career,
Has circled o’er its blackened strand,
Since first that vow,
Forgotten now,
‘Was plighted to our native land ?
And still the crimes
Of those dark times
Are perpetrated hour by hour,
And Saxon fraud,
By Gop unaw’d,
Goes hand in hand with Saxon power!

I1.

This lesson stern
Thou ’st left to learn,
Oft baffled, but unyielding King,
¢ In peace or strife,
In death or life, A
The Saxon bears a poison’d sting.
Then weal or woe,
Strike home the blow,
And shun at least the coward’s fate,
And far on high
Your destiny
Shall rank with stars of loftiest state.
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138
Domhnall O’Neill
Swears on his steel,

‘While throbs one pulse, or heaves one breath,

To meet thy hand
‘With whetted brand,
Invading brigand to the death.
Nor length of years,
Nor blood nor tears,
Defeat, disaster, nor distress,
Shall mar the word
Pledg’d on the sword
He clutches for the merciless.”

THE SAXON SHILLING.

BY THE LATE K. T. BUGGY.

I
Hark ! a martial sound is heard—

The march of soldiers, fifing, drumming ;
Eyes are staring, hearts are stirr'd—

For bold recruits the brave are coming.
Ribands flaunting, feathers gay—

The sounds and sights are surely thrilling,
Dazzled village youths to-day

Will crowd to take the Sazon Shilling.

1L

Ye, whose spirits will not bow

In peace to parish tyrants longer—
Ye, who wear the villain brow,

And ye who pine in hopeless hunger—
Fools, without the brave man’s faith—

All slaves and starvelings who are willing
To sell yourselves to shame and death—

Accept the fatal Sazon Shilling.
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HIL
Ere you from your mountains go

To feel the scourge of foreign fever,
Sweur to serve the faithless foe

That lures you from your land for ever!
Swear henceforth its tools to be—

To slaughter trained by ceaseless drilling—
Honour, home, and liberty,

Abandon’d for a Sazon Shilling.

Iv.
Go—to find, *mid crime and toil,

The doom to which such guilt is hurried ;
Go—to leave on Indian soil

Your bones to bleach, accurs’d, unburied !
Go—to crush the just and brave,

‘Whose wrongs with wrath the world are filling ;
Go—to slay each brother slave,

Or spurn the blood-stained Sazon Shilling /

v,
Irish hearts! why should you bleed,

To swell the tide of British glory—
Aiding despots in their need,

‘Who 've changed our green 8o oft to gory ?
None, save those who wish to see

The noblest killed, the meanest killing,
And true hearts severed from the free,

Will take again the Sazon Shilling /

VI
Irish youths! reserve your strength
Until an hour of glorious duty,
‘When Freedom’s smile shall cheer at length
The land of bravery and beauty.
Bribes and threats, oh, heed no more—
Let nought but JusTicE make you willing
To leave your own dear Island shore,

For those who send the Sazon Shilling.
12
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THE GIRL OF DUNBUIDHE.

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

!

L
"T1s pretty tc see the girl of Dunbuide
Stepping the mountain statelily—
Though ragged her gown, and naked her feet,
No lady in Ireland to match her is meet.

I
Poor is her diet, and hardly she lies—
Yet a monarch might kneel for a glance of her eyes;
The child of a peasant—yet England’s proud Queen
Has less rank in her heart, and less grace in her mien.
I,
Her brow ’neath her raven hair gleams, just as if
A breaker spread white 'neath a shadowy cliff—
And love, and devotion, and energy speak
From her beauty-proud eye, and her passion-pale cheek.

Iv.
But, pale as her cheek is, there’s fruit on her lip,
And her teeth flash as white as the crescent moon’s tip,
And her form and her step, like the red-deer’s, go past—
As lightsome, as lovely, as haughty, as fast.
V.
I saw her but once, and I looked in her eye,
And she knew that I worshipp’d in passing her by ;
The saint of the wayside—she granted my pray’r,
Though we spoke not a word, for her mother was there.
VI
I never can think upon Beantraighe’s bright hills,
But her image starts up, and my longing eye fills ;
And I whisper her softly, ¢ again, love, we'll meet,
And I’ll lie in your bosom, and live at your feet.”
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LOVE SONG.
BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

I
1 Love thine eyes of truth and light,
I love thy smile of joy;
But not to me their beams were bright,
If, as I did, so others might
Their light enjoy.
1.
Canst thou be true to one alone,
True beyond all reproach—
Bound like the palmer to one goal,
Thrilled like the magnet by one pole—
Canst thou be such ?

III.

The head that pillows on my breast,
And calls that home its own,
Must grant to every thought confess'd
As calm and true a place of rest
To reign alone.

Iv.
Ask I too much? Nay, think not so;
Canst thou not, dearest, guess
He with scant love content to go
Meaneth, in turn, to bestow
Even yet less.

v.

But the true heart can claim in sooth
Dearest, but what it gave—

Candour for eandour, truth for truth,

An ebbless tide from age to youth
Even to the grave.
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OURSELVES ALONE.

I

TuE work that should to-day be wrought
Defer not till to-morrow ;

The help that should within be sought,
Scorn from without to borrow.

Old maxims these—yet stout and true—
They speak in trumpet tone,

To do at once what is to do,
And trust OURSELVES ALONE.

IL
Too long our Irish hearts we school'd,
In patient hope to bide;
By dreams of English justice fool'd,
And English tongues that lied.
That hour of weak delusion ’s past,
The empty dream has flown :

Our hope and strength, we find at last,
Is in OURSELVES ALONE.

1.
Aye! bitter hate, or cold neglect,
Or lukewarm love, at best,
Is all we 've found, or can expect,
‘We aliens of the west.
No friend, beyond her own green shore,
Can Erin truly own;
Yet stronger is her trust, therefore,
In her brave sons ALONE.

Iv.

Remember when our lot was worse—
Sunk, trampled to the dust;

*T'was long our weakness and our curse,
In stranger aid to trust.
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And if, at length, we proudly trod
On bigot laws o’erthrown,

‘Who won that struggle ? Under God,
Ourselves—OURSELVES ALONE.

V.

Oh, let its memory be enshrined -
In Ireland’s heart for ever !

It proves a banded people’s mind
Must win in just endeavour;

It shows how wicked to despair,
How weak to idly groan—

If ills at others’ hands ye bear,
The cure is in YOUR OWN.

Vi

The ¢ foolish word impossible”
At once, for aye, disdain ;
No power can bar a people’s will
A people’s right to gain.
Be bold, united, firmly set,
Nor flinch in word or tone—
We’ll be a glorious nation yet,
REDEEMED—ERECT—ALONE.
SciaBu CuiLINN.

THE RATH OF MULLACHMAISTEAN.

BY R. D. WILLIAMS.

I
O’Er the Rath of Mullachmaist,
On the solemn midnight blast,
‘What bleeding spectres past,

With their gash’d breasts bare ?
Hast thou heard the fitful wail
That o’erloads the sullen gale,
‘When the waning moon shines pale

O’er the curs'd ground there ?
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1I.
Hark! hollow moans arise

Thro’ the black tempestuous skies,

And curses, strife, and cries,
From the lone Rath swell ;

For bloody Sypney, there,

Nightly fills the lurid air

With th’ unholy pomp and glare
Of the foul, deep hell.

111

He scorches up the gale,

With his knights, in fiery mail ;

And the banners of the Pale
O’er the red ranks rest.

But a wan and gory band

All apart and silent stand,

And they point th’ accusing hand
At that hell-hound’s crest !

Iv.
Red streamlets, trickling slow,
O’er their clotted tresses flow,
And still and awful woe,

On each pale brow weeps—
Rich bowls bestrew the ground,
And broken harps around,
‘Whose once enchanting sound

In the bard’s blood sleeps.

V.
False Sydney! knighthood’s stain,
The trusting brave in vain—
Thy guests—ride o’er the plain
To thy dark cow’rd snare.
Flow’r of Offaly and Leix,

They bave come thy board to grace—

Fools! to meet a faithless race
Save with true swords bare.
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VI
‘While cup and song abound,
The triple lines surround
The closed and guarded mound,

In the night’s dark noon.
Alas! too brave O’More,
Ere the revelry was o’er
They have spill'd thy young heart’s gore,

Snatch’d from love too soon!

viIL.

At the feast, unarm’d all,
Priest, bard, and chieftain fall
In the treacherous Saxon’s hall,

O’er the bright wine-bowl ;
And now nightly round the board,
With unsheath’d and reeking sword,
Strides the cruel felon lord

Of the blood-stain’d soul.

VIIL

Since that hour the clouds that pass’d
O’er the Rath of Mullachmaist,
One tear have never cast

On the gore-dyed sod ;
For the shower of crimson rain,
That o’erflow’d that fatal plain,
Cries aloud, and not in vain,

To the most high God.

IX.

Tho’ the Saxon snake unfold
At thy feet his scales of gold,
And vow thee love untold,

Trust him not, Green Land !
Touch not with gloveless clasp
A coil’d and deadly asp,
But with strong and guarded grasp

In your steel-clad hand !



© 68

THE SPIRIT OF THE NATION.

THE LION AND THE SERPENT.
An Armg'-Bill Fable.
BY R. D. WILLIAMS.

h ¢

Ix days of old the Serpent came
To the Lion’s rocky hall,
And the forest king spread the sward with game,
And they drank at the torrent’s fall ;
And the Serpent saw that the woods were fair,
And she long’d to make her dwelling there.’
1I.
But she saw that her host had a knack of his own,
At tearing a sinew or cracking a bone,
And had grinders unpleasantly strong ;
So she said to herself, ¢ I’ll bamboozle the king
‘With my plausible speech, and all that sort of thing,
That, since Eve, to my peoplc belong :

11I.

¢¢ Those claws and those grinders must certainly be
Inconvenient to you as they 're dreadful to me—
Draw ’em out, like a love, I°m so "frighted !
And, then, since I’ve long had an amorous eye on
Yourself and your property, dear Mr. Lion,
‘We can be (spare my blushes) united.”

1V,

So subtle the pow’r of her poisonous kisses,

So deadly to honour the falsehood she hisses,
The lion for once is an ass.

Before her, disarmed, the poor simpleton stands,

The Union’s proclaimed, but the hymen'al bands
Are ponderous fetters of brass.
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V.
The Lion, self~conquer’d, is chained on the ground,
And the breath of his tyrant sheds poison around
The fame and the life of her slave.
How long in his torture the stricken king lay
Historians omit, but ’tis known that one day,
The Serpent began to look grave;

vi.
For when passing, as usual, her thrall with a sneer,
She derisively hiss'd some new taunt in his ear—
He shook all his chains with a roar ;
And, obeerving more closely, she saw with much pain
That his tusks and his claws were appearing again,
A fact she neglected before.
Vif.
From that hour she grew dang’rously civil, indeed,
And declared he should be, ere long, totally freed
From every dishonouring chain.
¢ The moment, my dearest, our friend, the Fox, draws
Thoee nasty sharp things from your Majesty’s jaws,
You must bound free as air o’er the plain.”

VIII.

But the captive sprung from his dungeon floor,
And he bow’d the woods with a scornful roar,
And his burning eyes flash’d flame ;
And as echo swell’d the shout afar,
The stormy joy of Freedom’s war
O'er the blast of the desert came.

IX.

And the Lion laugh’d, and his mirth was loud
As the stunning burst of a thunder cloud,

And he shook his wrathful mane;
And hollow sounds from his lash’d sides come,
Like the sullen roll of a "larum drum—

He snapp’d, like a reed, the chain;
And the Serpent saw that her reign was o'er,
And hissing, she fled from the Lion’s roar!
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THE SPIRIT OF THE NATION.

THE WEST’S ASLEEP.

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

I
‘WHEN all beside a vigil keep,
The West’s asleep, the West ’s asleep—
Alss! and well may Erin weep,
‘When Connaught lies in slumber deep.
There lake and plain smile fair and free,
"Mid rocks—their guardian chivalry—
Sing oh! let man learn liberty
From crashing wind and lashing sea.

IL

That chainless wave and lovely land
Freedom and Nationhood demand—
Be sure, the great God never plann'd,
For slumbering slaves, a home so grand.
And, long, a brave and haughty race
Honoured and sentinelled the place—
Sing oh ! not even their sons’ disgrace
Can quite destroy their glory’s trace.

1.

For often, in O’Connor’s van,

To triumph dash’d each Connaught clan—
And fleet as deer the Normans ran

Through Coirrsliabh Pass and Ard Rathain.®
And later times saw deeds as brave;

"And glory guards Clanricarde’s grave—

Sing oh! they died their land to save,
At Aughrim’s slopes and Shannon’s wave.

® Vulgarly written Corlews and Ardrahan.
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v,
And if, when all a vigil keep,

The West’s asleep, the West ’s asleep—
Alas! and well may Erin weep,

That Connaught lies in slumber deep.
But—hark ! —some voice like thunder spake :
« The West’s awake, the West’s awake’—
Sing oh! hurra! let England quake,

We’ll watch till death for Erin’s sake!”

THE FIRESIDE.

BY D. F. M‘CARTHY.

I

I HavE tasted all life’s pleasures—I have snatched at all its joys—

The dance’s merry measures, and the revel’s festive noise ;

Though wit Hlash’d bright the live-long night, and flowed the ruby
tide,

I sighed for thee—1I sighed for thee, my own fireside!

1I.

In boyhood’s dreams I wandered far, across the ocean’s breast,
In search of some bright earthly star—some happy isle of rest;
I little thought the bliss I sought, in roaming far and wide,
Was sweetly centred all in thee—my own fireside !

1L

How sweet to turn at evening’s close from all our cares away,
And end, in calm serene repose, the swiftly passing day!
The pleasant books, the smiling looks of sister or of bride,
All fairy ground doth make around one’s own fireside !

L
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Iv.
¢« My lord” would never condescend to honour my poor hearth ;
« His grace” would scorn a host or friend of mere plebeian birth;
And yet the lords of human kind whom man has deified,
For ever meet in converse sweet around my fireside !

v.
The poet sings his deathless songs, the sage his lore repeats,

The patriot tells his country’s wrongs, the chief his warlike feats ;
Though far away may be their clay, and gone their earthly pride,
Each godlike mind in books enshrined still haunts my fireside.

vI.

Oh! let me glance a moment through the coming crowd of years—
Their triumphs or their failures—their sunshine or their tears—
How poor or great may be my fate, I care not what betide,
So peace and love but hallow thee, my own fireside.

viI.
Still let me hold the vision close, and closer to my sight ;
Still—still in hopes elysian, let my spirit wing its flight ;
Still let me dream, life’s shadowy stream may yield from out its tide,
A mind at rest—a tranquil breast—a quiet fireside !

DEVIL MAY CARE.
BY J. KEEGAN.

L
Na read, “Queen of the Sea,” is it true what they say
All about the grand ¢ speeching” you had t'other day
About Ireland, and Dan, and Repeal ? I declare
I think you were bullied ; but, devil may care,
They shan’t bully Paddy—so devil may care.

It
I heard, when a boy, you were gentle and true—
That you lov’d poor old Ireland and Irishmen too—
That your heart was a8 just as your form was fair,
And I wished you were here; but the devil may care,
I've got my own darling—so devil may care.
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118
And you’ve got young Albert, and long may you reign,
And lightsome and brightsome, and strong be the chain
That binds you together in love, now so rare
To be found at ¢ Head Quarters;” but, devil may care,
That’s a case for the lawyers—so devil may care.

Iv.
But Paddy a ¢ case” of his own has just now,
So off goes my ¢ caubeen,” and here’s my best bow ;
My belly is empty, my back is all bare,
I’'m hungry and naked; but devil may care,
Good times are approaching—so devil may care.

v.
& éujrle mo épojbe, we are wounded and sore,
So bad that we cannot endure it much more.
A cure we must have, though the Saxons may stare
And ¢ curse like a trooper;” but devil may care,
815 pen * is our watch-word—so devil may care.

VI
Through many a century of darkness and gloom
‘We writhed in our sorrow and wept at our doom ;
‘We begged and implored, but they laughed at our prayer—
The answer they gave us was—¢¢ devil may care,”
You're ‘“mere Irish” rebels—eo devil may care.

vIL
But no longer, like cowards, we’ll kneel to the foe—
¢ Soft words they will butter no parsnips” we know;
Our r16HTS they must give *“on the nail”—*¢a child’s share”
We claim, and must get. By St. Patrick, we swear,
‘We won't be put off with a ¢ devil may care.”

® ¢ Sin fein"—Ourselves—or *“ OURSELVES ALONE.”
L2
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BROTHERS, ARISE!

BY GEORGE PHILLIPS.

[The subjoined address was written to the Irish Nationalists, during the Monster
Meetings of 1843, by one of the English Puseyites, and may be fairly taken to repre-
sent the sentiments of many of that great party. They cannot but sympaethise with a
people not only oppressed for conscience sake, but for opinions differing little from
their own ; and it is natural that the sympathy of the young and earnest should
exhibit the bold and emphatic spirit which breathes through this poem :—]

L

BRroTHERS, arise! the hour has come

To strike the blow for truth and God ;
Why sit ye folded up and dumb—

Why bending kiss the tyrant’s rod ?
Is there no hope upon the earth—

No charter in the starry sky ?
Has freedom no ennobling worth ?

And man no immortality ?

L
Ah, brothers! think ye what ye are!
‘What glorious work ye have to do!
And how they wait ye near and far
To do the same the wide world through.
The Wide world sunk in dreams and death,
With guilt and wrong upon its breast,
Like night-mares choking up its breath,
And murdering all its holy rest !

nL
. Bethink ye, how with heart and brain
This God-like work were ablest done;
For man must ne’er go back again
And lose the triumphs he has won.
Ye who have spurned the tyrant’s power,
And fought your own great spirits free,
Forget not in this trying hour
The claims of struggling slavery !
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Iv.
The wise and good ! oh, where are they
To guide us onward to the Right,

Untruth and specious lies to slay,
And red oppression in its might ?

Come forth, my brothers, on with us—
Direct the battle we would give;

By thousands we would die—if thus
The millions yet unborn may live.

v.
For what is death to him who dies
‘With God’s own blessing on his head ?
A charter—not a sacrifice—
A life immortal to the dead.
And life itself is only great
‘When man devotes himself to be
By virtue, thought, and deed, the mate
Of God’s own children and the free.

VL
And are we free? Oh! blot and shame!
That men who for a thousand years
Have battled on through fire and flame,
And nourished with their blood and tears—
Religion—Freedom—Civil Right—
Should tamely suffer traitor hands
To dash them into gloom and night,
And bind their very God with bands.

VIL
And will ye bear, my brother men,
To see your altars trampled down ;
Shall Christ’s great heart bleed out again
Beneath the scoffer’s spear and frown ?
Shall priests proclaim that God is not,
And from the Devil’s gospel teach
Those worldly doctrines, unforgot,
‘Which burning tyrants loved to preach?
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viIL

Shall traitors to the human right,

To God and truth, have boundless sway,
And ye not rush into the fight

And wrench the SACRED cRoss away,
And tear the scrolls of freedom, bought

With blood of martyrs and the brave,
From men who with derisive sport

Defy you on the martyr’s grave ?

X
Ah! no!—uprushing—million-strong,
The trodden people come at last—
Their fiery souls, pent up so long,
Burst out in flames all thick and fast ;
And thunder-words and lightning-deeds
Strike terror to the Wrong, who flee,
Till, lo! at last the wronger bleeds,
And dying, leaves the nation free.

O'SULLIVAN'S RETURN.

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

L
O’SuLLivan has come
Within sight of his home,
He had left it long years ago;

The tears are in his eyes,

And he prays the wind to rise,
As he looks tow’rds his castle, from the prow, from the prow,
As he looks tow’rds his castle, from the prow.

L
For the day had been calm,
And slow the good ship swam,
And the evening gun had been fird;

He knew the hearts beat wild

Of mother, wife, and child,
And of clans, who to see him long desir'd, long desird,
And of clans, who to see him long desir'd.
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nL.

Of the tender ones the clasp,

Of the gallant ones the grasp,

He thinks, until his tears fall warm:

And full seems his wide hall,

‘With friends from wall to wall,
‘Where their welcome shakes the banners, like a storm, like a storm,
‘Where their welcome shakes the banners like a storm.

Iv.

Then he sees another scene—

Norman churls on the green—

“ O'Sujleabary aba!” is the cry;

For filled is his ship’s hold,

With arms and Spanish gold,
And he sees the snake-twined spear wave on high, wave on high,
And he sees the snake-twined spear wave on high.®

v.
¢ Finghin’s race shall be freed
From the Norman’s cruel breed—
My sires freed Beire once before,

When the Barnwells were strewn

On the fields, like hay in June,
And but one of them escaped from our shore, from our shore,
And but one of them escaped from our shore.”t

* The standard bearings of O'Sullivan. See O’Donovan’s edition of the Banquet of
Diin na n-Gedh, and the Battle of Magh Rath, for the Arch=ological Society, App., p.
349—¢ Bearings of O’Sullivan at the Battle of Caisglinn.”

¢ I see, mightily advancing on the plain,
The banner of the race of noble Finghin ;
His spear with a venomous adder (entwined),
His host all flery champions.”
Finghin was one of their most famous progenitors.

t The Barnwells were Normans, who seized part of Beire in the reign of Henry II ;
but the O’Sullivans came down on them, and cut off all save one—a young man who
settled at Drimnagh Castle, Co. Dublin, and was ancestor to the Barnwells, Lords of
Trimlestone and Kingslard.
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VI
And, warming in his dream,
He floats on victory’s stream,
Till Desmond—till all Erin is free,
Then, how calmly he’ll go down,
Full of years and of renown,
To his grave near that castle by the sea, by the sea,
To his grave near that castle by the sea!
viL
But the wind heard his word, !
As though he were its lord,
And the ship is dash’d up the Bay.
Alas! for that proud barque,
The night has fallen dark,
"Tis too late to Adragool to bear away, bear away,
*Tis too late to Adragool to bear away.

VIIL

Black and rough was the rock,
And terrible the shock,
As the good ship crashed asunder;
And bitter was the cry,
And the sea ran mountains high,
And the wind was as loud as the thunder, the thunder,
And the wind was as loud as the thunder.
Ix.
There’s woe in Beire,
There ’s woe in Glean Garbh,
And from Beantraighe unto Dun Ciaran;*
All Desmond hears their grief,
And wails above their chief— )
“Is it thus, is it thus, that you return, you return,—
Is it thus, is it thus, that you return?”

® In common English spelling these names are Bearrs, or Bear—Glengarriff, or
Glengarra— Bantry—Dunkerron. '
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ADIEU TO INNISFAIL.
BY R. D. WILLIAMS.
Amr—“ Uy Lhparzin Tan.”

L
Apieu |—the snowy sail
Swells her bosom to the gale,
And our barque from Innisfail
Bounds away.
‘While we gaze upon thy shore,
That we never shall see more,
And the blinding tears flow o’er,
‘We pray.

II.

o ménnin! be thou long
In peace, the queen of song—
In battle proud and strong

As the sea!
Be aaints thine offspring still—
True heroes guard each hill—
And harps by ev’ry rill

Sound free!

IIl.

Tho’, round her Indian bowers,
The hand of nature showers
The brightest-blooming flowers
Of our sphere;
Yet not the richest rose
In an alien clime that blows,
Like the brier at home that grows,
Is dear.

81
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.
Tho’ glowing breasts may be
In soft vales beyond the sea,
Yet ever Gnad mo Lnojde
Shall I wail
For the heart of love I leave,
In the dreary hours of eve,
On thy stormy shore to grieve,
Innisfail |
v.
But mem’ry o’er the deep
On her dewy wing shall sweep,
‘When in midnight hours I weep
O’er thy wrongs:
And bring me, steep’d in tears,
The dead flow’rs of other years,
And waft unto my ears
Home’s songs.
8
When I slumber in the gloom
Of a nameless foreign tomb,
By a distant ocean’s boom,
Innisfail !
Around thy em’rald shore
May the clasping sea adore,
And each wave in thunder roar,
¢« All hail I”
VII
And when the final sigh
Shall bear my soul on high,
And on chainless wing I fly
Thro’ the blue,
Earth’s latest thought shall be,
As I soar above the sea—
4 Green Erin, dear, to thee—
Adien!”
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TIPPERARY.

BY THOMAS DAVIS.

LEeT Britain boast her British hosts,
About them all right little care we;

Not British seas nor British coasts
Can match The Man of Tipperary!

1.
Tall is his form, his heart is warm,
His spirit light as any fairy—
His wrath 1s fearful as the storm
That sweeps The Hills of Tipperary!

1IL.

Lead him to fight for native land,
His is no courage cold and wary;

The troops live not on earth would stand
The headlong Charge of Tipperary!

v.

Yet meet him in his cabin rude,
Or dancing with his dark-hair'd Mary,
You’d swear they knew no other mood
But Mirth and Love in Tipperary!

V.

You’re free to share his scanty meal,
His plighted word he Il never vary—

In vain they tried with gold and steel
To shake The Faith of Tipperary !



THE SPIRIT OF THE NATION.
vi.

Kind is his girl’s soft sunny eye,
Her mien is mild, her step is airy,
Her heart is fond, her soul is high—
Oh! she’s The Pride of Tipperary !

vii.

Though Britain boasts her British hosts,
About them all right little care we—

Give us, to guard our native coasts,
The Matchless Men of Tipperary!

VIiil.

Let Britain, too, her banner brag,

‘We’ll ift The Green more proud and airy ;
Be mine the lot to bear that flag,

And head The Men of Tipperary!

FATHER MATHEW.

ODE TO A PAINTER, ABOUT TO COMMENCE A PICTURE
ILLUSTRATING THE LABOURS OF FATHER MATHEW.

L

Szize thy pencil, child of art !

Fame and fortune brighten o’er thee;
Great thy hand, and great thy heart,

If well thou do’st the work before thee!
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"Tis not thine to round the shield,
Or point the sabre, black or gory;
*Tis not thine to spread the field,
‘Where crime is crown’d—where guilt is glory.

It

Child of art! to thee be given

To paint, in colours all unclouded,
Breakings of a radiant heaven

O'er an isle in darkness shrouded !
But, to paint them true and well,

Every ray we see them shedding
In its very light must tell

‘What a gloom defore was spreading.

Il

Canst thou picture dried-up tears—
Eyes that wept no longer weeping—
Faithful woman’s wrongs and fears,
Lonely, nightly, vigils keeping—
Listening ev’ry footfall nigh—
Hoping him she loves returning ?
Canst thou, then, depict her joy,
That we may know the change from mourning ?

Iv.

Paint in colours strong, but mild,

Our Isle’s Redeemer and Director—
Canst thou paint the man a child,

Yet shadow forth the mighty vicTor ?
Let his path a rainbow span,

Every hue and colour blending—

Beaming ¢ peace and love” to man,
And alike o’er ALL extending!
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V.

Canst thou paint a land made free—

From its sleep of bondage woken—
Yet, withal, that we may see

‘What ’twas before the chain was broken ?
Seize the pencil, child of art!

Fane and fortune brighten o’er thee!
Great thy hand, and great thy heart,

If well thou do’st the work before thee!l

THE SONG OF °’44.
BY M. J. BARRY.
AR— Alley Croker.”

L
Comg, boys! a toast,
While traitors boast

They "Il crush our free opinions—
‘While smirk, elate
‘With hopeful hate,

The despot’s fawning minions—
‘With heart and cup,
Each brimming up

In honest exultation,
Pledge we to-night,
In foes’ despite,

¢ Old Erin yet a Nation !”
Dear, loved Erin!

Our own, our cherished Erin'®
Ne'er shall foe
‘With tyrant blow,

Again profane thee, Erin |
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.
Oh! why not clasp,
In manly grasp,
Our hands—and, by each other
Resolve to stand
For fatherland,
As brother should by brother ?
The truths divine,
Your creed and mine,
Are not as bigots read them;
And in one creed
‘We're both agreed,
That ¢ God made man for freedom.”
Dear, loved Erin!
We both will guard thee, Erin!
Ne'er shall foe
With tyrant blow,
Again profane thee, Erin!
1.
If you and I,
By nature’s tie,
‘Were sons of one dear mother,
Should diff°rent views
Of faith infuse
Cold rancour tow’rds each other ?
The same dear earth
Has given us birth— -
We re sons of one green island ;
Then join with me
To make her free—
She’s yours as well as my land !
Dear, loved Erin!
Oh! join with me for Erin:
Ne'er let foe,
‘With tyrant blow,
Again profane our Erin!
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A TRAVELLER'S TESTIMONY.

GREEN-VESTED land, with emeralds strewn,
‘Wherever wends the pilgrim weary,
‘With faltering steps and dusty shoon,
From Rhine to Loire—from Baste to Erie.
He feels still freshlier o’er his heart
Rush the remembrance of thy beauty;
And owns, all peerless as thou art,
To love thee, both his joy and duty.

1I.

Romantic land ! in other climes
Far brighter suns the skies illumine;
In the warm south, 'mid vesper chimes,
More dazzlingly bright-eyed is woman;
But sunlight there, like lightning burns,
‘While thine streams soft, as crystal waters—
Too warm the southern maids, and turns
The yearning breast to Erin’s daughters.

111

Ob, matchless land ! so well combine

Thy elements of cloud and splendour,
That earth can boast no vales like thine,

Nor show a sod with green so tender !
So well in Erin, too, are mixed

The elements of wit and honour,
That other nations’ eyes are fixed

In hopeless rivalry upon her!

Tugeta.

x2
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110 LHRUGIVLIN UGIBHING HUTWIN &8,
A.D. 1720.

BY EDWARD WALSH.

Arr—s¢ t1o Lhnadibyn opbym.”
I
Yz dark-haired youths and elders hoary
List to the wand’ring harper’s song,
My clajpreac weeps my true love’s story,
In my true love’s native tongue:
She ’s bound and bleeding 'neath the oppressor,
Few her friends and fierce her foe,
And brave hearts cold who would redress her—
o cnadibin aobimy alup 63

II.

My love had riches once and beauty,
Till want and sorrow paled her cheek;
And stalwart hearts for honour’s duty—
They ’re crouching now, like cravens aleek.
Oh Heaven! that €’er this day of rigour
Saw sons of heroes, abject, low—
And blood and tears thy face disfigure,
90 &nadibin aotbinm alupm 83.

111,

I see young virgins step the mountain
As graceful as the bounding fawn,

With cheeks like heath-flow’r by the fountain,
And breasts like downy ceanaban.

Shall bondsmen share those beauties ample ?
Shall their pure bosoms’ current flow

To nurse new slaves for them that trample
o épadibin a0 Alup 837



Ir was an empty dream, perchance—yet seemed a vision high,
That in the midnight hour last night arose before mine eye,

THRE SPIRIT OF THE NATION.

v,

Around my clajpread’s speaking measures
Men, like their fathers tall, arise—

Their heart the same deep hatred treasures,
I read it in their kindling eyes!

The same proud brow to frown at danger—
The same long ciyl-fioh’s graceful flow—
The same dear tongue to curse the stranger—

dlo &padibin ao1biyy Alup 63!

v.

I’d sing ye more but age is stealing
Along my pulse and tuneful fires ;

Far bolder woke my chord, appealing,
For craven Seamur, to your sires.

Arouse to vengeance, men of brav'ry,
For broken oaths—for altars low—

For bonds that bind in bitter slav’'ry—
Ho Epadibin aotbmy Alupm o3

WAS IT A DREAM?

BY JOHN O'CONNELL, M.P.

L

95

Two figures—ane in woe and chains, the other proud and free—

‘Were met in converse deep and grave beside the western sea.

1L

“ What, ne’er content, and restless still |” the proud one sternly
cried ;
“Forsooth of Freedom prattling still and parting from my side ?

I'hold thy chain thou busy fool, mine ire thou mayest provoke,

And bring destruction on thine head, but never shake my yoke !”
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m
Then up arose the mourning one, and raised her beauteous head,
And mild and calm, though sad in tone, ‘“my sister,” thus she
said,
¢ For sister I would fain thee call, though tyrant thou hast been—
None feller, or more pitiless, hath hapless slave e’er seen.
Iv.
«The Rights, the Freedom, that I seek, the Lord of Heaven gave,
That mighty Lord who never willed that earth should hold a elave !
Those rights—that Freedom thou didst take I only ask of thee,
To give mine own to me again, and friends we’ll ever be!”
v.
The proud one laughed in haughty scorn, and waved a falchion
bright
'O'er the enchained one’s head aloft, and dared her to the fight !
The flushing cheek and kindling eye bespoke no terror there,
But with a strong convulsive grasp, she bow’d to Heaven in prayer!
VL
Then raised her front serene again, and mildly spoke once more :
¢ Seven long and weary centuries of insult have passed o’er—
Of insult and of cruel wrong! and from the earliest hour,
E’en to this day, a tyrant thou hast been, in pride of power.
VIL ‘
¢ But when distress and enemies came threat’ningly around,
Then soft in words, and falsely kind, thou ever hast been found !
Distress again may come to thee, and foreign dangers press,
And thou be forced to yield me all, and earn no thankfulness 1”
v
Again the proud one scornful laughed, and waved again her brand,
The other mutely rais’d to Heaven her chain’d and fetter'd hand—
Then swift a storm passed o’er the scene, and when its gloom was

gone,
The tyrant form was lowly laid—the captive had her own !
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THE MEN OF THE NORTH.

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

I

On! shout for the day, when the charge of the Gael,
Like a thunder-burst scattered the pride of the Pale;
And the strength of the stranger, like stubble, went down
Before the strong ranks of the Cross and the Crown,

The Men'of the North.

1I.

And what though our God, to whom glory and praise !
Hath not left to their children the spoil of those days;
More bright be our honour, more goodly our gain,
That he gave us stout hearts to achieve it again—

' The Men of the North.

III.

When darkness and danger encompassed our Isle,

And the timid made cause with the venal and vile,

‘When her hope was the least, and her hazard the most,

Still, firm as Sliab Domangort,® she found at their post—
The Men of the North.

1v,
Proud homesteads of An-druim, Ard-maca, Tir-Eogain,t
Oh! triumph for ever, proclaiming your own
The citizen-soldiers, who rose to o’ercome
The Foe from without and the Tyrant at home—
The Men of the North.

* Slievedonard.
t In common spelling, Antrim, Armagh, and Tyrone.
(o)
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V.

And when the black work of oppression began,

And Power upon reason and right set her ban,

All threats and seductions they bravely withstood

Till the cause of their country they sealed with their blood—
The Men of the North.

vi.

Oh! joy for the day, and ’tis goming at length,
‘When the slumbering giant will gather his strength,
And speaking stout words, which stout hearts will maintain,
Proclaim our fair country a NATION again—
The Men of the North.

VII.

The waters of Bann are unruffled and slow,
And though coldly and calmly our pulses may flow,
Yet as soon shall you roll back its deep, swelling tide,
As turn from their slow-chosen purpose aside

The Men of the North.

VIiI.

Then, oh! when Green Erin her trust and her might,
Shall summon to battle for God and our right—
For the home of our hearts, or the freedom of man,
May one gallant phalanx still march in the van—

The Men of the North.
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THE LOST PATH.
BY THOMAS DAVIS.
A1r— Gpad mo cpojde.”

L
Sweer thoughts, bright dreams, my comfort be,
All comfort else has flown;
For every hope was false to me,
And here I am alone.
‘What thoughts were mine in early youth !
Like some old Irish song,
Brimful of love, and life, and truth,
My spirit gush’d along.
1.
I hoped to right my native isle,
I hoped a soldier’s fame,
I hoped to rest in woman’s smile,
And win a minstrel’s name—
Oh! little have I served my land,
No laurels press my brow,
I have no woman’s heart or hand,
Nor minstrel honors now.

L.
But fancy has a magic power,
It brings me wreath and crown,
And woman’s love, the self-same hour
It smites oppression down.
Sweet thoughts, bright dreams, my comfort be,
I have no joy beside;
Oh! throng around, and be to me
Power, country, fame, and bride.
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BIDE YOUR TIME.
BY M. J. BARRY.

Bipe Your TiMg, the morn is breaking,
Bright with Freedom’s blessed ray—

Millions, from their trance awaking,
Soon shall stand in firm array.

Man shall fetter man no longer;
Liberty shall march sublime:

Every moment makes you stronger—

Firm, unshrinking, Bipe Your Time!

II.

Bipe Your TimMe—one false step taken
Perils all you yet have done;
Undismayed—erect—unshaken—
‘Watch and wait, and all is won.
"Tis not by a rash endeavour
Men or states to greatness climb—
Would you win your rights for ever,
Calm and thoughtful, Bipe your TimMe!

111.

Bipe Your Tmme—your worst transgression
Were to strike, and strike in vain;

He, whose arm would smite oppression,
Maust not need to smite again !

Danger makes the brave man steady—
Rashness is the coward’s crime—

Be for Freedom’s battle ready,
‘When it comes—but, Bine vyour Tiuz !
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TWO SONNETS.

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.
1.

LITERARY LEISURE.

¢ Around me I behold
The mighty minds of old ;
My never-failing friends are they,
With whom I converse day by day.”
SoUTHERY.

Ler my life pass in cheerful, letter'd ease,
The world and all its schemes shut out my door;
Rich in a competence and nothing more,
Saving the student’s wealth—¢¢ Apollo’s fees”—
Long rows of goodly volumes, to appease
My early love and quenchless thirst of lore.
No Want to urge me on the path of Gain—
No Hope to lure me in Ambition’s track ;
Struggles and strife, and all their savage train,
Still from my tranquil threshold driven back ;
My only triumphs—if such toys I lack—
Some subtle nut of science burst in twain,
Some knot unravell’d. Thus be’t mine to live,
And feel life fade like a long summer eve.

1I.
THE SPIRIT OF THE TIMES.

 From pole to pole the deep electric tone
Of Liberty is out. Wilt thou not share ?”
ANON.

Up, recreant, up! Our land hath called her sons
From solitude and cities, courts and marts,
To fight her fight, and lo! what eager hearts
Answer her call. But not with blades and guns,
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But arms more keen than Europe’s or the Hun’s—
Reason and Truth—come they to play their parts.
Shake off the dream-world’s thraldom and awake
To see thy land become regenerate,
And aid, if aid thou may’st, a work so great.
The mist of prejudice, as from a lake,
Is rising from men’s minds, and tyrants quake
Reading the stormy signs that speak our coming fate.
Then up! and learn how patriot hearts may glow
With ecstacy that tame life cannot know.

THE FATE OF KING DATHI.*

L

DarkLy their glibs o’erhang,
Sharp is their wolf-dog’s fang,
Bronze spear and falchion clang—
Brave men might shun them !
Heavy the spoil they bear—
Jewels and gold are there—
Hostage and maiden fair—
How have they won them ? °

® ¢ Tn the two last reigns, the Irish arms prevailed only on the maritime coasts of Ganl,
in Brittany and Normandy ; in the present, we see them unite with their allies, and carry
terror and ruin to the very foot of the Alps, where Daithi was killed by lightning ® *
® ¢ ¢ Their army, under the command of Laogaire, son to the hero Niall, and cousin-
german to the deceased, made a regular retreat, bringing home with them the embalmed
body of Daithi, who was interred with great funeral pomp at Roilig na Riogh,—(the
burial place of the kings.y’—O’ Halloran’s History of Ireland, at the years 426-7-8.

The foreigner who is puszled how to sound King Dati’s name had best look to
the rhyming of it in the last verse. )
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IL

From thé soft sons of Gaul,

Roman, and Frank, and thrall,

Borough, and hut, and hall,
These have been torn.

Over Britannia wide,

Over fair Gaul they hied,

Often in battle tried—
Enemies mourn |

1L

Fiercely their harpers sing,
Led by their gallant king,
They will to Erin bring
Beauty and treasure.
Britain shall bend the knee—
Rich shall theis households be—
When their long ships, the sea,
Homeward shall measure.

- IV,

Barrow and tower shall rise,
Raits, t0o, of wondrous size,
Tailtean they Il solemnize,

Feis-Tamra assemble.
Samin and Baal shall smile
On the rich holy isle—
After a little while

(Etius shall tremble ! *

1056

© The consul (Etius, the shield of Italy, and terror of ¢ the barbarian,” was a cotem-
porary of King Dati, PeisTamra, the Parliament of Tara. Tailtean,games held at Tailte,

Co. Meath. Samin and Baal, the moon and sun which Ireland worshipped.

P
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V.
Up on the glacier’s snow,
Down on the vales below,
Monarch and clansmen go—
Bright is the morning.
Never their march they slack,
Jura is at their back,
When falls the ev’ning black,
Hideous, and warning.
VL
Eagles scream loud on high ;
Far off the chamois fly;
Hoarse comes the torrent’s cry,
On the rocks whit'ning.
Strong are the storm’s wings;
Down the tall pine it flings;
Hail-stone and sleet it brings—
Thunder and lightning.
VIL
Little these vet’rans mind
Thundering, hail, or wind ;
Closer their ranks they bind—
Matching the storm.
The cast of a spear or more,
On, the front ranks before,
Dati, the sunburst bore—
Haughty his form.
VIIL
Forth from the thunder-cloud
Leaps out a foe as proud—
Sudden the monarch bow’d—
On rush the vanguard ;
Wildly the king they raise—
Struck by the lightning’s blaze—
Ghastly his dying gaze,
Clutching his standard !
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IX.
Mild is the morning beam,
Gently the rivers stream,
Happy the valleys seem ;

But the lone islanders—
Mark how they guard their king!
Hark, to the wail they sing!
Dark is their counselling—

Helvetia’s highlanders

X.
Gather, like ravens, near—
Shall Dati’s soldiers fear ?
Soon their home-path they clear—

Rapid and daring ;

On through the pass and plain,
Until the shore they gain,
And, with their spoil, again,

Landed in Erin.

xL
Little does Erin care
For gold or maiden fair—
 Where is King Dati P—where,

‘Where is my bravest ?”

On the rich deck he lies,
O’er him his sunburst flies—
Solemn the obsequies,

Erin! thou gavest.

XIL
See ye that countless train
Crossing Roscommon’s plain,
Crying, like hurricane,

« Ululu-ai I*—
Broad is his cairn’s base—
Nigh ¢ The King’s burial-place,”
Last of the Pagan race,

Lieth King Dati!
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THE PRICE OF FREEDOM.

BY D. F. M’CARTHY.

I

MAan of Ireland |—Heir of sorrow—
‘Wronged, insulted, scorned, oppressed—
Wilt thou never see that morrow
‘When thy weary heart may rest ?
Lift thine eyes, thou outraged creature;
Nay, look up, for Man thou art—
Man in form, and frame, and feature—
‘Why not act Man’s godlike part ?
IL
Think, reflect, inquire, examine,
Is’t for this God gave you birth—
With the spectre look of famine,
Thus to creep along the earth ?
Does this world contain no treasures
Fit for thee, as Man, to wear P—
Does this life abound in pleasures,
And thou askest not to share ?

1L

Look! the nations are awaking—
Every chain that bound them burst !
At the crystal fountains slaking
With parched lips their fever thirst !
Ignorance, the demon, fleeing,
Leaves unlocked the fount they sip—
Wilt thou not, thou wretched being,
Stoop and cool thy burning lip ?
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1v.
History’s lessons, if thou read ’em,
All proclaim this truth to thee:
Knowledge is the price of freedom—
Know thyself, and thou art free!
Know, oh! man, thy proud vocation—
Stand erect, with calm, clear brow—
Happy ! bappy, were our nation
If thou hadst that knowledge now!
v.
Know thy wretched, sad condition—
Know the ills that keep thee so—
Knowledge is the sole physician—
Thou wert healed, if thou didst know !

Those who crush, and scorn, and slight thee—
Those to whom you once would kneel—

Were the foremost then to right thee,
If thou felt as thou shouldst feel |

Not as beggars lowly bending—
Not in sighs, and groans, and tears—
But a voice of thunder sending
Through thy tyrant brother’s ears!
Tell him he is not thy master—
Tell him of man’s common lot—
Feel life has but one disaster—
To be a slave, and know it not !
VL
If thou knew what knowledge giveth—
If thou knew how blest is he
‘Who in Freedom’s presence liveth,
Thou wouldst die, or else be free!
Round about he looks in gladness—
Joys in heaven, and earth, and sea—
Scarcely heaves a sigh of sadness,
Save in thoughts of such as thee!

109
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INNIS-EOGHAIN.*

BY CHARLES GAVAN DUFFY.

I

Gon bless the grey mountains of dark Dun na n-gall! t

God bless Royal Aileach! the pride of them all ;

For she sits evermore, like a queen on her throne,

And smiles on the valleys of Green Innis-Eogain.
And fair are the valleys of Green Innis-Eogain,
And hardy the fishers that call them their own—
A race that nor traitor nor coward have known,
Enjoy the fair valleys of Green Innis-Eogain.

.

Oh! simple and bold are the bosoms they bear,

Like the hills that with silence and nature they share;

For our God, who hath planted their home near His own,

Breath’d his spirit abroad upon fair Innis-Eogain.
Then praise to our Father for wild Innis-Eogain,
‘Where fiercely for ever the surges are thrown—
Nor weather nor fortune a tempest hath blown
Could shake the strong bosoms of brave Innis-Eogain.

1.
See the bountiful Cul-daim } careering along—
A type of their manhood so stately and strong—

¢ INN18-EOGHAIN (commonly written Innishowen, and pronounced Innishone) is &
wild and picturesque district in the county Donegal, inhabited chiefly by the descendants
of the Irish clans permitted to remain in Ulster after the plantation of James I. The
native language, and the old songs and legends of the country, are as universal as the
people. One of the most familiar of these legends is, that a troop of Hugh O"Neil’s horse
lies in magic sleep in a cave under the hill of Aileach, where the princes of the country
were formerly installed.) These bold troopers only wait to have the spell removed to
rush to the aid of their country ; and a man (says the legend) who wandered mcci-
dentally into the cave, found them lying beside their horses, fully armed, and holding
the bridles in their hands. One of them lifted his head, and asked, Is the time
come ?” but receiving no answer—for the intruder was too much frightened to reply—
dropped back into his lethargy. Some of the old folk consider the story an allegory,
and interpret it as they desire.

t Donegal.

1 The Couldah, or Culdaff, is a chief river in the Innishowen mountains.
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WE'RE PADDIES EVERMORE.

A1R— Paddies Evermore.”
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PADDIES EVERMORE.

I
THE hour is past to fawn or crouch
As suppliants for our right ;
Let word and deed unshrinking vouch
The banded millions’ might :
Let them who scorned the fountain rill,
Now dread the torrent’s roar,
And hear our echoed chorus still,
‘We’re Paddies evermore.
1L
‘What, though they menace, suffering men
Their threats and them despise;
Or promise justice once again,
‘We know their words are lies;
‘We stand resolved those rights to claim
They robbed us of before,
Our own dear nation and our name,
As Paddies evermore.

1L
Look round—the Frenchman governs France,
The Spaniard rules in Spain,
The gallant Pole but waits his chance
To break the Russian chain ;
The strife for freedom here begun
‘We never will give o’er,
Nor own a land on earth but one—
We’re Paddies evermore.
Iv.
That strong and single love to crush,
The despot ever tried—
A fount it was whose living gush
His hated arts defied.
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*

*Tis fresh, as when his foot accurst
‘Was planted on our shore,

And now and still, as from the first,
‘We’re Paddies evermore.

v.

‘What reck we though six hundred years
Have o’er our thraldom rolled,

The soul that roused O’Conor’s spears,
Still lives as true and bold ;

The tide of foreign power to stem
Our fathers bled of yore,

And we stand here to-day, like them,
True Paddies evermore.

Vi.

‘Where’s our allegiance? With the land,
For which they nobly died ;

Our duty? By our cause to stand,
‘Whatever chance betide;

Our cherished hope? To heal the woes,
That rankle at her core;

Our scorn and hatred? To her foes,
Like Paddies evermore.

VII.

The hour is past to fawn or crouch
As suppliants for our right ;

Let word and deed unshrinking vouch
The banded millions’ might;

Let them who scorned the fountain ri<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>