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~ATHETIC niemiories pluster, round
Thal,ýt nanie nmeloclious andi precious

Its soit to nie is sacred ground,
N heart lies in its shamrockz nieshies.

Whien life was likze a fairy tale
To music set of elf-liarps olden,

XVas passed ini the enchianteci vale,
Beloved Shanagolden.

The angels of the saintly isie'
Played with nie thiere ini life's sweet niorning;

Hands without stain, haarts without guile,
Ail sin and selflshi sorrowv scorning:

The black bird ini some hiawthorn brake
Sang tiot more blitlîely, Mi'len, beholden

To thcee, lie sang for they love's salie,
Delightful Shanagolden.

Tnie thrushies yet lult nierrily,
Whiere Decl thro' glen and grove meanders;

The mother says " avic mackree"
The lover wvith his colléen wvanders

The neighbors cos/he,', kind and truc ;

But ini a far land and a cold one
Isit and sing laments for you,

Mavourneen Shanagolden.
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