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civil -war, when the opposing armics *wert
camped within riffe-shof of cach other, just
previous o the battle of Irederickshurgh, a
brave young Trish soldicr; Captain D, J. Down-
ing, of the 97th New York Volunteers, whose
thonghts (even ou the eve of that bloodiest bat-
tle of the wur) were with the old: Iunel that he
loved with o devotion never surpassed by that
of any of her children, gave vent to his pent-
up feelings by singing this, his favorite song at
the door of his tent, At the conclusion of the
first verse, the vefrain was'taken up by his com-
rades in the mwedinte vieinity, from them it
spread along the lines of the Union Army, roll-
ing along from regiment to regiment, and from
brigade to brigade, uniil the echocs of the hills
at both sides of the river sent back the shout of
e Ireland, boys, inreadY Bat this was not all,
many an lvish heart throbbed beneath the coats
of gray “that guarded the grim rvawparts of
Murye's Heights, and the sound of the fumiliar
old air, coming neross the viver, sent them leap-
ing into the exjles thronts, until, with moisten:
ed vyes and burning brain, they took up the
chorns and sent it reverberating back again to
their brothers in Dlue. - So passed the early
part of thiit night,  The wenry exiles” retired
to rest, many of them in this their last sleep on
earth, murmuring in their fitful slumbyr the
refrain whiclrstill rang in their éars— Ireland,
boys, hmm' e :
Thlh song, which -is one wnh 1 noble Trish
s refeain; fuil of pathos, abandon nnd home love,
and which gives fnll expression to the hearts
felt feelings of every’ Trish exile on this conti-
nent who fills his s Pateick’s Pot " to the dea:
old land, and to the friends he 1 ft-behind bim,
is ‘very approprinte for Irish Canadiins ;' we
therefore publish it for the henefit of our readers
who will' be tousting the old sod; as we all hope
to do‘on this blessed Patrick’s night

SONG FROM TI[E BACKWOODS,
Air— We'll never, yet drunk again,

Deep tu Canadinn woods)wa'va mat,
‘From one bright island flown ;
Great'§s the lind we tread, but yet
;0ur hearts nro with our own,
Aud ero we leave this shauty smally
\\'hllc fades the Autumn day,
We'll tonigt Old Irelandt
+ . Doar Old Irelund ¢ [ E
Ireland, boys, urra ¢
We'll tonst OLd Ireland )
Dear O lreland |
Ireland, boys, hurrat

We'vg heard her fandts'a hundred times,
Thonew ones and theold, .

In songs and smnmuu rants and rhyxms,
ll:nlnruud sume lmy fold.’

Dut tnke them all, the great and wmall,
And thig we've got to gay i—
Jore's denr O Ireland|
Good O1d Treland !
Treland, hoys, hurra !
Tere's dewr O1d Treland i de,

Wi know that brave nnd good men triod
To wnap her rusty chaln,
Thut puatriots suffered, und martyrs diod,
Andall, "Uig sald tn vadng
But no, boys, not o glanes will show
How far they've wou thelr wny—
Tofree Ol Ireland .
Loved Old Trelandt
Ireland, huys, hurrat
To free Oid 1reland ! e,

Wea've seen the wedding and the wake,
The patron snd the fair;
The stuff they take, the fun they make,
Aud the heads they brenk down thera,
With aloud # hurroe ™ and @ % pilleiu??
And a thundering ** clear the way 1 1
Here's gay Old lrelund
Denr 01! Irelandy 3
Ireland, boys, harra |
Lere's gay Old Lrelund ! Le.

Angd well we know in the conl gray eves,
When the hard duy’s work s o'er,
How sift and sweet are the words that greet
The friends wha meet once more;
With * Mary Macheee; " and My Pat!''tis ha |
And “ 3y own heart night und day 1”
Al fond OUL Trelaud t
Denr Ol Irelundt
Treland, hoys, hincrat
Ab, fond Od Treland § e,

And huppy amd bright are the groups that pads - .
From their ponceful homes, for ijles
SQ'er flelds, nud ronds, aud hills, to Muss,
Whon Sunduay morning smiles ( ¥
Anid deep lhc zeal their true hearts foel
When Jow thuy kueel and pray.
T ohydenr O1d 1reland t
< Blast Old Trelamd
Iredind, beys, hiaread
Oh, denr 01 Ireland | &e, i

Rut deep fo Canmdinn woods welve met,
And we nevaer may sce again ¢ . i
They deir o] 1 1sle wlhiers our hearts are set,
And aur first fond hopes remain
© Bt come, ill'up another cup,
And with every sup let!s Ray— . - [T
Here's luved 011 Irelana
Guod Ol Treland ¢
Ireland; boys, hurral: ¢
Iore's loved Old Ireland! &e,
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"% Go to the raging sea, and say, * Be still 1» TS
. Bl the willd lawless winds oley your will;
: * Preach tothe storm and reason with despalr,
S BaL telt not mis\.ry‘» son thatlife is fair,
. . oK Wiy, -

No, do-not tell misery's-son that life' is fair
to others \\'lnlc s 's0 du.plv sad to “him, un-
Tess you cm speak to him, at the same time, of
that otherlife where all. will be (_oxppulsut\.d,




