THE HARP.

Wlth Ln.llu.-Rool\h hur, of the rlch "olden.

‘hair,
At the "reat brldal fen:t in the land of the
‘ hnat !

king;“
As Lullx%—Rookh w cnt that her lme had been
given;
As LallazRookh w ept when the poet would
sing—
i As Der soul with its woes would be riven;
© And as great was her joy when she found the
fair boy
Was her ]\nw, was her husband—her own—
As her tears and her sorrows had flown ;—~
Tis thus we admire in the bard of the Ltl‘-l .
All the beautiesthat ©* Lalla- Rookh ¢rown’d, i
And we sigh that in Erin—in Erin at least,
No such Lard for the West could be 1ound
Hand'in hind, side by side,
Went our joy and our pride,
When we heard that the poet-—-30 pure—
Was a son of our Isle—
And the Bast, all the while,
Was the theme of the \Inmrcl \Ioorc!

PART THIRD.

The vision has changed—I am back to the

. West,—
. T am back to the. home 'md the ‘< Isle of the

o Blest !
It is eve as before, and {'rom toil T mnay rest!
The curtain of night seems to roll in the sky,
Audld n]n]lum )whts gleam in the hrmumeuL

. 1ght

. Each h«rht is a star,—each star ig a spntc,-—-

- Each bcm"ls wrapp'd in a garment of white, - |
C Alnrplneach hand --—asprwlromLhel'lnd— .

Lot This fairy-like band 1srespiendenn.1mi grand !
i* A melody ench of the ricliest and best]
. And all seem to siig of the glor'ous West!
Some joyo u:, some &nd =both- war-song and

wail.

Some sing: of the clans,—-aomc chant “In-
nisfail.”

- Some “sing of the ** Glorles of - Brian “the.
‘Brave 1”

. Some sing of the ¢ Shamrock - that spnnvs
el from his gravel

. “Qh! Blame not the Bard,”’—a note as a;
[T sigh!
I Erin, the tear and Lhe smile'i 1n thine eye !

o --Some tell of Erin when great was hierjoy !

.. . Some sing ¢ The’ Harp > that, thro’ 'l‘ara. s:
ST old hall
: ‘Awoke to.the Nation at L;berby s call)

“The note dies away as a stream in its flow.

¢ There'is not: in thls vnde world b vullcy so
“gweet,”

Sings the sprlte of Avocn—“ wherc brwht.

’ = mters meet S

; Now, a war-song awakes 'midst the, c]ashmo

. ofarmsl :

.Now, ,“Be]xeve

JRweu

meif all Lhose endearmg
young charmg? " "™
Qg@ea 80_softly’ ulong m the sw p:gf he

g

As Lalla-Rookh wept let her bard was no

Somes: smg ot"the fame of Lhe ¢Minstrel- Boy ""

4] saw.from the beach 7---the, echo is low—-‘

f

ot

e Llsbm hut.h s bumm.{, eye
clioof the sky !’

A moment’s jpause and now again--
The'spirits *wake the dying strain---
Fall numberiess their gorgeous train |

Far sway comes a voice “that old Erin'so lov'd,

“ By, Lh(. banks of Lhe Schuylkill a wundercrt
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distant

rov’d.”

Far awny comes a voice from the Western
world—

T knew b) the smoke that so gracefully
curld”

And ¢¢ Row, Brothers! Row, the stream
rung fasti”

The note died away and my vision is past!

¢ Like the ]d&l rose of Summer left blooming
alone,”

A spirit remained——c¢ lnq compnnions Jad
sone.’

LAY h(.nce, oh, whenee,” 1 implored, “come
those songs of the sky.?

Is it this that the Seraphim sing?
Oh, are these the sweet notes that are Chant-
ed on high?
\Vnh these does fair Parndise rmr' ”

0, no,” ‘cried the spirit— these sweet

notes are of earth,

Of the Isle where your martyrs and heroes )
had - birth,—

These songs are lmmorml we muses have
come

To ehant them
toml.;—

Thege sonys are nnmoxlu], crn.nd holy and
purc-——

They're the melodlcs rare of the Mmstrel
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\'K\T

to-nwht o'er Anu,creons

S]eep on, Bard .of Erin ! blcep in pu\cc
.. ’neath the sod! .
Sleep on, Bard of Erin—in the glory of Godl
Muy the ghamrocks: grow green from your
sanctified r'lu\'L'

‘May the tears of old Briu your rcstmg‘p)uce'

“lavel

May the garland you wronght round your
“glory. entwine!

L’\)’ your heart in. the nation fore\'er en-
“shrine!

Let . your requiem be sung by the wmds of
the land!

‘Let \'ourltomb stone be r'used by a'minstrel’s

. hand--- -

By: tShe Slmnnon, Lhe B.xnow, the Lxﬂy or

uirl..

Slcep on, Bard of I]rml Grcutest Mmstrel

Moore t’

annl U nwcrsx Lv Quebcc.

“In all our cilamitios and afilictions’ 1t
m'zy serve as a comfort to know that ho‘ :
who loses a‘nythlpg and’ gets WlSdOm by
1t, gains, })y the loss.” - 8

Hc is ugh who ‘sives a penny u year ;

-and he iy poor \vho i hll}il a 2en Ely ‘
a yenr ' AR




