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le was cal m, he Vas kind, he was gentlo in manner,
No form more slight, no chock c'ar was w'anior,
No heati was more truc and no spirit, was proudr,
ne could speak wivLth a clik Ind his voice %vas iot loidei'
Iis soul vas so pu1-o dangers c'er féaring--

God's trest," cried the world "t the l Minstrol of Erin P,

As yet in his childhood so briglit was eamh tokcn,-
Tlatoften aud oftn agan it was sl)cken,-
"[lis thougllts foir Iis cold arth ho iever' is framti nu
Re chided the viclked yet never was bîtnning-
A priest the allair sone day hi'l bo nearing
The kind and th good, the Crue Minstrcl of Erin.

To heavc; and God his fond hopes wvere' aspiring,
To wor'ship and love was his constatu desiring,-
To staud on tho altar lie over was prayng-
" le loves to ador," still lthe people arc saying
Ho cared not for mnocking, lie carod not for jcoing,
A priest in his soul was this Minstrcl of Eirin.

But God, in his bounty and wisdoni desposing,
To a life so devouit had ordained no such closing;
Thy cold hand consumption hald touched on his beauty,
And changed, fo the bard, the briglt patl of' his duty-
He bowetl o the will Chat his life course w.as vecciig-
Did lte poet aI hearL-tle good Minstiel of Erin 

lis heart Vas too largo for a hating, r'proving-
Uc sought, as aIl bards, fori au object of loving;
Ue gazed ail around and no object more splendid,
Than the Isle of his birth which his fathcr's dofendced.
"-He wokze its wild harp "-is country thus checring-
J3y Clic scos of his youh-tho itrue Minstrol of rin

Thy cchoes great iullogh, as the cagle is screaming,
Retain iLs last call and when morning is bcaing-
The hills of Ivarah are bright in the glowing,
lTat lights on their summtnit the fair hcather blowinu-
They still are rocalling and still arc they wearing
The song and the stanp of the Minstrol of Erin I

rirom wero, in the north, ail lie mad waves arc dashing,
Ou Antrim's wild rocks in a fury arc splasbing,
To wherc thro' cach valloy, by brake and by highland,
The Lec flowvs along, fairst strcam of te land
The peasant, the poot, with many a teiar in
His din eyc, rocalls thc saci Minstrl of Erin !

Gronci, green be the scd wherc this true ono is sleeping
Whre the muscs of Eirin in anguish are wooping-
This destined of beaven whose spirit is rowing
To-day in Goda mansions, the dwelling of loving-
Long, long may his minory, whcr'vcr appotaring,
Find a shrino in each heart-fondest Minstrel of Er'iu.
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