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liELAND,. BOYS, IIURRA! .

TIHE HARP.

-te lves tht green isle,n a d tis lov, t, rcorade-d
In hearts th have suf0 rt id too iiciii to forget,

Ail hople shall >m crowned, aindatchetrwdel

And Etri'e gay tî bile staliu out Yr t.
iTIe gei imay beO broke
Ily many,a strok,

lt thingttin cil noui ilt native ray;
E.ath fraigmileilt witn cast

A ight to the Last,

And huis Erin, my country, tho' brken thtu art,
Ttre,> a itstre withinat trc that lic'er %il decay,
A spt It viclh beais through eacli supferig mrt,
ud itw siliS ait a pain on St. 1lttrtlk Day.''

\ietrever an Irisliinn i toi bu found to-day,
his leatrt beits with joy. No matter in htow

hutible circumstuantcesi hl tay be, hu celebrates

wiat rlahe ald to the countrary, it 'is righ t
that W shotld parade on Ireland's nationual an-

nhivrerr. I L i, riglit t.hat. weC sIould lIave one
day iI thi year on wilieihere lin Ile a grand
tirl-otit of n tisbîttt, ii n tI.tr hItat their
crieed or polti itit bc. We ititmateid to our
artist, Mr. Wal Ik.ar, tIhat wC wvotld require iiimtt
to suplyIn us with atn ilhuistration fOt' St. Patriekk;
Duy, and lit. geitImtanîîtt being titi Irtbulisihmt
himi elf, at onie set himsîiisr f to worlk witlh a righit

good will, andI lie said to himiiself that mnany al
suouiil Company wouill mlleut together liere in
Cannda Platrick's night, to sound the praiiseis
of the dear old lild, and lie knew that the

wit -t s T oti 01. La s !ti otJ intiats:> 0.ii: ! ME tiAx, noYS, mutA ! "I

the anniversary of the ghoriou St. Patrick in a 
becoiting maniner. At hume, in Irelid, it is
celebratel by the national societics who all

meut together tI "drowin tht shaaock" a
toast dear old Irelani," and .outnd ier praises
in song and story. I t is celebrated ina simlliltr

mnILiner in France, Spairî A ustria, k., wlirever
ai Irisminan. i to bu fonnd--and tht are very
few parts of tht globe where there is noan t

1rihmim, or the, desceidant of mne. But it is
in the. United States and here;in Canada. that

we lant. great national processions, wlich weC
bring ta a titting close ut iighît. No mattt'

Trishmttîen in the backwoods woiuld not forget to
lionroir the day, and a song which is very popu-
lar liere, and which is the p irodcitationt of T. 1).
Sullivan, of the Dublin INation, at once came to
his mtind ; lie thurefore gav.e i tut a illustration
in whicli Irish exiles are represetiitd in a camp
in te lonely back woods of this Dominion, with
thir glasses filled, aid froi their liearts sayting:
al We'll tonst old Ireland i d eaur old: Trelanil,
reland, boys, Hurria IT 'he popilarity af this

song in Ainerict is cliidatly owiig to the follow-
irtg inedent
During thet lieight of the reint disaistrous


