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Barp of a land so
i1111) of tie Cehl
1arp of tie gold
llarp of' he silv
il r , talit of vo
At aIrolaii's eio

'Neath many a i
Wluse tinies did
Soft as the lrecz
Along tie Sianî
flarp of a Davis
A wak u o thi
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NTENARY ODE, A nother spirit wondl'rous fair'
Anotlici spirit richilv rare-

MAY, 1879. Anotier spirit graitl!
A iotier spirit pire und bright,

sru K. FoIAY. A notici Angel of the iglit,
Thlle first, ic lest, thie noblest sprite.

wiiere beiaities smile, " Love of flic Native Land 1"
id hards h ave su ig These and a tiousand more 1 sec-
old and grand A grand eterinal galaxy 1
ic tongue; Thi move, dty daice, hlley sing,
en string,- Ther harps responsive riig i

er note,- Lo from i i the East, a king,-
re did ring A magi ohl îamîîl iar-

mimiand, F rom O I criet land of' sultans grand-
master liand; With gits is drawing near 1

float- Theyi o ng of love,
hcattt~tl ttn'iili) Th tNtL t' ~tL ith it.t~

e amongý t le tr1 ees-
nonî, Lee and Suir
-poet plre,-

distr t st d !

, Iey smng a a ions rt g is an wrongs-
'ley cli a hyin fo God above l
F ai) wold , iotv recall their songs I

e, piv> nh seltol .nos ranrAwake ipon Caniad in land i Slowly the beauteous host retircs-
Hlarp of a Giflin-Kegan'slyre- "ainter tlieir silver liarps and lyres-

MCrthy' nuise, o1 comc inspire, Fainier their song of jov expires !
Inspire nme with your sr sciewv thc 'igi that Lad Iled,
Give lire ind beiuty to Iy sLong, Was not a vision of' tie dead I
Thatu It iay every tote prolong ts ligh t was lilic flic glemin of morn-

0f' EinS right., of Erin's wroig, N thought some lorio's onîe ivas born !
0f' Erin I s bard of' spirit parc- Yes, Oh, Erin -'laid of fecars I
OfE'iI's glorious Ainstrel Moore i Yes, Oh. Ein !-Land of tears!

Yes, Ohi, Ei:nI - Land of' Song 1"
PART FiRST. Yes, yoir harp hung silent long !

(ts soull slall sooli amike atrain-
'is e'-th e ali is past I Yoi'll licai tle Island's old'en strain-

Niglhtly siadows 'i'oiiid arc east! Yoir notes slhall rise, celestial, pire
'Tis cve-repose at last I This very morn to you wî'îas borni-

n dreamny sleep havc pad away Youir own Iiiinnorta Moore!
The woes, the fears, dit toils of' day ! PAR SECOIN.A way, iii away ini the la ioIf tie soulsI
Away, far away in the region of' G liol i Tlere's Il change in my drcami-

Ini tie lal ofd rams, 'ii id t the fai ry beiins- I ai far 'n ti C sea ;
'Midst theglowing liglitofch'aoî spirit bright- Aid a thousaid liglits gleam

I repose to-nigli! . 'Rioni d tiei magi aid ie 
Eehiolti I a huiîîired spirits come, Far, far dol roamn 'neath the Orieiitloil)e

And louder still tIic risin g hium - " Farewell ! Farewell to ti Araby's daiugh-
In couintless niubers muscs throng, ter-
Thle lovely Genii of song I Tis warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea "

With silver harp, with golden lyre- I ai now far aw'ay, w'here the Belndamecer
,Withi ,leiaveni's choicest, plirest fire- . water-
The echocs every note prolong 1- Leaps on nidst the roses," the hillocks
Another spirit, toc, is there-,, and lea I


