
Aiul now, my fair ones, IIiimbu;j 's doiit'.

This, his first raco, is hrnMy run;

When ho ri'floc-ts within liis hro-st

That bnt a fi-w months at the host

Can pass before tlie na\ ifj^ation

Hurries each corps far from Its station.

He feels that this may be the last

Of all the liappy days we've past

Amon^ the fjallant military,

Erin jjo bra^h, Fidele, and Airey,

And that ere April 's gone we're left

Of all that 's dear on earth bereft.
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