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H. children of exiles to-day %ve foregather

'ro crown a sweet hour ivith enjoyinient and cheer,
Though far froni its heather and despite the rough 'veather

\Ve mieet tu pledge troth to the land we hold dear.
In lier recurrent woes,
lier struggles, lier throes,

*~\ Our huarts have beat wvith ber in joy and in fear:
'M'e earth does not hold

In its girdling fold
One gem haif as fair as our sires lovely island,

She gleamns bright to our gaze, thoughi she shines far away:
In pleasure or sorrow our own natal Ireland

Shall be queen of our love on St. Pattick's Day.

I3y op)pression constrained, like clouds storin-riven

Our fathers sought refuge remote froni their Iloie,
But, sanctioned by Heaven, to our pjeople wvas given

'l'o prosp.-r whlereeer their footsteps niiight roani.
The sun's niolten face
To our sea-sundered race

Resplendently saules fromn ail sides of bis donie.
Oh, our shanirock's vine
In beauty can twine

Over sundering mounitains and oceans dividing
'lo flourish and bloom in fraternity's ray,

l,-nough of flic fervor of blood is abiding
'lo %veld us as one on St. 1'atrick's l)ay.

fier grand cause cannot die, for its breath is divine,
It will flanue in our breasts until lufe is no more-;

Though a hope genuine for a moment may pine4
Vet the following hour finds it strong as before.

As the ghimnuiiering streani
'tndivided we deeiii


