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“LESBIA HATH A DBEAMING EVYE.”
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Crei - nn dead! My gentle, ~bash - ful No-ra  Crei-na! Beauty lies In ma-ny eyes, But
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in yours, my

No -1 Crei - na!
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2 Lesbla wears a rohie of grold,
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iy Nora Cretiee dear?
My mildoiny artless Nora Crelna;
WHC thongh bright, Hath no such
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THE FLAG THAT FLOATS ABOVE US.

.Y WM. COLLINS.

The slave may bend in albject fear,
Anud huy the chains that bing him,
The coward run his bus career,
Nor light of freedom tind him;
Ruat while nbove us flonts that flag,
Of green and orange blended,
Notyrant knave its folds shall’ drnu,
While our stout arms defeud ft.

We ask for naught Lbut what'a our own,

From friend or foreign foeman,
We're one in love, in blood or bone,
And yickl or bend to na man

We tight the flght our fathers mnum,

Benenth the same old standard,
They nobly died s brave mon un"ht,
_ While lu 1ding freedom’s vanguard,

Gaze nn our ﬂtnnd'nrd as it ﬂh‘s,
By frecmen’s hands ﬁnmmrtell
A prouder yet 'neath heaven’s s}.los,
Or fuirer JBever losted ¢
. Itwaved o'er Brian and O° Neil,
O'er Sarsfield, Tone, and ].mlnct
It oft has braved the foenan’s 'noel,
And freemen’'s blood be-gem it,

No hireling. servile, slaves ara wo,
To bend with meek submission
To England‘g grinding tyranny,
. Or despofd fierce mnbition,
Rut for our own, our suiTering land
Or forciyn foes delying,

Well strike while we can raise o Land,

And keep that b.unn,r fiying. .

A lhln:( rmnmrt round it lhronu,
..o Tan thousand hands are ready

To strike & Llow tor Motherland,
Calmn, patient, firm and sten uly;
hen shout it out to foe or friend,
To those who hate or Jeve us,

While life remning we will defend
’llw ﬂuu that fouts above usy,

'—l/ rish Nautional )Iagu'mz.

PERFECT THROUGH SUF

BY REV. A. 4. RYAN,

There I3 no hoart, however rrcc and ll;.vhlsomc,

But hathits bitterness §

- But ring of cnptiness,

The world is full of suffering and gorrow,
Of angulsh and despalr

Its brightest promizes are of to-morrow,
1ts mockerics everywhere,

Our weary hearts, with slow and sad pulsation,

Beat to thonarch of years,

© No earthly hopes, however hrl;.'mmul mluxsmne, :

Thelir days are given to tail without cessation, |

Their gloomy night to tenrs,

But let us waltt tn patience and subinission
The will of our great King~ -

Terfect through snfﬂ.rlng.

Then cease, O foolish hcnr!! cense thy repining;

The Master's handalove
T9 only purifying and' veflnlog—
The nldu:mlsl is love,

“Temember thls—all through our earthly mlsslon,
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Those tears and thrills of woe—thosge ;.'rm\tuﬂlicun 28!

Are but the chustcnlnu rod; '

And they shall prove the hc'uully lmncd!dlanu, ' ,i“

The mereies of our God,

What seemecih nowa dark and ﬂrnnx')" vls"lmi ‘

Untoour tear dlnuned eyes,
Shall }m rst In glovy into scones elyslan,
A Llooming paraidise,

»Thcn cease, O foolish heart! cense thy repining ;

Hope $ lift thy (lrnpmng wings: =~
The plan 18 one of God's all-wise designin -
Perfuct through suffering, - .
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