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THE FAMINE IN TIHLE TLANXD.

BY T.'D. M'GEE.

Death reapeth in the fields ol'laif(', and we
cannol count the corpses

Black and fast before our e) es march the
biers and hearses;

In loneways, and in highways, the stark
ekeletons are lying,

And daily unlo Heaven their living kin nre
crying—

« Must the slave die for the tyrant—the suf-
ferer for the sin—

And a wide inhuman desert be, where Ire-
land has been ?

Must the billows of oblivion over all our hills
be rolled,

And our land be blotted out, like theaccurs-
ed lands of old ?”

ORI hear it, riends of France ! hear it, our.
cousin bp in!

Hear it, our kindly kith and kin across the
ue=lcrn main—

Hear jt, yesons of Ttaly—let Turk and Rus-
sinn hiear it—

Hear Irelund’s sentence register’d, and see
how ye can bear it!

Our speech must beunspoken,our rights must
be forgot;

Our land must be forsaken, submission is
*our lot—

We are begrars, we are cravens, and venge-
ful Dn;ﬁnnd feels

Usather feet, and tramples us with both
her iron heels.

These the brethren of Gonsalvol these the

cousing of the Cid!
They are Spaniels and not Spaniards, born

nt to be hid—

They of the Celtic war-race who made the
storied rally

Agninst the Tenton. lances in the lists of
Roncesvalles!

They, kindred to the mariner, whose soul’s
sublime devotion

Led his caravel like a star to A new woﬂd
through the Ocean.

No! no! they were begotten by fathers in
their chaing,

Whose valiant blood refused to flow along
the vassal veins,

Ho! hol the devils are merry in the far-
thest vaults of night, .

This England soout-Lucifers the primearch-
hypocrite;

Friend of Peace, and friend of Freedom—yca,

divine Religion’s friend,

She is feeding on our hearls like a snte]esi
nether fiend !

Ho! ho!  for the valtures are black on
the four winds;

No purveyor like England tlmt foul camyp-
follower finds;

Do you not mark them lllmng between you
and the sun?

They are come to reap the booty, for the
‘battle has been won.

Lo! what other ~pape is this, self-poised in
upper air,

With wings like trailing comets, and face
darker than dtﬂp‘nrv

See! sce! the bright sun sickens into saffron
in its ~h'\de,

And the poles are shaken at their ends, in-
feeted and afraid—

*T'is the Spirit of the Plague, and round and'

round the shore

Tt circles on its course, shedding bnnc for
evermore;

And the slave falls for L]le tyrant, and the
sufterer for the sin,

And a wild inhuman desert ¢ zc, where Ireland
has been.

*Twas a vision—'tis a fable—I did but tell
my dream—

Yet twice, yen thrice, I saw it, and still it
seem’d the same;

Ah! my soul is with this darkness nightly,
dmlv overcast,

Aud I fear me, God permiiting, it muy fall
out trucat last;

God permitting, man decreeing ! What, and
shﬂl] man 80 will,
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