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Across the starry spanlgled skY slow ste.ils the silvery 1110011,

The fiddler rasps luis resiincd bow anîd plays a llet-,y ttie(
The Wind that Shakes the Barley '> inakes fit strain for 1 rishi feet,
Wlien by Il The Keelrow " fol1owved fast we thiilz the ", set " coxnjlete.

The girls-the rogues! ini tiny brogues
Anl anceluorîte wbuld lure,

If lîaply lie theilr charunls inigflit see
'%-hile danîcing by the Suit».

MVhen " Father Dani," by fortune led, is gDuided to teSQI
1HP wastes f0o wonider on the sight, 101. censure.s the gar«y septeW

B3ut lightly lauglis and softly says "God bless ye, girls and boys
8110111( thiere be wveddings after ttis, tltey'll cause nme no0 suipr-ise."

The God of Love keeps %watclt :Lbove
Each lad and nîaiden pure,

Wlto stroils away at close of day
To dance be£ide ýlie Suit-.

Renwrnbrance briîîgs nie unany joys, but one I liold divine
it titrilîs tny throbbiutg senlses likie deep di-auguits of uniellow wille

HoN'ever (liuk thue present care, one fancy tnakes it liglit.,
It is the glinîpse I catch of honte ini visions of the niglt

They never fail in calïîî or gae-
Tîtose gleanîs aIl bliss secure-

Tîtat showv to nme ini nicu-nory
Loved danceu's by the Suir.
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