
soul nmight have burn'd with a ho - li - er fl-,i-ne.The string, that no N languishes

trel - soni ta love lier, and death to defend. U nlri?'d arc liersons,'till thcy've

loose o'er thc lyre, Mighit have bent a proud bow* ta the war - -ors' dart ;And the

learn'd ta betray,; Un - dis - tinguish'd they lîve,' if they shazne flot tliirsires;And the

ip which nowbreathes but the sang af desire,Might have pour'd the full tide.af Uic

torch,thiatwould light them thro' dignlity's way, Muftst be caught from the piewhere their

t is. conjectured by.Wormiiis, thnt the narnc of Ireland isderived fràrm Yr,'the'Rsnkfor'a bow, in the
v5seoÇ,which, %vapon,,the,Irish ,vere once very'expert. 'rhis'derivation is-certninly--niore'- ereclitabIc te uIs
than the fo1lowin-" ' Sa îthatý1Irland, (cailed the Iatid of 'Ire,,for the consta.nt ,broils-thcren 'Çor oo ycaffl>,
.WaSnow beronie the land, of cnod"LLVo's State WoIk,'At"h ord Grantdison."


