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IRISH LOVE-WORDS.

OGyears have passed, sitîce -Mien a child, 1 hieard it
~Te Irîslh tongue, so fuit of melody

Yet miemory oft, like strains of sweetest music,
Recails my niothier'-s- fond "Agra machree."

Mihen pain or grief oppressed mie, hiow caressingI,
Her soft ''Alanna"; as shie stroked my hiair;

What othier tonguie hath terni of fond endearinetît,
Thiat can %vith thlese in tenderness compare?

Acuistila ! sure the hurt were past.all hie;lmtig.
That %vas nlot soothed w'hen that fond termi w~as hieard

Astiore! the pulses of niy heart, receding,
Would thrill responsive to, that loving word.

Mav'ourneeni ! tinie and place and distance vanisli
A child once mnore beside iny niother's knee,

1 hiear lier gently calling nie, "MN-avoiurneeni"!
And in lier eyes the tender love-lighit sec.

XVIatmatter wvhetlier dark my hair, or goldenî,
Shie greeted mie lier 11colleen b.tn" niost fair,

To other eyes 1 nighlt be ail unlovely
1 was lier "Icolleeni dhas" beyond compare.

Long years have passed, alas, siîîce last 1 hecard it,
Thiat% sweetest nîuisic to iny listnîing ear,

My mother's voice, perchiance, Mien life is ended,
''Cend i'ie Faillie!" once aga1in l'Il hecar,
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