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THE SONGS 0F1IRELAND

S March îs the month of St. Patrick, wc have chosen for our music page," Corne lack To Erin," a song whose plaintive sweetness, we are sure, wilîappeal to our readers. The inlflence Of song is lifiversal, but perhaps itis feit nowhere mnore strongly than among a people whose hiStory bas held muchof tragedy. It is traditional to regard the Irish as a light-hearted race, but sucban estimate is superficial. The smile is very near the tear ini the eyes of the sonsand the daugbters of Erin, and te very readiness of the Irishman to indulge in awitty sally or to respond to a flash of humo r bas prevented the ordinary observerf romn seeîng how profound is the Irish melancholy. An' English poet tells usthat "our swcetest songs are those whicli tell of saddest thought," and, truly, itseems as if humanity remembers most tenderly the songs of sorrow. Te «"comic"song rnay receive the rapturous applause of an evening, but "She Is Far Fromn theLand" or "Auld Robin Gray" will be sung in the twilight when ail the "comic"songs have been lost and forgotten,,
Thomas Moore's "Irisfi Melodies" have a lastîig holci on the imnaLrinationand the affection of bis people. Sucb songs as " The Last Rose of Summer"and " Oft In the Stiily Night," however, have more than a ngional significance,and appeal te the hieart of the world. The love of country, however recklesslydisplaved, lbas always been strong in the Irish heart, and this song by Moore,supposed to, be the last address of a rash Young patriot, shows this passionateaff ection.

When lie who adores thee bas left but the name
0f bis fauit and bis sorrows behind,

Oh! say wilt thou weep, wben they darken the fame
0f a life that for thee was resign'd?

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,
Thy tears shall efface their decree;

For, Heaven cani witness, though guilty to them,
1 bave been but too, faitbful to thee.

With thee were the dreams of my earlîest love;
Every thought of my reason was thine;

In mv ast humble prayer to the Spirit above
'lÈhy namne shahl be mingled witb mine!

Oh! blest are the loyers and friends who shall live
The days of thy glory to see;

But the next dearest 'blessing that Heaveri cati give,
Is the pride of thus dying for thee.
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"COKE BACK TO ERIN."
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