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—_—
DREOILIN.

Mt name is Drecilin, I'm the smallest of all the birds
That pour forth their notes on Irish hill-side or in
grove;
Light is my song, though my thonghta are too deep
for words,
My lay is of land, and of light, and of life, and love.

I sing the high hope of a land that resurgent

gprings
From the dust and the tomb in the light of & new-
found birth;
Whose anthem of joy to the heart of the nations
rings,
And wakes the glad voice of her children all o'er
the earth.

I sing the new light that, gleaming and dazeling,
glows
On the brow of a race where sorrow long sat
suprems ;
I ging the red tide that prondly and strongly flows
Through pulses long chilled by slavery’s darksome
stream. 2
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I sing the deep love, the true and the tried, and strong,
That, outlawed, decried, and banned, grew deeper
and fonder atill,
That poured out ita tribute vain in the ne'er-ending
strifs "gainst wrong,
That lived throngh the woful years, that Death had
no power to kill.

Full blithe is my lay, yet not that I kmow not of grief,
For oh! Ihnwmppedmthp&ma.nd wept in the
home of woe ;
And the vizits that joy has made, few, fow have they
_ been end brief;
And the sorrow that aye abides, and the memory
sad I know.

I know where forgotten graves lie thick s the
antnmn lesves,
Piled heap on heap with the bones of the victims
of famine’s breath,
Who gave up their all to fill tham.l.mufﬂwnhan

thieves,
Then flung themselves prome on earth, and cried

for the face of Death.

I know where, behind the walls of many a prond
demesne,
Like roots of an old-time wood, with daisied earth
mantled o'er,
The stones of the village lie whoss light shall ne'er

shine again,
Whose echoes no more ghall weke on land or on

ges or shore,
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I know where beneath the grass which the kine of

the stranger graze,
And under the stealthy grasp of the silent-spread-

ing moar,

The track of the furrow lies, the seed of the olden days,

Bnt weed-roots have choked the seed, snd the
furrow ehall aye endure.

The ruins, I know them all, from the dun of the
ohieftain cld .
To the hearth where but yester-sve love lit up ita
kindly blaze;
And, oh! could yon see like me the shapes in the
moonlight cold
That weep round the lonely walls, and from the
wide portals gaze.

And sights have I seen to fill the eyes with anbidden

tears,
To soften the heart of stome, to bring down the
proud head low;
And sounds have I heard of woe, to live in the brain
for years,
And wither the spring of joy in its passionate
ovarflow.
T've seen the stromg heart break ‘neath the weight
of a growing cars, )
And the brave spirit quail aad sink,the spectrs of
want before,
And the home of delight and love grow dark with a
grim deapair,

By the ceaseless dread of the writ of the spoiler
ghadowed o'er.




