: ‘The Fugililve.
" Ar—The Bzile of Brin.

BY T. M'OON¥ELL.

There came to my door a poor child of oppression,
e i ks ey bt
esigh'das he wh tering con I
Aud bogged but o erust and a shelter from il

1 wept when he told mo the tale of his sarruw,
Aud IM-MMMynndmpmﬂntlumuﬁ

row,
While guilt to my heart seni her dendliost nrrow,
And “shame to my conntry,” I eried in de-

spair.
1 warmed him, T fed him, I soothod his nfllic

tions,
I led lum to rust in my buinble abode,
And I slept, ob, how wweolly | ns rich benodie-

mhhhmtu the throne of vur God.
Put searce had the earliest gusheos of morning,
With azure and gold, the horizon ndorning,
Shod their lustre around wheu a abrill note of
warning,
Resounds through tho grove on the clear murn-

iogwr.
"Tis the bound on the treck of the travel worn

st - .
'Tis L'I:IIT}:H the bunter—t' @ hanter of men ;

Dat, trembling brother, thon art free from all

danger, -
The t shall shackle thee never ngain,
Socure is thy slumber, hough humble thy sta-

tion,
Not all tho Llack engines of hate nnd oppres-

mion,
That darken the sE.nl' this mercileas nation,
Bh_l!ltl:-‘r from lis covert, the fugitive rla-e.

But the sun in (he weast sinks in silence and sor-
Tow, :
And night spreads her mantle of dorkness

Arise noble brother, the dawn of to morrow,
Shall light theo to Liberty’s hallewed ground.
Yonder star in the aky be thy guide and director,
The God of the poor be thy friend and pro
tector ;
Take courage, my brother, thou'lt surely prove

victor,
God speed to the land of the free nnd the
brave.
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‘THE EXILE OF ERIN.

Andante.
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There came to the beach a

Exile of  Erin; The dew on
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thin robe was  heavy and chill, For his
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untry  he figh'd, whenat  twilight  re-
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alone by the
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beaten hill. But the day far as-

traded his eye's fad  devotion, For it

rofe on his own native'  ifle of the ocean ; Where-
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once in theglow of his  youthful -

motion, He fang the bold anthem of
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“E--mn GO  Bran.”*

* ¢ Erin go brah,” in Englifh, is, Ireland forever.

This Ballad £ fappofed to have been wwrittén during the late
diftdrbances in'that country.
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