OH THE MOMENT WAS SAD,
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Brisk were our
Pleas'd with the Vo
My bosom with grie

‘ Long I fought for my Country, fir
All my pay and my booty
Peace was

Landed at home my sweet

: )
. = . _But sorrow alas. to the t:ﬁhf grave -

- ELLEN O’ MOORE .
Ah,soldiers of Britain your merciless doings g el
Long.long , will the children of Erin de oTe ;
Oh,sad is my soul when Iview the black ruins,

| Etrrq once stood the cottage of Ellen O'Moore.

r fither(God rest him!) loved Ireland most dearly,
Allits wrongs all its st ferings hefeit most severely,
And with freedom’s finn sons united sincerely,
But gone is the fathier of Ellen O" Moore .*

I hoarded for you love,

Emclaim‘d Iescap'd froin the slaughter,
irl I sought her

1. TFhe dew on his thin robewas heavy

d
. : "
O cold winter night as poor Dermot lay musing,
‘Hoarse curses alanmd him, & crash went the door,
Trie fierce soldiers entered & s
"he brave but mild father of Ellen QO Moore,
T0 their scoffs he replied not :with blows they assaikl hin
He feltall indignant, his caution now faild him i
Heretumd their vile blows,& all Munster bewaild him, .
. Fnlfﬁlnbb‘(l was the 1t }Iéi‘lul' Ellen O' Moore,
i ; s - : _
Who the children’s wild screams & themothers distraction,
While the father, the husband lay stretchd in his gore,
buld behold!orcould hear?’& not curse the for 1 fiction ;
1at.blasted this rose.bud sweet Ellen O Moofte :
'O. my father.my father?she cries (wildly throwing
Herams round his neck) while his Iife’s Llood was flow mg;
She kissd his cold 1ij:s . but poor Dennot was going,
He groand and left i;‘uhelrle.‘is Ellen O'Moore .
e NN _

 with destniction uncloy, this infernal banditti,

o the rain fell in sheets, and the tempest blew sore, -

“These friends to the castle, but foes to all pity,

Set fireto the du'el]ing_df Ellen O Moore.
half naked and 511rieking_.

m

The children,the Iﬂl‘[ﬁﬁ'l}

Escapd from the flames where poor Demmot lay rama-«s:.-h:.lnlﬂ;,1

Andwhile those poor victims for shelter were seeking ;
Ah! mark what befel p(inl‘ Ellen O'Moore, -
Lot RS : _
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I_"'E*_ihﬂ-lthe word of commrand put ﬁi%— Men into motion, Savournmna &c » .
I buckled ny ]{11%];7-5:1{:'{ to cross the wide Oceany
oops all, roarin

‘e 1mpatient. for .plunder ,
was’ '{tlmﬂs} torn assunder.
o 3

f i
: Savourn na &c, .=
like thunder, 4

Savourn na .&c.

far from my true love,Savourn na &ec.
Savourn na &c. . »

ad brought her:Savourn na &c. -

ERIN GO BRAGH
There came to the beach a poor Exile'of Erin,
and chill ,
For his country he sighd,when at twilight repairing
To wanderalone by the wind.beaten hill ;
But theday-star attracted his eye’s sad devotion ,
For it rose on his own native isle of the ocean ,
Where once in the flower of his youthfill emotion 5
He s1 mg the bold ant-heiln of "Erin go bragh !* i
hh,s&d 1s my fate. (said the heart_broken stranger) .
The wild deer and wolf'to a covert ean flee + )

it *gan abusing, | But Illm'mm.re[ilge from famine and danger,

* A house and a country remain not to me !
Ah ! never again in the green suniyy bowers
Where my forefithers lived shall I spend the sweet hours:
Or cover my harp with the wild.woven flowers _

- And strike to the 111un|ljer5 of "Erin go bragh . ”

" | at

Erin,my country, thovigh sad & forsaken, -
| Indreams Irevisit'thy sea beaten shore, ~

But alas in a far foreign luid I awaken .

Aud sigh forthe friendswho can meet menomore , -
Oh ,cruel fated wilt thou never replace me ©
I a mansion of peace avhere no person can chafe me,

Ah, nyever again shall mrybrothers em!.iace mel
The)y digd to defennd me,or live to deplore !
) .
40

WhereiSmy cabin.door, fast by the wild wood !
 Sisters, and sire,did you weep for its fall ¥
Where is the mother that lookl o nyy childhood P
Andwhere is the bosom_friend, dearer thanall ?

Ah, my sad soul,long abandond by pleasiire

Why did it doat on a fast-fading treasuwe 2

Tears like themain.drop may fallwithot .t measure...

But rapture and be:uﬁ}- they cannot recall |
T -

From her fithers pale corpse,which her lap had sty ported] But yet, allits fond recollections. sippre SHIGs .

To an out_house the ruffians this lovel y one hore,
With her tears, herentreaties . her sorrows they sported,
And by force they desflowerd sweet Ellen () Moore |
Aund how a wild maniac she roams the wild commaon.

Gainst the soldiers of Britain shewarms every wolnan,

- And sings of her fither in strains niore than 1y ymaiy,
Till'the tears overpower poor Ellen () Movore

: ' ; . . h . + -

6

Now ye daughters nFEriu,_y_mlr COULtry’s salvation,

Jﬂﬁ;&#mﬂaﬂgs of old ocean shall beat round your shore

‘_ﬁnmﬂ:oe

nel . r the wrongof yourlong shackled nation; -
Rgm&nber the wrongs of' poor Ellen O'Moore }

One dy ing wish my lone bosom shajldraw s

L Erin, an Exile bequeaths thee his bles.'siu% -

Land of my foretathers, Erin,go bragh’

Buried aud eold.when my heart stills her inotion,
Greenbethy fields sweetestifle of the oeean; -+ -
And thy harp_stringing Bands sing aloud withdey vtion

" Ernn,ma’ vournein — Erin,go bragl !

i=l=‘——l—=l—-=—|—u-__-nﬂ_———_-m.

1 And while your hearts beat - u'iﬁl.si;ix*i'ts of fire.

Your brothers, your lovers, your children inspires
Till yourunion shall make alkoppressors etiréy |
[Fom the soilwhere now wanders poorElauG#foore
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