[
L

oo

R

: NEW ORLEANS:
Published by A. E. BLACKMAR, No. 167 Canal Street,

WaoLEsALE AGENT ForR Wy, Kxape & Co.'s Puaxos, Prixce & Co.'s Meropeoxs, ke.

WS — »

Entered sccording to Act of Congress, A. D, 1865, by A. E. Blackmar, in ths er‘l- Office of the District Court of the Enstern District of Louisisni

v %ﬂ g'f-;ﬁ Y _59,,.-

e ™

o = .1.. e N . 3 Fa _'l.iF""_ - by 1T T e | Lo e o A R e R TR L0 - O R R RN N T T L



2

| — -

-
=

. e *. . -y .

o The I’ullu#lngf'_h the celebrated song which created such intense excitement '
tﬁmughaut.ﬁﬁ:at Britain, and for the incorporition of which in his plece, Mr.
Buurmcﬂ*‘i play of “ Arrah na Pogue,” hd-to be withdrawn from the London
stage.
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Oh, Paddy dear, and did you hear the news that's g(;ﬂf round ?

The shamrock is forbid by law to grow on drish ground. &

No more St. Patrick’s day we'll keep, his color can’t be seen,

For there’s a bloody law agin the wearin’ of the green.

I met with Napper Tandy, and he tuk me by the land,

And he said how's poor ould Ireland, and how does she stand ?

* She's the most distressful country that ever you have seen,

They're hangin’ men and women there for wearin’ of the green.”

11.
Then since the color we must wear is England’s cruel red,
Sure Ireland's sons will ne'er forget the blood that they have shed.
Youn may take the shamrock from your hat and cast it on the sod,
It will take root and flourish there though under foot ’tis trod.
When the law can stop the blades of grass from growing as they
ZTOW, : ~ I
* And when the leaves in summer time théie verdure dare not show,
Then 1 will change the color I wear in m}.r corbeen,
But till that day, plaze God, Il stick to wearin’ of the green. ;

']

111. .

* But if at last our_color should be torn from Ircland’s heart,
Her sons with shame and sorrow Trom the dear ould soil will part, -
I".:*e:;rd whisper of a conntry that-lies far beyant the say, :
Where rich and poor stand equal in the light of freedom’s day.
Oh, Erin, must we lave you, driven by the tyrant’s hand, : R
Must we ask a mother's welcome from-a strange but happier land,
Where the eruel cross of England’s thraldom never shall be seen,

And where, thank God, we'll live and die, still wearin' of the green!
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Woaords

WEARING OF THE CREY

by GEORGIUS

GGG *{- e

Music arvanged by ARMAND .
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{. The fear—ful struggle’s  end- ed now, And Peace smiles on our land, And
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fought them long, we fought them well, We  fought them night and day, And
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brave-ly struz-gled for our rights,While wear-mg of the Grey. And
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now that we  have ceasd to ﬁ;__rhl And plﬂl,:_--n-flnlrr sacred  word That
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we  a—gainst the Un - ion’s might No more will draw the — sword, We
sim - ple  suils  of grey com-posed  Our  en - ly coats of mail,” And
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Our cannons’ mouths are dumb,
Our vollied muskets peal,

Nnr gleams to mark. where uadrons rush,
* The light from flashing steel. \

No more our crossed and starry’flags
In gentle-dalliance play -

No more

With battle breeze as when we fought,

ﬁ, wearing uf the Grey.

Our cause 1s lost! No m-::nre. we fight
"Gainst overwhelming power,

All wearied are our lunbs and drenched
With many a battle shower.

We fain would rest.
We yield them up the day,

And lower the flag so proudly borne
While wearing of the Grey.

3 .

Defeat is not dishonor. No!
Of honor not bereft,

. We should thank God that in our breasts

This priceless boon is left.
And though we weep, ’tis for those-braves
Who stood in proud array
Beneath our flag, and nobly died «
While wearing of the Grey. ~
| ¥ .
When, in the ranks of war we stoods
And faced the deadly hail, .-
Our simple suits of grey composed
Our only coats of mail;
f those awful hours that marked
T e bloody battle-day
In memory we’ll still be seen
A wearing of the Grey,
Py
Oh! should we reach that glorious place
Where waits the sparkling crown
+For every one who for the'Right ~
" His soldier-life lay down,
n that happy :
ch asping*hands wtth those who fell
A wearmg of lhg Grey Ve
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For want of strength
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