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WRITTEN IN IRELAND.

|

How bleft would be Iérne’s ifle,

Were bigotry and all 1t’s guile
Chac’d as a cloud away ;

Then would Religton rear her head,

And {weet Contentment round her {pread,

Like a new dawn of day.

L Come then, oh come, thou Truth divine!
With double radiance deign to fhine,
Thy heavenly light expand ;
'T1s thine to chafe thefe clouds of night,
Which darken and confound the fight
In this divided land.

Attendant
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Attendant on thy pmfp’ro;is tram -

I fee fweet Peace with honeft gain .
Spread wide her liberal hand, -

While Difcord, mafk’d in deep difguife,

Abafh’d from forth her prefence flies,
Struck by her magic wand.

Around, where now in ruins lie
Thy facred altars, I efpy
Fair Order rear each pile,
Whilit o’er thy wilds forlorn and wafte,
Lo, Induftry with nimble hafte
Makes hill and valley {mile.

No more thy fons in fell defpite,

A murderous band array’d in white,
Shall deal deftrution round;

- Each man beneath his vine fhall reft,
No more by Bigotry opprett,
But Truth by Peace be crown’d.

Then
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Then fhall Ierne tune her lyre,
And with united voice confpire
To hail her happy ftate 5
All hail, Ierne, Nature’s pride,
No more fhall wars thy land divide,
Wert thou as goo;:l as great,




