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(from Irish Melodies)

Forget Not the Field
Forget not the field where they perished,

  The truest, the last of the brave,

All gone--and the bright hope we cherished

  Gone with them, and quenched in their grave!

Oh! could we from death but recover

  Those hearts as they bounded before,

In the face of high heaven to fight over

  That combat for freedom once more;--

Could the chain for an instant be riven

  Which Tyranny flung round us then,

No, 'tis not in Man, nor in Heaven,

  To let Tyranny bind it again!

But 'tis past--and, tho' blazoned in story

  The name of our Victor may be,

Accurst is the march of that glory

  Which treads o'er the hearts of the free.

Far dearer the grave or the prison,

  Illumed by one patriot name,

Than the trophies of all, who have risen

  On Liberty's ruins to fame.

'Tis the Last Rose of Summer
'Tis the last rose of summer

  Left blooming alone;

All her lovely companions

  Are faded and gone;

No flower of her kindred,

  No rose-bud is nigh,

To reflect back her blushes,

  Or give sigh for sigh.

I'll not leave thee, thou lone one!

  To pine on the stem;

Since the lovely are sleeping.

  Go, sleep thou with them.

Thus kindly I scatter

  Thy leaves o'er the bed,

Where thy mates of the garden

  Lie scentless and dead.

So soon may I follow,

  When friendships decay,

And from Love's shining circle

  The gems drop away.

When true hearts lie withered,

  And fond ones are flown,

Oh! who would inhabit

  This bleak world alone?

(from National Airs)

So Warmly We Met (Hungarian Air)
So warmly we met and so fondly we parted,

  That which was the sweeter even I could not tell,--

That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted,

  Or that tear of passion, which blest our farewell.

To meet was a heaven and to part thus another,--

  Our joy and our sorrow seemed rivals in bliss;

Oh! Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other

  In smiles and in tears than that moment to this.

The first was like day-break, new, sudden, delicious,--

  The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet;

The last like the farewell of daylight, more precious,

  More glowing and deep, as 'tis nearer its set.

Our meeting, tho' happy, was tinged by a sorrow

  To think that such happiness could not remain;

While our parting, tho' sad, gave a hope that to-morrow

  Would bring back the blest hour of meeting again.

Poems by James Clarence Mangan
My Dark Rosaleen 

O MY Dark Rosaleen, 

   Do not sigh, do not weep! 

The priests are on the ocean green, 

   They march along the deep. 

There 's wine from the royal Pope, 

   Upon the ocean green; 

And Spanish ale shall give you hope, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My own Rosaleen! 

Shall glad your heart, shall give you hope, 

Shall give you health, and help, and hope, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

 Over hills, and thro' dales, 

   Have I roam'd for your sake; 

All yesterday I sail'd with sails 

   On river and on lake. 

The Erne, at its highest flood, 

   I dash'd across unseen, 

For there was lightning in my blood, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My own Rosaleen! 

O, there was lightning in my blood, 

Red lightning lighten'd thro' my blood. 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

All day long, in unrest, 

   To and fro, do I move. 

The very soul within my breast 

   Is wasted for you, love! 

The heart in my bosom faints 

   To think of you, my Queen, 

My life of life, my saint of saints, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My own Rosaleen! 

To hear your sweet and sad complaints, 

My life, my love, my saint of saints, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

Woe and pain, pain and woe, 

   Are my lot, night and noon, 

To see your bright face clouded so, 

   Like to the mournful moon. 

But yet will I rear your throne 

   Again in golden sheen; 

'Tis you shall reign, shall reign alone, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My own Rosaleen! 

'Tis you shall have the golden throne, 

'Tis you shall reign, and reign alone, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

Over dews, over sands, 

   Will I fly, for your weal: 

Your holy delicate white hands 

   Shall girdle me with steel. 

At home, in your emerald bowers, 

   From morning's dawn till e'en, 

You'll pray for me, my flower of flowers, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My fond Rosaleen! 

You'll think of me through daylight hours, 

My virgin flower, my flower of flowers, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

I could scale the blue air, 

   I could plough the high hills, 

O, I could kneel all night in prayer, 

   To heal your many ills! 

And one beamy smile from you 

   Would float like light between 

My toils and me, my own, my true, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My fond Rosaleen! 

Would give me life and soul anew, 

A second life, a soul anew, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

O, the Erne shall run red, 

   With redundance of blood, 

The earth shall rock beneath our tread, 

   And flames wrap hill and wood, 

And gun-peal and slogan-cry 

   Wake many a glen serene, 

Ere you shall fade, ere you shall die, 

   My Dark Rosaleen! 

   My own Rosaleen! 

The Judgement Hour must first be nigh, 

Ere you can fade, ere you can die, 

   My Dark Rosaleen!

Siberia

 In Siberia’s wastes

 The Ice-wind’s breath

 Woundeth like the toothèd steel;

 Lost Siberia doth reveal

 Only blight and, death.

Blight and death alone.

 No Summer shines.

 Night is interblent with Day.

 In Siberia’s wastes alway

 The blood blackens, the heart pines.

In Siberia’s wastes

 No tears are shed,

 For they freeze within the brain.

 Nought is felt but dullest pain,

 Pain acute, yet dead;

Pain as in a dream,

 When years go by

 Funeral-paced, yet fugitive, 

 When man lives, and doth not live,

 Doth not live - nor die. 


In Siberia’s wastes

 Are sands and rocks

 Nothing blooms of green or soft

 But the snow-peaks rise aloft

 And the gaunt ice-blocks.

And the exile there

 Is one with those;

 They are part, and he is part, 

 For the sands are in his heart,

 And the killing snows.

Therefore, in those wastes

 None curse the Czar.

 Each man’s tongue is cloven by

 The North Blast, that heweth nigh

 With sharp scimitar.

And such doom each drees,

 Till, hunger-gnawn,

 And cold-slain, he at length sinks there,

 Yet scarce more a corpse than ere

 His last breadth was drawn.

