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Oh! mourn ye in grief With a wail for the dead, O mourn ye for souls That for}
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ever have fled, O! mourn ye the blood On the steel-rusted hlade "Tis
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swamps of the south And in green sunny
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all that is left Of the I_rish Brigade. Exiles from home, Leaving
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kin_dred to sigh For the land of their love They went forth to die In the
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glade, Lie the soldiers who fought In the
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‘When death-dealing batteries
Swept legions away,
And havoe and ruin
Were winning the day,
When the stout-hearted quaild,
And were shrinking (lismay’d,
With a shout on the foe
Dashed the Irish Brigade.
With the green flag of Erin
They followl hrave Meagher,
Mid the earnage of hattle
A bright shining star __
Who, fearless of danger
The onward charge made,
And led to fresh glory
The Irish Brigade,
3
Oh! grieve not their banners
Are shatterd and torn,
That bullets have piered them
And battles have worn,
The hearts that upheld them
Have never betrayed,
The name nor the fame
Of the Irish Brigade.
The fields where they rest,
Are the fields of their fame,
Where their warm blood was shed
In Fidelitys name;
Where, ecold in the grave,
Their trophies are laid,
"Till the Archangel’s voice
Wakes the Irish Brigade.
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