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.. �.�T�~�e� Capture of t'e Cannon " 
'lhe young author of the foJlowing remarkable 

poem has been ranked by some critics as a balladist 
with Scott, Swinburne and Da.vis. Note the swing 
of the metre to correspond with the gallop of the 
cavalry. Sarsfield army answered then to the 
National Army of to-day;-

All on Il. starless August mom, 
Ere yet the first cock crcw, 

Brave Sarsfield took, from Limerick town, 
The Road to Killaloe. 

He gave the word, then fleetly spurred, 
By darkened vale and fen, 

And he sang this song, as he rode along 
At the head of five hundred men; 

.• The Dutch steal down from Cashel town 
With powder and ball and cannon, 

Ana flat tin-boats to use as floats 
In the mal'shes of the Shannon; 

But their guns we'll thieve, and their guns 
we'll leave, 

Their mouths the brown earth under, 
Pile powder and ball, tin-boats and all, 

And we'll blow the heap asunder." 

They rode to do I They rode to die I 
They rode more fleetly than the wind, 

'I'ill a castle towered before them lowered, 
And Limerick town lay far behind. 

To Ballyneety's towers they came 
Ere two of the clock had chimed, 

And they spake no words, but they loosed 
their swords, 

And rode with their mu kets primed. 

And Sarsfield baIted his cavalcade 
All in the tree-lined road; 

In the saddle he turned, and his bright eyas 
burned, 

Like discs of fir e they glowed; 
And he drew his sword, then he gave the word, 

And they swept on their enemy, 
And as muskets crashed, and sabres flashed, 

'lhey thundered right merrilie; 

.. Ho! ho! you're down from Cashel town 
With powder and ball and cannon, 

And your flat tin-boats to u e as floats, 
And ferry ye o'er the �~�h�a�n�n�o�n�;� 

But your guns we'U take, and your guns 
we'll stake, 

'l'heir mouths the brown earth unucr, 
Pile powder and ball, tin-Doats and all, 

And we'll blow the heap asunder." 

No man they spared when their swords they 
bared 

1111 the ground was strewn with dead, 
Till like stark hosts of dawn-caught ghosts 

The Dutchmen broke and fled. 
And when his band at his stern command 

Back in from their routine rode, 
Brave Sarsfield's eyes in the darkness burned, 

Like discs of fire they glowcd. 

Quoth he; .. Well uonc! Well fought anu won! 
Xow carry ;.' c out my plan, 

}'or" arsfield" is th word, my men, 
And 'ar·field i the man I" 

Ere the order slipped from hi lips they gripped 
The cannon and dragged them forth, 

Th y loaded th m well with powder and shell 
nd jammed tlll'ir mouth in tho enrth. 

lHl Htm·<fl In smilt,d as hi. ohliers pil ed 
u top of th loaded cannon, 

The fi at tin-bont to be USl, tl 1\. iJont. 
In tb ' Ul nr .. hc· of the 'hunnon. 

And over the plain they laid a train 
Of powder, then rode away, 

O'er dying and dead the cavalcade sped 
Ere the east 'gan growing grey. 

Then anon came a flasb, a quivering flash, 
And a bright white blinding flare! 

It seemed as though Heaven asunder was 
riven, 

For a crash rent the morning air, 
Tha.t rumbled the ground for leagues around 

And shuddered tbe hills of Clare I 

And Sarsfield halted his cavalcade 
All in the tree-lined road, 

In the saddle he turned, and his bright eyes 
burned, 

Like discs of fire they glowed. 
Ana he sheathed his sword, then fleetly spurred 

By brightening hill ana Gown, 
And he sang this song, as he rode along 

'ro the gates of Limerick town; 

•• 'lhe Dutch crept down from Cashel town 
With powder and ball and cannon, 

And their flat tin-boats to use as floats 
In the marshes of the Shannon; 

But their ranI,s we cleft, and their guns we left 
Their mouths the brown tarth under, 

Piled powder and ball. tin boats and all, 
And we blew the heap asunder. 

PADRIC GREGORY. 

-----<®>----

Leim an tSeabhaic 
(As dan Beul'la do cheap Kingsley). 

Ta uachtarlamh ag an namhaid san ar 
TO. geata an chaisleain da dh6gh 

Beirtear chugham cairt den Ihion is fearr 
Is ni olfad na dheaidh nios mo. 

Faigh m'arm is meide. a ghiolla na n-ae 
Is mo chapall-sa gleas in ch6ir, 

Go dtabharfaimid Ieim i ndeu'e na treimhse 
A chuirfidh gach n-aon chun sgeoin. 

Sin caitte mo re, sin deire na n-eucht 
Sin beannacht Ie taosgadh cairt 

Ach nil ridire treun i mbaile nO. i gcein 
Bhain suit as a shaol nios fearr. 

Cuirfad i gceill don gbramaraisc chlaein 
An chrioch dom leitMid ba chuibhe 

Mao thagaid fe dMin neid seabhaic Ie heigean 
Preaofaidh san aer on mbuidhin. 

Do phoirigh e fain is n-arm 's i n-eide 
�~� Is do phreab ar a chael-each luath 

Is cana do thaosg den dearg-fhion treun 
Do spriocfadh chun sgleipe slua. 

Do bhrostuig se an t-each Ie spora is Ie lasg 
Gur leim se tVar fala an chaisleain 

An gcarriag amach is breis is ceud slat 
De thitim ar fad go Mn. 

NU:lir fuaradh san ghleann an ridire teann 
Btl bhrusgar a chabhail 's n chnamha 

:Mo bheHnnacUt Ie {Olm is pHidir na dheabhaidh 
Mo hanam an tSeabhaic go brath. 

<I> 

A NATIO N' S LAN GUAG E. 
.. A p oplc without a language of its own is only 

hulf a Dlltion . A nalion should guard its �l�a�n�g�u�a�g�~� more 
than its tCl'l'itOl 'it;' ,;-'tiH a RUft>!· barrier, and morc 
important rronti",·, thnn fOl'trpss or rivpr. "-DAVIS . 
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