The Queen of the May.

To the wild warbler’s hymns leafy groves far resound,

  The meadows with blossoms are fragrant and gay,

The woodlands new-mantled shed incense around

  And all festive earth greets the fair Queen of the May.

Shall not we share in nature’s glad, jubilant mood

  And, with emulous zeal, as in her gen’rous way,

Pour the warm homage out, in glad offerings renewed

  Of our hearts, love-incensed, to the Queen of the May.

For of lands great and small through the wide earth in sooth

  Than our own Inisfail is there one should to-day

With more grateful hosannas the glories salute

  Of the cause of our joy, the sweet Queen of the May?

In the days when her priests were by ban-dogs pursued

  And could only as outlaws their flocks darkly meet,

When her children no more, save in lone cave or wood,

  Could in Holy Mass kneel at their Lord’s bleeding feet,

It was you, fairest Queen, in those evil days past

  Were in sorrow their solace, in danger their shield;

And the deeper their sufferings dark clouds o’er them cast

  But with trust all the more to your heart they appealed.

When they toiled in the bog or on hill’s furrowed height

  ‘Wirra Wahir’ was the name their lips murmured e’ermore,

And when night’s tales were done round the turf’s waning light,

  By their rude forms bending, your ‘beads’ they told o’er.

And if yet, daring dungeon and dolour and death

  And the fate of wild beasts on the mountains and moors,

They cherished and guarded and left us the Faith

  Under God, Help of Christians, the triumph is yours.

For this ‘Faith of our Fathers’ the fight we’ll maintain.

  (Subtle foes ‘gainst it muster their might’s dark array)

And with you, to whom soul never pleaded in vain,

  By our side, we will fail not, great Queen of the May.

