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G O D B L E S S  

A L L Y O Ü I W I S H E S



YH3SITE ADQRMU3

0 mystery of God in man 
Too deep;for us to understand 1 

He is  too weak and small 
To hold the children*» h a ll  ,

Yet earth and s!$y 
together l i e

Within the hollow of Hi® hand.*

Sweet Baby lip s  that cry 
I f  % ry  be not nigh 
to cheer the gloom of night ,

Who could, conceive [
That on C reation’ s eve ^ j
they spake . , "  and. i t  was Light ’’

Sweet %by hands up »pressed • 
Dimpled and creased and curled **
Don H©r h e a r t ; o f love ,

Who would have guessed 
They wrought the mighty world 
And a l l  the s ta rs  above %

Sweet daby eyes th at look $
As in a wonder-book »
Upon a world new-found 
Of touch and sig h t and sound ,

Who would surmise 
liia t you are  wise 
With a l l  the wisdom of the sk ie s

eg God bless dLl your ipish.es, 

And all your hopes and lougiig, 

And all year beard’s rejoicing, 

When. Christmas time is here. 

May the blessitg and smile of Mary ,

The Mather of Christ Our Saviour,

Shine bright on the ipay s you’re jaritg , 

Through every jtdure year.

Brian O'Magins



Sr’“-

THE GOD CHILD

Sweet Baby Hands up-pressed ** 
Dimpled and creased and curled -  
Against Our Lady's breast »
Upon her heart of love ,

Who would have guessed 
You hold the mighty world 
And a l l  the stars  above ?

Sweet Baby Lips that cry ,
I f  Mary be not nigh 
To cheer the gloom of night ,

Who would oonaefefree
That on Creation*s eve
You spake -  " and i t  was lig h t"?

Sweet Baby Eyes that look 
With mild surprise 
Upon a world new-found 
Of touch and sight and sound , 

Who would surmise 
In You alone 
Dwells a l l  that is  
Or may be known ?

00900038999000800008
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Chrl strana again  l atid as 'we. cooe b e fo r e ’
.'The wisifr w® .ponder «v er sor® and :aorft-;
£>#es t  oonp i i  ca t I one in. a- s ir. p is Un, ug . -  
3ora  in  .a enable y e t , a; « ìish ty  : Kin& •
The .Word Iiica&at® y et He cm h o t e ;epfc l 
Ai 1 101303 dep&.od o:.r ;::1 ;i , y e t  m tet He seek .
Pv; =.: /'..iC to  l iv e  . Wary’ :? 'addon breast. .
He- i t - psrpedual^ jcot i i n  and w>oFpnt>,upl r e s t  ? 
p or over beate :f  or. bs Hi» Hvnan pipar t  ; 
xe t i s  Ke .One- and ■ Channel a ssr ■■without part . 
Unknown on d& rth $&ve to  the chosen low ,
Xu Heaven a l l  the Hosts c f. Angela ..knas? •
dt'vhii- ail;] ò s o #  * the'- -'and. f?y“o llae  *
He ©ivae thè t e l e  to ev ery th in e  iu'. Tirso . 
d w elling * i  one®bln. every p a rt o f 8;>nce .» ' 
y;S> i s  He cobinned in  t h is  tin y  p ia c e  . 
ifern o f the V irg in  0  yet. b e fo re  ": i s  b i r t h  - 
Ohoso- Her a i  d estin ed  ;Queen o f Heaven and Varth 
U nfathenable sysfcory of Oo&- in  Han 1 
A ft or a l l  search  no end ohei’e wo Ijsgsn: ,
^£3 "r>otdr-o';d?.dd l®lplhd:di®nrt-.ha\fa eway ;
As on our ■'•cnoos b efo re  the C rib  «e pray .



(  2k>«st-*rv*S )

THE MYSTERY OP CHRISTMAS

Sweet Baby Hands up-pressed -  
Dimpled and creased and curled - 
Against Our Lady's breast ,
Upon her heart of love ,

Who would have guessed 
They hold the mighty world 

 ̂ And a l l  the stars  above ?

Sweet Baby Lips th at cry ,
I f  Mary be not nigh 
To cheer the gloom of night ,

Who would conceive 
That on C reation's eve 

(^««JT hey spake -  " and i t  was lig h t " ?

Sweet Baby Eyes that look 
With mild surprise  
Upon a world new-found 
Of touch and sight and sound , 

Who would surmise 
In You alone 
Dwells a l l  that is  ,
Or can be known ?nwy

~fy'0-rf’iYv\e/ She\v\e(iruj





OF TIPPIEODE OH THE DEATH

" Some DOOgeral rhymes"

Tipple* X know thou a r t  not really  dead*
That was not thee we laid  beneath the sod;

Thy s p ir i t  was a thing unlimited*
A small imperishable spark of Sod#

Mot back to Chaos was thy Being sent*
As went to nothingness thy mortal frame;

Thine was a soul too kind, too innocent
To vanish In the void from whence I t  come

Somewhere I know -  In some c e le s tia l  sphere*
The goodness which was thine » was thee -  s t i l l  l iv e s ,

S t i l l  conscious Is of hope and joy and fe a r ,
S t i l l  conscious too of love i t  takes and gives*

Oh joyt that in my mournful soul and blind
Has flashed the vision of a tru th  sublime

"That love which glows on earth fro® mind to mind 
Shall glow Eternally — as once In Time.

With calmer mind I go to meet the fate
Of coming years, by confidence sustained

That I shall meet ray old friend soon or la te  
In that fa r  region of the Unattalned.

Tipple, I know w ill ever watch and w ait,
Barking whenever Heaven*s door-bell p eals,

And stand by P eter, as he opes the Gate
To sn iff each new come s p ir i t  a t  the heels;

Mot Michael*s Heavenly uard in fiery  m all,
Kor singing saints do X f i r s t  wish to see,
But Tipplers faithful eyes and wagging t a l l  

When Peter turns for me the Golden Key.

E.M.S



; I  know thou apt not peallv dead
fi»h^«aiy»7+3 n°^ w® beneath the sod:
fhy^splrlt was a thing unllnited.

A small imperishable spark of <3*od«

Not back to  Chaos was thy Being sent,
Thin« ^ n o th in gn ess thy mortal frame?

!!!!,V auS?u^.i'00 ^iod »too innocent 
To vanish in  the void from whence i t  came

Somewhere I know -in  some- c e le s tia l  snhereM -
S M B  was thine -►was thee -  s t i l l  liv es  ^ ^  conscious is  of hope and Joy and fe a r V s

S t i l l  conscious top of love i t  a 0iV0S

Oh Joy • th at in njy aofnful soul and blind
Has flashed the vision of a tru th  sublime: -  

That loyo whiah ¿lows on earth from mind to  mind 
Shall glow e tern ally  as once in Time.

*""<#
With calmer mind I  go to  meet the fa te  

Of coming years ,by confidence sustained 
That I  shall meet my old friend soon or la te  

In th at fa r  region of the Unattained.

Tipple ,1  know w ill e te r  watch and wait ,
Barking whenever Heaven’ s door-bell rings* peals 

And stand by P eter ,as  he opes the Gate
To sn iff each newcoae s p ir it  a t  the heels •

Not Michaels Heavenly Guard in f ie ry  mail , 
Nor singing sain ts do I f i r s t  wish to  see 

But Tipple’ s fathful eyes and wagging t a i l  
When P eter turns fo r me the Golden Key .

xxxxxx.



TURF CARTS IN CO, GALWAY

Saturday morning is  market day,
And along the road hy the su rf , 

With a rumble, rumble a l l  the way, 
The ca rts  go by with tu r f .

All the way to Galway town,
In sunshine, storm or rainj 

Ten miles th ere , with up and down, 
And ten miles back again*

I  hear the wheels upon the road -  
A mile behind, a mile ahead -  

As through the night they bring th e ir  load. 
While folk are s t i l l  in bed*

Far off a t f i r s t  and very f a in t ,
I  hear them jog along,

With now and then a loud complaint, 
And now and then a song*

They get quite loud as they get near 
And go by with a ro a r ,

Which fades away t i l l  I  can hear 
The waves upon the shore*

I  press my nose against the pane 
To watch them going byj 

And sometimes they are drenched with ra in . 
And sometimes they are dry*

I wish I  had an ass and c a r t ,
And tu rf to put in i t ;

I t  would not take me long to s ta r t  -  
I*d go th is  very minute*

When I*m a man and grown up quite 
1*11 buy one of my own,

And get up in the dead of night 
And drive i t  into town*



I

turf carts by galway bay

(The meditations of an Ir is h  lad of 8years as he watches 
the tu rf ca rts  go by from h is cottage on the Splddal Road )

Saturday morning is  market day ,
And along the road by the surf ,

With a rumble , rumble a l l  the way ,
The ca rts  go by with tu rf .

A ll the way to Galway town ,
In sunshine , storm or rain  ;

Ten j l l e s  there , with up and down ,
And ten miles back again .

I  hear the wheels upon the road -  
A mile behind a mile ahead - 
As through the night they bring th e ir  load 
W hilst fo lk  are ¿ i l l  in bed .

Far o ff a t f i r s t  and very fa in t  ,
I  hear them Jog along ,

With now and then a loud complaint ,
And now and then a song .

They get qu ite  loud as they get neat 
And go by with a roar ,

Which fades away t i l l  I  can hear 
The waves upon the shore .

I  press my nose against the pane 
To watch them going by:

And sometimes they are drenched with rain 
And sometimes they are dry.

I wish I  had an ass and c a r t ,
And tu rf to put in i t  ;

I t  would not take me long to s t a r t -  
I  'd go th is  very minute .

When I'm a man and grown up quite 
I  '11  buy oneo of my own ,

And get up in the dead of night 
And drive i t  into town .



TUB? C&KT3 m  QaWAX S aI

(The meditations of an Irish  tad of 8years 
the turf carts  go by fro® his cottage on

as he watches 
the 3pidda 1 ?-oad )

Saturday morning Is market day *
And along the road by the surf ,

With a rumble , rutrbls a l l  the way , 
the ca rts  go by with turf *

a l l  the way to Galway town ,
In sunshine » storm or rain ;

Ten J ile s  there , with uo and down , 
and ten mites back again ,

I hear the wheels tmon the road »
A mil© behind a mile ahead »
As through the night they bring th eir toad 
Whilst folk are  A ll ! In bed ,

fa r  off a t f i r s t  and vary fa in t t 
I hear the® Jog along ,

with now and then a loud complaint ,
And now and then a song .

hey g© gulte loud as they get neat 
And go by with a roar *

Which fades away t i l t  I can hear 
The waves upon the shore ,

I press my nose against the pane 
To watch the® going by;

And sometimes they are drenched with rain  
And sometimes they are  dry*

I wish I had an aas and cart*
And turf to put in i t  ?

I t  would not take ©@ long to s ta r t»
I *d go this very minute .

h‘hen I*® a assn and grown up quite 
I ’ 11 buy orteo of ay own *

And get up in the dead of nis?ht 
And drive i t  into town .



TO DAPHNE

Who la Daphne ? Don’ t  you know ?
She Is the momIng dew 

That shines In ©very cops© ,
In myriad drops ,
Each bright with rainbow hue t 
So much Apollo loves her 
( And I do too )

Who la Daphne f  Don’ t  you know t 
She Is a chi id so sweet and mild ,
So good and kind , In heart and mind , 
You are a t  once beguiled *
And **■ by the sta rs  within th e ir  courses 
She draws the most amazing horses , 
Horses that dance and prance »
Wuth eyes a flashing » hoofs a dashing 
Manes of flame , and t a i l s  the same •», 
Ju st such steeds Apollo needs 
To drive his radiant car  
Up ,up on high , across the sky 
Above the morning s ta r  »**
The famous Horses of the Sun
Who gallop fo rth  when Night is  done ,
And the shining Day begun «

who is  Daphne ? Now you know
Something a t  le a s t  -
But 9 lik e  the man In Holy Mrlt >
At the famous Wedding Feast »
1 have kept the best of I t  
U ntil the very end *- 
Whish Is just th is -  
She -  is  *  my -  friend I

t  thank you Daphne fo r  your g if t  
of w itty verse and coloured a r t  
From the bottom of my h eart :
And In return I truly pray
That God w ill bless you every day .



TO mPHNE

Who 1b Daphne ? Don’ t  you know ?
She Is the morning dew 

That shines In every copse ,
In myriad drops ,
Bach bright with rainbow hue i 
So much Apollo loves her 
( And I do too V

Who Is Daphne ? Don’ t  you know ?
She Is a c h i ’ d bo eweet and mild ,
So good and kina , In heart ana mind ,
Uou are a t once beguiled ,
And • by the stars"w ithin th e ir  courses! -  
She draws the most amaking horses ,
Horses that dance and prance ,
v.'uth eyes a flashing } hoofe a dashing ,
Fanes of flame t and ta ils  the same •••
Ju st such steeds Apollo needs
To drive his radiant car
Up »up on high , across the sky
Above the morning s ta r
Hie famous Horses of the Sun
Who gallop forth  when Hi^it is  done ,
And the shining Day begun •

Who Is Daphne ? Now you know
Something a t  le a st -
But , 11 e the man In Holy H rlt ,
At the famous Wedding Feast ,
I have kept the best of i t  
Until the very end . -  
Which is Just th is -  
She -  is -  my -  friend l

1! thank you Daphne fo r your g if t  
Of witty verse and coloured a r t  
From the bottom of my heart *
And In return I truly pray
That God w ill bless you every day •



And with a gun 

Froze ever ; one, .

Saying " s t ic k  up / s tic k  up l 51 

At th is  the "Funny Bird -  

Q,u 1 • e undeterred 

Said "Hiccup I Hiccup l "

This gave the robber such a s ta r t  

ne dropped M s gun Mnd f e l t  h is heart 

Vihich was going p it te r  -pat .

Then tripping on the mat 

He fled  the house 

Like frightened mouse .

And as her Dad the gun did pick up 

nue 'bird kep saying "Hiccup •’ Hiccup •

' i l l  the *an was lo s t  to v iéw_»

And I f  you think th is  I s n 't  true 

Ju s t ask the bird unon the sh elf 

ur make a b e tte r  one yourself .



ELASTIC BANDS

E la s tic  bands J e la s tic  bands J 
I love to  twine them round ay hands ,
Or stre tch  them out when they are slack  
T ill  , with a f lip  , they jump right back 
Sometimes they jump into the a ir  
And I can’ t  find them anywhere .

Sometimes I wind them round a lid  
( The way Miss Jones our teacher did )
And when I twang them quick and sharp 
They aake a sound just lik e a harp .
And i f  I put i t  next ay ear
The noise i t  makes gets s t i l l  more clear.

E la s tic  bands e la s tic  bands 
They say they come from foreign lands • 
You would not think so ta^ th eir looks , 
But yet i t  says so in traBr books .
In some far distant forest tree ,
This rubber grew there just fo r me •

E la s tic  bands l e la s tic  j^nda J 
There ’ s no one really  uBLerstands 
How I adore e la s tic  bands •

i t » i • * ♦ * {'.{■! ! » ! ii! » * S i {
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ASSUMPTION DAY

In Heaven to-day there is  holiday 
Such foolish  things he heeds must say 
Who would speak of the mysteries sublime 
Of Eternity  in the words of Time —
For th is is  Our Lady’ s Assumption Day i
And the New Jerusalem is  gay
With colours of opal and amethyst ,"
And dew-drops the morning sun has kessed ;
And the robes of the Saints as they come and go 

avSet brighter than sunshine on untrodden snow .

The Angels are waiting , t ie r  on t ie r  ,
For the Qmeen of Heaven to appear .
Michael is .th e re  , with his shining host , 
Strong in the might of the Holy Ghost ;
And Raphael waits , and Gabriel
Who gave the message that s ta rtled  Hell .
The Holy Innocents , too , are there
With eager and expectant air-% -
And the Cherubim and Seraphim
M ajestic Beings whose outlines dim
Are lo s t  in the blaze of Holy Light
That screens the Throne from mortal sight .
And the Holy Elders , a score and four , 
Casting th e ir  crowns fo r evermore 
By the crystal sea on i t s  mirrored shore .» -  
All , a l l  are waiting to sing her Pfa lJ e , 
Who nursed a t Her breast The Ancient of Days , 
For did not Our lady Queen give kirt-a 
To the King of Heavnn as well as Earth ?.

st

There is  silence in Heaven -  a l i t t l e  space . 
She is coming i God s miracle of ,
She is  coming j Whose heel on the serpent trod  
She is  coming . the Virgin Mother of God .

Past a l l  the Saints who'"Sing th e ir thanks , 
Patriarchs and Prophets in th eir ranks , 

the nine angelic choirs - 
S ti l l  seeking Him her heart desires - 
Flesh o? Her flesh  and bone of Her bone -  

6omes a t  la s t  to the cry sta l throne .

Now a l l  the hosts of Heaven UAise . -
Their countless voices in a shou P



And now the Queen receives her crown ; 
While every creature,, bowing down 
Makes sueh sweet homage with his lip s  
As ravished John in his Apocalypse .

So loud a shout of joy is  sent
Prom Seavasi s high tower and battlement
The fallen  angels hear i t  well ,
And tremble in the depths of hell i 
Of a l l  the creatures in that heavmnly host 
Her most they fear » Her hate the most •

But Heaven and Earth must needs be gay 
On th is Our Lady s Assumption Day ;
For a Queen has come to her throne to reign , 
And a Mother has come to Her Son again •

!?. |v1of+('»eV' S t a n d i n g

ir .iH . SI- CtlA. d

k ipfi €
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ASSUMPTION DAY

In Heaven to-day there is  holiday 
Such foolish things he needs must say 
Who would speak of the mysteries sublime 
Of Eternity in the words of Time —
For this is  Our Lady's Assumption Day «
And the New Jerusalem is  gay
With colours of opal and amethyst
And dew-drops the morning sun has kfssed ;
And the robes of the Saints as they come and go 

ctvfte brighter than sunshine on untrodden snow .

The1 Angels are waiting , t ie r  on tie r  ,
For the Queen of Heaven to appear .
Michael i s . there , with his shining host , 
Strong in the might of the Holy Ghost ;
And Raphael waits , and Gabriel
Who gave the message that sta rtled  Hell .
The Holy Innocents , too , are there 
With eager and expectant air-tg*
And the Cherubim and Seraphim «■*«
M ajestic Beings whose outlines dim
Are lo s t in the blaze of Holy Light
That screens the Throne from mortal sight .
And the Holy Elders , a score and four ,
Casting th eir crowns fo r evermore
By the crystal sea on i ts  mirrored shore J -
All , a l l  are waiting to sing her praise
Who nursed at Her breast The Ancient of Days ,
For did not Our lady Queen give birth
To fch.© King of Hostvflw ns wol! ns Enrfcn #

4

st

There is  silence in Heaven -  a l i t t l e  space .
She is coming God s miracle of Grace *,
She is coming Whose heel on the serpent trod y 
She is  coming . the Virgin Mother of God •

ast a ll  the Saints who“"fflhg th eir thanks 
atriarchs and Prophets in their ranks > 
ggfttak 11 the nine angelic choirs - 
t i l l  seeking Him her heart desires -  
lesh of Her flesh  and bone of Her bone 
he- Comes a t la s t  to the cry sta l throne .

aw a ll  the hosts of Heaven feAAae
heir countless voices in a shout of praise ,

-j



And now the Queen receives her crown ; 
While every creature^, bowing down o 
Makes such sweet hoaage with his lip s  
As ravished John in his Apocalypse .

So loud a shout of Joy is  sent
Proa. Heave* s high tower and battlement
The fallen  angels hear i t  well ,
And tremble in the depths of hell »
Of a l l  the creatures in that heavnnly host 
Her most they fear , Her hate the most .

But Heaven and Earth must needs be gay 
On .this Our Lady s Assumption Day ;
For a Queen has come to her throne to reign , 
And a Mother has come to Her Son again •

pi©ffi-meV' ^"feme’ll

Ir .iH , Sh a  (a cl 

k. cvft 6 *7J lh /1

U a  'W aa<c . 
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TURF CARTS IN COUNTY GALWAY

Saturday morning is  market day ,
And along the road "by the surf , 

With a rumble , rumble a l l  the way , 
The ca rts  go by with tu rf .

A
A ll the way to Galway town ,

In sunshine , storm and ra in  :
Ten m iles there , with up and down , 

And ten miles back again .

I  hear the wheels tijpon the road -  
A mile behind , a mile ahead -  

As through the dark they bring th e ir  load 
While fo lk  are s t i l l  in bed .

Far o ff a t f i r s t  and very fa in t  ,
I  hear them jog along ,

With now and then a loud complaint , 
And now and then a song .

They get quite loud as they come near, 
And go by with a roar ,

Which fades away u n til I  hear 
The waves upon the shore .

I  wish I  had an ass and ca rt ,
And tu rf to put in i t  ;

I t  would not take me long to s ta r t  , 
I  ' d go th is  very minute .

When I  'to a man and grow up quite 
.1 ' l l  buy one of my own ,

And get up in the dead of night 
And drive i t  int<b town .

ooooooooooooOOOooooooooooo



m m  CARTS IS C0UHT3T ftAIMtt
*

Saturday morning Is market day ,
And along the road by the surf * 

with a rumble * rumble a l l  the way * 
The ca rts  go by with tu rf  •

A ll the way to Galway town #
In sunshine * storm and ra in  t 

Ten miles there , with up and down , 
And ten miles back again *

I hear the wheels $ pen the road #
A mile behind * a mile ahead <►

As through the dark they bring th e ir  load » 
While folk are  s t i l l  In bed *

Par off a t  f i r s t  and very ta in t  ,
I  hear them Jog along » 

with now and then a loud complaint * 
And now and then a song *

They get quite loud as they con© near» 
And go by with a ro ar * 

which fades away u n til I hear 
The waves upon the shore *

I wish I had an ass and c a r t  »
And turf to put in it j It would not take me long to start * I * d go this very minute *

when I  *m a man and grow up quite  
I *11 buy one of my own *

And get up In the dead of night 
Ana drive i t  infcb town *

ooooooooooooOOOooooooooooo



TURF m  X R EU m

Tuff— ( 8dtinm called  peat In meet countries ) le 

used as flel In many parte of Ireland * The country 

people cut i t  frem ile tu rf “bogs “ In blocks , which are  t  

then put out to ùrgt * When ready they are  taken In 

donkey » ca rts  to  be sold a t the nearest market ,

For a load lik e  the one in the picture you would have to  

pay a out « Often the tu rf vendors have to  lead

up and be on the toad before dawn so as to  get* to the 

market in time *

4  tu rf f i r e  has a ch a ra c te r is tic  and delicious frag*»

ranee % %© well-know smell of certa in  tweeds , such as the

Donegal tweed , is  caused by the smell of the tu rf f ire s

which clin gs to thè ham  as the peasant women weave i t

into d o th  in th eir white-washed gwfctatgrty thatched

cottages * This p icture was taken in fron t of one of the
famous

cottages In the famus Kladdagh d is tr ic t  in Galway City . 

% e fltcuresque Kladdagh ls ,a la s ,n o  more -  a modem 

urban council having decided feat ** in sp ite  of th e ir  

a r t i s t i c  and h is to ric  associations » fee cottages would 

have to come down as they did not come up to modem 

hygenle requirements *

The verses which follow are supposed to express fee 

m editlatlons of a l i t t l e “Bucall“ -  a l i t t l e  bo of aobout 

s ix  years of age as he he hears ( or sees ? ) the turf  

c a r t  passing by in fee very early mofeing along fee  

coast road by fee famous Galway Bay »



TURF IN IRELAND

Turf ( jaSfasn ca lled  peat in  most countries ) is  

used as £1 e l in  many parts of Ireland . The country 

people cut i t  from ttie tu rf "bogs " in blocks , which are t 

then put out to dry . When ready they are taken in 

donkey -  ca rts  to be sold a t the nearest market .

For a load lik e  the one in the p ictu re you would have to 

pay about . . Often the tu rf vendors have tô  lead

up and; be on the fobad before dawn so as to get to the 

market in time .

A tu rf f i r e  has a c h a ra c te r is t ic  and d elicious fra g ­

rance ; The well-know smell of ce rta in  tweeds , such as the 

Donegal tweed , is  caused by the smell of the tu rf f i r e s  

which clin g s to the harn as the peasant women weave i t  

in to  clo th  in th e ir  white-washed KHüagBx thatched

cottages . This p ictu re  was taken in  fro n t of one of the
famous

cottages in  the famus Kladdagh d is t r ic t  in  Galway City . 

■̂ he fîidscuresque Kladdagh is ,a la s ,n o  more -  a modern 

urban council having decided that -  in  sp ite  of th e ir  

a r t i s t i c  and h is to r ic  asso cia tio n s , the cottages would 

have to come down as they did not come up to modern 

hygenic requirements .

The verses which follow  are sueposed to express the 

m editiations of a l i t t le " B u c a l l "  -  a l i t t l e  bo;/ of aobout 

s ix  years of age as he he hears ( or sees ? ) the tu rf 

cartd passing by in the very early motning along the 

coast road by the famous Galway Bay .



When a l l  the atoms spun and c  ried  
To come together in a world »
And on the newly finished earth  
The plants and animals had b irth  , 
clod gave to each i ts  proper share 
Of things to eat and things to wear.

To m *ry bird  He gave i ts  feathers  
To guard against inclement weather f 
The rhino*s vast and bulgy side  
He covered with a w rlntry hide ;
While to prevent the wintry c h ills  
He gave the armadillo quills*

Lest the sn ails should fe e l  unwell 
He housed him In his curly sh ell ; 
and to the hug© and grizzly  bear 
A shaggy coat he gave to  wear.
The peacock' have th eir gorgeous ta i l s  
The f is te s  irld lseen t scales * 

e cannot but with joy admire 
How each an,' a l l  has his a ttire *

But man came from the hand of Clod 
As naked as the Jumping frog«
Hence scep tics , in th e ir  narrow groove 
Use th is as argument to prove 
That God cares less fo r such as us 
Than for the hippopotamus.
But they forget He gave us Reason ;
And th is fo r ev’ ry changing season 
Man makes h is clothes to meet 
The Summer sun o r Wintry s le e t «

But lo'l the sun has gone to  re s t  I 
Your cardon l I must change my v e st.
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But man came from .the hand of God 
as naked as ih^giimPing frog.
Hence sceptics f  in th e ir  nSrrow groove 
1S° th is  as argument to  prove 
Hfht God cares le ss  for such as us 
Than fo r the hippopotamus ,
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