logprechaun’s l.ament

Parregn Shell
1/15/07

%,

Twas a long, but special, gventful dag,
When me ol’ Granddad went out to plag,

He'd elimbed upon a ridge on high,
when a twinklg of somethin’ caught his ¢ye.

Mnd far begond the vallgy haze,
a glimmer of gold had fetehed his gazg!

[t sgemed to shimmer bgngath the sky
and callegd to him, youthful and spry.

It said to he, “Frignd comg hither!”
{nd that he did, to find the glitter.

1Ind so he clamored, both far and widg.
He traversed gntirg mountainside.

Mnd ‘twen the raygs of rainbow fell
upon a rocky ereggkside swell,

‘twas thereg he found his lifg content!
Gold and Silver of life’s lament.



He Rept it all safg and hoarded so...
that narg a family soul did know.

The bloke had sgeretly Rept awagy
a stash of treasurg of vast arrag.

Nong had known of his seducing prize,
antil it had bgecomeg his great degmise.

He Rept it all burigd in dismal gloom,
as if it werg sacred bongs of a tomb.

He fretted and fraged in his homg in the village.
What if somg soul had pilfered and pillaged?

“What if they took what is rightfully ming?
“Twas [ that did and diligently find

these jewels, thegse coins, thgsg swords that shing!
I'11 Rill the soul that unrightfully finds

my treasurg, my love, its ming, ming, MINE!
I'll strangle theg ngek of the mercilgss swing,

that removgs all mg treasure I've clgverly hidden.
[t only belongs to he that is biddgn!

To claim it, proteet it, Reep it all safe,
and negver suceumb to carglgssnegss haste.

For ‘twas | that found it..gyes it was me!
'vg vowed to proteet its sgergey!

No ong could ecovet this hoard of ming...
this oncg in a lifgtime tregasurge find!

They could not lust after the rich...
the succulgnt...thg savory...delicious stitch



of gvery plegat of fing rogal silk,
gvery pearl...parg as mom’s milk.

They simply ecould not, would not carg...
for the greatest rewards this trgasurg could bear.

1nd so | shall Reep it...sgeret and nall.
I'll ngver give up its location in full.”
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{Ind that’s how hg Igft it..and Igft us, to boot!
We ngver found treasurg, ngver found loot.

We survived upon sorrow, and faming abound!
No ong found comfort from what’s in that ground.

No ong found food, or happingss at all.
Il that we found was the freasare chest call.

It’s instilled in our blood...in our very veins!
It's warmed by the sun...coolgd by the rains.

Mnd [ will find fury..morg likely than not...
morg likegly than tregasurg in somg speeial spot.

Mg family has rotted..mg pargnts have digd...
but could that location gver be prigd

from a dgsegndgnt...from somegong who cargd?
[ do not think so...I do not darg

to gver think erossly of dgcisions madg
by mg Irish Rin, from garligr days.

&0 maybg we'll starve..maygbg we'll dig.
Who really cargs when there’s tregasurg to vig?



Perhaps thereg will be fairigs...all around
that carg morg for pegoplg than gold in the ground.

Maybg there will be truth unsold...
Possibly faith..unwant of the gold.

Magybg the valugs of loveg and peace
will comg beforeg greed and unworthy grigf.

Magybg the Igssons unlgarnegd beforg...
Will be held as honor, of lovg oneg adorngd.

But, just so you Rnow it, just so you carg...
That samg golden treasurg is unclaimed and unbgared!

Just 1ook to the sun, when the rains have diminished...
lsook to the soils..wherg rainbows finishl!

It's always there...waiting for vigwers.
[t's poisonous head..waiting to skewer.

Oh, ygs, it is there...that, gou can bet.
Mang still search. Mang still fret.

Bat not this old bloke...I no longer carg.
[ nged no gold...no jewels so fair.

[ must be the only Irish of old...
that would rather sge rainbows...than trgasures of gold.
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