PADDY'S
R AMBLE.

J. Kendrew, Printer, Collier- Gate York.

BOUT nine years ago, I was digging of land;
With my b*oa"s om ray feet, and my (pade m
my hand, '
“Then I thought to myfelf. ’tis a pity to fee,
-Such a cleaver young lad digging turf on the lce,
Sing tuddy heigh ho.&c-

Then I threw off my Lro::g:r thook hamls with my
{pade,
And I went to the fair like a dathing yoang blade,
Where I met with a ferjeant. he afk d me to lift,
haymg great grammaghree g:ve us hold of your fift,
Sing tuddy heigh ho, &e.

“Then he gave me fwe guineas, he faid he’d no mores

If 1°d go to his quarters, he'd chalke up a fcore, -

He talk’d about quarters but no quarters for I,

So i put on ny hat, and faid Serjeant good byc,
Smg tuddy heigh ho, &¢.

Then early next moming to drill I was fent,

And it was there by my foul T began to repent,

There was marching and drilling, juft as they pleas’d,

Thgre was right and left wheel, and then ftand at eafe:
Sing tuddy heigh ho, &c

_ X have been in many battles, and have had good. luck,
Both at Vinegar hill. and Ballmag‘mmck :
Where the fmoke was fo thick, and the fire fo hoty, °
By my foul I dare not fire, leaft I thould be fhot,

Sing tuddy heigh ho, &,

It was nine years ago, thank heavenit’s not tea,
But now 1 m at home, sigging murphys agzin,
Succefs toold reland, and Gob fave the King,
" When the warsare all over ill turn foldicr again.

Smg tuddy heigh ho, &c.




