A NEW SONGION THE pLORIOUS L'BERATION OF
, ; P e
REV'D IMcMAHON A ROMANICATHOLICK
Preist who was condem’d to be harg'd drawn & qnarter’d for
Adminstering the last wrignts of Religion®to the dying Soldiers in
THE FIELD OF BATTLE IN TORENTO IN
NORTH AMERIC A
‘COMPOSD BY W. BENNET —— Afr—Father Haughton—

©Come.all you Roman Catnolicks iitend unto my theme,

Jts of a virtuas holy Prdist Fatl:er Me Mahon it is his name
e was ill use’d & sore abuse’d & treat-d barbonrsly,

By a cruel band of reptiles vile but now thauk God he’s free,

When Father John was taken liis enemies they swore,

They seen bim on the battle field & he altstain’d iu gore,
With two revolvers in his belt & a Crusifix in his haad,
And that he was a leader unto the Fenian band, :

“Llere’s he was close Confin’d& sent to prison strong,
His cruel prosecnte. s they swore both right & wroog,
“They swore he was a rebel urto - he British Crown,
With kron ckains they Lonud him &nd he no mercy found

Tte wheu that Father John,was tried & that gailty he was fouud
qts then wuis auful senteuce it did the court contound,

To betharg’d drawn & quarter’d most dreadful was his doom
But he was a Christian soldier of the holy Church of Rome

When the Judge he pass'd his sentance Father John he did reply,
The Almighty will protectame your malice ¥ defy,

But ifX am doom’d to ithis dreadful-death Gods holy will be dona
That he may bless -oid Ireland & all her gallantSons,

‘Then he wasdradg’d to prison & there in a.dungeon cell,
Aud what he sufferd fox two years no mortal tounge can tell
M ith Tron bolts upon his feet & he chain’d to the wallf

Ilis creel keepers were severe no mercy shew'd at al',

No bed or cloathing he receiv’d.fit for a Christirn man,
And wreepedfo.d they pave th him it wastheir cursed plan
“To take away his precious life but God has sefi him fres,
Albpraisesto our heavenly King that died on Cawory,

Now Irelant’s Sons they well may boast of the Mc Mahons brave
For its inn.any a field of blood their eul antswords dig wave
“hey foueht for their fa:th & eountry they « ere @ noble clag,
Their cry waslibe ty or death & God tless Ireland

Now -all your bnmpers to the brim & let.t':e to st go round,
And dr nk unto ¢aco honest man that is { oth tree & souud,
A .d as to Pather John McMalion we thonk 1he L rd helsfree,
‘bhat he may cozqaer ol liafeesthat’s in Ameri a,
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