L DT T T o

s

| - THE ADTENTURES OF
JOIN MANKS AND HIS
POCK MARKD CAT

| ~ Ete last night about 47 years ago | aeceivd a letter of an old

I hags death, I was 6o over joyed at 1he sad news every tear that

fell fromthe bottom of my belly, would split 6 fathom of wurf or »

or set amillgoing. I took a fit of running With my 2 shin bones

in my pock t & my head undergrm, sittingdown every minute

to rest myvelf,. Until I met John Jervie. an old hackney coach

1 : man a great big ralldow sized little man 8 ightly pock marked

— Come all you true bred Irishmsn that are enclind to roam
To reap the Euglish harvest so far away tOm home
Be sure & provide good comerades that is both loyal & trite :
For yoir'l haveto fight both day & night with Jon Bull R his cres
We sail'd away from Dublin quay & nevet teceived a shock
Til we landed s-fe on shore one side of Clarence dock
Where niimbets of anr Ivish the met us in the town ‘
Sayirg hutra for Paddys lovely land that was the tost went round !
Avay we weut with one coneent to drink sticng ale & wing |
And toast a flowing bnmper io thise we leit behind |
We drauk & sung & made the taverns ring dispiseing all our foesy 5
Or any man that Lotes the sweet land whete Patricks Shamroe

fows : :

Nejttgmoi-nihg‘ by the break of day as quickly you shall hear
How one hu: dred s rong we massacreed along withou:dread orfedr-
Each man had a black;thorn stick they brougt.t fron Paddys lund.
And hooks that shined like poliisi’d steel or silvef iri their hand
We tramp’déamway for thré: long davs high wages for to find
On ihe followiag morniug'we met a railway line
The navies they walk'd up to us & joudly tuey did rail g
They cuise’d & damud the Paddies & the sons of Granudwail
Up comes Barncy Walsb & say’s boj's what do you meun
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Are we not me as well as you & hates a cowards name & 1
So leave otir way without del«y or some of ygu will fall

For here we stan (rue Irish-men thdt never fea:d a gall o
The navies turs d & swore they would kil usjevery otte 3
Aad make us tiink of ninety-cight hkewise Slevenamon ‘

Likewise otir holy Preist they curs'd his blessed remains
Whichma'le the County Leitrin. boys burn with revenge |
Up comes Baraey Reily & knocks the ganger cowa, {
The bricks & stones the flew like li:il in showers ill come dawt |
wWe tought trom half-past four il the san wus going tg set
Wheu Rely «ay s we lrish boys stire we never cau b8 tet 1
Cowme joln with meany Cotintrymen renew the nght onca moge |
‘We'il see onr foes 0p gvery ¢id- more dreadful than before j
¢ve'illet them know before we go we'll fight untill we die
For Irishmeu when at the worst would rather fight thanfly
We sailied back with Barn-y & challeng'd anoth ¥ ronud
like Sampson with the ¢ hillistines We\laid (h*m on the gr‘mmd 5
We fought our way throtigh the 1 ng day wie"d sco i to give ore, |
We drov:d to them we,were :rishmen ffomthelswetShamrochsshore ‘
When the {ight hegan the sveons time its then you'd seesome funs
| £ la«yixsiﬁmoka they flourish d til these navies were undone
i ellce I's wardly Jan awa, they ran with hearts & arms sor
‘ rawoaco hhhmber Barney Reily & thie boys of tie Shamrech
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