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It's of thecruel fate of innocont William Habson,

Who was condemned to die for a deed he never done;

For-the murder uf a Policeman at Whalley Range near
Manchester,

He-was tried and convicted though not the guilty one,

Upon_ the day that he was tried he stoad by his two
brother side:

Althe” L have been wild he eried, T no one did annoy

1y adas he was condemned, and to penal servituds did
send,

Tyuoterit Witliam Habron. the poor young [rish bog.

The Government they did agree, to set young Wiliam
Habron free,
His freedem and his liberty, once more ke will enjoy,
And with a kind and welcoms hand, whenthe goes to
his native land,
They will receive poor Habrox, the innocent Irish boy

They ought to be more careful helore they swear mens
lives away,

Or take from us our liberty which we so d

They do not care or fecl thelsmart. of hreaking
fathers heart,

Who went back to old Irelend in death to ciose his

eyes; i 3
If Char'es I eacefhad not. eonfess d to releive his guilty
breast,

would bewa: d,

A dreary life of servitude. in misery and solitude,
Poor William Habron would have lived and, died in a
gaok

We know he fervently did pray that he wmight five to
see the day,
When this dark cloud would pass away and the mur-
derer be found,
He's had to suffer years of pain,although he never did
complain,
He only wanted to elear his name to all his friends a-
round,
The evidence it was not clear, but it nearly cost him
life so dear,
The gallows to him it seem'd 60 near fhe was prepared
to die;
Wan it not & dreadfal shame to brand him with a
marderers name,
And send him away {rom home and friends, in 8 convict
gaol to e

No one knows but those who fee! the pressure of the
tyrants heel,

Which every day and hoar reveals in Penal Servitude;

Charles Peace, as you do kuow, would rather die than

Poor Habron by his sorrow appress'd his hard fate .

Lie would go,
The gallows did no terrors show, like that fearful
Bo'iwadey

Many a mian is suffering there, in misery ‘and dark
despairy

Who perhaps had never had a share, in what he’ssent.
there for,

Tis' hard to be in such a pluee, & to have the name of
sueh disgrace,

Like junocent William ;Habron, whose troubles now
are o'er.

Charles Peace the burglar done his best $o velfeve poor

Habron so opprest,
The wrong he doue he has redress'dand got him free

once niore,

But the troubles that he has gone thiough, and the
slavery work he’s had to dog

The confinement he's been subjeet to, who's o pay
him for,

Sent away o this pretence, of comfort pohbed fiv every
sense,

ile onght tu have some jrecompence, to fill his heart
with joy,

A hundred poums they should pay down, the people
say in every town:

For the cruel false imprisonwent, of & poyr Lrish boy.
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LlNES ON THE SAD FATE
or

CHARLES PEACE.

The seaffold now has done its duty,
And sent a murderer from this world,
Cha les Peace he has been executed,
And to eternity is hurled.

On the 25th of Febraary;

Upon the deop Charles Peacs did stand
To bo sent before his heavenlyjMak
Tor breaking of the Lord’s command.

For the murder of Mr. Dyson,
Charles Peace has met an awful doom
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And his carsor at length has ended,
Hu sleeps for ever in a felons tom".

He made n full and fron ¢ mfession,

4
&4
<]

Wuen he fouid his guilt was known,
m

That Lis erime so sad and cruel
Upon his trial was elearly shown.
He had no mercy for his victim,
And none to him the judgseould
e had d

And was no longer fiv to live.
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Day and night he has bsea gnardeld, gﬁ
By the warders iu his cell,
As each lonely day departed, w

He's been
But his carecr it now is run,

At Armley he was exccuted

And suffered for the decds hy’s done.

a burglar and a murd-ver,

From his cell out to the scaffold,

Thro’ the chilly moraing air,

The Bannercross murderer was con
ducted,

And looked o picture of sad despair,

His sad eareer was q=iekly ended,

As the fatal bolt was drawn,

Beneath his feet the drop descended,

And Charles Peace died a death of
scorn.

What decdsof dariug we must tell tho like was never
seen
The Banner-cross murder brings.to light ;
In every town in I and such commotion thera has
been, (flight.
When t)wv read the murderers fierce determin’l
Ghagles Pesce you "Il understand, has been a terror to
the land,
Tike Dick Turpin. and Jack Sheppard of renown
He asas the Prince of robbers. e never join'd no hand
But his guilty deeds at last have brought him
down.

GhexlesPeaco has enffered death, and with his latest
breath
'He »ckn:)w]ad"ad that he well deserved his
(and strife,
vxlhzm all his life, and cxused trouble, paln
ow ho moulders in a murderers tomb.
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There's pever been his equal in defying of the law,

The detectives he used to laugh to scorm,
His wild carcer is over he cannot rob no more,

1t wers butter that he never had been born,
A hd jngenious man, it always was his plan,

To plundar people for ill-gotten gain,

With fear of death his courage fell.

The murder of Mr. Dyson, there is no one ean (1: fond

ife is 3w + know

e had no cause to bring hig victims life unto i end,
ut his love far Mrs Dyson he would show,

no right to jndze, but e one must say

That perhaps the murderer was not all to blame

Bug he has had to suffer the fruits of being gay,
And on. the gallows died a death of shame.

We have

is character would never had a stafin.
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Hld'housrd the gifts God gave him like an hovext man 3
H

Upon that Tuesday morn, the fatal bolt was, cﬁnvu\,

With conrage so determined no man ever knew,
When travelling down to Sheffield on the Iine,
The window of the express train the conviet he Jeap'd
through
Hoping that Iis lifo he could resign.
His time it had not come, his race it was not run,
Tho' bleeding from the wounds upon his hisad
On the line they saw him lying, Charles Peace svas
nearly dying.

And {n his heart he wished that he was dbad.

On mote than one cceasion he bas boldly foughs for
life,
With his revolver fastened to Iris haud,
He commenced all his troubles when he forsook his
wife,
Asall ;«m married women understarid,
“Neath ajdismal beam nf wood, upou the drop Mg s¥ood
A pieture of death and misers,

And Peaco was. launebed intu eternity.
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