
A new Song on the melancholy loss of 
the Emigrant Ship, 

Anglo-Saxon. 
On h e r passage to Amer ica . 

I call on every Irishman to l is ten to m y song 
Abou t t he Anglo-Saxon i t wont de ta in you 

long, 
Two h u n d r e d and fifty E m s g r a n t ' s from Ire

l and did set sail , 
T h e y bid adieu b o t h men and crew to poor 

old Granua i l e . 

F rom Liverpool th is ship set sail for Quebec 
and Mont rea l , 

In a fog o n t h e 27th of Apri l t h e y could n o t 
see a t a l l , 

N e a r to Cape Race ou r good ship s tuck most 
d i smal for t o v i e w . 

T h e waves did dash , t h e ship did crash, and 
t h e n she w e n t i n t w o . 

To see t h e m o t h e r s dressed in w h i t e tossed on 
t he b r i n y wave . 

Say ing a loud to heaven and t h e c rew the i r 
chi ldren t h e n to save, 

N o o n e was t he re to save the wreck n o , no , 
nor t ime to p r a y , 

T h e y w e r e oppressed poor I r i shmen at h o m e 
t h e y could no t s t a y . 

The Good ship went in pieces 'midst raging 
dashing spray, 

All were distressed and moaning upon the r ag 
i n g sea, 

The mothers screaming loudly—my infants, 
husbands save, 

Whi le their shrill cry, woul I make you sigh— 
t h e y sank beneath the wave. 

Capta in Burgess had the engines immediately 
reversed, 

Whi le sever I of those Emigran t s stood shiver-
ing and undressed ; 

T h a t cruel treacherous cragy rock had lurked 
beneath the wave, 

To finish Devastat ion's work on Ir ishmen so 
brave. 

Poor I r i shmen are wast ing now on sea as well 
as land, 

Between war and tr ibulat ions they can' t much 
longer s tand ; 

They fought, ' t is t rue , for England, a thousand 
bat t les o'er, 

B u t now they ' re leaving Ireland, ne'er to re
t u r n more. 

The American w a r going on abroad which fills 
the land wi th lood, 

Whi le thousands are go n g from Kinsale, for 
w a n t of work or food ; 

Thei r houses in Saint Pa t r i ck ' s land are level
ed to the ground, 

And good men now so happy once, are no where 
to be found. 

T h e mas ts and spars and r igging went jus t as 
she broke in two, 

The boats belonging to the ship could hold bu t 
very few ; 

The drowning bodies floating round would 
pierce your hear t s full sore, 

May the Lord have mercy on their souls they 
were from country tore. 


