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's none on earth can pity me but those who felt
the same ;
I Hved botween Dungannon & the town of Aughnacloy:
Bt I live now in Americs with my father's servant boy

XU lovers all both great and small eome Ysten to my

‘Where is the man who can or will & farmer’s son despise
His bread to earn he does hegin before the sun doth rise;
My love and I are Adam’s seed I never will deny,
There's pone on earth 1 love &0 well es wmy father's

servant boy,

ﬁ(rmta wished to have me wed unto a gentleman
inthe clanrch weo wera to mest and join in wedlock’s
bands;
The d%ht before Istole from them antos vmuqo plgh
Whers I did mest my own true love, my father's eer-
vant boy.

I brought my love slong with me, I cared for mothing

more.
I bade sdi;u to all my friends and ¢o ¢the ehamrock
ore ; .
Yo Belfast town we both went down end soop fomnd
captain Coy,
Axnd in his b:hip I sailed away with my father’s servant
y.

But when we reached America onr money we did spend

And were some time supported by a tr.e Irish friend,

Till & gentleman from Ireland did give my love em;loy

Two pounds a week T do reesive from my father’s ser-
vant boy.

1 left my parents lonesome, In serrow they did weep,
Both day and night bewailing without & wink of sleep
Until I sent & letter to the town of Aughnaocley,
Saying I was in Awerica, with my father's servant boy.

Then they sent me an answer to Philadelphia tawn,

Beaying if I wonld come back again I shonld bave
five hundred pounds,

But I wae bound in wedlock’s bands, which crowned
my heart with joy, [boy.

And while I Live I'll ne'er deceive my father's servant

This was the news that I did send from Philadelphis
town
Where they were worth one shiling there, I was
@ worth one pcund,
With pleasure and contentment I pever will dong,
I'm living in America with wy father’s servant boy.
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RELAND the land of the Harp and the Bhamrock,
Ireland the land of the true and the goed,

Irelandthe land of trus ! earted patilots,

Who shed for thelr country their last dsop of bleod.
Each Irishman has eause to remember,

Those who defied the Saxon's bold boash
When they trled to enslays hez, in misery degrads har

May thols cames mever div, is an Irishman's taesh.

«= CHBORUB, =
Here's $0 the lake, the vale, and the grecn mom,
The and the Shamrook, the Green Flag axd

Here's to the heso's 0ld Ireland eas boass,
May thelr names never dle, & an Irishmmnfy toutlh

Dear {s the name of our {mmortel Emraed,
Whose great heazt to Ireland was loyal and bmwe
Ele Gled for hor glory, how sad wes his et ey,
Ho went in his youth to an uutimely grave.
And the great Brian Boru, who the Danes did enbdue
With his brave band of warriors the usurpess &afled,
Ho fought like & Hon vast armies defying,
Till the sea with the blood of the foemen was dged.

Qur brave Dan O'Connell, was a true Jrlsh beso,
For Ireland he fought hard for Justice and sight,
No threats could alarm him, ne bulbe ceuld désasn him
May his soul shine above, whese all is good & baighs.
(Gireen be the memories of our Mamehestor mmwhyas,
The noble young Allen, poor Larkin snd O'Befen,
Tho' the scaffold was their doom it was for Ireland’s
freadom,
Por ever may their names in our histoxy shine,

Long may it grow, our dear little Shamrock,
Green o’er the graves whers our darling ones iis,
Grow there to show them, our friends an§ our fosmen,
How Irishmen can live, and how they can die.
Lot Erin remember, she has men to defend her,
Qur hearts sre as true as the brave men of yore,
Wh se names we will cherlsh, till memory perish,
Bo let us toast round for Ireland evermore,




