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 FATHER TOM O’NEIL

A h:.ﬂm #he endsavoured to mantain her darling sous,
T mbomaemmuthmuhnntym

Ono hdin-mdwithhhmthm.udthmmduhhdﬂny.

X think & muct full on one of ns g0 away
Muhmmmmunﬂ.nﬂﬂ-pﬂla‘m
I-lnﬂgb-nmdwdlmhni..adammba.

Bis mokber baing giad to hear such $houghts come into his head,
Bhe snys, I will do alf 1 oxn, I'] help you my darling obild

Bhy uato his brothors, and they did sovn sgrue,

And WEhholmmﬂj&gnldmmlntoh.

Ha was not long &t collage, whea the Rey, Bishop Brown,

Oams to sxamine thase ooliagians, and view'd them al) around,

He anpind odr olsver yonng hero's head, marked him above tham &li,
He wus the first that he discovered, and upon bim he did call,

Be sayn youog man, whare aps you from, come tell my your Daias,
T'm frow the coungy of Armagh, they enll me Thomas O'Keal

My motber she is & widow, and of & low degree,

Bhe bas dase her whole stidezrour to make s clorgyman of me.
Bince Thomas 0'Noa! is your name, the Bisbop he did say,

Btudy bard both night and diy, I'l soou have you ordaine:l,

Jo hslp your dear ol mothe; » who hag dove 5o well for thes,

We'll sead you hame s eredit for your country hoys to geg,
Whou the yousg man came
Azd it was for to weluome hitu, they ran by two aud thuve,
Furtioularly his owy dewr frivxdis, to woloome hie they ran,

Yo nover sew suob welenun o was for the widow's son,

Thare was » tich wua i thi ptace, rich as duke or kiyghs,

He had an only denghtsr, and she was 4 Sauy biighi,

Nise anya unto har fiut! or, 11 g0 Wl young wan v 1o,

¥or battrs he wetid i colloge, be wae o sclioo! bey along with e,
Be was breughs into tha poslopr, end Lhay drank both wle g wiia,
Bla saze YOU ard & claver yu g e, [ oweuld buva vy o, ey
What made you be & clergysan, you kuow fun S8iry,

A clocytasn munt rise by 1 tht, und teavelin th duy,

'fake svis robie la Iy that bar fortune may Le griod,

And you'll have your min bo waid i you, and be o fontenen,
Take mysolf just v | stund you know my fortune's gres:.

I Bave » thoisund PO ¢ soanr ot desth whale vatie,

avures! Jady, you need net Giplatn yoii g,
» thies more, 1 never woulid roals

For i Lhi§ holy station | mos
8o vy doeoat desr, dBF 10 Owre, 1 ne of will Fad 4 w e,
80 whes s did deny ber, (he villan she G-i;.alr._i’!mhb,
Aad in Blg it wapka {-i-i.;ll" o gltb._,'u’}.li ﬂ.{fy Wegn }ii.-‘l'awu,
Bl swore Lsloip ghe mag iirates thet he didd hep b W ifin,
dnd for four wecke befory bhist, to hit she was with winild,
The mowuing of kis teiul iy zrieved opr hearts fui] sore
To think of Lis poor ald wother it frievad her ton igogy
To 8oy sha hud o o 8 clorgymsn, his upe just bwengys aore
Thiak he would be sast down in his prime thro enrayd “thrse,
The arusi judge msid father Tom, why don’t you mr  Perjury
Voo siave ho ia an gqual for any night or BGuinyg, wry this fude,
What are rou bui a widow's soi, b balloye 'y
You might think it a grest honour such " o 'i"*"" e nieas,
Fathar Tom he theu apoke up, T haye e H5i0 Mikaiue
Ent I can ol on the Almighiy, i“‘g c"w‘:‘ iEhcss hear,
I aover said 'd wmaxy her, ner Hi;dl . 1:“ MY taio quita olear;
For I never koow a Balp % - T STeED iy Wile;
. . . HIRLL 0, 5] mayilil

New Tom, since you POU marey har wr, oire D s,
For seven lon S : M2 give you-to nnderstand,

-3 . F y - Wa wil] hm:m-.q you to, &0y Lora: o
It i bad, sir, ﬂnl?! i : ] P80 Toreigu ad,

y B3I, Eht b we , brave ?.Mh%mdm’_.

Our Baviour $3%ered mory thay, g We divdupons sres,

4 49 lond ny lify

e has two fathogg for bar child, Wather T, o
r Poun p;iu on his het, and fhan ’Brlof: ::ﬁ!:,
2u10 hiz mother, Yyou Fod /esgigg kil
4 “' ong mthffr whﬂ:lﬁt‘ha %a:zer).o p:;j;h‘qld—
"' foumd guilty, apd hisirevargy o eams imme;lreeu

ma;s.;:mmrmw‘mﬁﬁ:&m&

iome ordaine !, the neighbours wore glad to sie,

P:driotic Irish Ballad, Entitled—

The Bogs of Weior

—

Tn comes the caplain's daughter,

Saying, ¢ Brave United men,
We'll ne’er again be foes.

he captain of the Yeos, =

A thousand pounds 17} give you,

And fly from home with thee,

And dress myself in man's attire,

And fight for liberty 1”

CHORYS—

We aie the boys of tv»
Who fought wiyh ® _xf{'srd;

To burstin twajr  aeart and ha{id

And freg oo o the galling chain,
dr native land !

And when w

"
4

v

We taft ¢ lett our cabins, Lsoys,
o ser . with right good will,
T < our friends and neighbours
s Dt were at Vinegar 11l |
A young man from our ranks,
A cannon he let po
He siapt it into Lord Mountjoy—
A tyrant be Iaid jow | Chorus.

We bravely fouuht and conquered
At Ross, and Weatord town g
And, if we failed to keep thein,
"Twas drink that broughit us down,
Weahad no drink besics us
On Tubber neering's day,
Depending ou the long by iht poke.
And well it woiked its way ! Chorus

They came into the cotintry
Our blood to waste and spill ;
But Iet them weep for Wealord,
And think of Oulare 114} !
"Lwas diink that stij! betrayed us—
Of then we had no fear ;
For every man could do Liis jart
Like Fouth and Shelmatier | Lucig

My curse upon gl diinking !
It made our hearis full sore +
For bravery won cach baitle,
But drink lost eveituore ;
And if, for want of leaders,
We lost at Vinegar Hill,
We're ready for anotker gt
And love our country still ! Cloras

e A et S . Ao e s

o —e
Nichojaon, Priniae, 26 Chuicl Laue, Bellaat,
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