"APDFUM HILL
(1)

Ye gallant sons of dirin's Isle

I hope you will draw near
And likewise pay atfentlonp

unto these few lines I've here
Concerning kloody Jrangemen

How they called vut thelir corps,
To wmurdcr Poman Latholics

Jne sife of Eallinamore.

(2)

It wes op the 12th day of July

In #ightesn twenty six

They swore they'd murder Fomans

end they'd break the Crucifix

They marched in grand rota tion

and played their pipes and {rums
Tut 1little wes thelr nation

That we'd take their swords and guns.

(3)

Going thruugh the town “Croppy Lie Town’
Wes the first tune they played
Tt was their cry es they passed by
“wnepe is the FTibbon Plade"
Jur Irish blood began to flow
Tike any pumping mill
And & few of us pursued ihem
Ard met on Ardrum Hill.

(4)

Says Will, thedir chief, "Here 1is the pricst,

His house we will consume

f'e saved our lives all in cdisguisc
As he read in his room

Around the walls they fired balls
The roof and rigging tore

Fut he cefied that low=-lived tribe
That walked through Ballinamore

(5)

At our first engag-ment

We wede & grand attack
We troke their gune and bayvnots

Apd tore down their Jrange flag
Their numb<rs strong were ten to one
Jur brave koys did not fail

Till we showed the scum we were true
Jf desr 0ld Grapnusile.

(6)

If you were there to see our hoye
when the btalls begen to fly
They did not ¢ iscomwods us
They only passed us by
e fought thew on courageously
Jf men we had tut few
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(7)

Fifty rounde upen the rround
They fired 1 par ned

put fortunrp well hng favonr.c us
They ceuld net plcre. our ckin

At our right-bond eid. we hed o puide
Although bz got wilhin

Thos. balls of lond b 1~id them dend
Thet dny on srédrun Hill.

()

Whon the ncws eone to town wo'd won the pround
That they hod no nors boll
Davy Koott ho broke his rot ond eworc he'd kill us all
A pox full of stonc marbles, young Hichacl Juail did sond
Those 111-bred br-ig we'll rodd thelir sbhepss thet
theurh t1 kill our fricnds
411 of y ur aid tkat I niw crave, i déal with thom nv BOTC
And I'11l go hoil thot Knott ond Qunil
Will sopon lenve Ballinamerc.

(9)

Wnen the £ilkhy scun bugan te run
It would eausc yLur hesrts to foel
Some hid in quicks and briar phtc
And nomc in our firlde
There wre n £oW n0-or wWer- sahoc
Who &id the whole oxecl
Hed thoy no placc to bide their fece
Wetd run them down 1o holl.

(10)

When King Willlerm hoard ncxt morning
That they worce beck g0 800H
Ard likcwisc stopped from walking
By thc boys of Bo'lingnore
Vhon theoy comc to me they cen walk frec
And ploy thoir pipes cnd druas
Lind they nced not feor there arc no Peplets here
To teke their swords ond gUNSe

(11)

Hercle o breedth to your Brove Father Hugh
Long nay your guldc your Flock

O'conncll Brove "wee o thot gove
The "Black Nibs" tho firet shock

We 111 €rink o toast to Goorgs the Fourth
Loag may he woar hig crown

And Bnllinsmorc for evermorc
To kecp the Oronge downs



