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Poor Irish Stranger
Circa 1850s Broadside

G C G Em

Pity the fate of a poor Irish stranger,
G D C G

That wanders so far from his hone,

G D G C

That sighs for protection fromwant, woe, and danger,
G D C G

That knows not from which way for to roam

F C G
Yet | Il never return to Hibernia s green bowers,
F C G
For tyranny tranples the sweetest of flowers,
F C G Em
That once gave nme confort in |oneliest hours&a€”
G D C G
Now they are gone | shall ne er see them nore.

Wth wonder | gazed on yon lofty buil ding,

As in grandeur | rose fromits |ord,

But soon | beheld ny fair garden yiel ding

The choicest of fruit for his foe.

But, where is ny father s |one cottage of clay,

Wherein | ve spent nmany a | ong day,
Alas ! has his lordship conniv d it away ?
Yes, it is gone, | shall never see it nore.

VWhen nature was seen in the sl oe bush and branbl e,

Al'l smling in beautiful bloom

Over the fields w thout danger, | often

Did ranble amidst their perfune ;

I have wanged through the woods where the gay feather d
t hr ong



Joyfully sung their |oud echoi ng songa€”
These days then of summer passed sweetly al ong,
Now they re goned€”l shall ne er see themnore !

When the sloe and the berries hung ripe on the bushes
| have gat hered them of f without harnma€”

I have gone to the field and shorn the green rushes,
Preparing for winter s cold storm!

Along with ny friends telling tales of delight,

Begui ling the hours of the long winter s night,

Those days gave ne pleasured€”l could theminvite ;
Now they re gone, | shall ne er see them nore.

Oh, Erin! oh, Erin! it grieves ne to ponder
The wongs of thy injurned isle !

O thy sons nmay a thousand from home do wander
On shores far away an exile !

But give ne the power to cross the main,

Cal unbi a m ght yield nme sonme shelter from pain,
I amonly lanmenting whilst here | renain,

For the boys | shall ne er see again.



