
Anotliei* flew ^oiifj to uimhIk*!-
old Tune.

AiR,"Jo/j,i iindtvaoii, vty Jo."

John Donellan, my Jo, John,

When we weie firsit acquaint,

Your politics weio good, John,

On Freedom you wero bent.

But ikjw you're getting old, John,

You've forgotten long ago,

And you've turned Tory on our hands,

John Donellan, my Jo.

John Donellan, m) Jo, John,

In Eighteen, Thirly Tivo,

Tracy, the tricud of Irishmen,

Found an ctWniy in you.

You left our ranks in dudgeon, then,

And joined our mortal toe
;

Then quid the vote yoii'll get fiom u«,

John Donellan, my Ju.

John Donellan, my Jo, John,

You swore you would opjiosc

The 9J Resolve?, John,

We passed ogaintit our foc«.

But we'll stick by O'Conneli., John,

VVhilst Hancock and Auidjo
Spill their blood in your .support,

John Donellan, my Jo.

John Doneluui, my Jo, John,
You hope to gain your end.**,

With Armo'jr & Tom Beolky, John,
And such lilie Tory friends.

Who falsely called the Irish, John,
" The tools of Papineau,"

Because we would not be their tool.-*

John Donellan, my Jo.

John Donellan, my jo, John,

The day is coming fast

When you will be defeated Jolm—
When you'll have polled your last.

And then you'll toddle home, John,
Cursing Doyle and Co.

Who first advised you to set up,

John Donellan, my Jo.

For the Irish have re&olved, John,
To stick like friends together

And notdeseit the truth,John,
For you or any other.

With PAPINEAU k NKLSON-John,
They triumphed long ago,

And they'll conquer with the same agai.i
Johiv DoncUsiu. uiY J«i,


