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THE LURGAM aMBUSH
L W Was "ocued Wil sfrow
MMMM.
‘ Hushed tones and toars maes mingled.
i When grest numbers stopped to pray
i For Sear Bums and Cugene Toman
4 And the drver Gorvase McXerr,

WHO Nad just besn brutslly muroerec
ik 11 a0 amhysh weil prepared

Suspect of lesshmers, with oo iow for the Crown.
Ann heedess of the age-okd calt of Croppy Bows lis down

Of iteland thay wers proud, Bvough Rarsssed
AN Ot Drom-besten,
They just wondd nit e down
Bul dared 10 hokt the heads up fwgh

! To dectare thesr wah 10 Fresdom

Like trus sons of 178 Gael
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: "The ‘oads. the focds. mey Nave 0 us our
05 O Sharen { el ~ .1 Fome

O Sacredd et o* ey “1eve Tersy o M poryds o
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] GERVASE McKERR
i
Lt Lis okt oL heads dp bigh ] SEAN BURNS
o ! EUGENE TOMAN
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The thiee lle in & soiders grave

10 & churchiyand et the 10w,

Ang it you ever pass This way

Dan led your head bow down,

But furn your hesd up heaven - wards
And say a salent prnyer

For Sean Buima. Eugens Toman ana the
anyer Gervase MoKen
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l Vihile weiand holos (Nese glaees rilara '
Mdiew sl reeer he @t Pedle
- B M Pesse




Ohl lonely winds that walk the night
To haunt the sinner s soul,

Pray pity me a wretched {ad

Who never will grow old

Pray pity thogse who |ie in pain

The bondsman and the slave

And whisper swee! the breath of God
Upon my humble grave
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The only people worthy of Freedom
are those who are prepared 1o out
and fight tor it every day. anc die,
if necessary
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Far gearer the grave of the prson,
Hum'd by one patriol name.

Than the trophias of all who have nsen.
On Libey's ruins to fame
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MY LORD AND MY GOD MY LORD AND MY GOD MY LORD AND MY GOD
BLESS THEM BEHOLD THY CHILDREN HAVE MERCY ON THEM
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Vol. Gervase McKerr f Vol. Sean Burns Vol. Eugene Toman
LURGAN ! LURGAN | LURAGAN
Murdered by R U C. 11th November 1982 ' Murderea by R U.C. 11th November 1882 Murdered by R UL C 11th November 1982
RIP 4 RIP HIP
Oh! whistling winds why 40 you wiep In life you were faithiyl nobie and true. i1 'S A Critne 10 1gve you. leland
When roaming fres you are Serving your land in weal and 0 rue ! Than o Telon 'ot prowd 1o be
Oh! is 1l that your poor heart's broke Wedded to het in the fulness of youlh, Avm no medal 1or loving you, Ireland
And scattersd off afer? Symbol o! Freedom, honour ana uth, Hul svery aingis Diassed day
Or is 11 that you bear the cries In death thou ant notie. vahant ang brave, asked the God who made me
Of peopié born unfree Your purs brighl halo gleams from your griive. e | Ot on iy knees O pray
Wha like your way have no cantrol Polnting <0 clearly, the toad we must tread, asked him 1o bless you i“"“’ FEMU
Or sovereign destiny? Dertving our strength trom e bicod you have From foregn or domesiic foe
sheag Mayoe. | gidn’t do much tor you, lrelang

Butl God. | loysd you
Oved you 5o

(IRELAND FOR THE IRISM!|



