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B R E N N A N  O N  T H E  M O O R

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. Now Brennan got his blunderbuss, my story I’ll unfold.


He caused the mayor to tremble and deliver up his gold.


Five thousand pounds were offered for his apprehension

there,


But Brennan and the peddler to the mountain did repair.


Oh, it’s Brennan on the moor, Brennan on the moor.


Bold, gay and undaunted stood young Brennan on the

moor.

5. Now Brennan is an outlaw all on some mountain high.


With infantry and cavalry to take him they did try.


But he laughed at them and he scorned at them until, it

was said,




By a false-hearted woman he was cruelly betrayed.


Oh, it’s Brennan on the moor, Brennan on the moor.


Bold, gay and undaunted stood young Brennan on the

moor.

6. They hung him at the crossroads; in chains he swung and

died.


But still they say that in the night some do see him ride.


They see him with his blunderbuss in the midnight chill;


Along, along the king’s highway rides Willy Brennan still.


Oh, it’s Brennan on the moor, Brennan on the moor.


Bold, gay and undaunted stood young Brennan on the

moor.
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A  B U N C H  O F  T H Y M E

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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C L I F F S  O F  D O N E E N

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. Fare thee well to Doneen, fare thee well for a while


And to all the kind people I’m leaving behind.


To the streams and the meadows where late I have been,


And the high rocky slopes ’round the cliffs of Doneen.

5. Fare thee well to Doneen, fare thee well for a while.


And although we are parted by the raging sea wild,


Once again I will walk with my Irish colleen


’Round the high rocky slopes of the cliffs of Doneen.
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F I N N E G A N ’ S  WA K E

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. Then Maggie O’Connor took up the job,


“Oh Biddy,” says she, “you’re wrong, I’m sure.”


Biddy, she gave her a belt in the gob


And left her sprawlin’ on the floor.


And then the war did soon engage,


’Twas woman to woman and man to man.


Shillelaigh law was all the rage,


And a row and ruction soon began.


Chorus

5. Then Mickey Maloney ducked his head


When a noggin of whiskey flew at him.


It missed, and falling on the bed,


The liquor scattered over Tim!


The corpse revives; see how he rises!


Timothy, rising from the bed,


Said, “Whirl your whiskey around like blazes,


Thanum an Dhul! Do you think I’m dead?”


Chorus
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(Londonderry Air)
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T H E  F I E L D S  O F  AT H E N RY

Words and Music by 


PETE ST. JOHN
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H I L L S  O F  C O N N E M A R A

Traditional Irish Folk Song

Additional Lyrics



4. A gallon for the butcher, a quart for Tom,


A bottle for poor old Father Tom,


To help the poor old dear along,


In the hills of Connemara.

5. Stand your ground, it is too late,


The excise men are at the gate,


Glory be to Paddy, but they’re drinking it nate,


In the hills of Connemara.
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T H E  H U M O U R  I S  O N  M E  N O W

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

5. Och, if you must be married will you tell me who’s the

man?


And quickly she did answer, “There’s William, James and

John,


A carpenter, a tailor, and a man to milk the cow,


For I will and I must get married and the humour is on me

now.”

6. A carpenter’s a sharp man, and a tailor’s hard to face,


With his legs across the table and his threads about the

place.


And sure John’s a fearful tyrant and never lacks a row,


But I will and I must be married for the humour is on me

now.

7. Well, if you must be married, wiil you tell me what you’ll

do?




“Sure I will,” the daughter answered, “just the same as

you.


I’ll be mistress of my dairy and my butter and my cow.”


And your husband too, I’ll venture, for the humour is on

you now.

8. So at last the daughter married and married well-to-do,


And loved her darling husband for a month, a year or two.


But John was all a tyrant and she quickly rued her vow,


Saying, “I’m sorry that I married for the humour is off me

now.”
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I  N E V E R  W I L L  M A R RY

Traditional Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. “My love’s gone and left me, he’s the one I adore.


I never will see him, no never, no more.”

5. “The shells in the ocean will be my deathbed,


And the fish in the water swim over my head.”

6. She plunged her fair body in the water so deep.


And she closed her pretty blue eyes in the water to sleep.
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I ’ M  A  R OV E R  A N D  S E L D O M

S O B E R

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. “It’s only me, your ain true lover;


Open the door and let me in,


For I hae come on a lang journey


And I’m near drenched to the skin.”

5. She opened the door wi’ the greatest pleasure,


She opened the door and she let him in;


They baith shook hands and embraced each other,


Until the mornin’ they lay as one.

6. The cocks were crawin’, the birds were whistlin’,


The burns they ran free abune the brae;


“Remember, lass, I’m a ploughman laddie


And the fairmer I must obey.”

7. “Noo, my lass, I must gang and leave thee,


And though the hills they are high above,


I will climb them wi’ greater pleasure


Since I been in the airms o’ my love.”
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T H E  I R I S H  R OV E R

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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I S N ’ T  I T  G R A N D ,  B OY S ?

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. Look at the preacher,


Bloody-nice fellow.


Isn’t it grand, boys,


To be bloody-well dead?

5. Look at the widow,


Bloody-great female.


Isn’t it grand, boys,


It be bloody-well dead?
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A  N AT I O N  O N C E  A G A I N

Words and Music by 


THOMAS DAVIS





Additional Lyrics

2. And from that time, through wildest woe,


That hope has shown a far light;


Nor could love’s brightest summer glow


Outshine that solemn starlight.


It seemed to watch above my head


In forum, field and fane;


Its angel voice sang ’round my bed,


“A nation once again.” Chorus

3. It whispered too, that “Freedom’s Ark”


And service high and holy,


Would be profaned by feelings dark


And passions vain or lowly;


For freedom comes from God’s right hand,


And needs a Godly train,


And righteous men must make our land


A nation once again. Chorus

4. So as I grew from boy to man,


I bent me at that bidding;




My spirit of each selfish plan


And cruel passion ridding.


For thus I hoped some day to aid.


Oh! Can such hope be vain


When my dear country shall be made


A nation once again? Chorus
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J O H N S O N ’ S  M O T O R  C A R

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. But when he got to the railway bridge, some rebels he

saw there.


Old Johnson knew the game was up, for at him they did

stare.


He said, “I have a permit, to travel near and far.”


“To hell with your English permit, we want your motor

car.”

5. “What will my loyal brethren think, when they hear the

news,


My car it has been commandeered, by the rebels at

Dunluce.”


“We’ll give you a receipt for it, all signed by Captain Barr.


And when Ireland gets her freedom, boy, you’ll get your

motor car.”



6. Well, we put that car in motion and filled it to the brim,


With guns and bayonets shining which made old Johnson

grim,


And Barney hoisted a Sinn Fein flag, and it fluttered like a

star,


And we gave three cheers for the I.R.A. and Johnson’s

motor car.
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J U G  O F  P U N C H

Ulster Folk Song
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T H E  J U I C E  O F  T H E  B A R L E Y

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. One Sunday the priest read me out from the altar


Saying, “You’ll end up your days with your neck in a halter.


And you’ll dance a fine jig betwixt heaven and hell.”


And the words they did frighten, the truth for to tell.


Chorus

5. So the very next morning as the dawn it did break,


I went down to the vestry the pledge for to take


And there in that room sat the priests in a bunch




’Round a big roaring fire drinking tumblers of punch.


Chorus

6. Well from that day to this I have wandered alone


I’m a Jack of all Trades and a master of none.


With the sky for me roof and the earth for me floor


And I’ll dance out me days drinking whiskey galore.


Chorus
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L E AV I N G  O F  L I V E R P O O L
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M a c N A M A R A’ S  B A N D

Words by JOHN J. STAMFORD 


Music by SHAMUS O’CONNOR
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M U I R S H E E N  D U R K I N

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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NORA

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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Q UA R E  B U N G L E  RY E

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. Now to get the child christened was Jack’s first intent


And to get the child christened to the parson he went.


Said the parson to Jack, “What will he go by?”


“Bedad now,” says Jack, “Call him quare bungle rye roddy

rye.”


Fol de diddle, rye roddy, rye roddy rye.

5. Now all you bold sailors who roam on the town


Beware of the damsels who skip up and down.


Take a look in their baskets as they pass you by,




Or else they may sell you some quare bungle rye roddy

rye.


Fol de diddle, rye roddy, rye roddy rye.
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T H E  PA RT I N G  G L A SS

Irish Folk Song
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T H E  R A R E  O U L D  T I M E S

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. The years have made me bitter, the gargle dims my

brain,


’Cause Dublin keeps me changing, and nothing seems the

same.


The Pillar and the Met have gone, the Royal long since

pulled down,


As the great unyielding concrete, makes a city of my

town.


Refrain

5. Fare thee well, sweet Anna Liffey, I can no longer stay,


And watch the new glass cages, that spring up along the

Quay.


My mind’s too full of memories, too old to hear new

chimes,


I’m part of what was Dublin, in the rare ould times.


Refrain
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T H E  R I S I N G  O F  T H E  M O O N
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T H E  R O S E  O F  T R A L E E
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R OYA L  C A N A L

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

5. The wind was rising and the day declining,


As I lay pining in my prison cell.


And the ould triangle went jingle jangle


Along the banks of the Royal Canal.


Chorus

6. In the female prison there are seventy women.


I wish it was with them that I did dwell,


Then that ould triangle could jingle jangle


Along the banks of the Royal Canal. Chorus

7. The day was dying and the wind was sighing,


As I lay crying in my prison cell.


And the ould triangle went jingle jangle


Along the banks of the Royal Canal.


Chorus
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S E V E N  D R U N K E N  N I G H T S

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

2. Now, as I came home on Tuesday night,


As drunk as drunk could be,


I saw’r a coat behind the door


Where my old coat should be.




So I called the wife and I said to her,


“Will ya kindly tell to me,


Who owns that coat behind the door


Where my old coat should be?”

Chorus 2. Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool,

till you cannot see.


That’s a lovely blanket that me mother sent to me.


Well, many’s the day I traveled a hundred miles or more,


But buttons on a blanket sure I never seen before.

3. And as I went home on Wednesday night,


As drunk as drunk could be,


I saw’r a pipe upon the chair


Where my old pipe should be.


I calls the wife and I says to her,


“Will ya kindly tell to me,


Who owns that pipe upon the chair


Where my old pipe should be?”

Chorus 3. Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool,

still you cannot see.


And that’s a lovely tin whistle that me mother sent to me.


Well, and many’s the day I’ve traveled a hundred miles or

more,


But tobacco in a tin whistle sure I never seen before.

4. And as I went home on Thursday night,


As drunk as drunk could be,


I saw’r two boots beneath the bed


Where my two boots should be.


I called the wife and I said to her,


“Will ya kindly tell to me,


Who owns those boots beneath the bed


Where my old boots should be?”

Chorus 4. Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool,

until you cannot see.




And that’s me lovely geranium pots me mother sent to

me.


Well, it’s many’s the day I’ve traveled a hundred miles or

more,


But laces on a geranium pot I never seen before.

5. And as I went home on Friday night,


As drunk as drunk could be,


I saw’r a head upon the bed


Where my old head should be.


So, I called the wife and I said to her,


“Will ya kindly tell to me,


Who owns that head upon the bed


Where my old head should be?”

Chorus 5. Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool,

and still you cannot see.


That’s a baby boy that me mother sent to me.


Hey, it’s many’s the day I’ve traveled a hundred miles or

more,


But a baby boy with whiskers on I never seen before.
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T W E N T Y- O N E  Y E A R S

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. I’ve counted the days, love, I’ve counted the nights,


I’ve counted the footsteps, I’ve counted the lights,


I’ve counted the raindrops, I’ve counted the stars,


I’ve counted a million of these prison bars.

5. I’ve waited, I’ve trusted, I’ve longed for the day,


A lifetime, so lonely, now my hair’s turning grey.


My thoughts are for you, love, till I’m out of my mind,


For twenty-one years is a mighty long time.
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S PA N C I L  H I L L

Traditional Irish Folk Song



Additional Lyrics

4. I went to see my neighbors, to hear what they might say,


The old ones were all dead and gone, the others turning

grey.


I met with tailor Quigley, he’s as bold as ever still,


Sure he used to make my britches when I lived in Spancil

Hill.

5. I paid a flying visit to my first and only love,


She’s white as any lily and gentle as a dove.


She threw her arms around me, saying, “Johnny, I love you

still.”




She’s Mag, the farmer’s daughter and the pride of Spancil

Hill.

6. I dreamt I stooped and kissed her as in the days of yore.


She said, “Johnny, you’re only joking, as many’s the time

before.”


The cock crew in the morning, he crew both loud and

shrill,

And I woke in California, many miles from Spancil Hill.
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Traditional Irish Folk Song
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T H E  WA X I E S  D A R G L E

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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W H I S K E Y,  YO U ’ R E  T H E  D E V I L

Traditional Irish Folk Song
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W H I S K E Y  I N  T H E  J A R

Traditional Irish Folk Song





Additional Lyrics

4. Some take delight in the fishin’ and the fowlin’.


Others take delight in the carriage gently rollin’.


Ah, but I take delight in the juice of the barley;


Courtin’ pretty women in the mountains of Killarney.


Musha ring dumma doo-rama da.


Chorus
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