Songs of an
Irish Ballad Singer Vol 1

With Piano Music and Guitar Chords




Dear Friends,
Here are some songs which are very often heard sung in Ireland. They
include picno music and some basic guitar chords. | hope you enjoy singing ana

playing them os much as | do. Let the rafters ring. -
Mary Mazarello O'Flaherty (Benison) i
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APPRECIATIONS

Many Young Men of Twenty: John B, Keane;

Mary from Dungloe; The Maid of Bunclody; Come to the Bower; The Lambs on the
Green Hills: "Irish Street Ballads” by Colm O Lochlainn;

Four Green Fields: Words and music by Tony Maher, used by kind parmission of
Chappel & Co. Ltd., 50 New Bond St., London W1.

Dingle Bay; Old Skibbereen; Sliabh na mBan; The Spinning Wheel; The Grave of
Wolfe Tone: by kind permission of Waltons Ltd., Dublin,

Where nE:JE}Im is Waiting: by kind permission of Hawk Records, 65 Lr, Leeson St.

in.
Illustrations: Aine Bean U Dhildine; cover illustration: Tom Roche,
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ruined  walls

Once | lay on that sod = It lies aver Wolfe Tone -
And thought haw he perished in prison alone,

His friends unavenged ond his country unfreed -
"0, bitter," | said, "Is the patriot's meed."

"Far In him the heart of a woman combin'd

With a herolc life and @ governing mind =

A martyr for Ireland = his grave has no stona -
His name seldom nam'd ond his virlues unknown , "

| was woke fram my dream by the valces and Iread

OFf a band wha came Inta the home of the dead:

They carrled no corpse ond they carrled no stone,

And they stopt when they came to the grave of Wolfe Tone.

There were students and peasants, the wlse and the brave,
And an old man who knew him from cradle to grave,

And children who thought me hard-hearted, far they

Cn that sanctified sod were forbidden ta play.

But the old man who sow | was mourning there, said,
"We come, sir, to weep where young Wolfe Tone s laid,
And we're going to raise him o monument too -

A plain one, yet fit for the simple and trua,"

My heart overflowed and | clasped his old hand

And | bless'd him, and bless'd every one of his band:
Sweet, sweet 'tis to find that such faith can remain

To the cause and the man o long vanquish'd and slain.

In Bodenstown Churchyard there is o green grave,
And freely around it let winter winds rave —
Far better they suit him - the ruin and gloom
Till Ireland o Nation can build him o tomb.,
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Chorus

Slower and slower and slower the whee| swings

Lower and lower ond lower the resl rings

Ere the reel and the wheel stopped their ringing ond maving
Through the grove the young lovers by moonlight are raving.

THE ROSE of MORAY
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“Oh then tell me Sean O'Farrell where tha gather
“In the old spot by the river, right wall known ta yo

Cne word more for signal token, whistle up the marchin! tune:
With your pike upen your shoulder at the rising of the moon".

Out from many o mud=wall cabin eyes ware watching thro! the night
Many a manly heart was throbbing for that blessed warning light
Murmurs passed along the valley like the banshee's lanesome croan
And a thousand blades were flashing at the rising of the meon,

There beside the singing river that dark mass of men wos seen
High above thair shining weapons flew their own baloved graen
"Death to every foe and traiter, forward, strike the marchin! tune
And hurra, my boys, for freedom, 'tis the rising of the moen",
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I went to an ale-house where | used to frequent.
And | told the landlady my money was spent

| asked her for credit, she answe y
That @ custom of yours | can have any day,

'- Chorus,
) I took from my pocket ten soversigns bright
And the landlady's eyes opened wide with delight
She said | have whiskey and wines of the best
i And the words that | spoke sure ware only in [est,

I'll go home to my parents, confess what I've done
I'll ask them to pardon thair prodigal son

And if they caress me o3 oft Himes befars

Sure | never will play the Wild Rover no mare ,




HILLS of CONNEMARA
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ex-cise man Keep the smoke from ris-ing Bar — nay.

Keep your eyes well pesled today
The tall, tall men are on their way
Searching for the mountain toe

In the Hills of Connemara.

Swing to the left and swing to the right
The excise men will dance all night
Drinking up the tae till the broad daylight
In the Hills of Connemara.

A gallon for the butcher, a quart for Tom
A battle for poor old Father John

To help the poor old dear along

In the Hills of Connemara.

Stand your ground, It s too late

The excisa men are of the gate ’
Glory be to Paddy but they're drinking it nate
In '_I_]m- Hills of Connemara,
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Oh son | loved my notive land with energy and pride

Till a blight came o'er my crops - my sheep, my cattle died
My rent and taxes were too high, | could not them redeem
And that's the cruel reasen that | left old Skibbereen,

Oh well do | remember the bleak December day

The landlord and the sheriff came to drive usall away
They set my roof on fire with their cursed English spleen
And that's another reason that | left old Skibbereen .

Your mother, too, God rest her soul, fell on the snowy ground
She fainted in her anguish seeing the desalation round

She never rose but passed away from life to mortal dream

And found o quist grave my boy, in dear old Skibbereen.
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Will you come to the land of ©'Neill and |
Of lord Lucan of old and the immortal O'Cannel|
Where Brian drove the Danes and 5t, Palrick fhe varmin

And whose valleys remain stil] most beautiful and charming..

You can see Dublin City and the fine groves of Blarnay.
The Bann, Boyne, the Liffey and the Lokes of Killarney
You may ride on the tide o'er the broad majestic Shannan
You may sail round Lach Meagh and see storiad Dungannon,

Will you come and awake aur last land from s slumber

And her fettars we will break, [inks that long are encumbered
And the air will resound with Hosanna to greet you

On the shore will be found gallant Irishmen to meet you.

Will you come, will yau, will you, will you come to the Bower 7.

THE MAID of BUNCLODY
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THE LAMBS on the GREEN HILLS

The lambs  on the grean hills they sport and they pluy and

many straw= berries grow round  the alt mn. And
many strawberries grow round the salt sea and

many's the ship sail: the o —— ceon.

The bride and bride's party ta church they did go
The bride she rade foremost, she bears the best show
But | followed after with my heart full of waoe

To see my love wed to onother.

The first place | saw her 'twas in the church stand

Gold rings on her finger and her love by the hand.

Says | "My wee lassie, | will be the man

Although you are wed to ancther". €

The next place | seen her was on the woy home
| ran on before her, not knowtng wihere to raom
Says |, "My wee lassie, I'll be by your side
Al'r_hgug_h you are wed fo anather".

your Ilfé on the pcirn 1y
slowly you've lost this fair mald
ou'll never enjay her.
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Sliabh na mban,

In the festive hall, by the star washed shore

My restless spirit eries

My love, oh my lova, will I n'er sse you more
And my land will you ever uprise

By night and by day, | ever, ever pray,

Tha! lenely my life flows on (
To see our flag unfurled and my true love to enfold
In the valley neor 5liabh na mBan,

THE CURRAGH of KILDARE
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Sliabh na mban,

In the festive hall, by the star washed shore

My restless spirit eries

My love, oh my lova, will I n'er sse you more
And my land will you ever uprise

By night and by day, | ever, ever pray,

Tha! lenely my life flows on (
To see our flag unfurled and my true love to enfold
In the valley neor 5liabh na mBan,

THE CURRAGH of KILDARE
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ve I3 toll and handiome and her age s scarce eighteen
She eds all other fair maids when she Irips over tha green
Her lovely nack and shaulders are falrer than the snow

Till the day | die I'll ne'er deny my Mary from Dunglos.

If | was ot home in Sweat Dungloe a letter | would write

Kind thoughts would fill my bosom for Mary my: dalight

Tls in her father's garden, the falrest violets graw b

And twas there | came to court the mald, my Mary fram Dungloe,

Ah then Mary you're my heart's delight my pride and only care

It was your cruel father would not let me stray there :
But absence makes the heart graw fond and when I'm o'ar the malin
May the Lord protect my darling girl HIl | retum again,

And | wished | was In Sweet Dungloe ond seated on the grass
And by my side a bottle of wine and on my knee a lass

I'd call far liquor of the bast and |'d pay before | would go
And I'd rall my Mary in my arms in the town of Sweet Dungloe,
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