Glossop Labour Club – Irish songsheets

Cockles and Mussels
In Dublin's fair city, where the girls are so pretty

I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone

As she wheeled her wheel-barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying cockles and mussels, alive, alive-O!

Alive, alive-O! alive, alive-O!

Crying cockles and mussels, alive, alive-O!
She was a fish-monger, but sure 'twas no wonder

For so were her father and mother before

And they each wheeled their barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying cockles and mussels, alive, alive-O!

She died of a fever, and no one could save her

And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone

But her ghost wheels her barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying cockles and mussels, alive, alive-O!

Galway Shawl

At Oranmore in the County Galway,

One pleasant evening in the month of May,

I spied a damsel, she was young and handsome

Her beauty fairly took my breath away.

Chorus:

She wore no jewels, nor costly diamonds,

No paint or powder, no, none at all.

But she wore a bonnet with a ribbon on it

And round her shoulder was a Galway Shawl.
We kept on walking, she kept on talking,

'Till her father's cottage came into view.

Says she, "Come in, sir, and meet my father,

And play to please him The Foggy Dew."

She sat me down beside the hearthstone

I could see her father, he was six feet tall.

And soon her mother had the kettle singing

All I could think of was the Galway shawl.

I played The Blackbird and The Stack of Barley

Rodney's Glory and The Foggy Dew

She sang each note like an Irish linnet.

Whilst the tears stood in her eyes of blue.

'Twas early, early, all in the morning,

When I hit the road for old Donegal.

She said goodbye, sir, she cried and kissed me,

And my heart remained with that Galway shawl.

Fields of Athenry 

By a lonely prison wall,

I heard a young girl calling

Michael they have taken you away,

For you stole Trevelyan's corn

So the young might see the morn,

Now a prison ship lies waiting in the bay

Low lie the Fields of Athenry

where once we watched the small free birds fly

Our love was on the wing

we had dreams and songs to sing,

It's so lonely round the Fields of Athenry

By a lonely prison wall

I heard a young man calling

'Nothing matters Mary, when you're free'

Against the famine and the crown,

I rebelled, they cut me down

Now you must raise our child with dignity

By a lonely harbour wall

She watched the last star falling

As the prison ship sailed out against the sky

For she;ll wait in hope and pray

For her love in Botany Bay

It's so lonely round the Fields Of Athenry
Carrickfergus

I wish I was in Carrickfergus

Only for nights in Ballygrand
I would swim over the deepest ocean,

The deepest ocean, my love to find.

But the sea is wide; I can't swim over;

Neither have I wings to fly.

If I could find me a handsome boatman

To ferry me over to my love and I.

These childhood places bring sad reflection

Of happy days spent so long ago

My boyhood friends and kind relations
Have all passed on like the melting snow

But I'll spend my days in endless roving

Soft as the grass and my bed is free;

Oh to be back in Carrickfergus

On the long road down to by the sea.

And in Kilkenny it is reported

On marble stone as black as ink

With gold and silver he did support me

But I'll sing no more now till I've had a drink

And I'm drunk today and rarely sober

A handsome rover from town to town

Ah but I'm sick now and my days are numbered

Come all ye young men and lay me down

The Star of the County Down
Near Banbridge Town, In the County Down

One morning last July,

Down a bóithrín green Came a sweet colleen,

And she smiled as she passed me by.

She looked so neat From her two bare feet

To the sheen of her nut-brown hair,

Such a coaxing elf, Sure, I shook myself

To make sure I was standing there.

From Bantry Bay Up to Derry Quay,

And from Galway to Dublin Town,

No maid I've seen Like the brown colleen

That I met in the County Down.

As she onward sped, Sure I turned my head

And I gazed with a feeling rare.

And I says, says I, To a passer-by:

"Who's the maid with the nut-brown hair?"

He smiled at me And he says, says he,

"That's the gem of old Ireland's crown.

Sweet Rosey McCann From the banks of the Bann,

She's the Star of the County Down".

She'd a soft brown eye And a look so sly,

And a smile like the rose in June,

And you hung on each note From her lily-white throat,

As she lilted an Irish tune.

At the pattern dance You were held in a trance,

As she tripped through a reel or a jig;

And when her eyes she'd roll, She'd coax, on my soul,

A spud from a hungry pig.

I've travelled a bit, But I never was hit

Since my roving career began;

But fair and square I surrendered there

To the charms of young Rose McCann.

I'd a heart to let And no tenant yet

Though I'd searched countryside and town;

But in she went, And I asked no rent

From the Star of the county Down.

Jug of Punch
One pleasant evening in the month of June

As I was sitting with my glass and spoon

A small bird sat on an ivy bunch

And the song he sang was the jug of punch

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo, too-ra-loo-ra-lay

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo, too-ra-loo-ra-lay

(Last two lines of verse)

What more diversion can a man desire

Than to sit him down by an ale house fire

Upon his knee a pretty wench

Aye, and on the table a jug of punch

Let the doctors come with all their art

They'll make no impression upon my heart

Even the cripple forgets his hunch

When he's snug outside of a jug of punch

Well if I get drunk sure the money's me own

And them don't like me they can leave me alone

I'll tune my fiddle and I'll rosin my bow

And I'll be welcome wherever I go

And when I'm dead now and in my grave

No costly tombstone will I crave

Just lay me down in my native peat

With a jug of punch at my head and feet

The Parting Glass

Of all the money that e'er I had

I spent it in good company

And all the harm I've ever done

Alas it was to none but me

And all I've done for want of wit

To mem'ry now I can't recall

So fill to me the parting glass

Good night and joy be to you all

If I had money enough to spend

And leisure time to sit awhile

There is a fair maid in this town

That sorely has my heart beguiled.

Her rosy cheeks and ruby lips

I own she has my heart in thrall

Then fill to me the parting glass

Good night and joy be with you all.

Of all the comrades that e'er I had

They're sorry for my going away

And all the sweethearts that e'er I had

They'd wish me one more day to stay

But since it falls unto my lot

That I should rise and you should not

I gently rise and softly call

Good night and joy be to you all

Galway Bay

If you ever go across the sea to Ireland, 
Then maybe at the closing of your day, 
You can sit and watch the moon rise over Claddagh, 
And see the sun go down on Galway Bay. 
Just to hear again the ripple of the trout stream, 
The women in the meadows making hay, 
Or  to sit beside the turf fire in a cabin, 
And watch the barefoot gosoons as they play. 
For the breezes blowing o'er the sea's from Ireland, 
Are perfumed by the heather as they blow, 
And the women in the uplands digging praties, 
Speak a language that the strangers do not know. 
Yet the strangers came and tried to teach us their ways, 
And they scorned us just for being what we are, 
But they might as well go chasing after moon beams, 
Or light a penny candle from a star. 
And if there's going to be a life here after, 
And faith somehow I'm sure there's going to be, 
I will ask my God to let me make my Heaven, 
In that dear land across the Irish sea.
Ireland’s Call
Come the day and come the hour

Come the power and the glory

We have come to answer

Our Country’s call

From the four proud provinces of Ireland

Ireland, Ireland

Together standing tall

Shoulder to shoulder

We’ll answer Ireland’s call
From the mighty Glens of Antrim

From the rugged hills of Galway

From the walls of Limerick

And Dublin Bay

From the four proud provinces of Ireland

Hearts of steel and heads unbowing

Vowing never to be broken

We will fight, until

We can fight no more

From the four proud provinces of Ireland

When Irish eyes are smiling 
There's a tear in your eye and I'm wondering why,

For it never should be there at all;

With such pow'r in your smile, sure a stone you'd beguile,

So there's never a tear-drop should fall;

When your sweet lilting laughter's like some fairy song,

And your eyes twinkle bright as can be;

You should laugh all the while and all other times, smile,

And now smile a smile for me.

When Irish eyes are smiling,

Sure it's like a morn in Spring,

In the lilt of Irish laughter

You can hear the angels sing.

When Irish hearts are happy,

All the world seems bright and gay,

And when Irish eyes are smiling,

Sure, they steal your heart away.

For your smile is a part of the love in your heart,

And it makes even sunshine more bright;

Like the linnet's sweet song, crooning all the day long,

Comes your laughter so tender and light;

For the spring-time of life is the sweetest of all,

There is never a real care or regret;

And while spring-time is ours throughout all of youth's hours,

Let us smile each chance we get.

Rose of Tralee

The pale moon was rising above the green mountain,

The sun was declining beneath the blue sea;

When I strayed with my love to the pure crystal fountain,

That stands in the beautiful Vale of Tralee.

She was lovely and fair as the rose of the summer,

Yet 'twas not her beauty alone that won me;
Oh no, 'twas the truth in her eyes ever dawning,

That made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee.

The cool shades of evening their mantle were spreading,

And Mary all smiling was listening to me;

The moon through the valley her pale rays was shedding,

When I won the heart of the Rose of Tralee.

In the far fields of India, 'mid war's dreadful thunders,

Her voice was a solace and comfort to me,

But the chill hand of death has now rent us asunder,

I'm lonely tonight for the Rose of Tralee.

The Mountains of Mourne, 

Oh Mary, this London's a wonderful sight

With the people all working by day and by night

They don't sow potatoes nor barley nor wheat

But there's gangs of them digging for gold in the street

At least when I asked them that's what I was told

So I just took a hand at this digging for gold

But for all that I found there I might as well be

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea

I believe that when writing a wish you expressed

As to how the fine ladies in London were dressed

Well if you believe me when asked to a ball

They don't wear no tops to their dresses at all

Oh I've seen them myself and you could not in truth

Tell that if they were bound for a ball or a bath

Don't be starting those fashions now Mary mo chroi*

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea

I've seen England's king from the top of a bus

I don't really know him but he means to know us

And though by the Saxon we once were oppressed

I cheered, God forgive me, I cheered with the rest

And now that he's visited Ireland's green shore

We'll be a lot better friends than we've been heretofore

When we've got all we want we're as quiet as can be

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea

You remember young Peter O'Loughlin of course

Well he's over here at the head of the force

I saw him one day I was crossing the strand

And he stopped the whole world with one wave of his hand

And as we were talking of days that are gone

The whole population of London looked on

But for all his great powers he's wishful like me

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea

Oh there's beautiful girls here but ach, never mind

With beautiful shapes nature never designed

Lovely complexions of roses and cream

But O'Loughlin remarked with regard to the same

That if that those roses you chanced for to sip

The colours might all come away on you lip

So I'll wait for the wild rose that's waiting for me

Where the Mountains of Mourne sweep down to the sea

Whiskey in the jar

As I was going over the far-famed Kerry Mountains

I met with Captain Farrell and his money he was countin'

I first produced my pistol and then produced my rapier

Saying "Stand and deliver for you are my bold deceiver"

Mush a rig am a durrum dah

Whack fol the daddy o

Whack fol the daddy o

There's whiskey in the jar
I counted out his money and it made a pretty penny

I put it in my pocket and I gave it to my Jenny

She sighed and she swore that she never would deceive me

But the devil take the women for they never can be easy

I went into my chamber for to take a slumber

I dreamt of golden jewels and sure it was no wonder

For Jenny took my charges and filled them up with water

And sent for Captain Farrell to be ready for the slaughter

'Twas early in the morning before I rose to travel

The guards were all around me and likewise Captain Farrell

I first produced my pistol for she stole away my rapier

But I couldn't shoot the water so a prisoner I was taken

If anyone can aid me it's my brother in the army

I think that he is stationed in Cork or in Killarney

And if he'd come and join me, we'd go rovin' in Kilkenny

I swear he'd treat me fairer than my darling sporting Jenny

There’s some delight in fishing and some delight in bowling

And some take delight in their carriages a rolling

But I take delight in the juice of the barley

And courtin pretty girls in the morning bright and early

