
The Rising Of The Moon
“O then, tell me Sean O’Farrell, tell me why you hurry so?”
“Hush a bhuachaill, hush and listen”, and his cheeks were all aglow,
“I bear orders from the captain, get you ready quick and soon,
For the pikes must be together at the rising of the moon.”

At the rising of the moon,
At the rising of the moon,
For the pikes must be together
At the rising of the moon.”

“O then tell me Sean O’Farrell, where the gathering is to be?
“In the old spot by the river, right well known to you and me.
One more word for signal token, whistle up the marching tune,
With your pike upon your shoulder, at the rising of the moon.

At the rising of the moon,
At the rising of the moon,
With your pike upon your shoulder
At the rising of the moon.”

Out from many a mud wall cabin, eyes were watching through the night,
Many a manly heart was beating, for the blessed warning light.
Murmurs ran along the valleys, like the banshee’s lonely croon,
And a thousand pikes were flashing, by the rising of the moon.

By the rising of the moon,
By the rising of the moon,
And a thousand pikes were flashing
By the rising of the moon.”

There beside the singing river, that dark mass of men were seen,
And high above their shining weapons flew their own beloved green.
“Death to every foe and traitor! Forward! Strike the marching tune,
And hurrah my boys, for freedom, ’tis the rising of the moon”.

’Tis the rising of the moon,
’Tis the rising of the moon
And hurrah my boys for freedom,
’Tis the rising of the moon.

Let Erin Remember
Let Erin remember the days of old.
Ere her faithless sons betrayed her;
When Malachi wore the collar of gold,
Which he won from her proud invader.
When her kings, with standard of green unfurled,
Led the Red-Branch Knights to danger;
Ere the emerald gem of the western world
Was set in the crown of a stranger.

On Lough Neagh’s bank as the fisherman strays,
When the clear cold eve’s declining,
He sees the round towers of other days
In the wave beneath him shining:
Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime,
Catch a glimpse of the days that are over;
Thus, sighing, look thro’ the waves of time
For the long-faded glories they cover.

The Minstrel-Boy
The Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone,
In the ranks of death you’ll find him;
His father’s sword he has girded on.
And his wild harp slung behind him.
“Land of song!” said the warrior-bard,
“Tho’ all the world betrays thee,
“One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,
“One faithful harp shall praise thee!”

The Minstrel fell! — but the foeman’s chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;
The harp he loved ne’er spoke again,
For he tore its chords asunder;
And said, “No chains shall sully thee,
“Thou soul of love and bravery!
“Thy songs were made for the pure and free,
“They shall never sound in slavery.”

The Foggy Dew
As down the glen one Easter morn to a city fair rode I
There armed lines of marching men in squadrons passed me by
No pipe did hum no battle drum did sound its loud tattoo
But the Angelus bells o’er the Liffey swell rang out in the foggy dew

Right proudly high over Dublin Town they hung out the flag of war
’Twas better to die ’neath an Irish sky than at Suvla or Sud el Bar
And from the plains of Royal Meath strong men came hurrying through
While Britannia’s huns, with their long range guns sailed in through the foggy dew

Oh the night fell black, and the rifles’ crack made perfidious Albion reel
In the leaden rain, seven tongues of flame did shine o’er the lines of steel
By each shining blade a prayer was said, that to Ireland her sons be true
But when morning broke, still the war flag shook out its folds in the foggy dew

’Twas Britannia bad our wild geese go that small nations might be free
But their lonely graves are by Suvla’s waves or the shore of the great North Sea
Oh, had they died by Pearse’s side or fought with Cathal Brugha
Their names we would keep where the Fenians sleep ’neath the shroud of the foggy dew

And the bravest fell, and the Requiem bell rang mournfully and clear
For those who died that Eastertide in the springing of the year
While the world did gaze in deep amaze at those fearless men but few
Who bore the fight that freedom’s light might shine through the foggy dew

As back through the glen I rode again and my heart with grief was sore
For I parted then with valiant men whom I never shall see more
But to and fro in my dreams I go and I kneel and pray for you,
For slavery fled O glorious dead when you fell in the foggy dew
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