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THE IRISH PEASANT GIRL 
 

She lived beside the Anner, 

At the foot of Slievenamon, 

A gentle peasant girl, 

With mild eyes like the dawn; 

Her lips were dewy rosebuds; 

Her teeth of pearls rare; 

And a snow-drift ’neath a beechen bough 

Her neck and nut-brown hair. 

 

How pleasant ’twas to meet her 

On Sunday when the bell 

Was filling with its mellow tones 

Lone wood and grassy dell! 

And when at eve young maidens 

Strayed the river’s banks along, 

The widow’s brown-haired daughter 

Was loveliest of the throng. 

 

O brave, brave Irish girls— 

We well may call you brave!— 

Sure the least of all your perils 

Is the stormy ocean wave, 

When you leave your quiet valleys, 

And cross the Atlantic’s foam, 

To hoard your hard-won earnings 

For the helpless ones at home. 
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‘Write word to my own dear mother— 

Say, we’ll meet with God above; 

And tell my little brothers 

I send them all my love; 

May the angels ever guard them, 

Is their dying sister’s prayer’— 

And folded in that letter 

Was a braid of nut-brown hair. 

 

Ah, cold, and well nigh callous 

This weary heart has grown 

For thy hapless fate, dear Ireland, 

And for sorrows of mine own; 

Yet a tear mine eye will moisten 

When by Anner’s side I stray, 

For the lily of the mountain foot 

That withered far away. 
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RORY OF THE HILLS 

 
‘That rake up near the rafters, 

Why leave it there so long? 

The handle of the best of ash, 

Is smooth and straight and strong; 

And, mother, will you tell me, 

Why did my father frown, 

When, to make the hay in summer-time, 

I climbed to take it down?’ 

She looked into her husband’s eyes, 

While her own with light did fill: 

‘You’ll shortly know the reason, boy!’ 

Said Rory of the Hill. 

 

The midnight moon is lighting up 

The slopes of Slievenamon— 

Whose foot affrights the startled hares 

So long before the dawn? 

He stopped just where the Anner’s stream 

Winds up the woods anear, 

Then whistled low, and looked around 

To see the coast was clear. 

A shealing door flew open— 

In he stepped with right good will— 

‘God save all here, and bless your work,’ 

Said Rory of the Hill. 
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Right hearty was the welcome 

That greeted him, I ween; 

For years gone by he fully proved 

How well he loved the Green; 

And there was one amongst them 

Who grasped him by the hand— 

One who through all that weary time 

Roamed on a foreign strand: 

He brought them news from gallant friends 

That made their heart-strings thrill; 

‘My sowl! I never doubted them!’ 

Said Rory of the Hill. 

 

They sat around the humble board 

Till dawning of the day, 

And yet not song nor shout I heard— 

No revellers were they: 

Some brows flushed red with gladness, 

While some were grimly pale; 

But pale or red, from out those eyes 

Flashed souls that never quail! 

‘And sing us now about the vow 

They swore for to fulfil’— 

‘Ye’ll read it yet in History,’ 

Said Rory of the Hill. 
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Next day the ashen handle 

He took down from where it hung; 

The toothed rake, full scornfully, 

Into the fire he flung, 

And in its stead a shining blade 

Is gleaming once again; 

(Oh! for a hundred thousand of 

Such weapons and such men!) 

Right soldierly he wielded it, 

And—going through his drill— 

‘Attention’—‘charge’—‘front, point’—‘advance!’ 

Cried Rory of the Hill. 

 

She looked at him with woman’s pride, 

With pride and woman’s fears; 

She flew to him, she clung to him, 

And dried away her tears; 

He feels her pulse beat truly, 

While her arms around him twine — 

‘Now God be praised for your stout heart, 

Brave little wife of mine.’ 

He swung his first-born in the air, 

While joy his heart did fill— 

‘You’ll be a Freeman yet, my boy!’ 

Said Rory of the Hill. 
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Oh! knowledge is a wondrous power, 

And stronger than the wind; 

And thrones shall fall, and despots bow 

Before the might of mind: 

The poet and the orator 

The heart of man can sway, 

And would to the kind heavens 

That Wolf Tone were here to-day! 

Yet trust me, friends, dear Ireland’s strength, 

Her truest strength, is still 

The rough-and-ready roving boys, 

Like Rory of the Hill. 
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PATRICK SHEEHAN 
Air―‘Irish Molly, O.’ 

 

My name is Patrick Sheehan, 

My years are thirty-four; 

Tipperary is my native place, 

Not far from Galtymore: 

I came of honest parents, 

But now they’re lying low; 

And many a pleasant day I spent 

In the Glen of Aherlow. 

 

My father died; I closed his eyes 

Outside our cabin door; 

The landlord and the sheriff, too, 

Were there the day before; 

And then my loving mother, 

And sisters three also, 

Were forced to go with broken hearts 

From the Glen of Aherlow. 

 

For three long months, in search of work, 

I wandered far and near; 

I went then to the poor-house, 

For to see my mother dear; 

The news I heard nigh broke my heart; 

But still, in all my woe, 

I blessed the friends who made their graves 

In the Glen of Aherlow. 

  



9 
 

Bereft of home and kith and kin, 

With plenty all around, 

I starved within my cabin, 

And slept upon the ground; 

But cruel as my lot was, 

I ne’er did hardship know 

Till I joined the English Army, 

Far away from Aherlow. 

 

‘Rouse up there,’ says the Corporal, 

‘You lazy Hirish hound; 

Why don't you hear, you sleepy dog, 

The call “to arms” sound ?’ 

Alas, I had been dreaming 

Of days long, long ago; 

I woke before Sebastopol, 

And not in Aherlow. 

 

I groped to find my musket— 

How dark I thought the night! 

O blessed God, it was not dark, 

It was the broad daylight! 

And when I found that I was blind, 

My tears began to flow; 

I longed for even a pauper’s grave 

In the Glen of Aherlow. 

 

O Blessed Virgin Mary, 

Mine is a mournful tale; 

A poor blind prisoner here I am, 

In Dublin’s dreary gaol; 

Struck blind within the trenches, 

Where I never feared the foe; 

And now I’ll never see again 

My own sweet Aherlow! 
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A poor neglected mendicant, 

I wandered through the street; 

My nine months’ pension now being out, 

I beg from all I meet: 

As I joined my country’s tyrants, 

My face I’ll never show 

Among the kind old neighbours 

In the Glen of Aherlow. 

 

Then, Irish youths, dear countrymen, 

Take heed of what I say; 

For if you join the English ranks, 

You’ll surely rue the day; 

And whenever you are tempted 

A soldiering to go, 

Remember poor blind Sheehan 

Of the Glen of Aherlow. 
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THE MAID OF SLIEVENAMON 

 
Alone, all alone, by the wave-wash’d strand, 

And alone in the crowded ball; 

The hall it is gay, and the waves are grand, 

But my heart is not here at all: 

It flies far away, by night and by day, 

To the times and the joys that are gone; 

And I never can forget the maiden I met 

In the valley near Slievenamon. 

 

It was not the grace of her queenly air, 

Nor her cheek of the rose's glow, 

Nor her soft black eyes, nor her flowing hair 

Nor was it her lily-white brow. 

‘Twas the soul of truth, and of melting ruth 

And the smile like a summer dawn 

That stole my heart away, one mild day, 

In the valley near Slievenamon. 

 

In the festive hall, by the star-watch’d shore, 

My restless spirit cries, 

‘My love, oh my love, shall I ne’er see you more, 

And, my land, will you ever uprise?’ 

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

While lonely my life flows on, 

To see our flag unrolled, and my true love to enfold, 

In the valley near Slievenamon. 
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OH! SING ME NOT THAT SONG AGAIN 
 

Oh! sing me not that song again, 

My lovely Norah dear, 

The defiant tone, the martial strain, 

It breaks my heart to hear. 

‘Tis true ‘twas rapture once, sweet maid, 

That song to hear thee sing, 

And watch thee while my flashing blade 

Thy bright eye rivalling, 

And think how myriad blades as true 

On Erin’s hills would gleam. 

That vision fled—I little knew 

‘Twould prove a fleeting dream. 

 

CHORUS. 
So sing me not that song again, 

My lovely Norah dear— 

The bold, the proud, defiant strain 

It breaks my heart to hear. 

 

’Tis true that once those words of flame 

Could bear my soul away, 

Until my spirit proud became 

Impatient for the fray; 

Ah! then I hoped old Erin’s green 

Would soon o'er free men stream, 

But that, my fondest wish, has been 

A false, a fleeting dream. 
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CHORUS. 
So sing me not that song again, 

My lovely Norah dear— 

The bold, the proud, defiant strain 

It breaks my heart to hear. 

 

Oh! tune me now some lay of old, 

Some sorrowing lament 

For gallant hearts for ever cold 

And freedom’s banner rent; 

Or, if you will, some tender tale 

Of maiden fair and true, 

As true when shame and grief assail, 

And beautiful as you. 

 

CHORUS. 
So sing me not that song again, 

My lovely Norah dear— 

The bold, the proud, defiant strain 

It breaks my heart to hear. 
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THE REBEL MYLES O’HEA 
OR, EIGHTY YEARS AGO. 

 

His locks are whitened with the snows of nigh a hundred years, 

And now with cheery heart and step the journey’s end he nears. 

He feared his God, and bravely played the part he had to play, 

For lack of courage did ne’er stain the soul of Myles O’Hea. 

 

A young man ‘lighted from his steed, and by that old man stood; 

‘Good friend,’ he asked, ‘what see you in yon castle by the wood? 

I’ve marked the proud glare of your eye and of your cheek the glow.’ 

‘My heart,’ the old man said, ‘went back to eighty years ago! 

 

‘I was a beardless stripling then, but proud as any lord: 

And well I might—in my right hand I grasped a freeman’s sword; 

And, though an humble peasant’s son, proud squires and even peers 

Would greet me as a comrade—we were the Volunteers! 

 

‘That castle was our Colonel’s. On yonder grassy glade, 

At beat of drum our regiment oft mustered for parade, 

And from that castle’s parapets scarfs waved and bright eyes shone 

When our bugles woke the echoes with the march of ‘Garryowen.’ 

 

‘Oh! then ‘twas never thought a shame or crime to love the land, 

For freedom was the watchword, nerving every heart and hand; 

And Grattan, Flood, and Charlemont were blessed by high and low 

When our Army won the Parliament of eighty years ago.’ 

 

‘And what of him, your Colonel?’ ‘He, good old Colonel, died 

While the nation’s heart was pulsing with the full and flowing tide 

Of liberty and plenteousness that coursed through every vein. 

How soon it ebbed, that surging tide! Will it ever flow again?’ 
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‘Who owned the castle after him?’ ‘His son—my friend and foe. 

You see yon rocks among the gorse in the valley down below. 

We leaped among them from the rocks, and through their ranks we bore; 

I headed the United men, he led my yeoman corps. 

 

‘They reeled before our reddened pikes; his blood had dyed my blade, 

But I spared him for his father’s sake; and well the debt he paid! 

For how, when right was trampled down ‘scaped I the tyrant’s ban? 

The yeoman Captain’s castle, sir, contained an outlawed man! 

 

‘Yes, England was his glory—the mistress of the sea. 

‘William,’ ‘Wellington,’ and ‘Wooden Walls,’ his toasts would ever be. 

I’d pledge ‘Green Erin and her Cause,’ and then he’d laugh and say, 

That he knew one honest traitor—the ‘rebel’ Myles O’Hea. 

 

‘In after years he threatened hard to pull our roof trees down 

If we failed to vote at his command. Some quailed before his frown. 

Then I seized the old green banner and shouted ‘Altars free!’ 

The gallant Forties to a man, left him to follow me! 

 

‘Well, God be with him. He was forced from home and lands to part, 

But to think ‘twas England robbed him, it was that that broke his heart, 

“Old friend,” he said, and grasped my hand, “I’m loyal to my queen, 

But would such a law, at such a time, be made in College Green?” 

 

‘And while the tears rolled down his cheeks, his grandson, a brave youth, 

Clung to that tree beside the brook (good sir, I tell you truth), 

And sobbing, kissed it like a child, nor tears could I restrain.’ 

The young man turned and hid his face in his hunter’s flowing mane. 

 

‘And Myles O’Hea,’ he spake at length, ‘have tropic suns and time 

So changed the boy who, weeping, clung to yon spreading lime? 

I was that boy. My father’s home and lands are mine again: 

But for every pound he paid for them I paid the Scotchman ten.’ 
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High wassail in the castle halls. The wealthy bride is there, 

And gentlemen and tenantry, proud dames and maidens fair, 

And there—like Irish bard of old—beside the bridegroom gay, 

A white-haired peasant calmly sits; ‘tis poor old Myles O’Hea. 

 

With swimming eyes the bridegroom grasps that noble rustic’s hand, 

While round the board, with brimming cups, the wassaillers all stand. 

And louder swelled the harper’s strains and wilder rose the cheers 

When he pledged ‘your comrades long ago—the Irish Volunteers.’ 

 

‘Now, God be praised,’ quoth Myles O’Hea, ‘they foully lie who say 

That poor old Ireland’s glory’s gone, for ever passed away. 

But gentlemen, what say you? Were not this a braver show 

If sword hilts clanked against the board, like eighty years ago?’ 
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ROSE OF KNOCKMANY 
Air― ‘The Unfortunate Rake.’ 

 

Oh! sure ’tis some fairy 

Has set me contrairy, 

No more blithe and airy I sing as I go; 

No longer in clover, 

A free-hearted rover, 

I lilt a light ditty or shake a loose toe! 

In Leinster and Ulster, 

Through Connaught and Munster, 

‘Twas I made the fun stir wherever I stray’d; 

And a jovialler fellow, 

While sober or mellow, 

Ne’er toss’d off a jorum or wooed a fair maid. 

 

Till once in the May time, 

The tuneful and gay time— 

(Ah, I fear ‘twas the fay-time)—from eve to the dawn, 

I play’d for a maiden, 

With hair simply braiden, 

With eyes of soft lustre and grace like the fawn— 

Those eyes, while she listened, 

Through dewy drops glistened, 

Or sparkled like gems in the light of the moon; 

Some witchcraft was in it, 

For since that blessed minute, 

I’m like poor young Johnny who played but one tune. 

  



18 
 

For whether I’m strolling 

Where billows are rolling, 

Or sweet bells are chiming o’er Shannon or Lee; 

My wild harp when sweeping, 

Where fountains are leaping, 

At lone Gougane Barra or storied Lough Neagh— 

To priest or to peasant, 

No matter who’s present, 

In sad hours or pleasant, by mountain or stream, 

To the careless or cannie, 

To colleen or granny, 

Young Rose of Knockmany is ever my theme. 
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THE SHAN VAN VOCHT 
 

There are ships upon the sea, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

There are good ships on the sea, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

Oh, they’re sailing o’er the sea, 

From a land where all are free, 

With a freight that’s dear to me, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht. 

 

They are coming from the West, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

And the flag we love the best, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

Waves proudly in the blast, 

And they’ve nailed it to the mast; 

Long threat’ning comes at last, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht. 

 

‘Twas well O’Connell said, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht— 

‘My land when I am dead,’ 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

‘A race will tread your plains, 

With hot blood in their veins, 

Who will burst your galling chains,’ 

Says the Shan Van Vocht. 
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For these words we love his name, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

And Ireland guards his fame, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

And low her poor heart fell 

The day she heard his knell; 

For she knew he loved her well, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

 

But the cause was banned, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

By sleek slave and traitor bland, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

Ah, then strayed to foreign strand 

Truth and Valour from our land, 

The stout heart and ready hand, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht. 

 

But with courage undismayed, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

These exiles watched and prayed, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht; 

For though trampled to the dust, 

Their cause they knew was just, 

And in God they put their trust, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

 

And now, if ye be men, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

We’ll have them back again, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht, 

With pike and guns galore; 

And when they touch her shore, 

Ireland’s free for evermore, 

Says the Shan Van Vocht. 



21 
 

CARRAIG-MOCLEARA 
 

Oh, sweet Slievenamon, you 're my darling and pride, 

With your soft swelling bosom and mien like a bride, 

How oft have I wandered, in sunshine and shower, 

From dark Kileavalla to lonely Glenbower; 

Or spent with a light heart the long summer’s day, 

‘Twixt Seefen and the Clocdeach above Kile-a-tlea; 

But than wood, glen, or torrent, to me far more dear, 

Is thy crag-crowned forehead, old Carrig-Mocklear! 

 

For there gathered stout hearts in brave Ninety-Eight, 

Undaunted, unflinching, grim death to await; 

And there did I hope to behold once again, 

Rushing down from the mountain and up from the plain, 

The men of Slieveardagh, to rally once more 

In the holy old cause, like our fathers before; 

And, O saints! how I prayed that the Saxon might hear 

The first shout of the onset from Carrig-Mocklear! 

 

Yet a maiden might sleep the rough granite between, 

On the flower-spangled sward, ‘tis so sunny and green; 

‘Tis thus you will find in the stormiest breast 

Some spot fresh and warm, where love might be guest; 

And how like a bless’d dream did one autumn eve glide, 

With my first and my only love there by my side? 

Ah! no wonder, no wonder I gaze with a tear 

On the rocks and the flowers of old Carrig-Moclear! 
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Ye tell, ye lone rocks, where the Rebel's pike gleamed; 

Of the wrong unavenged, and the vow unredeemed; 

And thoughts of old times, with their smiles and their showers, 

Come back to my soul with the breath of their flowers. 

But bright hopes of my youth, here forever we part— 

Now I feel dark despair fills your place in my heart— 

For ne’er may I see the Green Banner uprear, 

Nor thy smile, my lost Mary, on Carrig-Mocklear! 
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BEAUTIFUL IRELAND 
 

Speak of the land where the toiler 

Can build up a free happy home, 

Land never cursed by the spoiler, 

Over the white ocean foam; 

Dearest to me is my sireland 

The emerald gem of the sea, 

Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

Oh! would that Ireland was free! 

 

CHORUS. 
Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

My heart it beats only for thee, 

Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

Oh! will it ever be free? 

 

Where is the land that can compare her? 

Oh! show me her lakes or her strands, 

Travel the world thro’ and show me 

A more beauteous and lovelier land. 

Dearer to me than my sireland, 

The emerald gem of the sea; 

I’ll cling to my home in old Ireland, 

Oh! would that old Ireland was free! 

 

CHORUS. 
Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

My heart it beats only for thee, 

Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

Oh! will it ever be free? 
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They say that they are going to free her 

Although her heart it lies low, 

How her enemies do greet her, 

Run down and oppress’d by her foe. 

Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

My heart it beats only for thee, 

I’ll cling to my home in old Ireland, 

Oh! would that old Ireland was free! 

 

CHORUS. 
Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

My heart it beats only for thee, 

Beautiful, beautiful Ireland, 

Oh! will it ever be free? 

 


