ﬁ@i&uwwww&ww&

/W“’s :

THE IDEAL SONG BOOK
FOR IRISH CHILDREN

g"'31\}lu51c of the Gaelg
*
?f‘;?

By REV. P. A. WALSH, C.M.
Editor of Songs of the Gael, &ec.

PART I
SECOND EDITION. TENTH THOUSAND.

PUBLISHED BY

FALLON BRQOTHERS, Limited
The Schools House, DUBLIN ® BELFAST

IR BT T T I T




10

11

12.

BEREPT
DeAr Lanp = 5
Eriy Aroon

ERIN ASTHORE .

I Love t8E Hinrs or IRELAND

IrisEMEN or EvERY CREED
I Saw PrOM THE BEACH

Ler ErRIN REMEMBER .

Lirree House UnxpErR THE Hir, TR

Lirtie Rep Fox, THE

My Laxp . S . .

Summezr 18 ComINg, THE

Page
2

. 21
. .20
. 19
o8
4

18

. 12
. B
« 6
. 23



MUSIC OF THE GAEL

THE IDEAL SONG BOOK FOR

7 §T oseps S
| STUDENTS LIBRARY, |

\  BLACKROCK.
REV. M- =, G

Editor of *“ Songs of the Gael,” &c.

PART L
SECOND EDITION.  TENTH THOQUSAND.

PUBLISHED BY

FALLON BROTHERS, LIMITED
1he Schools House :: DUBLIN AND BELFAST

All rights reserved.



13 AUG 1990

“©

N r <A
. T 7 R NS
N Dachez

R Ut

¥USIC OF THE GAEL.
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My eyes were open in the dark, I stood in silent fear,

And saw one move among them was gone from me a year,

Her nut-brown curls so fine and fair, her slender shape I knew—
Christ keep us from such sorrows as filled her eyes of blue.

3

The gentle folk were warring for sake of my fair girl—

Their strokes had set the wind to blow and dead brown leaves to whirl.
She saw me, and her little hands were lifted in despair,

‘Mo vrén ! mo vréon ! when next I looked nor Si nor ghost was there.

4

Oh ! I will wander to the East, and I will wander West,

And dree my penance in the ways that Patrick’s feet have blessed,
And may be where she bides unseen in fairy field or hall

The blessing of my whispered prayer upon her head may fall.

—ETaNA CARBERY.

(Taken by permission from ** The Four Winds of Erin,” and now set to
music for the first time).
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Let the bitter past be past
With all its pain and sadness ;
Better days have come at last,
And strife is sin and madness :
Come together, heart and hand,
Join our gallant patriot band
Standing for the dear old land
To give her peace and gladness.

3

Each to worship the Divine
Before his chosen altar ;
All for Ireland to combine
In love that will not falter :
Come together, heart and hand,
Join our gallant patriot band,
Standing for the dear old land
To honour and exalt her.

4

So, though Ireland’s fame comes down
From ages old and hoary,
We shall make her new renown
Outshine her ancient glory :
Come together, heart and hand,
Join our gallant patriot band,
Join, to raise the dear old land
From grief to joy and glory.
—Z0z14T8,
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THE LITTLE RED FOX.

Key Ep. Moderato.
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The Little Red Fox is a family man
By his own fireside reposing,
Till the cry of the hound shows his lair is found—
There’s no time left for dozing.
“ I'm off,” says he,” don’t wait for me,
There’s a long, long road before me,
But home I'll be in time for tea
When I put this trial o’er me.”

Chorus—

Oh ! Little Red Fox, Red Fox, Red Fox,
Oh ! Little Red Fox, low keeping ;

Little Red Fox, stealing thro’ the rocks :
And the tips of his two ears peeping.

F. A. Fanvy.
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I love the streams of Ireland,
So pleasantly they glide,
The music-making brooklets,
The rivers smooth and wide ;
I love the fields of Ireland,
So rich, so soft, and green,
And deem the wide world over
No fairer can be seen,

3
I love the whole dear Island,
Its beauties, one and all,

From Wexford town to Galway,

From Cork to Donegal ;
I love its faithful people,

And pray they soon may be

High placed among the nations,
Strong, prosperous, and free.
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ERIN ASTHORE.
KEey Bb. Air : “ Top of Cork Road.”
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Sons you have, Erin, of strength and capacity,
Famed in all ages for wit and vivacity,
Beating the nations in deeds of audacity

In every land that lies under the sun ;
Colleens whose souls in their love-lighting eyes
Shine pure as stars in thy midsummer skies ;

True hearts unaltering ;

Faith never faltering ;

Céao mile pailce for every one

—Chorus

F. A. Fany
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LET ERIN REMEMBER.

Key F. Martially.
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On Lough Neagh’s banks as the fisherman strays
When the clear cold eve’s declining,

He sees the round towers of other days

In the waves beneath him shining.
Thus shall memory often in dreams sublime

Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ;
Thus, sighing look through the waves of time

For the long-faded glories they cover.

—THoMAS MOORE.
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THE SUMMER IS COMING
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"Tis many long years since I saw the green island,

And bade her farewell with a heart full of care,
And far have I roamed since in valley and highland

Where nature has lavished her favours most rare.
But gay as the bowers, and fair as the flowers

That bloom in strange lands where, an exile, I rove—
Still dearest and rarest, and nearest and fairest

Shall be the dear scenes of the land of my love.

3

T’ll roam thro’ the fields so endeared to my childhood,
When life was all summer, and friends did not fail ;

T’ll hear the wild birds singing sweet in the woodland,
And lambs bleating low in the daisy-clad vale.

Il see her blue mountains, her bright-laughing fountains,
And wander at eve by her ocean-kissed shore ;

And kind friends will meet me, and old friends will greet me,
With a céao mile pailce a thousand times o’er.

F. A, Fany,
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THE LITTLE HOUSE UNDER THE HILL.
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Oh, how the little house comes to my mind—-

Face to the sunlight and back to the wind !

The hum of the bee and the ripple of rill

Made glee for the little house under the hill.
Hiforit! Hoforit! Hifor it still!
Hi for the little house under the hill !
I listen in dreams while the thrush’s wild thrill
Wakes joy round the little house under the hill.

3

Humble the roof was and covered the thatch,
But stranger in vain never lifted the latch—
Greeting and welcome that care could not kill
Were found in the little house under the hill.
Hiforit! Hoforit! Hi for it still!
Hi for the little house under the hill !
Hearts that not trouble or sorrow could chill
Beat high in the liftle house under the hill.

4

Hi for the little house under the hill !
And Hi for the true hearts that linger there still !
I’'m praying for ever, through good and through ill,
To die in the little house under the hill.

Hiforit! Ho forit! Hi for it still!

Hi for the little house under the hill !

Had I the way, now as I have the will,

I’d fly to the little house under the hill.

—F. A. Fanv.
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I SAW FROM THE BEACH.
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Ah ! such is the fate of our life’s early promise

So passing the springtide of joys we have known,

Each wave that we danced on at morning ebbs from us,
And leaves us at eve on the bieak shore alone.

3

Ne’er tell me of glories serenely adorning

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ;
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of morning,
Her clouds and her tears are worth evening’s best light.

—TH0MAS MOORE.
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ERIN AROON.

Air: “ e1dlin apan.
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’Tis but for you I sing,
Erin aroon,
"Tis but to you I cling,
Erin aroon :
Round you my hope is cast,
To you my heart has past,
Oh ! won’t you wake at last,
Erin aroon ?
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3

Oh my belovad isle,
Erin aroon,
Might I behold you smile,
Erin aroon,
One smile so warm and bright
Startling the long dark night—
Then die with pure delight,
Erin aroon.

4

All that I love below,
Erin aroon,
Happy before I'd go,
Erin aroon,
Sweet ’twere the news to bear
Far beyond earth and air
To them the news to bear,
Erin aroon,

¢« MARY OF THE NATION.’

DEAR LAND.
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2

When I behold your mountains bold—
Your noble lakes and streams-—
A mingled tide of grief and pride
Within my bosom teems.
I think of all your long, dark thrall—
Your martyrs brave and true ;
And dash apart the tears that start—
‘We must not weep for you
Dear Land—
We must not weep for you.
Jou~N O’Haaan.

(I here link, for the first time, this fine song to a fine, bold old Irish air).

Ea
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MY LAND.
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( Oh! she’s a fresh  and fair land S_
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{ Yes! | she’s a rare and | fair land
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She’s not a dull or cold land ;

No ! she’s a warm and bold land 3

Oh ! she’s a true and old land—
This native land of mine.

Could beauty ever guard her,

And virtue still reward her,

No foe would cross her border—

No friend within it pine !

Chorus—
-Tromas Davis.
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