Irish rebel songs
Come Out Ye Black & Tans
Written by Dominic Behan in the early 1960s. “Black and Tans” refer to British Army veterans (both Irish and English) who served as police officers in Ireland.
I was born on a Dublin street where the royal drums did beat,
And those loving English feet they tramped all over us,
And each and every night when me father came home tight
He'd invite the neighbors outside with this chorus:
Come out ye Black and Tans, come out and fight me like a man,
Show your wife how you won medals down in Flanders,
Tell them how the IRA made you run like hell away
From the green and lovely lanes of Killashandra.
Come tell us how you slew them poor Arabs two by two,
Like the Zulus they had spears and bows and arrows,
How you bravely faced each one with your 16-pounder gun,
And you frightened them poor natives to their marrow.
Come out ye Black and Tans, come out and fight me like a man,
Show your wife how you won medals down in Flanders,
Tell them how the IRA made you run like hell away
From the green and lovely lanes of Killashandra.
Come let us hear you tell how you slandered great Parnell,
When you thought him well and truly persecuted,
Where are the sneers and jeers that you bravely let us hear
When our heroes of '16 were executed?
Come out ye Black and Tans, come out and fight me like a man,
Show your wife how you won medals down in Flanders,
Tell them how the IRA made you run like hell away
From the green and lovely lanes of Killashandra.
Well the day is coming fast and the time is here at last,
When each yeoman will be cut aside before us,
And if there be a need, sure me kids would sing, "Godspeed, "
With a verse or two of Stephen Behan's chorus:
Come out ye Black and Tans, come out and fight me like a man,
Show your wife how you won medals down in Flanders,
Tell them how the IRA made you run like hell away
From the green and lovely lanes of Killashandra.

Foggy Dew
Written by Charles O’Neill, 1919. It portrays the Easter Rising in 1916.
As down the glen one Easter morn 
To a city fair rode I. 
There armoured lines of marching men 
In squadrons passed me by. 
No pipe did hum, no battle drum 
Did sound its loud tattoo 
But the Angelus bell o'er the Liffy's swell 
Rang out in the foggy dew. 

Right proudly high over Dublin town 
They hung out that 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 Brittania's sons with their long-range guns 
Sailed in from the foggy dew. 

Oh the night fell black and the rifle's crack
made perfidious Albion reel
mid the leaded rail seven tongues of flame
did shine o're the lines of steel
by each shining blade a prayer was said
that to Ireland her sons be true
when the morning broke still the war flag shook
out its fold on the foggy dew

it was England bade our wild geese go 
That small nations might be free. 
Their lonely graves are by Suvla's waves 
On the fringe of the grey North Sea. 
But had they died by Pearse's side 
Or fought with Cathal Bruagh, 
Their graves we'd keep where the Fenians sleep 
'Neath the shroud of the foggy dew. 

but the bravest fell, and the requiem bell 
Rang mournfully and clear 
For those who died that Eastertide 
In the springing of the year. 
And the world did gaze in deep amaze 
At those fearless men and true 
Who bore the fight that freedom's light 
Might shine through the foggy dew. 

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


Óró sé do bheatha abhaile
Irish traditional song
Hail, oh woman, who was so afflicted,
It was our ruin that you were in chains,
Our fine land in the possession of thieves...
While you were sold to the foreigners!

Chorus:
Oh-ro, welcome home
Oh-ro, welcome home
Oh-ro, welcome home

Now that summer's coming!
Grace O'Malley is coming over the sea,
Armed warriors as her guard,
Only Gaels are they, not French nor Spanish...
and they will rout the foreigners!

Chorus

May it please the King of Prodigy that we might see,
Although we may live but one week after,
Gráinne Mhaol and a thousand warriors...
Dispersing the foreigners!

Chorus


