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SINGATHON FOR THE HOSPICE

METHODIST CHURCH, SUTTON

APRIL, 2014

Thugamar féin an samhradh linn
(led by Diarmuid O’Cathasaigh)

Thugamar féin an samhradh linn Thugamar féin an samhradh linn
Samhradh buí ó luí na gréine
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn

Samhradh samhradh bainne na ngamhna
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn
Samhradh duilliúir thugamar an chraobh linn
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn 

Bábóg na Bealtaine, maighdean an tSamhraidh
Suas gach cnoc is síos gach gleann
Cailíní maiseacha bán-gheala gléasta
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn

Cuileann is coll is trom is caorthann,
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn,
Is fuinnseag ghléigeal bhéil an Átha,
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn.

Thugamar féin an samhradh linn,
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn,
Thugamar linn é is cé bhainfeadh dínn é?
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn.
All Hail! All Hail!

(led by Mick Fowler)
                                                                                            

Now, it was on that cold March day, the Story first began

The Angel Gabriel did appear, to Mary the chosen one.

Announced it was, though a virgin be, that she would bear a son,

All Hail! All Hail! The Angels sing, Good News for everyone.

Now Mary being so sound of mind, Patient, did await with child

And Joseph came so strong and kind, to help her through this time;

Refused they were from Inn to Inn, then found an ox’s stall,

All Hail! All Hail! The babe is born, Good News for one and all.

A bright, bright star shone in the East, ‘twas seen from near and far.

Three Wise Kings came to Bethlehem, guided by such a Star.

They found the family safe within, with sheep and shepherds fair,

All Hail! All Hail! These gifts we bear- Gold, Frankincense, and Myrrh.

The Angels sang their praises all, above that humble stall,

To tell the world a king is born, a Christ to save us all.

Good News, Good News, to all good men, now Mary’s borne the Son,

All Hail! All Hail! the Angels sing, Rejoice now every one.  

What’s the Life of a Man
(led by Francy Devine)

What’s the life of a man anymore than a leaf
A man has his season, so why should we grieve
Although in this life, we appear fine and gay
Like the leaves we must wither and soon fade away

As I was a walking one morning at ease
A-viewing the leaves as they fell from the trees
They were all in slow motion and appearing to be
And those that were withered, they fell from the trees

If you’d have seen the leaves just a few days ago

They were all in full motion and appearing to grow
A frost came upon them and withered them all
The rains came upon them and down they did fall

Go down to yonder churchyard, many names there you’ll see
All fallen from the world like the leaves from the trees
When age and affliction upon us do fall
Like the leaves we must wither and down we must fall

Fiddle Solo – Paul Anderson

	Dublin Saunter
	[print]

	(led by Barry Gleeson)
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	I've been North and I've been South
I've been East and West
I've been just a rolling stone
Yet there's one place on this earth
I've always liked the best
Just a little town I call my own 

For Dublin can be heaven
With coffee at eleven
And a stroll in Stephen's Green
There's no need to hurry
There's no need to worry
You're a king and the lady's a queen
Grafton Street's a wonderland
There's magic in the air
There's diamonds in the lady's eyes
And gold-dust in her hair
And if you don't believe me
Come and meet me there
In Dublin on a sunny Summer morning 

I've been here and I've been there
I've sought the rainbow's end
But no crock of gold I've found
Now I know that come what will
Whatever fate may send
Here my roots are deep in friendly ground 

For Dublin can be heaven
With coffee at eleven
And a stroll in Stephen's green
There's no need to hurry
There's no need to worry
You're the king and the lady's a queen
Grafton Street's a wonderland
There's magic in the air
There's diamonds in the lady's eyes
And gold-dust in her hair
And if you don't believe me
Come and meet me there
In Dublin on a sunny Summer morning
And if you don't believe me
Come and meet me there
In Dublin on a sunny Summer morning


Green Grow the Laurels

(led by Shona Donaldson)

 

I aince hid a sweethairt but noo I hae nane, 

He's gone and he's left me to weep and to mourn, 

He's gone and he's left me but contented I'll be

For I'll get anither far better than he.

 

Cho. Green grow the laurels and soft falls the dew,

        Sorry wis I love when parting with you,

        But at our next meeting I hope you'll prove true

        and you'll change the green laurels for the violets so blue.

 

I wrote him a letter wi' four rosy lines,

He wrote me anither aa' twisted and twined,

keep yir love letters and I will keep mine

and ye write tae yer sweethairt and I'll write tae mine.

 

He walks by my window both early and late

and the looks that he gives me it maks my hairt break,

The looks that he gives me a thousand times o'er

You are the lassie I once did adore.

 

I oft times do wonder why maids love young men,

I oft times do wonder why young men love them,

But by my experience I now ought tae know

That young men are deceivers wherever they go.

Broken-hearted I'll wander
For the loss of my lover
He is my bonny light horseman
In the wars he was slain.

When Boney commanded
His army to stand,
He leveled his cannon
Right over the land
He leveled his cannon
His victory to gain
And slew my light horseman
On the way coming in.

Broken-hearted I'll wander
Broken-hearted I'll remain
Since my bonny light horseman
In the wars he was slain.

And if I was a small bird
And had wings to fly
I would fly o'er the salt seas
To where my love does lie.
And with my fond wings I'd
Beat over his grave,
And kiss the pale lips that
Lie cold in the clay

Broken-hearted I'll wander
Broken-hearted I'll remain
Since my bonny light horseman
In the wars he was slain.

Now the dove she laments for
Her mate as she flies.
â€œTell me where, oh, tell me where is
My true love,â€� she cries.
And where in this wide world
Is there one to compare
With my bonny light horseman
Who was slain in the war.

Broken-hearted I'll wander
Broken-hearted I'll remain
Since my bonny light horseman
In the wars he was slain.

When Boney commanded
His army to stand,
He leveled his cannon
Right over the land
He leveled his cannon
His victory to gain
And slew my light horseman
On the way coming in.

Broken-hearted I'll wander
For the loss of my lover
He is my bonny light horseman
In the wars he was slain.

Bonny Light Horseman

(Led by Fergus Russell)

When Boney he commanded his army to stand,

He levelled his cannons all over the land,

He levelled his cannons, the victory to gain

And he slew my light-horseman returning from Spain.

Chorus

Broken hearted I will wander for the loss of my lover,

He is my Bonny Light-horseman, in the war he was slain.

If you saw my love on sentry on a cold winter's day,

With his red rosy cheeks and his colours so gay,

All mounted on horseback the whole to gain,

And it's all over the battlefield my love he did range.

Chorus

Oh! If I were a black bird and I had wings to fly,

I would fly to the spot where my truelove does lie,

And with my little fluttering wings his wounds I would heal,

And it is all the long night on his breast I'd remain.

Chorus

The dove she laments for her mate as she flies,

Oh! Where, Oh! tell me where, is my darling? She cries,

And where in this wide world is there one can compare?

With my Bonny light-horseman, so handsome and fair,

Chorus

Oh Napoleon Bonaparte, I have done you no harm,

Oh! why, Oh! Tell me why, you have caused such alarm?

We were so happy together, my truelove and me,

Oh! But now he is stretched in his grave o'er the sea.

Chorus

The Parting Glass
Of all the money that e'er I spent 

I've spent it in good company 

And all the harm that ever I did 

Alas it was to none but me 

And all I've done for want of wit 

To memory now I can't recall 
So fill to me the parting glass 

Good night and joy be with you all 

If I had money enough to spend 

And leisure to sit awhile 

There is a fair maid in the town 

That sorely has my heart beguiled 

Her rosy cheeks and ruby lips 

I own she has my heart enthralled 
So fill to me the parting glass 

Good night and joy be with you all 

Oh, 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'll gently rise and softly call 

Good night and joy be with you 

HOWTH SINGING CIRCLE, SATURDAY 12th APRIL, 2014

1. Singathon for the Hospice, Methodist Church, Sutton (corner of Church Road/ Dublin Road, nr Sutton Cross)
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12.04
Thugamar féin an samhradh linn   -  (led by Diarmuid O’Cathasaigh)
12.07
All Hail! All Hail!

-
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12.11
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(led by Francy Devine)
12.15
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 – 
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(led by Barry Gleeson)
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12.33 Parting Glass

(3 Verses)
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2. Fiddle Bus departure
For those who have participated in the Singathon, the Fiddle Bus will pick us up at the Methodist Church immediately after our session.

Otherwise:

The Fiddle Bus will depart from outside the Sea Angling Club, Howth Harbour at 12.30 (just around from Howth DART station).

We are on a very tight schedule  -  so for those joining the bus at Howth be aware that it will leave at 12.30 sharp, and will not wait for latecomers!
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