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B E H A N “SING-A-LONG”

Agricultural Irish Girl

For she’s a fine big stong love
of an Agricultural Irish girl

She doesn’t paint nor powder

and her figure is all her own

And she can hit that hard (*clap*), aahhh

You’d think it’s a kick of a mule you got

The full of you arms of Irish love

is Mary Anne Malone!!

Ar Fol lol lol Lo

Ar Fol Lol Lol o ho – ro Ar fol lol lol lay (times 3)

Fol Lee fol o ho – ro, Ar fol lol lol lay

Blarney Roses

Can anybody tell me where the Blarney Roses grow?  Some say down in Limericktown an More say in Mayo

Somewhere on the Emerarld Isle and this I’d like to know Can anybody tell me where the Blarney Roses grow?
Botany Bay

Farewell to your bricks and mortar,

Farewell to your dirty lies (life)

Farewell to your gangers and gang planks

And to h3!! with your overtime

For the good ship Ragamuffin, is lying at the quay. 
For to take ould Pat with a shovel on his back, 
To the shores of Botany Bay

Boys of the Old Brigade

Where are the lads who stood with me

When history was made?

Oh, gra mo chree I long to see

The Boys of the Old Brigade.

Come In

Come In, Come In, We’ll do the best we can,

Come in, Come In, bring the Whole Bloody Band!  Take it slow and easy and I’ll shake you by the hand, Set you down and treat you right for I’m an Irishman!

Courtin' In The Kitchen

With me toora loora la and me toora loora laddie And me toora loora la and me toora loora laddie
Cruiscín lán

Oh, gradh mo chroide mo cruiscín

Slainte geal Mauver-neen,

Gradh mo chroide mo cruiscín lán, lán, lán,

Oh gradh mo chroide mo cruiscín lán.

Dick Darby the Cobbler

With me intwing of an intwing of an I-DOE

With me intwing of an intwing of an IDAY-ay-ay

With me roo boo boo, roo boo boo, runday

And me lab stone keeps bating away

Fairytale of New York

And the boys from the NYPD choir

Were singing Galway Bay

And the bells were ringing out on Christmas Day

La, la, la, Lala La, … . (and so on!)

Finnegan’s Wake

Whack for the di do Dance to your Partner

Welt the floor your trotters shake

Wasn’t it the truth I told you

Lots of fun at Finnegan’s wake

Gypsy Rover

Ah-di-do, ah-di-do-da-day, Ah-di-do, ah-di-day-dee

He whistled and he sang 'til the green woods rang

And he won the heart of a lady

Ireland My Home

Ireland my home, Ireland my home

God save and keep forever, Ireland my home

Jock Stewart (Easy and Free)

So be easy and free when you’re drinkin with me

I’m a man you don’t meet, every day

Mary Mac

Mary Mac's father's making Mary Mac marry me

My father's making me marry Mary Mac

I'm goin to marry Mary for my Mary to take care a me

We'll all be making merry when I marry Mary Mac!
Mermaid

And the ocean waves do roll (let em roll)

And the stormy winds do blow (let em blow)

And we poor sailors are skipping at the top

While the landlubbers lie down below, below, below

While the landlubbers lie down below

Moonshiner

I’m a Rambler I’m a gambler, I’m a longway frm home

And if you don’t like me then leave me alone

I’ll eat when I’m hungry and I’ll drink when I’m dry

And if moonshine don’t kill me, I’ll live ‘till I die

Molly Maguires

Make way for the Molly Maguires

They’re drinkers they’re liars but they’re men

Make way for the Molly Maguires

You’ll never see the likes of them again

Muirsheen Durkin

G’bye Muirsheen Durkin I'm sick an tired a working

No more I'll dig the praties, no longer I'll be fooled

As sure's me name is Barney I'm off for Califarney

An instead a diggin' praties I'll be diggin' lumps of gold

Old Maid in the Garret
And its Oh dear me, how would it be,

if I died an old maid, in the garret (with a Parrot)

Night Paddy Murphy Died

That's how they showed their respect for Paddy Murphy

That's how they showed their honour and their pride;

They said it was a sin and shame and they winked at one another And everything in the wake house went

the Night Pat Murphy died

On the One Road

We’re on the one road, sharing the one load,

We’re on the road to God knows where

We’re on the long road, maybe the wrong road,

But we’re together now who cares

North men, South men, comrades all,

Dublin, Belfast, Cork, and Donegal

We’re on the one road, marching along,

Singing the Soldier’s Song!

Orange and the Green

It was the biggest mixup that you have ever seen

Me father he was Orange and me Mother she was green

Paddy Lay Back

Sing Paddy lay back, (Paddy lay back)

Take in yer slack, (Take in your slack)

Take yer turn, pull on yer caps and heave aboard,

You’re bound a ship for England now be handy

For we're bound for Valipariso 'round the horn

Rambles of Spring

I’ve a fine felt hat and a strong pair of brogues

I have rosin in me pocket for me bow

And my fiddle strings are new 

And I’ve learned a tune or two 

So I’m well prepared to ramble, I must go!

Ramblin’ Rover
Oh, there're sober men in plenty, 

And drunkards barely twenty,
There are men of over ninety
That have never yet kissed a girl.
But gie me a ramblin' rover,
And fae Orkney down to Dover.
We will roam the country over
And together we'll face the world.
Real Old Mountain Dew
Hi-the-diddley-I-dill-dum, diddley-doodle-I-dill-um,

diddley- doo-ri-diddley-di-day
Hi-the-diddley-I-dill-um, diddley-doo-dill-I-dill-um, 

diddley- doo-ri-diddley-di-day
Reilly’s Daughter

Giddy ay ae, giddy ay ae,

Giddy ay ae for the one eyed Reilly

Giddy ay ae… (clap, clap, clap)

Play it on your old bass drum

Rocky Road to Dublin

1, 2, 3, 4, 5,

Hunt the hare and turn her, down the rocky road,

All the way to Dublin, whack fer al de ra!

Take Me Back To Castlebar

Take me back to Castlebar in the County of Mayo

It’s the only place in Ireland I’m longin’ for to go

Where they greet you with a friendly smile and

they bid you time of day When I set me foot in old Mayo I never more will stray

Waxies Dargle

What’ll you have, I’ll have a pint,

I’ll have a pint with you sir

And if one of us doesn’t order soon

We’ll be thrown out of this boozer!

Welcome Poor Paddy Home

Hurray me boys hurray.

No more do I wish for to roam,

For the sun it will shine in the harvest time

To welcome poor Paddy home.

Whack Fol the Diddle

Whack fol the diddle oh the di do day

So we say hip hurray

Come and listen while we pray

Whack fol the diddle oh the di do day

Whiskey in the Jar

Mush-a-Ring Duma Doo Duma Da

Whack fol the daddio, Whack fol the Daddio

There’s whiskey in the Jar!

Wild Mountain Thyme

And will all go together,

To pluck wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin heather,

Will you go, lassie, go?

Wild Rover

And it’s No Nay Never, No Nay Never No more

Will I play the Wild Rover, No Never, No more
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