A Song Of Home

Chorus

Sing to me a song of home                             

Of lanes and byways we would roam

Of fields and farms and the curlews cry

On moor and bog and the Mournes so high 

------------------------------------------------

Verse 1

Walk with me down the Whitefort Road again              

In the Maggie Campbell dress you wore back then            

By the small Finn church where we were wed 

Through the schoolhouse yard where we once played

Past the names of friends now carved in stone                

In a place at last they can call their own

Past the hillside fort in white hawthorn

To the home you loved where you were born

Now falling down and overgrown

Where they’ll sing no more a song of home

-----------------------------------------------------

Sing to me a song of home                             

Of lanes and byways we would roam

Of fields and farms and the curlews cry

On moor and bog and the Mournes so high

-------------------------------------------------

Verse 2
Sing to me the songs we used to sing

While you would play them on your mandolin

Songs of love, of hopes and dreams

Of  ocean waves and mountain streams

Of  battles won and battles lost

Of hopeless wars and their cruel cost

Of  coffin ships and  famine times                              

Of deportation for hunger crimes

Of emigration across the foam

Where they’ll sing once more the songs of home

--------------------------------------------------

Sing to me a song of home                             

Of lanes and byways we would roam

Of fields and farms and the curlews cry

On moor and bog and the Mournes so high

----------------------------------------------------

Mandolin Instrumental

----------------------------------------------------

Sing to me a song of home                             

Of lanes and byways we would roam

Of fields and farms and the curlews cry

On moor and bog and the Mournes so high

