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From old Ardpatrick’s ruins loud sounds the piercing keen,
By the sad Well of the Omen a deep deep grave is scen,
Were side by side together they have laid the carly dead,
And the Mass they've chanted o'er them, and the requiem prayer is said.
There was woe and bootless sorrow in many a bosom clinging,

But the stream sang songs amid the flowers, while the death bell loud was
ringing!

* Easmore, i.e. Eas Mdr; a waterfall on onc of the torrent
from Blackrock

" The Rvobbcr"s Well: the well of the famous character of folklore, An
Gadai Dubh O Dubhdin, the Black Robber O Duan.

s flowing down

THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK

He grasped his ponderous hammer - he could not stand it more,

To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering baute's roar; -

Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dulchman's murdering crew:
I'll try my hammer on their heads and sce what that can do."

"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well,

"Tis Sarsfield's horse that wants the shoes, so mind noi shot or shell."
"Ah, sure,” cried both, "the horse can wait, for Sarsficld's on the wall,
And where you go we'll follow, with you to stand or fall."

The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street,

His 'prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet:

High on the breach of Limerick with daunticss hearls they stood,
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood.

"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarthy Ned,
This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
IMurrah! upon their bloody path they're mounting gallantly;

And now the {irst the lops the breach, Ieave him to this and me."

The [irst that gained the rampart he was a caplain brave,-

A captain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

For right through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain.
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ampart he was a colonel bold,
The next that topped the rampart he ( b
Bright through the murk of battlc his helmet ﬂashgd \i\’/l‘Lh gold.
*Gold is no match for iron", the doughty blacl'csrpnh sm'(%,h u
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman’s head.

"Now here's for God and Limerick!" black Ned and Moran crx;;dd

As on the Dutchmen's lcaden heads their hammers well they plicd.

A bombshell burst between them:- one fcll wuhogt a groan, )

One leaped into the lurid air and down the breach was thrown.

"B;avc smith! brave smith!" cried Sarsficld, bcwﬁirc the ulcagiircc‘)}ls minge:
iih! ith! fz kward, or death 18 surcly !

Brave smith! brave smith! fall bac , el 1

The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the bloO(ilsljlxlr‘xcd wall,

As high into the shuddering air went focmen, fort, and alll

Up, like a red volcano they thundered wild and higt’l -d o tho sky:
Brz;vc Brandenburghers, spears and guns and standar s o 9 m,l.
And dark and bloody was the shower that round the b\lad\sxﬁx 1 {ell;
He thought upon his 'prentice boys - they were avengtd well,

At that mighty roar a deadly silence instantly sculcq down;v 3

"Twas broken by a triumph shout that shook 310 ar(xlcfxggzt’ 1Llol an.d dow
c_ X e hargc ,an Tht, ,
ain its heroes forward dashed, and ¢ ‘ '

ﬁizlmught King William and his men what Irish hearts could do.

The blacksmith sought his smithy and plow his bc}lox;vs strong;
"He shod the steed of Sarsficld but o'cr 1t sang 1no sgiﬁ.o% feplore:
: " ¢ried he; "their loss y :
"Ochone, my boys are dead,” cricd he; . s doplores
's i ‘ ir gre cd with forcign gore!
But com/fgrts in my heart - their graves arc I

MAIREAD BAN )
Air; ' The old Astrologer."*
My wild heart's love, my woodland dove,

The tender and the truc, -
She dwells beside a blue stream’s tide
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From old Ardpatrick's ruins loud sounds the piercing keen,

By the sad Well of the Omen a deep deep grave is seen, .

Were side by side together they have laid the early dead,

And the Mass they've chanted o'er them, and the requiem prayer is said.
There was woe and bootless SOrrow in many a bosom clinging,

But the stream sang songs amid the flowers, while the death bell loud was
ringing!

* Easmore, i.e. Eas Mor;
from Blackrock

The Robber'§ Well: the well of the famous character of folklore, An
Gadai Dubh O Dubhdin, the Black Robber O Duan,

a waterfall on one of the torrents flowing down

THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK

He grasped his ponderous hammer - he could not stand it more,

To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering battle's roar;

Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dutchman's murdering crew:
I'll try my hammer on their heads and see what thar can do."

"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well,

"Tis Sarsfield's horse that wants the shoes, so mind not shot or shell."
"Ah, sure," cried both, "the horse can wait, for Sarsfield's on the wall,
And where you go we'll follow, with you to stand or fall."

The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street,

His 'prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet:

High on the breach of Limerick with dauntless hearts they stood,
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood.,

"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarth ¥ Ned,
This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
Hurrah! upon their bloody path they're mounting gallantly;

And now the first the tops the breach, leave him to this and me."

The first that gained the rampart he was a captain brave, -
A captain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

For right through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain.
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lonel bold,
The next that topped the rampart he_ was a co .
Bright through the murk of battle his helmet ﬂashgd w1}h gold.
"Gold is no match for iron", the doughty blacksmnh Sal,d’h ;
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman's head.

"Now here's for God and Limerick!" blgck Ned and I\/Ilcl)r;n Crlidélj
As on the Dutchmen's leaden heads their ham‘mers we e?l plied.
A bombshell burst between them:- one fell without a grdcl)ran, .
One leaped into the lurid air and down the breach was thrown.

"Brave smith! brave smith!" cried Sarsfield, bewar§ the t;eaglt;i(‘)}'xs mine:
Brave smith! brave smith! fall backward, or death is surel yed waﬁ

The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the bloo%st:ﬁrtx ,

As high into the shuddering air went foemen, fort, and all!

i d wild and high -
Up, like a red volcano they thundere .
Bfave Brandenburghers, spears and guns and standards, to m.e }f};’yﬁ-
And dark and bloody was the shower that round the b}acksmxt ell;
He thought upon his 'prentice boys - they were avenged well.

At that mighty roar a deadly silence instantly settleq down: .

"Twas broken by a triumph shout that shook Elhe agcflem kt](:war;,d dow
ini d charged, and fought, >

Again its heroes forward dasheq, an .

Aﬁd taught King William and his men what Irish hearts could do.

The blacksmith sought his smithy and l_)lew his bellr?gzs strong;
teed of Sarsfield but o'er it sang no so| . .

E{(icski;)drieu;iys boys are dead," cried he; "their 1055‘1 i long deplor%'

But comizort’s in my heart - their graves are red with foreign gore!

MAIREAD BAN
Air: ' The old Astrologer."*
My wild heért‘s love, my woodland dove,

The tender and the true, o
She dwells beside a blue stream’s tide
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From old Ardpatrick's ruins loud sounds the piercing kecn,
By the sad Well of the Omen a deep decp grave is seen,
Were side by side together they have laid the early dead,
And the Mass they've chanted o'er them, and the requiem prayer is said,
There was woe and bootless sorrow in many a bosom clinging,

But the stream sang songs amid the flowers, while the death bell loud was |

' he was a colonel bold,
The next that topped the rampart » :
Bright through the murk of battle his helmet flashgd w1_t: gold.
"Gold is no match for iron", the doughty blacl;smnh sal ,h »
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman's head.

! "Now here's for God and Limerick!" black Ned and Mor:;n Cn;%d
ringing! As on the Dutchmen's leaden heads their ham‘n;lerstwcglio ar(iy plied.
. - 1l without a ;
* Easmore, 1.e. Eas Mdr; a waterfall on one of the torrents flowing down A bombshell burst betyeer.x them:- one fe gvx o was throw
from Blackrock One leaped into the lurid air and down the brca
" The Robber's Well: the well of the famous character of folklore, An : / e
‘ S : ) : / T - v cherous mine:
Gadai Dubh O Dubhéin, the Black Robber O Duan. “Brave smith! brave smith!" cried Saxsf(ljeld, gewtﬁrles 1:;5‘;3“%'"
: . : r dea C :
: . Brave smith! brave smith! fall backward, O h AL
THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK i The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the blOOddSl:;l?cd w
He grasped his ponderous hammer - he could not stand it more, 1 As high into the shuddering air went foemen, fort, and aill
To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering battle's roar; ) d hich - ;
Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dutchman's murdering crew: ' Up, like a red volcano they thundered wild an , 15(;1 T (0 tho sky:
I'll try my hammer on their heads and sce what that can do." Brave Brandenburghers, spears and glijx)lstand rslgnzhc bla,cksmith ol
atou 3 ?
And dark and bloody was the shower that I
"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well, He thought upon his 'pgcntice boys - they were avengtd we
'Tis Sarsfield's horse that wants the shoes, so mind not shot or shell.” . ) citled down:
"Ah, sure,” cried both, "the horse can wait, for Sarsfield's on the wall, At that mighty roar a deadly silence instantly ;et eCicm to\-?m:
) And where you go we'll follow, with you to stand or fall." "T'was broken by a triumph shout mag s?look :1 e aﬁg fought. and slew
- ! . ashed, and charged, ’ ’
! Again its heroes forward dashed, i ould do.
The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street, % And taught King William and his men what Irish hcarts cou
His 'prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet: ‘ ! ' s bellows strong;
High on the breach of Limerick with dauntless hearls they stood, ; The blacksmith sought his smithy afld plew his be ° ;
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood. He shod the steed of Sarsfield but o'er it sang no so' 2. senlore:
o "Ochone, my boys are dead,” cried he; "their loss I'll long deplore:
"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarthy Ned, '

This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
Hurrah! upon their bloody path they're mounting gallantly; i
And now the first the tops the breach, leave him o this and me."

MAIREAD BAN

Air; ' The old Astrologer."*
The first that gained the rampart he was a captain brave -
A captain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,
For right through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain.

My wild heart's love, my woodland dove,
The tender and the true, o
She dwells beside a blue stream'’s tide
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From old Ardpatrick's ruins loud sounds the picreing keen, *

By the sad Well of the Onen a deep deep grave is scen,

Were side by side together they have laid the carly dead,

And the Mass they've chanted o'cr them, and the requicm prayer is said.
There was woe and bootless sorrow in many a bosom clinging,

But the stream sang songs amid the flowers, whilc the death bell loud was

ampart he was a coloncl bold,
The next that topped the rampart he ‘ .
B;ight through the murk of battle his helmet ﬂashgd »wvxlth gold.
"Gold is no match for iron", the doughty blaclfsmlth sm‘(%,h »
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his focman'’s head.
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"Now here's for God and Limerick!" black Ned and Moran cried,

, ; rs well they plied.
ringing! As on ho Dulchmen's leader hoads it BELEE TS on
* Easmore, i.¢. Eas Mér; a waterfall on one of the torrents flowing down A bombshell burst between them:- one
from Blackrock

One leaped into the lurid air and down the breach'was thrown.
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i Z ine:
"Brave smith! brave smith!" cricd Sarsficld, beware the treachcrous mi

" The Robbcr‘§ Well: the well of the famous character of folklore, An
Gadai Dubh O Dubhdin, the Black Robber O Duan.

.o St
; Brave smith! brave smith! fall backward, or death ;so(bju:gllx}]’c‘(f;l;;l
"THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK | The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the bl nds o ’
He grasped his ponderous hammer - he could not stand it more, ‘ As high into the shuddering air went foemen, fort, a )
To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering battle's roar; - 1d and high -
Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dutchman's murdering crew: ‘ Up, like a red volcano they thundcred wild and hig!
Il try my hammer on their heads and sce what thar can do.” i

Brave Brandenburghers, spears and guns and szu:;lé\rglls‘,c 2\-05 rti:isl}z 1;1‘
that roun ¢ ;
And dark and bloody was the shower

‘ i i é ed well.
"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well, e thought upon his prontice boys - they Wrc aveng

"Tis Sarslicld's horse that wants the shocs, so mind noi shot or shell.” . . ly scttled down:

“Ab, sure,” cried both, "the horse can wait, for Sarsficld's on the wall, At that mighty roar a deadly silence instant ylsu d0o Lo\;m:
And where you go we'll follow, with you to stand or fall." "Twas broken by a triumph shout that shook no‘ an oo
Again its heroes forward dashed, and charged, and fought, ,

. . . e : ish hearts could do.
The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street, And taught King William and his men what Irish hearts

His 'prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet: ‘
High on the breach of Limerick with dauntless hearts they stood,

: The blacksmith sought his smithy and blcw his bc‘llo:vs strong,
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood. \ “He shod the steed of Sarsficld but o'er 1‘1‘ sang ng so‘nﬁ. dontons
‘ *Ochone, my boys are dead," cried he; their loss 1'll long deplorc;
"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarthy Ned, '

This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
Hurrah! upon their bloody path they're mounting gallantly;
And now the first the tops the breach, leave him 1o this and me."
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Air: " The old Astrologer."*
The first that gained the rampart he was a caplain brave,-
A captain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

My wild heart's love, my woodland dove,
For right through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain.

The tender and the truc, o
She dwells beside a blue stream's tide
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From old Ardpatrick's ruins loud sounds the piercing keen, .
By the sad Well of the Omen a deep deep grave is seen,
Were side by side together they have laid the carly dead,
And the Mass they've chanted o'cr them, and the requicm prayer is said.
There was woe and bootless sorrow in many a bosom clinging,
But the stream sang songs amid the {lowers, while the death bell loud was
ringing!
* Easmore, i.e, Eas Mér; a waterfall on
from Blackrock
¥ The Robber's Well: the well of the famous cl
Gadai Dubh O Dubhin, the Black Robber O

one of the torrents flowing down

1aracter of {olklore, An
Duan.

-THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK

He grasped his ponderous hamimer - he could not stand it more,

To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering battle's roar; -

Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dutchman's murdering crow:
I'll try my hammer on their heads and see what that can do."

"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well,

“Tis Sarsficld's horse that wants the shocs, so mind not shot or shel].”
"Ah, sure," cried both, "the horse can wail, for Sarsficld's on the wall,
And where you go we'll follow, with you Lo stand or {all."

The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street,

His 'prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe 1o meet: '
High on the breach of Limerick with dauntless hearts they stood,
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood.

"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarth y Ned,
This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
Hurrah! upon their bloody path they're mounting gallantly;

And now the [irst the tops the breach, leave him Lo this and me."

The first that gained Lhe rampart he was a caplain brave,-

A caplain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

For right through skull and helmet the hammier found his brain.
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ampart he was a colonel bold,
The next that topped the rampart . . b
Bright through the murk of battle his helmet ﬂashpd \i’x’m gold.
"Gold is no match for iron”, the doughty blacl;smnh sax‘d,h »
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman's head.

"Now here's for God and Limerick!" black Ned and Moran cr;i(i,(i
As on the Dutchmen's leaden heads their ham‘mcrs well Lflc.yjp icd.
A bombshell burst between them:- one fell thhogt a groan; )
One leaped into the lurid air and down the breach was thrown.
/ ! o val M :
"Brave smith! brave smith!"” cried Sarsficld, bcwlgrg the Lgca;lzgrcc')us mine
ith! ith! {z kward, or death is surcly !
Brave smith! brave smith! {all bac , ¢! |
The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the bloed(ls?lxl?od wall,
As high into the shuddering air went foemen, fort, an !

Up, like a red volcano they thundered wild and high - e s
Brz;vc Brandenburghers, spears and guns and stz\ndardf,}f}\ 1 : [Z{y
And dark and bloody was the shower that round the b}‘\cksxﬁxt ;
He thought upon his 'prentice boys - they were avenged well,

At that mighty roar a deadly silence instantly soltlcq down\:v N
"Twas broken by a triumph shout that shook 31@ ax:lcfxcnt ;(z an.d o
in i as harged, and fought, ,
ts heroes forward dashed, and ¢ '
/:rglilrlixlugsght King William and his men what Irish hearts could do.

The blacksmith sought his smithy and blew his bclloZ/s strong;

i ' ] 0 SOng.
. the steed of Sarsficld but oer il sang 1 : , .
?505:0030 my boys arc dead,” cricd he; "their loss I'll long deplore;

g g *
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Air: ' The old Astrologer."*

My wild heart's love, my woodland dove,

The tender and the truc, -
She dwells beside a blue stream’s tide
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From old Ardpatrick's ruins loud sounds the picrcing keen,

By the sad Well of the Omen a deep deep grave is scen,

Were side by side together they have laid the carly dead,

And the Mass they've chanted o'er them, and the requiem prayer is said.
There was woe and bootless sorrow in many a bosom clinging,

But the stream sang songs amid the flowers, while the death bell loud was
ringing!

* Easmore, i.c. Eas Mdr; a waterfall on
{rom Blackrock

"' The R‘obbcr‘gs Well: the well of the famous character of folklore, An
Gadai Dubh O Dubhdin, the Black Robber O Duan,

one of the torrents flowing down

THE BLACKSMITH OF LIMERICK
He grasped his ponderous hammer - he could not stand it more;,
To hear the bombshells bursting and thundering battle's roar;

Said he, "The breach the're mounting, the Dutchman's murdering crew:
I'll try my hammer on their heads and sce what that can do."

"Now swarthy Ned and Moran, make up that iron well,

‘Tis Sarsficld's horse that wants the shocs, so mind not shot or shell.”
"Ah, sure,” cried both, "the horse can wait, for Sarsficld’s on the wall,
And where you go we'll follow, with you to stand or fall.”

The blacksmith raised his hammer and rushed into the street,

His "prentice boys behind him, the ruthless foe to meet:

High on the breach of Limerick with dauntless hearts they stood,
Where bombshells burst, and shot fell thick, and redly ran the blood.,

"Now look you, brown-haired Moran, and mark you, swarthy Ned,
This day we'll try the thickness of many a Dutchman's head-
Hurrah! upon their bloody pagh they're mounting gallantly;

And now the f{irst the tops the breach, leave him to this and me.”

The first that gained the rampart he was a captain brave,-

A captain of the grenadiers with blood-stained dirk and glaive;
He pointed and he parried, but it was all in vain,

For right through skull and helmet the hammer found his brain.
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art he was a colonel bold,
The next that topped the rampart he ‘ b
Bright through the murk of battle his helmet ﬂash‘cd W1‘Lh gold.
"Gold is no match for iron", the doughty blaclfsmuh sail(?,h »
As with that ponderous hammer he cracked his foeman’s head.

"Now here's for God and Limerick!" blgck Ned and Mgr&m cr;clzi(i,d

As on the Dutchmen's leaden heads their harmncrs wcr ,1?/_4}7 .

A bombshell burst between them:- one fell wahogL a g,i}o;lo‘;vn

One leaped into the lurid air and down the breach was th .

uBr/ave smith! brave smith!" cried Sarsficld, bcwar.e‘ Ll‘uc Lrlcagllzircc‘)us mine:
Brave smith! brave smith! fall backward, or death 18 su:; ng wai}

The smith sprang up the rampart and leaped the bloo%s alxl I ,

As high into the shuddering air went focmen, fori, and alll

i d wild and high -
Up, like a red volcano they thundere high - .
BFavc Brandenburghers, spears and guns and smnd‘xrds,‘tf)‘m-clsl}}‘/n‘
And dark and bloody was the shower that round the b}auksxﬁlt h fell;
He thought upon his ‘prentice boys - they were avengtd well.

At that mighty roar a deadly silence instantly sculcq do»\;n: N
"T'was broken by a triumph shout that shook hhc ax:icflggl hczwan.d dow
in i as harged, an vhi, ,
ts heroes forward dashed, and ¢ : ’
iiglrtlatjzm King William and his men what Irish hearts could do.

The blacksmith sought his smithy and blew his bzggzvs strong,

i '‘er i Y IO SONE.
. the steed of Sarsficld but o'er it sang : T ‘
EIC():CS’;c;)x?e my boys arc dead,” cried he; "their loss I'll long deplore;
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Air: * The old Astrologer."*

My wild heart's love, my woodland dove,

The tender and the true, o
She dwells beside a bluc stream's tide
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