
TheTroopsOut
Movement

The Troops Out Movement iE a moverEni ln England, Scothnd snd Wslcr
made up of people who believe that the cawe of the .troubles' ln thc

north of Ireland is the continuint Britlsh presence there, boih mlll-
tary and political. We believe that British troops are in lrcland

not as a peacekeeping force, but ln order to msintaln Brltlih
rule, and that their presence is the most lerious obltacle lo
any progress towafds peace, For over l5 yesf' (he troop!
have been ocorpying a part of Irehnd, coerclng and opprcaslng
the natioflalist people, maintaininS the dlvlslon of lreland aLnd

ensuring that its people cannot unite to deicrmlne thei_r own
future.

We have been working as an organisation for lmmcdiste llrlllsh
withdrawal siflce the early l97Os. We havc a numbcr of brnnclrcs

in England, Scotland and Wales These branches, workin8 locally ln whot-
ever ways circumstances allow, are the backbone of the ToM. Membershlp, or affillation ls
open to any individual or group supporting the demands:
TROOPS OUT NOW
SELF.DETERMINATION FOR THE IRISH PEOPLE AS A WHOLE

lolN
TROOPS OUT
MOVEMENT
Below is a list of towns and districts in
England, Scotland and Wales where we
have TOM branches or contacts.
ENGLANO
Birmingham
Brighton
Bristol
Cambridge
C olchester
Coventry
Leeds
Leicester
Manchester
Merseyside
Northam pton
Norwich
Nottingham
Oxf ord
5t, Albans
shef f ield

Tyneside
York
LONOON AREA
Camden
East London
Haringey
lsl i nston
Lambeth
West London
SCOTLAND
Aberdeen
Ed inburgh
Glasgcw
WALES
Cardiff
Swansea

Membership of a branch costs €6 (f2
unemployed) payable through the branch.
Individual membership is f 'l 0 (f6 unem-
ployed) which includes a subscription to
Troops Out.
TOM, PO Box 353, London NWs 4NH.

Troops Out
Paper of the Troops Out

Movement, ten issues per year,

16x A4 pages. Well produced,

with lively news pages and a

thorough chronology of recent

events, as well as reviews and a
'coming events'section 30p per

copy, or subscription for one
year [5 Make cheques/P0s
payable to Troops Out (Literatu

Commitlee), and send to Box

10, 2a St Paul's Road, London
N].
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Ttris book has been put together as a result of nt-rrerous
abortive socials heid by B'Ham T.o.M. V,le are not the sort- of
organisation that musicians queue up to ll1y fo1, although. 

,
there are ScrIE notable exceptions - Steve & Marion, Jaquelinel
& Pete, Barbara, Bob, Maighr6ad, and our heartfelt thanks
goes out to them. However very often it has been left to our
ilbard of the movenent", Faul l'lackney, to lead us in a sing-
song with the fearless and the brave "doing a turn'.1 So many
say "I'd sing if I knew all the words", so, this is produc-
ed for all those supporters vrho know first verse and choms
of a dozen songs but then get stuck!

l,Ie've pirated nrost of the songs frcm other books or records
(listed below). We've tried to include songs that people
love to sing along to and apologise for any favourites miss-
ed out. (Write and-ccnrplain I we might do another editionl.?.2.).
ThEare mainly Irish,-pro-Repr-rblican songs but roe've also
included a nt-unber of l{qnen's, Socialist and Peace songs.V'le
haven't got round to making all the songs non-sexist, but
we hope you approve of the spattering of feminist editing.
Let ui t<irow vfrrit you think and send us any suggested word
changes.

Anyway, enjoy a good o1d sing-a-long !

Songs pinched from:-

Songs of Resistance, Irish Freedom Press,44, Parnell SQ.

Ctristy Moore Song Book, Brandon Press, Orrrgf.,ril*l;r.
The Spirit of Freedomn l-eeds T0}'l,c/o 59, Cookridgc-St.L2.
nig ned Song Book, Pluto Press, 7, Ctralcot Rd.N[,11 8LH
My Song's l,fy Ohrn, Pluto Fress, tr ll

Here trle go With the Miners, B'Ham Trades Corrncil,
7, Fredrick St. 81 5HE

Hold the Line Again, Hackney ltusic Workshop, c/o 2a,
St. Paul's Rd. Iondon N.l

A Songbook. A Red Notes Pamphlet.
Fields of Athenry by Barleycorn, Dolphin Records,Dtrblin.
Barleycorn Live in New York, ,r ,r rr

A Sense of Freedqn,by The hlolfe Tones, Triskell Records.
Tlre F\rreys & Davy grthrr, Walton MNF Ltd, D$1in 2

This book available f,l (+25p P&P) fron B'Han T0["1,

-",1o tA8, Stratford fld-ilmfrham B11 4AE

Print€d by TUK Print - thanks to Jane for crcver drawing
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THE DYING REBEL

The nighr was dark and rhe fight was over,
The moon shone down 0'Connell Streer,
i stood alone where brave men perlsl'red,
Those men have gone their God Eo meet.

My only son was shot in Dublin,
"Fighting for his country boid,
He fought for lreland and lreland only,
The harp, the sharnrock, green, white and gold.

The first I met was a grey-haired father,
Searching for his only son,
I said "Old rnan, there's no use searching,
For up to l'leaven your son has gone""

The old rnan cried out broken hearted,
Bending o'er I heard hirn say,
"l knew nRy son was too kind"hearted,
I knew rny son would never yielci".

The last ! met was a dying rebel,
Benriing !ow, I heard him say,
"God bless rny home in dear Cork eity,
God bless the eause for which I dic""

The Flane Crasb at Log Gator

JOE MC DONNELL

O nre name is Joe McDonnell from Belfast town I
came
That city I rvill never see again
For in the town of Belfast I spent many happy
davs
I l6ve that town in oh so manY waYs

For it's lhere I sp€nt my childhood and found for
me a wife
I then set out to make for her a life
But all my young ambitions met with bitterness
and hate
I soon found myself inside a prison gate.

CHORUS

And you dare to call me a terrorist, while you
looked down your gun
When I think of all the deeds lhat you had done
You had ptundered many nations divided many
lands
You had terrorised their peoples you ruled with
an iron hand
And you brought this reign of terror to my lind

Through those many months internment
ln the Maidstone and the Maze
t thought about my land throughout thosc days
Why riy country das divided why I was now in
jail
iurprisoned without crime or without trial
An'd though I tove my country I am not a bitler
man
I've secn crueltv and injustice at first hand
So then one faGful moining I shook bold
freedom's hand
for right or wrong I'd try to free my land

CTIORUS

Then one cold October morning trapped in a lions
den
I found mvself in Prison once again
I was committed ti the H-blocks for fourtecn
vears or more
bn thc Bianket the conditions they were poor
Then a hunger strike we did commence for the

dignity of man
Brit it'seemed to nle lhat no one gavc a darnn
Bul norv I am a saddened man I've watched my
cornrades die
lf only people cared or wondcrcd why

CHORUS

May Cod shine on you Bobby Sands for the
courage you have shown
Ivlay your glory and your fame be widely known
And Francis Hughes and Ray lvlcCreesh who died
unselfishly
and Patsy O' Hara and thc next in line is me
And those who lie behind mc may yorlrt couragc
be the same

ONLY OUR RIVERS HUN FREE

When apples still grow in November
When blossoms still grow fom each tree
When leaves are still green in December,
It's then that our land will be tree.
I wander her hills and her valleys
And still through my sorrow I see
A land that has never known lreedom
And only her rivers run free

I drink to lhe death o, her manhood
Those men whowould rather have died
Than to live in the cold chains of bondage
They'd bring back their rights where denied.
Oh, where are you now when we need you?
What burns where the llame used to be?
Are you gone like the snows of last winter
And will only our rivers run free?

How sweet is life, but we're crying
How mellow the wine, but we're dry
How fragranl the rose, but il's dying
How gentle the wind, but itsighs.
What good is youth when it's ageing?
What joy is in eyes that can'l see?
When sorrow and sadness have llowers
And still only our rivers run free

TOM WILLIAMS

Time goes past and years roll onward
Still a memory fresh I'll keep
Of the night in Belfast prison
Unashamed, I saw men weep

As the time was fast approaching
A lad they sentenced fortodie
On the second of September
He goes to meet his God on high

Now he's marching to the scaffold
Head erect, he shows no fear
And while standing on thatscaffold
lreland's cross he holds so dear

Brave Tom Williams, we salute you
And we never will forget
Those who planned your brutal murder
We vowwe'll make them all regret

Now lsay to lrish soldiers
lf from Tom's path you chance to stray
Just keep memory of that morn
When lreland's cross was proudly borne
By a lad who lies within the prison clay

The cropo arc all in. thq need us no torgc.
Thc orangcs ata staekcd in lh€ cttoaotc

dumpr.
Thcry'n drM.ng us back to the f,{erlcan

bosda.
It taltcs all our morl.y to 8o back.grin.

Ctell.
C.odbyc to my friendr,
Goodlry", Rosallti.
Adic" racs amigc
Jcnrs V Math.
You uron't lravc a namc
Wh:n you lly thc bts acroplanc.
AII ttry wlll caII yut
Wi[ b. dcporr...

My fattrcr's own fatlrcr dld wadc thtou3h ttr
Rb.

You tooL alt thc moncy hc madc tn hls ltfc,
My 3tstcrs and brollras tttcy trortcd ln ycr

frult llctdl,
Rodc on your tnrcls, UU lh.V lald do*n and

Cfrtd.

Glorrr

Sc:nc of us are illegat, and cli ase not wantedi
Our work contrsctt o{rt, we rnust fflove on
The slr hundred mil6 to th€ Mexican bondcr.
Thery drive us like outiaws, llke rustlers, like

lhlcves.
6orrr

Grr sky plane csught fire o'cr the Los Gatos
canYon.

Uke a fireball il fell (o the ground.
Who arc those fricrrds lying therc llkc dead

leaves?
Thc radlo satd thcy welE jusi depostcca.

6etrr

We dicd on your hllls, and wr di€d in your
vaIIays,

We dicd on your mounl,Bins" Bnd wc dicd br
your plairu,

We died 'ncalh your re6 ffid wc dicd'neath
your bustrc.

bih sldcs of your border wc died just thc
3ffirc.

C[oro And I pray to Cod my life is not in vain
Ah but sad and bitter was the year ol l98l
For cverything I've lost and nothing's won.



1.

THE TROOPS MUST GTI OUI OF IRt LAND [IOI,I

Tune:- "She'.l1 Be Coming Round the Mountain"

CHORUS :- The troops must get out of lreland now,

The troops must get out of Ireland now

The troops must get out,
The troops must get out,
The troops must get out of Ireland now.

VERSES

1.They're shooting kids in Derry and Belfast
2. They're raidjng houses at the crack of dawn.

3. They're torturing people in Castlereagh
4. They're dragg'ing people through the show trials
5. They're throw'ing a fighting people into iail
6. Support political prisoners in the jails.
7. Strip-searching in Armagh must end.
8. tJe support the prisoners in English iaiIs.
9. It must be self-determination now.

10. Irish Freedom will unite the working cIass.

I.IHAT SHALL t,IE DO WITH

Tune:- "Drunken Sailor"

tJhat shall we do with Ian Paisley (a times)
Early in the morn'ing.
Put him in a club in Ballymurphy (g times)
Early in the morning.

What shall we do with Hurd and K'ing......
Let them loose to prisoners' mothers.....

tJhat shall we do with Gareth Fitzgerald.....
Give him concrete boots and shove him in the Liffey....

tlhat shal I ule do with Margaret Thatcher
Sit her on a Land mine in Stormont Castle.....

tro Tloe For Love

They eatl it thc law; we call lt aparXh€id, lntcmmdrt, conscriptlon, paruilon and silence.
h's the law that lhcy make to keep you and mc wherc thcy think we belong.
They hlde bchind steel and bullet-proof glass, machine guns and spies,
And they tell us who suffer the tear gas and the todure that wc'rc in the wrong.

Cf,orsr
No tlrne for lovc if thal com€ ln the momtng,
No tirne to show tca6 or for fears in th€ moming,
No time for goodbye, no tlrn€ to ask why,
And the sound of the slmn's the cry of the momlng.

Thcy suflered the tortur€, thcy roned ln celb, wmt crazy, wmte l€ners and died.
The limits of pain they cndurtd, but the londlnxs got them lnst€ad
And the courts gave them justlc€ as jusucl ls gtvm by well-mannered thugs.
Sometimes thery fought for the will to surutv€, but mor! tlrn6 they Jttst wishcd fh€y were dead

Chorru

Th€ry took away young Francis Hughes and his cousln Tom Mcllwec as well.
They came for Patsy O'Hara and Bobby Sands and some of his frlends.
In Boston, Chicago, S.igon, SanCago, Warsaw and &lfast
And places that never ma&e headlines, the IL:t nwer cnds. ,

Ctoru

The boys in blue are only a few of the everyday cops on the beat,
The C.I.D.. Branchmm. the Blacks and the Gilmores do theirJobs as well;
Bchind them the mcn who tap phones, talte photos, proEramme computers and fiIes
And the man who tells them when to come and take you lo your cell.

Ghoccr

Come all you people whogive to your sisters and brothers ihe will to fight on,
They say you can get us€d to a war, that doesn't mean that the war isnt on.
The fish nccd thc sea to survive Just like your people need you

. And thc death squad can only get through to rhem if first rhey can get through to you.

'ctoror

Yes thc sound of thc sircn's the cry of tlre moming,
Oh the sound of the siren s the cry of the moming.2.

3.

4.



The Maintenance Engineer

One Friday night it happened, some years afler we were wedn
When my old man came in from work as usual I sai{
'Your tea is on the table, clean clothes are on the rack,
Your bat}'ll soon be ready, I'll come up and scrub your baclc'
He kissed me very tenderly, and eaid, 'I tell you flat,
The senrice I gve my machine ain't half as good as that!'

(I said) 'I'm not your little woma4 your sweeheart or yow dear,
I'm a wage-slaue without wages" I'm a mointtnonce engi.rcer.'

So then we got to talki:ng, I told him how I fell
How I keep him running just as smooth as some conveyor belt
For after all it's Im the one provides the power supply,
(He goes just like the clappers on my steak and kidney pie.)
His tittings are all shining cos I keep'em nice and clean,
And he tells me his machine tool is the best fve ever seen . . .

The terms of my employment would make your hair hrrn grey,
I have to be on call, you see, for twenty'four hours a day,
I quite enjoy the perks though when I'm working through the night'
For I get job-satisfaction, well he does and then I might.
If I keep up fud production I shall have a kid or two,
For some future boss to have another labour force to screw!

The truth began to dawn then how I keep him fit and trim
So the boss can make a nice fat profit out of me and him,
And as a solid union man he got in quite a rage
To think that we're both working hard and getting one man's wage.

I said, 'And what about the part-time packing job I do?
That's three men that I worl for, love,-my boss, your boss and you!'

He looked a little sheepish and he said,'As from today,
The lads and me will see what we can do on equal pay.
Would you like a housewives' union? Do you think y-ou should be paid
As a eo6k and as a cleaner, as a nluse and as a maid?'
I said, 'Don't jump the gun, love, if you did your share at home,
Perhaps I'd hive some time to fight some battles of my own!'

Ive often heard you tell me how you'll pull the bosses down;
You'll never do it, brother, while you're bossing me around.
Till women join the struggle - married, single, white and blach
You're fighting with a blindfold and one arm behind your back'
The message has got over for he's realised at last,
That power to the sisters must mean power to the clms!

Union Maid
(Tune: Red Wing/

(by Woodlt Guthrie: new third verse b)' Nancy Katz)
(first appearance in songbook)

There once was a union maid
Who never was afraid
Of the goons and the ginks and the company finks
And the deputy sherilTwho ntade the raid.
She'd go to tlte union ltall
When a meeting it was called,
Arrd when the company guards came 'round

She rlways stood her ground.

ICtrcrus] Oh yott cai't scare me, I'm stickitt' to the union,
I'm stickin'to the union, I'tn stickitt'to tlrc wrion,

Oh yott can't scare nte, I'm stickin' to the uniott,
I'm stickitr'to the union 'til the day I die.

This union maid was wise
To the tricks of the colnpany spies,

She'd never be fooled by the company stools.

She'd always organize the guYs.

She'd always get her way
When she struck for higher PaY,
She'd show her card to the National Guard,
And tlris is wltat she'd say - [chorusl
A woman's struggle is hard
Even with a union card,
She's got to stand on her own two feet,
And not be a servant of a male elite.
It's tinre to take a stand,
Keep working hand in hand, I

There is a job that's got to be done

And a fight that's got to be won. [clrcnts]

TIIE LEAVING OF

Farc thcc wcll to Princc's Lauding Stagc,

Anson Tcrracc and Park Lane.
It surely will be a long timc
Ere I see you again.

So fare thee weil my owtr truc lovc
Whcn I rcturn unitcd we will bc.
It's not the lcaving of Liverpool that gtieves me

But my darling when I think of thee.

I am bound for Caiiforniay,
By way of the stormy Capc Horn,
And I'll rrrite to you a letter lovc
When f am homeward bound.

LIVERPOOL

Once I shipped aboard a clipper ship

Davy Crockett was her namc.
Her captain's name was Burgcss
And they say she's a floatin' shame.

CnoRus:

I'll ship again with Burgcss,
He's a man I know quite well.
If a man's a sailor he can gct aioat
And lf not then he's sure of Hell.

Cuonus:

Csonus:



-Try?. ol a dreary New year's Day
As the shades of night came down
A lorry load of Volunteers
Approached a border town.
There were men from Dublin and from Cork,
Fermanagh and Tyrone,
Bul lhe leader was a Limerick man
Sean South from Garryowen

And as they moved along the streel
Up to the barrack door,
They scorned the danger they would meet
I he tate that layin store.
They were lighting for old lreland's cause
To claim our very own,
And the foremost o, that oallant band
Was South from Garryorien

The sergeant foiled their daring plan,
He spied them through the door;
Then the sten guns and lhe rifles too
A hail of death did pour,
And when that awlul night was o'er
two men lay ccld as stone.
There was one from near tfre border
And one irom Garryowen

No more he'll hear the seagulls cry
O'er the murmuring Shannon tide.
l-or he tell beneath the Nortrern sky,
O'Hanlon by his side.
He's gone to join that aaliant band
Of Plunken, Pearse and Tone"
Another martyr for old lreland
Sean South lrom Garryonven

THE TOWN I LOVED SO WELL
In memory I wlll.alwaYs see
The town that I have loved so well
Where our school played baU
By the gasyard wall
And we laughed through the smoke and the smell
Golng home ln the raln, running up tlre dark lane
Fast the jail and down behlnd the fountatn
Those were happy days ln so manyc rnEmy ways
In the town tr loved so well

In the early rnorn the sh.lrt (actory horn
Called the women from Creggan" The Moore and Tlre Bog
Whtle the men on the dole played the mother's role
Fed the chlldren and then trained the dogs
And when tlrnes got tough there was Just about enough
But they saw it through without complalnlng
For deep lnslde was a burniag Pride
In the town I loved so well

There rvas muslc there ln the Derry air
Llke a language that we all could understand
I remember the day t}rat I earned my flrst pay
When I played wlth a small plck-up band .

There I spent my youth and to tell you the truth
I was sad io leave it ail behtnd me
For I'd learnt about life and I'd found me a wUe
In the town I loved so well

But *'hen I returned how my eyes had burned
To see how a town could be brought to lts knees
By the armoured cars and the bombed out bars
And that gas that hangs onto every breeze
Now the army's lnsLalled by the old gasy&rd wall
And that damned barbed wlre gels hlgher and hlgher
Wlth thelr tanks and thelr guns oh my god what have they done
To ttre town I loved so well

Now the muslc's gone but they still cerry on
E.or their sptrlt's been bruised never broken
They will nbt forget for thelr hearts are set
On fomorrow and peace once agaln
For what's done ls done
And what's won ls won
And what's lost ts lost and gone forever
I can only pray for a bright brand new day
In the town I loved so well

I've been a wjld rover for many,s a year,
And I spent all my money on whiskey & beer,
And now I'm returning with gold in grat store,
And I never will play the w.ild rover no more.

cH0Rus

And it's no, nay, never,no, nay never no more,
I,lill I play the wild rover, no never, no more.

I went to an ale-house I used to frequent
And I told the larrdlady my money was spent
I asked her flor credit, she answered me .nav
Such a custom like yours I could have any day'.
Repeat Chorus:-

I.took from lny pocket ten sovereigns bright
410 tE landlady's eyes opened wide witfr'delieht
sne sard 'I have whiskey and wines of the best -
And the words that I spoke sure were only inlest,.
Repeat Chorus:-

I'll go.home to my parents, confess what I've done
Ano lu.ask them to pardon their prodigal son
Ano u tney caress me as oft times before
Sure I never will play the wild rorer no-more.
Repeat Chorus:-

THE WILD ROVER

SEAN SOUTH

(Air: Roddy McCortey)



rHE R.EITEL RECQB!_!!4rEB

Wee Willy John Mc Fadden was a loya1" orange prod,
Ile thoughc chat Ian Paisley was just one sEeP down from God
He thoufiht Ehey ate the children-in the bi"r.i,ooJ. "i-eia"y"l,And he chought that hiscory started with che Bactle of uhe Boyne.(repeat)

One day he took a brick in his hands and he wandered up che Fal1s,
He was mumbiing "up the Rangers" and humming "Derry's Wa,lls""
Ile broke a big shop r.iindow to anlloy Ehe Pope of Rome,
And he Eook a record player out and then he staggered home.(repeaE)

Next night they held a hooley in the local orange ha1l,
And Willie brougBt his player to make music for the bal1,
He chose a stack of recorcis 6f a very loyal kind,
Buc when Ehe music started up he neaily losu his mind.

For this !'enian record player was a rebel co Ehe core,
Ic played uhe songs Ehe orange halI had never heard before,
For "Do1ly's Grey't and "Deny's Wal1s" it didn'c give a fig"
And it speeded up "God Save che Queen" ti1 ic sounded like a jig.(repeat)

Ie played "The l,loods of Upton" and "The Wearing of che Green",
Such [urmoil in and 0range l{al1 has never yeE been seen,
It played "The Boys of Wexford" and "The men of '98",
Buc when it played "The Soldier's Song!'it sealed poor Willie's faEe.

For the boys weo.E clean dinented, to the ground- wee liill was thrown,
They kickeil his ribs in one by one, to the sourdof Garyowen"
They threw hin out the window to a song about Sinn Feino
And theT kicked him all dom Sandy row to "A Nation Once Again" (repeat)

This Rebel Record Player was heird no never more,
They pounded it wich banner poles and uhrew iE on Ehe floor.
But yic iE was noE finished, ic was tt-re strangest siBhu. you've seen,
For the flashes flying out of iL:$rereorange,white and greer. (repeau).

Now Wi1lie's up in Purdisburn,as ctazy as a coot,
He sics there in his padded cell and tootles on his flute,
And when he cries to ilay'The SasH'he always gets iE r.rrong,
For half way through ire Llways finds he's playing'The Soldier's Song"

( repeat )
There's a moral Eo this story, what it is I cannoE say,
It may be just the ancienE one that crine will never pay,
If you ask wee l.Jill McFadden he'11 say "Ach I Crime be blowed ,
If you rrant to pinch a record player, do it up che Shankhill Road".

( repeat )

TTTE FOGGY DEW
(0ld Irish Air)

As donn by thc glen onc Easter morn to a ciry fair rode I.
Therc armcd lines of marching men in squadrons passed me by;
No pipc did hum, no battlc drum did sound ils loud rauoo.
But the Angelus bcll o'er the Lillcy's swell rang out rhrough the Foggy

Dew.

Right proudly high in Dublin Town thcy flung out thc flag of war,
"Twas belter to die 'neath an lrish sky than at Suvla or Sud El Bar:
And from the plains of Royal Meath strong mcn eamc burrying through
Wbilc Britannia's Huns, with rhiir great big guns, tailed in rhrough the

Foggy Dcw

O' the night fcll black, and thc rifle's crack madc "Parfidious Albion" rcel,
'Mid the leadcn rain ssvcn tongues of f,ame did shinc o'cr thc lincs of

stcel;
By cach shining blade a prayer was said that to Ireland hcr sons bc tnrc
And nhcn morning brokc still the rvar flag shool: out its folds in lhc

Fcggy Dcw.

rTwas Engtand badc our Wild Geesc go that s:rnatl nations might bc frcc,
But tbcir lonely gravcs arc by Suvla's w:tvc! or the fringc of thc great

North Sca.

O, had thcy dicd by Pcarsc's sidc, or had fought with Cathal Bnrghr,
Thcir namcs wc'd kccp whuc thc Fcnians slecp, 'ncath the shroud of

the Foggr Dcw.

But thc bravcst fcll, and thc reqr:iem belt rang mournfulty and clcar.
For those who died that Eastcrtidc in the springtime of thc ycar;
Whilg thc world did gazc, with dcep axnaze, at thosc fearless mcn, but few,
Who borc thc fight rhat Frcedom's light might shino through thc Foggnr

Dcw.

Ah! back through the glcn I rode again, and my beart with grief was sore,
For I partcd then with valiant men whom I ncver shall Eec morc;
But to and fro in my drcams I go, and I kneel and pray for you,
For slavcry flcd, O glorious dead ! v,,hen you fell in thc Foggy Dcw.

WHEN YOU WERE SWEET S]XTEEN

When first I saw the lovelight in your eyes,
I thought the world held nought but joy for me,
And even though tve've drifted far apart,
I never dramed but what I dreamed of thee,

I love you as l've never loved before
Since first I saw you on the village green.
Come to me e'er my dreams of love are o'er
I lore you as I lored yan when you werc sureet.
When you uuere sweet sixteen.

ilIE



COME OUT YOU BLACK AND TANS

f was born in a Dublln street,where the 1oya1 drums do beat,
And the loving English feet tramped all ovel us,
And each and every nightu when my father came home tighE,
He'd invite the neighbours ouEside with chis chorus
CHORUS
GE-e out you Black & Tans come out & fight me if you can,
TelI them all how you won medals down in Flanders,
Te11 them how the I.R.A. made you run like he11 away,
From the green and 1ovely lanes of Killishandra"
Come 1et me here you tel1 how you slew brarre Parne11,
When you thought him well and truly persecuted,
Where are the sneers & jeers that you bravely 1eE us hear,
When the leaders of '16 were executed.
Come te1l us how you slew them old Arabs two by two,
Like the Zulus they had spears & bows and arrows,
How you bravely faced each one with your sixteen pounder gun,
And frighted those "Damn NaEives" to their marror^rs.
The day is coming fast and the time wi1l soon be near,
When each traitor will be cast aside before us,
And if there'I1 be a need the my kids will say Gods speed,
With a bar or two of this fine rousingj chorus

Home Soldier, Home
Anthem of the Troops Out Movement - written to the tunc of the tradi-

tional sailor's song'Home Boys Home'

A soldier being weary he laid down his head
He caffed for a knapsack to make himself a bed
He lay down on the street, aye as tramps have often done
And he swore and declared he was sorry he had come

CHORUS
And it's Home Soldier, Home! home you ought to bc
Home far away in your own country
With your steel war machinery and your stinking CS gas

You.old rubber bullets you can stick them up your arse

And it's early the next rnorning thc soldier he arosc
The streets were full of broken glass, the watls with bullet holcs
The sergeant he stood over him and he bellowed in his ear

You.can do that over there rny boy but you can't do that there'ere!

So let's drink a toast to Belfast and the unemploymcnt too
Get back to dear old England where there's work for you to do
The unemployed will rise when the time comes to fight
It's written on the wall just as the day follows night.

Children of Africa
We are the children of Africa
And it's for freedom that we're fighting (repeat both lines)

CHORUS
A heavy load, a heavy load, and it will take some real strength (repeat)

We're not afraid of the Prison walls

It's for freedom that we go now (repeat both lines)

They took our land, they took our homes

How much longer will they bleed us? (repeat both lines)

In Sorveto they shot us down
But we will rise up united (repeat both lines)

IIALLETU,IAH
I'[IABUIil
Oh, why don't you work
Uke others all do?
How in hell can I work
When there's no work to do?
Chorus;

I'Iallelujah, I'm a bum!
llalleiujah, bum again!
llallelujah, give us a handout
To revive us again.

Oh, why don't you save
All the money you earn?
If I did not eat
I'd have money to burn.
Chorus;

Oh, I like my boss -
He's a good friend of mine;
That's why I am starving
Out in the breadline.
Chorus;

I can't buy a job
For I ain't got the dough,
So I ride in a box-car
For I'm a hobo.
Chorus;

Whenever I get
All the money I earn
The boss will be broke
And to work he must turn.
Ctrorus;
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BELFAST BRIGADE

(Air: John Brown's Body)

Chorus.'
Glory, glory to old lreland
Glory, glory to this island
Glory to the memory of the men
Who fought and died,
'No surrender' is the war cry
Of the Bellast Brigade

Craigavon sent the Specials out
To shoot the people down,
He thought the IRA were dead
ln dear old Belfast town,
But he gol a rude awakening
Wilh rifle and grenade
When he met the Firsl Battalion
Otthe Beltast Brigade

The soldiers came from Hollywoctd
Equipped with English gurs
There were men by the thotsand
Ammunition bytheton,
But when they got to Beltast t

They were seriously delayed
By the fighting Firsl Battalion
Of the Belfast Brigade

' We have no ammunition
And no armoured cars to show
But we're ready to delend ourselves

' Nomatterwherewego
We're out for the Republic
And to hell with your Free State

, 'No surrender' is lhe war cry
Ol the Beltast Brigade

. Come all you gallant lrishmen -
And loin the IRA
We'll strike a blow lor freedom

, When it comes a certain day,
You knew your cluntry's history

' And the sacrifice it made,
Come join the First Battalbn
Of the Bellast Brigade

JAMES LARKIN

ln Dublin city in nineteen thirteen
The boss was rich and the poorwere slaves
The women working and the children starving
Along came Larkin like a mighty wave

The workmen cringed when the bossman told us
Seventy hours was our weekly chore
We asked for little and less was granted
'less getting little we asked for more

The month of August the bossman told us
No union man for him could work
We stood by Larkin and told the bossman

' We'd fight or die, but ws would not shirk

Eight months we fought and eight months we starved
i We stood by Larkin througrh thick and thin
: But foodless homes and the cry of children '.
I lt broke our hearts and we could not win

I Then Larkin left us. we seemed defeated
, The night was black for the working man
I Along came Connolly with new hope and council

, 
His motto was that we'd rise again

ln nineteen sixteen in Dublin city
The English soldiers, they burnt our town
They shot our leaders. they shelled our buildings
The harp was buried beneath the crorivn

They shot MacDermott and Pearse and Plunkett
They shot MacDonagh and Clarke the brave
From bleak Kilmainham they took their bodies

, To Arbour Hill to a quick lime grave

I But last o, all olthe seven leaders
' l'll sing the praise olJames Connolly
The voice of lustice, the voice of freedom
He gave his life that msn might be free

JAMES COT{NOLLY

Many years have rolled by, since ihe lrish rebellion
When the guns ol Britannia they loudly did speak 

.

When the bold IHA battled shoulderto shoulder
While the blood kom their bodies, flowed down Sackville Street

The Four Courts of Dublin the English bombarded
Our spirit of freedom they ried hard to quell
But amid all the din came a voice "No Surrender"
'Twas the voice of James eonnolly the lrish rebel

A great crowd had gathered outside of Kilmainham
With heads all uncovered, they knelt on theground
For inside that grim building, lay a true lrish soldier
His life for his.country, about to lay down

He went to his death like a true son of lreland
The firing party he bravely did face
Then the orders rang out "Presen, arms" and "Fire"
James Connolly lell into a ready-made grave

The black flag they hoisted, the cruel deed.was o'rer
Gone was the man who loved lreland so well
There was many a sad heart in Dublin that morning
When they murdered James Connolly, the lrish rebel

God's curse on you, England, you cruel hearted monster
Your deeds they would shame all the devils in hell
There are no flowers blooming but the shamrock is growing

On the grave of James Connoily, the lrish rebel.

}IINERSIN CISVER
tune Cosher Bailey Banner

Once coal mining was.a trial
For conditiols they wer vile
Now those bad old days are over,
The coal rniner lives in clover.

Charus
Ditl you evcr *i, Did you ever ee,
Did you evet see such a funny thing

We $art work at half past nrne
Do a bit till breakfast time
Then it"sbuttered toa$ and tes
l,{hile we play cards and watch TV

Gtorus

Once the dust was something cluonic
Now the ah is !il<e a tonic.
Since the Coa! Board has comrnissioned
That ow pit be air conditioned.

Chorus

If you get a little grimy,
Well, the }rtanager says Blimcy,
You just nip around the corner,
for a manicure and sauna.

Orcrus

Fashions meeping into mining
High heeldl pit bootsbright and shining
But the overman wemt barntey
When the fireman wore goH hme'.

Chorus

So listen here McGreggor,
Getting ulcers poa old beggar
If you want a life much fincr;
Corne and sign up as a miner.

Chorus

IA l5
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THE CAPITALIST GAME

(Air: The Patriot Game)

I am a school-leaver, jilst fifteen years old,
When I finished my schooling lwent straight on the dole.
Now I'm disillusioned, my mates are the same,
'Cos till now we've been pawns in the capitalist game

But now we are marching from all parts of the land,
Comrades united, for socialism we stand,
We fight forourfreedom, we fighttill we win
To make big business pay lor their imperialist sin

I was an apprentice, my time is now served,
What jobs do they offer? Well such is their nenre;
'lt's lhe emigrant ship now- or join Donegan's troopst'
Now you know why we're fighting rthe capitalist crooks

l've worked all my life, what rewards do lshow?
Like my younger comrades, I'm rejected now.
Despondent and bitter, we'll makea fresh stand,
Never resttill we've banished the big business band

SAY HELLO TO THE PROVOS

Chorus:
Say hello to the Provos
Say hello to the brave,
Say hello to the Provos"
And lreland will be saved 

i

It all happened in '71 I

lntemrneni it had just begun
Men taken at the point of a gun,
Remember! we shall remember!

Many a battle has been fought and won, l

There's many a home has lost its son, I

Long Kesh gateswill soon be undone, r

Hemember! we shall remember!

WILL YOU GO, LASSIE, GO ?.

O, the sum-cr time is coming.
And the Eecs are swcetly blooming"
And thc wild mountain thymc
Grows around the blooming heatber,
Will you go, Iassie, go?

Gronus:

A.nd wc'll all go rogcthcr,
To lluck wild mountaia thymc,
All around th: blooming heather,
Will you go, lassic. go?

I will build my lovc a towcr
Near yon pure crystal fountain,
And around it I will placc
All the flowcrs of the mountain,
Will you go, lassie, go?

CsoRus:

If my truc love she werc gone,

I would surely find ano&cr
Whcre wild mountain thyme
Grows around the blooming hcather.
Will you go, Iassie, go?

THT PATRIOT GAME
Come all you young rebels and ltst while I slng
For love 6f one's lan{ is a terrible thirlg'
it u"t i.nu. fear with ihe speed of a flame
And it makes us all part of the Patriot Game'

My name is O'Hanlon' I've. Just t-urned sixteen
Mv home is in Monaghan. there I was weened'
I llarned all my llfe cruel England to blarne
And so I'm a part of the Patriot Game.

It's barely a year since f wandered away
lYith the iocal uattalion of the bold IRA
I read of our heroes and wanted tlre same
To play up my part ln tlre Petrlot Game'

Thev told me how Connolly was shot ln a chair
tlis ivounds from the battle all bleeding & bare'
His fine body twlsted, all battered and lame'
fnai sooir niade me part of ttre Patrlot Game'

Tlris Ireland of mine has for long been half.free
siicor"ii"" are under John Bull's monarchy'
But still De Valera ls greatly to blame
For shirklng his part in the Patrlot Game'

I don't mind a bit lf I shoot down pollce
Thev're lackeys for war, never guardiarur of I'eace'
sutLt aeserters f'u never let alm
IIre rebels who sold out the Patrlot Garne'

And now as I lie with my body all holo"c,

i thilk of those traltors'who bargained and sold"

I'm sorry my rlfle has not done the same ,,
fo" it 

" {uisifngs.who sold out the Patrlot Game'

Here lAre Go

i

I

Ealtad of
Utchacl Gaugihan

Take me home to Mayo
Back across the sea.
Take me home io Mayo
Where oncc I ran so frec.
Take me home to Mayo
And let my body llc
Home in Mayo
Beneath lhe w.st€m sky.

My name ts Mtchaet Gaughan,
From Ballina I came.
I saw my people suffering,
I swore to bteak the chalni.
t took the borl to England
Prepared to nght or dlc
Far away fmm Mayo
Benealh the westem sky.

MV body cold and hungry
ln Pa*hurst Jail I ltc.
ln my llght for freedom
On hunger strtkc l'll dic.
I have onc last requcat lo (l,akc
I hopa you'll nol dcnyr
TalcmybodVback lo MsYo
Beneath the wcstem sky,

Take me hom. to M.yo
Back across lhc sca.
Talc me home io Mryo
Whcrs oncc I ran so frce.
Takc mc homc to MaYo
Ard let my body ll?
Hom€ allain ln Mayo
Bcncalh thc western skY.

1..

TAKE ]T DOWN FBOM THE MAST

Chorus:
Take it down trom the mast, lrish traitors,
It's the llag we Republicans claim,
It can never belong to Free Staters
For you've brought on it nothing but shame

You have murdered our brave Liam and Rory
You've slaughtered young Bichard and Joe
Your hands with their blood are all gory
Fulfilling lhe work ot the foe

We stand with Sean arid wilh Fergal
With McGrath and Russellso bold.
We'll break dovwr the English mnnection
And bring back lhe nation 1ou've sold

So leave it to those who are willing
To uphold it in war and in peace,
The men who intend to derend it
Till England's tyrannies cease

Chorus:
We are lvomen We are strong
lVe are fighting for our lives
Side bv side with our men
Who riork the nation's mines
United by the struggle
United by the Past
And it's here we go Here we go
For the women of-the working class.

lVe don't need government approval for
everything we do
We ilon't heed their Permission to
have a point of view
Don't need anyone to tell us what to
think or saY
We've strength enough anil wisdom of
our own to 8o our own way.

Chorus

They talk about statistics About the
orice of coal
ihe cost is the communities Dying on the dole
In fighting for a future we find ways
to organise
Wheie women's liberation failed to
rnove this striketras mobilis€d.

Chorus

Ours is a unity that threats can
never breach
Ours an education books and sclrools
could never teach
We face the taunts and the violence
of Maggie's thugs in blue
When-vou're fiehtins for survival
You've'got notfiing,"nothing left to lose.

Chorus

IL

CHoRUS:
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1. while standing on the picket lineI heard a colleague sayrrWe're cracklnq picXeti on the headto earn some eiti. pay
we're -not completely itupid
Or daft as rire appeari
We've learnt some tricks 1n UlsterAnd werre trying them out here.

Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha etc
2. WerlI get our dogs and horses

And charge the pclkets downFor every picketrs head we hit
9Ie get a hundred pounds.
We chuck them In the wagon
And cart them off to jaiIs,
The rate that we're airesting themThererl1 be none 1eft in l.la16s-

3. We keep the plckets comfortable
Pinned down in the van
We bang their heads against the floorAs gently as we cani
Theyrve no idea what theyrve done wrongThey cannot even guessi
But we find that our encouragementHelps them to confess

4. If they ask for a lawer
We tell them there's no hope;
And if hre can't dream ,p a-ah..o"Thelr pocket's filled wittr aopei-lre find that nineteenth centuiy'IawHas some usefull quirks;
If all fails the maglstrate's
Imagination works.

5. We hear the black communities
Support the miners causei
Of course itrs true that racialismrsnlfe within the force iUnderground a miner's blackltrs opened up our eyea
A miner on the surfaie is
A black man in disgulse:

6. The picket,s bail conditions
Mean vitual house arresti
I've always held the view thatThe judges knovr what's best;But wetre staring to get worrl"edAs we thln the picket lines _
fhat if we're too effectivelfe shrll lose our overtime."

ass00il
ASTHT$
PUB
GI.OSES
I-could have dond it yesterday,
If I hadn't had a cold-
But since I've put this pint away
I've never felt so bold
So - as soon .ls this pub closes
As soon as this pub closes
As soon as this pub closes
The Revolution starts-

I'll shoot the aristocracv
And confiscate their briss
Qeate a fine democracv
That's truly workinq cliss.
As soon as this pub Lloses
As soon as u\is pub closes
As soon as this pub cloSes
I'll raise the banner high.

I'll fight the nasry racialists
And scrap the colour bar
4"4 "U 

fascist dictatorships
And every commissar
As soon as this pub closes
fu soon as this pub closes
As soon as this pub closes
I'll man the barricades

g ,"1r" youa glasses everyone
!'or everything is planned
And each and every mother,s son
Will see the promised land
As soon as this pub closes
As soon as this pub closes
As soon as this pub closes
. . .I think I'm gonna be sick

ta

rt

The Women's Army ls MaichinE
Mine eyes hane seen the glory of the flame of women's rage,

Keot irouldering for centuries nou burning in thls age,

Wi no longer witlbe p*oners in that same gilded cage,

That's why we're marching on.

Chorus
Glory Glory Halleluja, Glory Glory Halleluja'
Glory Glory Halleluja, for women's time has come"

You thinh that you can buy us off with goAm wedding rings,
You neter giue'us half thd profii that our l,tbour brings,
Our anger iats into u-s we{l no longer bend to hings,
That's why we're tnarching on.

Chorus

It's we who'oe done your coohing done your cbaning
kept lour ntles"

lilc gbe'birth to your children and we taught them in your
schools,

I,t)e'ue hept this. system nn ning, now we're kying down the
rubs,

That's uhy we're marching on.

Chorus

ll)e'pe brohen through our shacbles,

We march for liberation and we're many ^thousands strong,
lilell build a neu society , we'ile waited fat too long,
That's why wele marching on.

Chorus

FREEDOfii WALK

Gold and iark the morning

' Justbeforethesun
A new day is breaking
Our struggle has begun.
The people are together
We shall be free,
ln this land our homeland,
Ourown democrary

Come all you lads and lassies
Rally to our cause.
Seek the abolition
Of those old-fashioned laws.
Let us open every eye,
Let the people see
What this land, our homeland,
Means to you and me

On the road together
Walk hand in hand.
Fling the bells of lustice
Over all the land.
All the world is waiting
Watching you and me,
ln this land our homeland,
Our own democracy

How long must we lravel
Till our lourney's Cone?
How long mustwe struggle
Till the fight is won?
May we live in peace again, lvlay we live to see
This land of ours our homeland
A true democracy

L{ rq



MY LITTLE. ARMALITE

(Air: lt's Home, Boys, Home)

And it's down in the Bogside, that's where I long lo be,
Lying in the darKwith a Provo company,
A comrade on me left and another on me right
And a clip of ammunition for my little Armalite

lwas stopped by a soldier, said he, 'You are a swine',
tl,e beat me with his baton and he kicked me in the groin,
'l borved and I scraped, sure me rngnners werc politc
Br,J,a[ lhe time t'rn lhinking of me little Armalito

A*fr it's down in Crossmaglen, suro thal's wrlore I lorrrg to be,
Lying inthe dark with a Provo company,
A cdnrade on me left and arnthsr on ms right
fuid a clip of ammunition forrny little Armalite

Sure a brave RUC man caire up into our stre€t
-Sir hundred British soldiers woro gathered round his feet
lorne out, ye cowardly Fenians', said he, 'come out and fighl'.
,Btrt he cried, 'l'm only ioking', when he heard.!he Armaliie

Surslt's down in Kilwtlkie, tful's where I long to be,
Lyrng in the dark with a Provo company,
A comrade on me lefr and arother on me riglt
And a clip of ammunition lor my little Armali.te

Sure, the army came to visit me, 'twas in the early hours,
With Saladins and Saracens and Ferret armoured cars
They thought they had me cornered, but I gave them all a lright
Wth the armour piercing bullets of my little Armalite '

And it's down in the Falls Fload, that's where I long to be.
Lying in the dark with a Provo cornpany,
A comrade on me lefl and another on me right
And a clip of ammunition lor my little Annalite

When Tuzo came to Belfast, he said, 'The battle'swon',
Said General Fcrd, 'We're winning sir, we have them on the run'.
But corporals and privates on patrql at night,
Said, 'Send for reinlorcements, it's the bloody Armalite

And it's up in Ballymurphy. that's whe!'e I lcng to be.
Lying in the dark with a Provo company,
A comradc on me left and another on me right
And a clip of ammunition lor my little Armalite

I WiU Survive

At first I was afraid, I was petrified

K;;;;itkt"gt couio n."i li" without vou bv mv side

But then I spent so many nights just thinking how you did me wrong

And I grew strong
,{nd I learnt how to get along

And so You're back from outer space

il;;i;ik; in to find vou rtt"'*.itit.that sad look upon vour face

i sfroriO have changed that stupid lock

I should have made you leave your key

iit'A tno*n for just on. ,*tond you"d be back to bother me'

CHORUS:
Go on now, go
Walk out the door
Just turn around now
'Cos You're not welcome anymore
Weren't you the one who tried to break me

With goodbyes
OiJf 

""**Ute, did I break down and die?

O no not I; I will suryive
As long as I know how to love

I know I'il staY alive
I've got all mY life to live
I've got all mY life to give

And I'U sunlive; I will survive (Hey hey)

It took all the strengttr I had not to fall apart'

in trvi"e so hard tohend the broken pieces of my heart- 
-

And I spent o so many nights just feeling sorry for myself

I used to cry but now I hold my head up high

And you see me
SomebodY new
i* not that chained up little person still in love rvith you

' And so You felt like droPPing in
And just exPect me to be free

ili;;; I'm saving all my loving for sonreone who's loving me

Chorus
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g'm ffi$ffiffiffimmffiffiffiffiffiffiffiffiffiffi
When I was a little girl I wished I was a boy,
I lagged along behind the gang and woro my corduroys.
Everybody said I only did it to annoy,
But I was gonna be an engineer.
Momru told me'Can't you be a lady?
Your duty is to make me the mother of a pearl.
Wait until you're older, dear and maybe
You'll be glad that you're a girl.'

Dainty as a Dresden statua,
Gentle as a Jersey cow,
Smoorh as silk,
Gives creamy milk
L€arn to coo,
L,€arn to moo;
That's what to do to be a lady now.

When I went to school I learned to write and how to read
Some history and geography and home economy;
And typing is a skill that every girl is sure to need,
To while away the exra time until the time to breed.
And then they had the nerve to say;'What would you like to be?'
I says, 'l'm gonna be an engineer!'
'No, you only need to learn to be a lady
The duty isn't yours, for to try and run the world.
An engineer could never have a baby,
Remember, dear, that you're a girl.'

So I become a typist and I study on the sly,
Working out the day and night so I can qualify.
And every time the boss come in, he pinched me on the thigh,
Says;'I've never had an engineer!'
You owe it to the job to be a lady
It's the dury of the staff for to give the boss a whirl
The wages that you get are crummy, maybe
But !t's all you get, 'cause you're a gid.

She's smart! (foi a woman)
I wonder how she got that way?
You get no choice
You get no voice
Just stay mum
hetend you're dumb

. Thatb how you come to be a lady today!

Then Jimmy come along and we set up a conjugation,
We werc busy every night with loving recreation.
I spent my day.: at work so he could get his education,
And now he's an engineer!

ti

He says; 'I know you'll always be a lady.
It's the duty of my darling to love me all her li[e.
Could an engineer look after or obey me?
Remember, dear, that youte my wife!

As soon as Jimmy got a job I studied hard again,
Then, busy at me turret lathe a year o. ro, 

"nd 
th.n,

The- morning that the twins were born, Jimmy says io them,
'Kids, your mother was an enqineer!'
You owe it to the kjds to be a lady;
Dainty as a dishrag, faithful as a chow,
Stay at home you got to mind the baby,
Remember you're a mother now.

.Every time I turn around there's somelhing else to do,
Cook a meal or mend a sock or sweep a floor or two.
Usten in to Jimmy Young - it makes me want to spew
I was gonna be an engineer!
I reCIy wish thar I could be a lady,
I could do the lovely things that a lady's s,po..6 ,o Oo,
I wouldn'r even mind if only they would piy me,
And I could be a person too.

What pricc - for a woman?
You can buy her for a ring of gold;
To love and obey.
(Without any pay)
You get a cook or a nurse
For berter or worse
You don't need a purse when a lady is soldl

But now that dmes are harder, and my Jin:rny's got the sack,
I.went-dcwn to Vickers, they were glad to have me back,
I'm a third clas citizen, my wages t;ll me that.
But I'm a first clas engineer!
The boss he says; 'I pay you as a lady,
You only got the job 'cause ! can,t alford a man.
With you I keep the ptofits high as may be;
You're just a cheaper pair of hands!'

You got one fault! You're a woman.
You're not wcrth the equal pay.
A bitch or a tart,
You're nothing but heart
Shaliow and vain.
You got no brain;.
Go down the drain.like a lady today!

I listened to my mother and I joined a typing pool,
I listened to my lover and I sent him *rougti tris school.
If I listen ro the boss, I'm just a bloody fool;
And an u:rderpaid engineer!
I've been a sucker ever since I was a baby.
As a Caughter, as a wife, as a mother, and a dear -Eut I'll Iight rhem as a woman, not a lady,
I'll fight them as an engineerl

Thc fficklow Boy

As I walked past Porttaolse hison,
'l'm lnnocent,'s voice was heard to say.
'ltly framc.up ls almost completed.
My people alt look the othcr way.'

Seven years ago hls torturc stad€d,.
A forced confdssion he was made to slgn^
Young lrish m€ri specially trained and

choscn
Werc on the hearry gang that made hlm

run the tine.

Others in lhe Bridcwelt heard hlrn
sqeaming.

Even prison do€torc could s€G

His injuries wete nol sclf-inllicted.
Those who tippcd the scales did not

agrea.

Ctortrt
Gtue the Wicklow Boy his frecdom,
Gve him back his libcsty,
Or are we going to l€lv€ hiri ln chains
While those who framed htm hold thc

keY?

P"i*.a of human rtghB by his own
P€oPlc,

Sickmed by injusrice he jumpcd ball.
In the Appalachian Mountairs found a

welcom€
Tilt his co-accused rrere both nleased

fromJall.

Hc came back home erpecting to get
justlce,

Special Branch took him ftom the plane.
For flve years weve deprived him of hts

freedom.
The Sutlty jeer the innoc€ot lgrtn.

Ghorrrt

The Peopte versus lktly was the tttle
Of the farce we stagl€d !t his appeal.
Rrppcts in wetl rehcarscd cotlusion,
I o0st wonder horr these men must feal.

As I wdked past Portlaolse Prircn
fhrcugh concr.te lnd steet 8 whlspcr

catn€.
'My frame-up ls almost complaed.
I'm innocent, Nicky l{elty ls my name.'

Chec!.
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(Can be sung to the Eune of 'rThe t{fld Rover'r'
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2. Ic?s chere ln rhe prtson Ehey forced r[ea to toll
- 

i.t . furnlcure factory lcnown as rrThe u111I'
The dust lE was choking, too nolsy ro apeak

And rhe nages a fine 95 pence a week"

3. A prlsoner named Cllfford vas atcacked by four acrelJs

For answerlng back to Ehelr Eaunfs and abuse'
Wten lrord go! around what the warders had done;

A block-full of prlsoners united as one"

4. A hundred demanded che'Governor Eo see
BuE Eo ralk abouE Cllfford he nould not agree'
Ttre prlsoners goE angry - the gcrews all cook frlghc
And surrenderl the buildlng wlthouE any flghc'

5. Now the prlsoners Ln solltary t'ere f':eed froo thetr ce]'I'e"
lhe brokl down Ehe doors and the wlndows as ne1l'
They goc ln the office and found all the files
tlheie thelr llves were recorded ln language so vlle"

6" Three days they Eook over thac dreary old Jall,
And they laughed and chey sang as they knocked lt co hell
A mllllon pounds llorEh of damage was found,
BuE Ehey should have demolished lc down co the ground'

7. Those unlfroned sadlscs, those booE boys ln b1ue,
Thelr wages are pald for by rqe and by you.
BuE one day the screws wllt all be uneoployed,
On the day when the prlsons are knocked down and destroyed.
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THE WILD COLONIAL BOY

There was a wild colonial boy, Jack Duggan was his name,

He was born & raised in Ireland, in a place calleU Castlemaine.
He was his fatherrs only son, His motherrs pride and joy,
A credit to all lreland, The l,lild Colonial Boy.

At the early age of alxteen yeara he left hie natLve hore,
And to Australia's eunny shore he wag inclined to roam.
He robbed the rich, he helped the poor, he shot Jares McAvoy
A terror to Australia was The Wild Colonial Boy.

One nornlng on the Pratrie as Jack tre rode along'
A-lletenlng to the nocking bird a-singing'a cheerful song
Out steEed a band of trooperg, Kelly Davis and Fitzroy
They all aet out to capture hlm, the l{ild Colonlal Boy.

Isurrenden nou, Jack hrggan, for'you 8ee $erre three to one
Surrender ln the Queen'e hlgh nane for youtre a plundening eon"n
Jack dren tuo plstols frorn hie belt and proudly waved them htrghrfrll fight, but not surrender,rr said The Wild Colonlal Boy"

He flred a shot at Kelly whlch brought hlm to the grqund
AnC turnlng tround to Davls lre received a fatal nound
A bullet plerced hls proud young treart from the pistol of Fltzroy
And that waa how they captured him, the Wild Colonial Boy.

BRING THEM HOME

A Ballad about the Price Sisters when they were on
hunger strike in Brixton Prison

CHORUS

ff.r. it ring on the air,
It's the vcice of the people so clear'
Can't you fee1, can't you see"
That our sisters will be free.

ln the jail that held MacSwiney, in the prison where he died
Lie two daughters of old Erin, and they fill my heart with pride,

For rve know that England wishes that we'd let them die alone
But the voices of old lreland cry for us to bring them home

It was the love of dear old lreland brought them to a prison hell
But the ghosts of Pearse and Connolly fill their lonely prison cell.
Clarke and Plunkett stand beside them, MacDonagh, MaDemctt and Wotle'[one
All the voices ot old lreland cry tor us to bring them home

And so I pray you, men of lreland, don't betray our daughlers true
Proudly stand behind our heroes, lest they die for me and you.
Although the tyrants would deny us, we can break their hearts ol stone
And all oi lreland will be singing rvhen we bring our daughters home



THE MERRY PLOUGHBOY

0h I am a merry ploughboy,
And I ploughed rhe fields all day,
Ti1 a sudden thought came to my mind,
That I should run ar^ray.
trIe11 I'm sick and Tired of slavery,
Since the day that I was born,
So I'm off to -join rhe tr.R.A"
I'rn off tomorrow morn.
CHORUS
Ana-;E're all off ro Dublin
In the green, in the green,
Where the helmets glisten in the sun,
Where the bayonets clash & the rifles f1ash,
To the echo of a Thompson gun"
I'11 take my shorE revolver,
And my bandolier of 1ead,
And live or die I can buE try,
To avenge my comrade dead"
Well there's"some that fight for silver"
And there's some rhat fight for go1d,
BuE the I.R"A. are fighring for
The land de Valera so1d.
I'11 leave aside my pick & spadeo
f '11 leave aside my irlough,I'11 leave aside my horse & yo1k,
I'11 no longer need them now.
AnC there's one that's right beside me,
She's the woman that I adore,
And we'11 be fighting there together when
We hear the rifles roar

ThIE BOYS OF THE

Chorus.'
Where are the lads who stood with me
When historywas made?
O 916 mo chroi I long to see
The boys of the Old Brigade

O, father, why are you so sad?
On this bright Easter mom
When lrishmen are proud and glad
Of the land where they were bom?
O, son, lseo in memory'sview
A far-otl distant day
When being just a boy like you
lioined the IRA

OtD BRIGADE

From hill and farm the callto anns
Was heard by one and all,
Anci trom the glen came brave young men
lo answer lreland's call.
'Twdb long ago we faced the foe
The Old Brigade and me,
And by my side they fouohi and died
That lrelanci might 6e fres

{nd now, my boy, I've tohJ you why
Un taster mom lsioh
When I recall my co-mradbs all
From dark old days gone by
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' THE SOLOIEB'S SONG

We'll sing a song, a soldier's song, with cheering, rousing chorus,
As round our blazing lires we throng. the starry lieavins o.er us.
lmpalient for.the coming fight and as we wait tire moining's light,
Here in the silence of the night we'll chant a soldier.s song

Chorus:
Soldier's are we, whose lives are pledged to lreland;
Some have come from a land beyond ihe wave:
Swom to be free, no more our ancient sireland
Shall shelter the despot or lhe slave.
Tonight we man the bearna baoil. ln Erin's cause, come woe or weal;
'Mid cannon's roarand rifle's peal
We'll chant'a soldier's song

ln valley green, on towering crag, our fathers lought before us,
And conquered 'neath the same old flag that,s proudly floating o'er us.
We're children ol a fighting race, that neveryet has known dijgrace,
And as we march the foe to lace we'll chant-a soldier's song

I Sons ol the Gael! Men of the Palel The long-watched day is breaking;' The serried ranks ot lnnislail shall set the trant quaking.
Our camp fires.now are burning low; see, iir the East a iilvery glow,' Out yonder waits the Saxon foe, so chant a soldier's song

BROAD BLACK BRIMMER'

Chorus:
It's just a broad black brimmer with ribbons frayed and torn
By the careless whisk of many a mountain breeze,, An old trench coat that's so batile-stained-andwomI And breeches almost threadbare at the knees,
A Sam-Browne belt with the buckle big and stiong
And a holster that's been empty manv a dav.
But when men claim lreland'i lieedom
The ones they'll choose to lead 'em
'll wearthe broad black brimmerof the IRA

There's a uniform that's hanging in what,s known as father's room
A uniform so simple in its style
It has no braid of gold or silk, no hat with feathered plumes
But me mother has preserved it all the while
One day she made me try it on, the wish ol mine tor years
'ln memory of your lalher, Sean', she said
And when I put the Sam-Browne on she was smiling through her tears
As she placed the broad black brimmeron my head-

It was the unilorm was worn by my father long ago
When he reached my mother's homestead oi ttie run,
It was the uniform my father wore in that litfle church below ,

And atter Truce and Treag and the partinq of the wavs
He wore it when he marched out with the rest,
And when they bore his body down that rugged heather brae
They placed the broad black brimmeron hiJbreast



Class Struggle Widow
Every night he's out at a meeting
Except Fridays - that's reserved for drinking -
He says if he stays in for one single night
It would destroy the world revolutionary fight

CHORUS:
Oh/And I am a class struggJe widow
Left minding the kids on my own,
'Cos he's out at meetings and campaigns,
I just wish he'd bring some of his politics home.

He says Engels is really worth reading
But the baby is crying, needs feeding,
He tells me the Morning Srar is a must
But just get his dinner on the table first

He says him going out is more valuable
Than me 'cos he's read his Das Kapital
If he wants to make use of the things that he"s read
He could stay in and talk to the kids instead

And he won't give his drinking up either
'Cos in pubs that's where the working class gather
And it's his comradely duty to have a few jars
With any possible recruits that are propping up the bar

He's been to classes on exploitation
Oppression and deprivation
If he hasn't time now to do his share at home
Is he gonna have time then when the revolution comes?

FlrnI uag

8OIilTITE BNITISHf,NIIT
l,lhen youngfhadatrlst
ror pS"htng U"Uf ", wlch ny flet
lna *[T thoucht r should enllstE+'Em
To Joln the Brltleh Army.

Chorus:

ffiu'-rou-raloo-ra1oo
They're f$frng for monkeyr ln the zoo

ana fuI hed o face ltke you
Er Rn

I td lolh the Brttteh Ariny!

They Esu8hf me hou to shoot at rroglr
And treat the blackman like a dog
"Itrs Just ltke pulllng legs from frogert
Inslde the BrLtLsh Armyl

Chorug:

Too-ra- loo-ra loo-raloo
I'lhen Irru demobbed whar ahall I do?
I thlnk I'11 be a prteon screw
And dr{ve the convicts barmy.

So lf yourre young and ln your prlme
And fond of every type of crlme
I promlse you a darnn good Eftne
Instde rhe Brltl.sh Aroy:

Chorus:

Too-ra- loo-ra loo-raloo
If yourre slrong and scupld too
A llfe ln the Armyis JusE for you.
Corne Jotn the. BrlElsh Army:
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TIIE ffiTEBilf,iTTOHf,T
Arise, ye pris'ners of starvationl
fuise, ye wrctched of the earth,
For justice thunders condemnation,
A better world's in birth.
No more tradition's chain shall bind us.
Arise, ye slaves; No more in thrall!
The earth shall rise on new foundations,
We have been naught, we shall be all.
Chorus;

'Tis the final conflict,
Let each stand in his place,
The international party
Shall be the human race.

We want no condescerrding saviours,
To rule us from a judgment hall;
VIe workers ask not for their favors,
L.et us consult for all.
To make the thief disgorge his bor.r,.
To free the spirit from its cell,
We must ourselves decide our duty,
We.must decide and do it well.

Ttre law oppresses us and tricks us.
Taxation drains the victim's blood;
The rich are free from obligations,
The laws the poor delude.
Too long we've languished in subjection,
Equality has other laws:
'No right,'says she, 'without r}eir duties,
No claim on equals without cause.'

Behold them seated in their glory,
The kings of mine and rail and soill
What have you read in all their story,
But how they plundered toil?
Fruits of the people's toil are buried
In the strong coffers of a few;
In voting for their restitution,
The men will only ask their due.

Toilers from shops and fields united,
The party we of all who work;
The earth belongs to us, the people,
No room here for the shirk!
How many on our flesh have fattened!
But if the noisome birds of prey
$rall vanish from the sky some morning,
The blessed sunlight still will stay.

(English version)

Arise ye starvelings from your slumbers;
Arise ye criminals of want.
For Reason in revolt now thuRders,
And at last ends the age of cant.
l.Iow away with all your zuperstitions,
Servile masses arise! Arisel
We'll change forthwith the old conditions,
And spurn the dust to win the prize.
Chorus;

Then comrades come rally,
And the last fight let us face.
The International
Unites the human race.
(Repeat)

We peasants, artisans and others;
Enrolled among the sons of toil.
Irt's claim the earth henceforth for brothers.
Drive the indolent from the soil.
On our flesh too long has fed the raven;
We've too long been the vulture's prey.
But now, farewell the spirit craven,
The dawn brings in a brighter day.
Chorus;

No saviour from on high delivers;
No trust have we in prince or peer. l
Our own right hand the ehains must shiver; l

Chains of haued, of greed and fear.
Ere the thiares urill out with their booty
And to all give a happier lou
Each at his forge must do his duty
And suike the iron while it's hot.
Chorus;



THE ALDERGROVE PLANE

(Air: The Kerry Recruit)

I stood in the dole queue in dear old England
With a couBle of quid and my carcts in my hand,
Ithought of the army and the dole clerk I asked
Never thinking I'd end up in bloody Belfast

Chorus:
With me tur-um-em-ya, we're winning again,
As the corpses fly out on the Aldergrove plane

Well, I went to the office, the Sergeant, says he,
"There's a place in lhe army lor lellas like y€,
There'll be sport, there'll be travel if only you'lljoin",
But there's no bloody sport in the place called Ardoyne

Well the first thing they gave rne they called it a gun,
aying shooting down Paddies was bloody great fun.

They had cardboard targets all hung round the walls,
But there's no cardboard Paddies about in the Falls

The next thing they gave me they taught me to stick
ln big balls of straw that hung up on stick.
I bayoneted up and I bayoneted down
Bul there's no men ol straw around Andersonstown

Well they showed me their armour and said, 'never fear,
No Paddy'll get at you while you're safe in here'.
We went ot the border and hadn't gone far
When a bloody great mine went ofl under me car

I've been shot in the arms, I've been shot in the legs,
I've been blown lo pieces and blown back again,
They've burned mewith petrol and tilted me with lead-
But the papers won't even admit that I'm dead

Nor all ye young lellas who are on the dole,
Don't ehange your life lor an lrish patrol;
.lt4st stay there in Manchester, Bristol or Crewe -lf you don't bother Paddy, sure he won't bother you

Bread & Roses,
As we go marching, marching
In thc beauty of the day
A million darhened hitchens
A thousand mill bfts grey
Are touched with all the rudiance
That a stdden sn discbses
For the peopb hear us singing,
Bread.and roses, bread and roses"

As we go marching, marchingo
lle battle too for men
For thett are womea's children
And ui mother them again.
Aw lfues shall not be sweated
From birth until life cbses
Heafis stante as uell as bodies
Gite us bread but gitte us roses.

As oe go marching, marching
Untumbered women dead
Go crying through our singing
Theiiancient cry for bread.
Small art and hrc cnd beauty

'Theh drudging spirits kneu
Yes it k bread we flght for
B* ue fight Ior toses too.

As ute go marching, marching
We bring the greater days
The rking of the women meons
The rLsing of the ruce.
No more the drudge and idh .

Ten lhat toil uherc one rcposes
But a shting of life s gbries
Bread and Ro.'es, brecd and roses.

ffi ,iFh
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fMEOBI.DTUETED
UPSIDEDOMil
In sixteen forty nine to St George's Hill
A ragged band they called the Diggers came to show the people's will.
They defied the landlords, they defied the laws,
They were the dispossessed reclaiming what was theirs.

We come in peace, they said, to dig and sow.
We come to work the land in common and

to make the waste ground grow
This earth divided, we will make whole
So it will be a common treasury for all.

The si.n of property we do disdain
No man has any right to buy and

sell the earth for Private gain.

By theft and murder they took the land
Now anerywhere the walls sPring uP

at their command.

They make the laws to chain us well.
The clergy dazzle us with heaven or they damn us into hell.
We will not worship the God they serve

The God of greed who feeds the rich while poor men stante.

We work, we. eat together, we need no swords.

We will not bow to masters or pay rent to the lords.
We are free men, though we are Poor,
You Diggers all stand up for Glory, stand up now'

From the men of property the orders came.

They sent the hired men and rooPers to wipe
out the Diggers'clairn

Tear down their cottages, destroy their corn-
They were dispersed - only the vision lingers on

You poor take courage, you rich take carc.

Ttris earth was made a common Eeasury
for everyone to share;

All things in common, all people one
We come in peace - the orders came to cut them dowrl



Lady Bus Driver

Picture me, Im standing outside Sainsburv'r
*! *: big bags are hanging banging rouni me knees,
r ve got tour slrced loaves,.tomatoes, 

-spuds and marmalade,
And all me pips aresqueafing from thir Oenis Ueafejrn;";r."

Squeeze, squeeze, squeeze, squeeze.

You talk about a crisis, have you seen the state of prices?
Somebody is coining it it's very plain to see.

H'r';il,fi :f iiilff ?uml::tf :""i1*.,:,:rgroceriee

Y:ll"l..I g" now, stmggling to get across the road,
Il: l*9 Drg bags ar.e hanging banging round me knees,
trroommg bus stop's nearly fifty yards awav
And the traffic's going barmy though it's only half past three.

{3gst 
im.aS:.ne whar a nasty shock I got

Vrthen the bus comes .t ooti"g f"i[me ear'ole none too slow (Oi!)It pulls up 
-sharp and ail the q-utrei"! p"opi. .iiiit 

"Uo*aAnd I'm left stranded with ttiirty yari" to io. --"-
The-question now is whether to run or not to rurr. -lv.e bee-n caught out in t}is way before;
O how t}em buggers like to see you make a tit of yourseU
And Just as you arive they shut the sliding door.-

N-ow this particular time I. think lll chance it, so away I go,
I$:,t*: big bags are halcrnc bansins;;;d;;h;".,
weu, sure enough, all the people climb inside
And I'm not going to make it now as everyone can see.

But half a mo now, this is strange and wonderful
I he bus is waiting, though the way is clear to soi'lhe door's still open and I take me time to chlmberin
And there as large as life, as if you didn't know,

\ uas alady bus diver,
S^he was alody bus diuer,
She was a lody bus driuer!

,!-1!l lte,ss Vou darling, aren't you the little champioq,
I Bays to her and sets me bags upon me knee,
'p\en yoy get home, I hope yori old man's eot the kettle on
And a lttile something epecial in the oven foi your tea'
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FOUR GREEN FIELDS

"What did I have?" said the fine old woman
"What did I have?" this proud old woman did say
"l had four green fields, each one was a jewel
But strangers came and tried to take lhem from me

* I had fine strong sons. they fought to save my jewels:
They fought and died, and that was my grief" said she

"Long time ago" said the fine old woman
"Long time ago" this proud old woman Cid say
"There lvas war and death, plundering and pillage
My children starved- by mountain. valley and sea
And their wailing cries. they shook the very heavens
My four green fields ran red with their blood" said she

"What have I now?" said the fine old woman
"What have I now?" this proud old woman did say
"l have four green rields one of them's in bondage
ln strangers' hand that tried to take it from me

** But my sons have sons as brave as were their fathers:
My fourth green lield shall bloom once again" said she

Al ternati ve 'l i nes
*And my children were

**But my children they
strongr they fought etc.......
fight, fight to gain

our freedom,

THE FIELDS OF ATHENRY

Beyond the prison wa1l,1 heard a woman dalling,
Michael, they are sending you away,
For you stole Trevelyan's cornn
So the young might see the morn,
Now the prison ship is hraiting in the bay"
Chorus (after each verse)
r,o-wTfe ffienry,
Where once we watched the sma11 free birds f1y,
Our love was on the wing,
l,Ie had dreams and songs Eo sing,
Now it's 1one1y round the fields of Athenry.

Behind the prison wa11, I heard a young man ca11ing,
Nothing matEers Mary when you're free'.
Against the famine and the crown,
I rebe11ed, they dragged me down.
Now you must raise our child with dignity.
Beside a harbour wa11 she watched the last sEar falling,
As the prison ship sailed out against the sky.
She would live in hope and pray ,
For her love in Botany Bay,
IE's so 1one1y round Ehe fields of Athenry.



THE SNIPER'S PROMISE

The night was iry cold, I vras alone
Waiting lor an army foot patrol,
Then at last they came within my sights,
I squeezed the trigger ol my Armalite

Chorus:
O Mama, O Mama, comfort me!
For I know these awful things have got to be,
But when the war lor lreedom has been won
I promise you I'll put away my gun

The shots rang oul, I heard a soldier's cry,
"Please don't leave me here alone to die!"
I realised his patrol had gone away
And left the wounded comrade for me to slay

"There was nothing in this world I would not give -
ll mercy's in your heart, you'll let me live".
For in his eyes I saw a begging plea,
As the muzzle ol my gun moved towards his brain

The dawn was breaking whon I reached my base,
I can't lorget the look onthatboy's tace-
Fear, agony, tonnent were alltherel
But to your Mama- "Mama, his life I spared"

PBOVO LULLABY

Chorus:
Go to sleep my weary Provo
Let the time go drifting by,
Ah, can't you hear the bullets humming?
That's a Provo lullaby

I know your clothes are torn and ragged
And your hair is turning grey;
One day you'll die and go to heaven,
You'll find peace again some day

I know the peelers give you trouble,
They cause trouble everywhere;
One day you'll die and go to heaven,
And there'll be no policemen there

ITEVIN BARRY

In l{ountjoy lail, one Monday rnorning
Iligh upon th3 gallows tree.
Kevin Barry gavc his young life
For the causc of liberty.
But a lad of cighteen Summers,
Yct no on: can deny,
As he walked to death that morning"
He proudly held his head on high.

"Why not sboct mc likc a soldier
Do not hang me like a dog.
For I fought to frce old lreland,
On that bright September morn.
All round that little bakery,
\l'here we fought them hand to hand,
Why not shoot mc like a soldicr
For I fougfrt.to frec Ircland."

Just bcfore he taced thc hangman
In his dreary prison ccll.
British soldiers torturcd Bar4r
Just because he *ou!d not tell
The names of his brave companions,
And other tbings thcy wishcd 1o know.
'Turn informcr or we'll kill youl" I

Kcviu Barry answercd: 'Nol"

Calmly standing to aitentiou
Whilc hc badc his last farewell
To his bro&en-beancd mothcr,
Whose sad gricf no onc cao tell.
For thc cause he proudly cherishcd
That sad parting had to be;
Then to death walked, softly smiling,
That old lrcland might be frcc"

Another martyr for old Ircland,
Another drurder for the crown,
Whose brutal laws may kill th; kish,
But can't keep thcir spirit down.
Lads like Barry arc no cowards.
From thc foe they will not fly;
Lads like Barry will free Ireland
For hcr sake they'll live and dic.

%& a6

MEN BEHIND TT]E \ryIRE

Chorus:
Armoured cars arrd t;rrrl.r:; arrd guns
Came to take aw;ty rlrr:,ons,
But every man wrll :;t,rrrd lrelrri-rd
The men behuxl tlur wrrc

Through the lii.ile s;trr:cl:. ol llr:llirsl
ln the dark of early rnorn
Sritish soldiers car rr r rn.rr;urrlinr;
Wrecking litlle horrrc:; !vtllr,;( ()rn
Heediess of the cryirrrl r;l rL I tr r,

Dragging fathet; Irorrr tlu'rr lxrris,
Beating sons whilr: lrrlJrlr.:;r; rrrothors
Watched the bk-xrtj Lxrur frorrr llrr-.rr heads

Not for them a itirlryo ,rrrr llrry
l.{or indeed it crirrr() ill irll
Being lrish rnc.;rr r:; llrcy'r r r r yr rrlly

So we're guilly orrr: ;urrl ;rll
Hound the workl llro lrrrllr urll rr:tto,
Cromwell's lller I (rro lrr lr o ; rr 1.ur r

England's narno,l(l,rn r:, .,rrllrccl

In the eyes ol lr(xror;l rrrtl)

Proudly lttarclt tx:l rrr rr t or rr I r; rr rr rr)r,
Firrnly Stand bctrrntlotrr rrxrrr
We will have ttrr,lrrr lrr,r'lo lx:l1r us
Build a nation on(ic;r(l.un
On the peoplc l;l()[) l(xloll)(]r
Proudly, lirrnly orr ()ur w,ry
Never fear and r rr :vcr f i rllr:r
Till the boys conr() lxxno lo:;tay

THE BALLAD OF BILLY REID

Chorus:
All the radio said th0re was another shot dead
And he died with a gun in his hand,
But they didn't say why Billy Reid had to die
For he died to lree lreland

I'll sing you a song of a terrible wrong
When the flags they all flew at halt mast,
And a man, he lay dead, he'd been riddled with lead,
And he died on the streetrs of Beltast

It happened cne day when lhe bold IBA
Went out to light for their land,
With an old Thompson gun, pul ihe troops on the run
And return to their homes was their plan

While retumrng the guns, Billy met British huns,
And when the fight had begun
His position was dire when his gun wouldn't lire
So he died with that ol{ Thompson gun

Although he lay dead, he was kicked in lhe head,
By the hair they dragged him around,
Bul they still fear him yet, and we can never torget
How brave Billy Beid stood his ground

lf you think he was right, corne and join in the fight
And help to free Belfast.
For the blood that he shed, and although he lies dead,
ln our hearts his memory will last

ANN DEVLIN

ln Dublin town they sing of a brave Wicktow woman:
Of her troubles and her times in cruet Kilmainham jail:
All the way from Butlerlield Lane, Ann Devlin was her name.
A friend o, Robert Emmet she served his cause in vain

Chorus:
And its low lie low, Litfey keep on flowing.
And its low lie low, Ann your legend's growing

Not torture or lhe bribe could sway Ann Devlin's purpose.
Three years of lonely hell in solitary shame.
How proud Emmet met his late on the scatfold of the tyrant.
She saw hr:r family passing like poor lilies in a storm

ln '185i Ann Devlin met her maker.
But her story's with us still as a lesson for the wise,
Not povertr nor lear can kill the heart of freedom.
Ann Devlin was a servant to the spirit of our land



WOMEN UNITE
(Eune - "He's got the whole word in his hands")

CHORUS: -
FE-ve got the whole world on our backs(x3)
Women of the world unite I

We work aE home every day without pay(twice)
We shop and we mend and we wash clean.
We're just like the oi1 in the big machine"

We asked for equal pay ninety years ago(x3)
And we wonot waiE ninety moret

We have to work to have money to live (x3)
So r,re need nursuries for our kids.
We want our bodies t.o be in our control (x3)
We want abortion on demand!

ft's some man's daughter or some man's wife(x2)
We're 1abe11ed like luggage- the whole of our 1ives,
We want our independance nowt

We wanE freedom to choose our sexuality (x2)
With sisLers i.n the closets no sisters are free,
Women of the world unite !

We're not marching today for bread alone (x3)
We're marching for roses Loo.

THEBEDTtfiG
The people's Ilag is deepest red,
It shrouded oft our martyred dead.
And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold,
Their hearts'blood dyed to every fold.
Chorus;

Then raise the scarlet standard high;
Beneath its folds we'll live and die.
Though cowards flinch and traitom sneer,
We'll keep the red flag flying here.

look 'round, the Frenchman loves its blaze,
The sturdy German chants its praise;
In Mcscow's vaults irc hymns are sung,
Chicago swells the surging throng.
Chorus;

It waved above our infant might
When all ahead seerned dark as night;
It witnessed many a deed and vow,
We must not change its colour now.
Chorus;

It well recalls the triumphs past;
It gizes the hope of peace at last -
The banner bright, the symbol plain
-0f human right and human gain.
Chorus;

It suits today the maek and base,
Whose minds are fixed on pelf and place,
To cringe beneath the rich man's frown,'
And haul that sacred emblem down.
Chorus;

With heaCs uncovered swear we all
To bare it onward till we fall.
Come dungeons dark or gallows grim,
This song shall be our parting hyirn. '

Chorus;

3b T1

THE GREEI{ FIELDS OF FRANCE

l./ell how do you do young t,Jillie McBride,
Do you mind if I sit here down by your graveside,
And rest for a while neath the warm surmer sun,
I've been working all day and I,m nearly done.
I see by your gravestone you were only nineteen,
tlhen you joined the gred fallen in 1916.
I hope you died well and I hope you died c1ean,
0r young Hillie McBride was it cold and obsene.

CHORUS

Did they beat the drum s1ow1y, did they play the fife
Did they play the fife lowly,
Did they sound the death march
As they .l 

owered you down
Did the band piay the lasr post & chorus,
0id thc pipes play the flowers of the -forest.

Anrl did yorr leave e'er a wife or a sweetheart behind
In sorne fai thful heart is your memory enshrined,
Althcruqlr you died back in nineteen sixteen
ln sornc faithful heart are you forever nineteen?
Or cro you a stranger without even a name
Enckrsr:rJ in forever behind a glass frame
ln an oltl photograph torn, battered and stained
And fadcd to yellow in a brown leather frame. 

i

The sun now it shines o'er the green fields of France
Thnro's a warm summer breeze rnakes the red poppies dance,
And ltxrk how the sun shines from under the clouds
Thero's no gas or barbed wire, there's no guns firing now.
But hore in this graveyard it's still no-mant land
Tho ccrlntless white crosses stand mute in the sand
To man's blind indifference to his fellow man
To a whole generation who were butchered and damned.

Now young Willie McBride, I can't help wonder why
Do all those who lie here know why did they die.
And did they believe when they ansvr,ered the call
Did they really believe that this war would end wars.
Well the sorrow, the suffering, the glory, the pain,
The killing the dying was all done in vain
For ycr.lng Willie McBride it all happened again
And again and again and aqain.



CARRICKFERGUS

NINETY MILES

I'm ninety miles lrom Dublin town
I'm in my H-Blockell.
To help pu mdersland myPight
My story I will telt
l'm on the blanket prolest,
My etlorts must not lail
For I'm ioined by men and women
ln the Kesh and Armagh jail

It all began one moming
I was dragged to Castlereagh
And though it was five years ago
It seems like yesterday.
For three days kicked and beaten
I then was lorced to sig..
Confessions that convi,,ied me
Ol deeds that were not mine

Sentenced in a Diplock Court
My protest it began.
I could noi weartheir prison gear
lwas a Blanket Man,
l'll not accept thetr status
I'll not be criminalised.
That's the issue in .. e Bloct<s
For which we'd give our,ives

Overthere in London town
How they'd laugh and sneer
lf only they could make us wear
Their loathsome prison gear.
Prisoners ol war is what we are
And that we must remain.

I wish I was in Carrickfergus'
0n1y for nights in BallYgrand'
I would sldim over the deepest oceant
The deepest ocean mY love to find,
But the sea is wide and I cannot swim over'
Neither have I the wings to f1Y'
If I could find handsom boatman,
To ferry me over mY love and die.

ln Kilkenny, it is rePorted'
they have marble stones there as black as ink,
wit[ gold and silver I would support her,
but I'll sing no more, till I get a drink.
I'm drunk today and I'm seldom sober,
A handsome rover from town to town,
ah, but I'm sick now, my days-are numbered,
come all you young men, and lay me down-

FROM DUBLIN

I've been beaten round the romper room
Because l'll not say "Sir".
l've been frogmarched dourn the landing
And dragged back bylhe hair.
I've suffered degradation
Humility and shame,
Stillthe spirit does nol lalter
British torture is in vain

l've been held in scalding water
While my skin with deckscrubs is torn.
I've been scratched and kicked lrom head to loot
And thrown out on the floor.
I've sutfered mirror searches' 
Been probed by drunken 'bears'.
I've heard my comrades cry and scream
And utter useless prayers

Now with the news that's coming in
Our protest must not lail
For now we're joined by thirty girls
ln Armagh women's jail.
So pay attention lrish men
And lrish women too.
And show the freestate rulers that
Their silence will not do

Oh it's ninety miles lrom Dublin town
It seems so lar away.
".'rere's more attentaon to our plight
in the USA.
i.i' rw you've hearcl lhe story
Of this lilthy livrng hell,

The blanket protest must not end
Till status is regained ,t

Hemember ninety mrles away,
l'm still in mv H-Block cellt

THE LID OF MY GRANNY'S BIN

As I was climbing into bed, my poor old granny sighed
I looked out of the window, the army had arrived
The house was soon surrounded, they smashed the front door in
I knew they'd come to take away
The lid of my granny's bin

Chorus:
Well, it was scream, bang, shout, raise an awful din
Wo've got to spread a warning when the army they come in

Sho oponed up the window and she clambered down the spout
Soon hor bin was rattlin' for to call the neighbours out
Sho thon took out her whistle and blew away like hell
And soon we heard an echo as the neighbours blew as well

A soldior came right up the stairs, a rille in his hand
Sho kickod him with her button boots along the hall she ran
Up and stopped another ons, some medal tor to win
But all ho got, right on the gob, was the lid of my granny's bin

Tho rnu:;rc roso like thunder, as the bins and whistles played
Tho army soon retreated, they knew they'd overstayed.
It wa:;n'l rnurlc of silver, it was only made of tin
But onco ;rqain it saved us all, the lid of my granny's bin

Como all krnd f riends, and go to bed and sleep as best you can
But if thero's trouble, come along, go out and give a hand,
To rrll you fair young ladies, if trouble does begin,
Bun out into your backyard, love, and rattle away your bin

H.BLOCK SONG

lam a proud younr; lrrslttrtan
ln Ulster's hrlls rtty li{c began
A happy boy through grcen fields ran

And kept God's itrtrl man s laws.
But when my a(Jc was barely ten
My country's wron(ls were told again
By tens ol lhou:'ands marching then
And my hearl strrred to the cause.

Chorus:
So l'll wcar no convict's uniform
Nor mr-,:ekly serve my time
Thal Brrt:rrn mrght brand lreland s fight
Eight hundred years ol crime

I learnt ol centuries ol strile
Of crucl larvs. inlustice riie.
lsaw now rn my own young life
The lrurts ol lorergn sway,
Protesled threatened. tortured, maimed.
Division nurtured, passions tiamed.
Oulrage provoked. right's cause delamed -
This is the conquerer's way

Descendant of proud Connaught clan.
Concannon serves cruel Brilain s pian.
Man's inhumanity to man
Has found a trusty slave.
No strangers are these bolts and locks
No new design these dark H-Blocks,
Cruel Cromwell walks while Thatcher stalks.
The bully taunts the brave

Does Britain need a lhousand years
Ol protest, riot. death and tears
Or will this past decade of fears
To eighty decades spell
An end lo lreland's agony.
New hope lor human dignitY
And will the last obscenity
Be this grim H-Block cell?

jq



THEREASONILEFT
MULLINGAR

I walked through this city a stranger,
In the land I can never call home.
I curse the sad notion that caused me,
In search of my fortune to roam,
I'm weary of working and drinking,
And a weeks wages left in the bar,

'And God it's a shame for to use a friend's
Just to beg for the price of a jar.
CHORUS

I remember that bright April morning,
,When I left home to travel afar,
But to work til you're dead,
For one room and a bed,
Is not the reason I lbft Mullingar.

This London's a city of heartbreak
On Friday there's frien& by the score,
But when the pay's finished on Monday
A friend's not a friend anymore.
For the working day seems never ending
Frorn the shwel and pick there's no break
And when you're not working, you,re spending
The fortune you left home to make.

And for every man here that finds fortune
And cc,rnes home to tell of the tale,
Each morning the broadway is crowded
With many the thousan& who fail.
So yo.lnE men of lreland take warning
ln London you never will find
The gold at the end of the rainbow
You might iust have left it behind.

name,

STAND FIRM AND FTGHT (Tune: BJ-owing J-n
The Wind)

How many times can McGregor close down
Before we stop him in his tracks?
How many valleys and villages must die
Refore they send MccreEor back?
How many miners must rot on th"e dole
Before McGregor gets the sack?

Chorus: The answer my friend is stand firm and fight
The mlner.s are resisting and theyrre right.

How many I ndustries will Thatcher close down
Before the workers turf her out?
How many lIes can the Press Barons print
Before we expropriate the louts?
How many songs do these buskers have to sing
Before the people have no doubt .. that.. Chorus

How many constables must pound their riot shields
Or truncheon down the miners and their wives?
How many roadblocks and phone -taps can they set
To stop you going where you want to drive?
How many horses or dogs must they unleash
Before you say that Fascism's arrived? ..Chorus

Vlva La Qulace Brlgada

Tommy Woo&, lged s6rent.Gn, dled tn Cordoba.
With Na Fiann h€ leamed to hotd his gua.
From Dublii to thc Vllla del RIo .

Whcc he fought and died bcneath the Spanlsh sun.

Many lrishmea hcard the calt of Franco,
Joined Hltler and Mussolini too.
Propaganda from the pulplt and newspapers
Helpcd O'Duffy to crrlist his crcw.

fhe word camc from Maynooth, 'support the Fasctsts.'
The mcn of cloth falled yct rglin
Whm the bishops blessed the blueshlrrs tn Dun laogha
As thcy sail?d beneath the iwast&a to Spaln.

Thls song ls a tdbute to Frank Ryan,
Kit Conway and Dinny Coady too,
Paer Daly, Charlic Regan and Hugh Bonar.
Though many died t can but name a few,

Bob Hllhrd war a Church of lreland pastor; Danny Doyle. Blaser-Brown and Charlie Donnetly,
From Ktllamcy across the Pyrtnees he camc. Uam Tumtlson and Jim Straney from the Falls.
From Dcrry camc a brave young ChristiEn Brothcr. Jack Nalty, Tommy Patton an( Frank Conroy,
Sidc by rlde thsy fought and died ln Spaln. Jim Foley, Tony For and Dck O'Neill.
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fHE S0GIALISTA.B.G.
When that I was and a little tiny boy,
Me daddy said to me,
'The time has come, me bonny, bonny bairn
To learn your ABC.'
Now Daddy was a lodge Ctrairman
In the codlields of the Tyne,
And that ABC was different
From the Enid Blyton kind.
He sang;
Ais for Alienation that made me the man that I am and B's for the Boss,

who's a bastard, a bourgeois who don't give a damn,
C is for Capitalism, the boss's reactionary creed and D's for Dictatorship,
laddie, but the best proletarian breed.
E is for B<ploiutiorl that the workers have suffered so long;
and F is for old Ludwig Feuerbach, the first one to see it was wrong,
G is for all Gerrymanderers, like Lprd Muck and Sir Whatsisname,
and H is the Hell that they'll go to, when the workers have kindled the flame.
I is for Imperialisr4 and America's kind is the worst,
and J is for sweet Jingoism, that the Tories all thir.k of first.
K is for good old Keir Hardie, who fought out the working class fight
and L is for Vladimir Lenin, who showed him the Left was dl right.
M is of corrrse for Karl Marx, the daddy and the mammy of them all,
and N is for Nationalisation, without it we'd cnrmble and fall.
O b for Overproduction that capitalist economy brings,
and P is for all hivate hoperty, the greatest of all of the sins.

Q is for the Quid pro quo, that we'll deal out so well and so soon,
when R for Revolution is shouted and the Red Flag becomes the top nrne.
S is for sad Stdinism, that gave us all such a bad name,
and T is for Trotsky the hero, who had to take dl of the blame"
U's for the Union of irorkers, the Llnion will stand to the end,
and V is for Vodka, yes, Vodka, the one drink that don't bring the bends.
W is for all Wi[rnq workers, and that's where the memory fades,
for X, Y and Z, me dear daddy said, will be written on the sEeet barricades

But now that I'm not a little tiny boy,
Me daddy says to mc,
'Please try to forget the things I said,
Especidly the ABC.'
For Daddy's no longer a Union man,
A,nd he's had to change his plea.
His dphabet is different now;
Since they made him a labour MP.
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BALLYMUHPHY
Air: She'lt be coming raund the mountain
I( you hate the Brltish army clap your hands
If i,ou hate the Brltlsh army clap your hands
If you hate the British armY
Hate the BriUsh armY
U you hate t,fie Brittsh army clap your hands

?hey come down from Ballyrnr:rphy when they come
Thel come down from Ballymurphy when they come
Sur6 ttre chlldren won tlre day
When they all ran away
They n'ere only llttle chllder every ons

lVe don't rvant the Britlslr army here to stay
We don't want the Brittsh army here to stay
We don't want to be defended
Bv an armv that surrendered
W:hen tlre tilds of Ballymurphy came to play

Oh the General he hss falnted ' ls he dead?
Otr the General he has fainted ' is he dead?
ffor if the women join the fight
We'l! wlpe the armY out tonight
E"cr therir women are all Ballymurphy bred

- -: "
A coded message came frcm norvhere, it did say
A coderj message came from nowhere, it did say
At the peril cf Your lives
Ityou itay, Oon't fe surprised but Turf Lorige has

. organised
And d doubte declrer bus is on its way

The Brltlsh arrny they will never be the same
The Brttlsh army they will never be the same
The bravest of them flghting men
Thev were beat bY klds of ten
Aye, Sattymurphy put the army all to shame

If vou hate the RUC claP Ycur hands
Il you hate the RUC claP Your hands
If you hato the RUC
Hate the RUC
Ilyou hate the RUC claP Your hands



OVER THE WALL

ln Crumlin Road jail all the pisoners one day
Took out a football and started to ptay
And while all the warders were watching the ball
Nine of the prisoners jumped over the riall

Chorus:
Over the wall, over the wall,
Who would believe they jumped over the wall?
Over the wall, over ihe wall,
ll's hard to believe they jumped over the wall

Now the warders looked on with greatest surprise
And the sight lhat they saw brought tears to ti"reir eyes
For one of the leams was not there al all
They all got transferred and jumped over the wall

Now the govemor came dorn with his face in a twist
Said, "Line up these lads while lcheck out me tiit'i
But nine of the lads didn't answer at all
And the warder said, "Please sir, they're over the wall"

The security forces were shook to the core
9o they barred every windoriv and bolted each door
But all their precautions were no use at all
For another three prisoners jumped over the wall

Then the news reached old Stormont, Brian Faulkner tumed pale
When he heard that more men had escaped from his jail,
Said he, "Now we'll have an enquiry to citt",
And we'll get Edrnund Compton to whitewash the wall

The flremenrr aup'o.a" they are mieslng,
The record of forcy-two daye:
The coll{ery manager had theo destroyed
?o cover hla crloinal wayo.

Down there ln rhe dark they are lylng
They dted for nlne shlllings a day
They have worked out thelr shtft

and now they must lle
In the darkneso untll judgement day.
The Lord Mayor of Londonre collectlng
To help ouE our chlldren and wlvec.
The owners have sent some whlte 1111es
To pay for the poor colllerra llves.
Earewell all our dear wlvea & chtldren,
Farewell our old comradea aa we1l,
Saylng, donrt send your Bona down the ,

dark dreary plt, 
lTheyrll be daoned llke the slnnerg-

ln Hell.

GEgffi$

Yourve h&ra of rhe Gresford af"Fltu.
lnd the terrlble prlce chat rrn, Of;rr.
1!o hundred e ftfry 

"tx "8111"r" were losc
And rhree *Et or rhe rescue urrgfae.

It occurred ln the monEh of September
At three in the mornlng, rhat plr
l,las wracked by a vlolent explosion
In the Dennls where gas lay ao thlck.
The gas ln the Dennls deep secflon
Has heaped there llke gnow ln a drlft,
Arrd many a man had to leave the coal iace
Before he had worked out hls shlft.
Now a fortnlght before the exploslon
To the shotflrer Tomllnson cried
If you flre thac ghot werll be all blown

And no-one can aay .n.. i: lil].
p+.
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TO THE NORTH OF IRELAND

Compiled & Published bY
lnformation on lreland
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books, pamphlets, newspaP€r, periodicals,
films & videos. exhibitions, orgenisations

and more
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3 Join the TOM by fillins in the {orm on the
bock of thir poper.

4 Encourage any rympathetic orgsnisation
you know to afliliate to TOM. The affili-
ation charge ir fl5 end f2O for organisations
with lear than and moro than 1OO membsrs
rospoctivoly,

5 Organire lundraising actavatio6 in your area
for tho national organisation.

Chequo should be made payable to The Troops
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forms can bo obtainod from the TOM officc
and all donations and standing orders should be
ront to PO Box 353, London NWs 4NH,

GOOIIS
FOR SA1.E OR HIRE

Troops Out Movement, P0 Box

353, London NW5 4NH, tel.

01-250 1293. TheTOM will

supply a variely o{ malerial,

including f ilms, videos,

exh i bitions,' postcards, records,

cassettes and posters.

TnooPts our I

IUTOUEIUIEIUT


