TOM DUNNE

B. Black
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f My____ name is Tom Dunne__ and my home was in
(You) — know I've an un - cle who lives out in Chi -
(There is) pain in my heart when I think of the
(And I'lll dream of that day when we have e -nough
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Ire - land Where a far - mer | was like my
ca - go And he says he can get me on a
ci - ty But the ci - ties have work and so
mo - ney We can build our own house We can
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peo - ple be - fore We ne - ver were
job with good pay I'll be out lay - ing
there | must go To the smell and the
have our own farm We can work for our -
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rich but Lord knows we  were hap - py Till the
track for the B and o) rail - road And it's
noise and the crowd - ing to - ge - ther So good-
selves, not for some greed - y land - lord And no
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blight came one day: we were hap - py no more Now the
good stead - y work for six dol - lars a day And TI'll
bye to my home - land - I'll miss you | know I will
sol - diers or bail - iffs to do a - ny harm But
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life here's too hard and it's not worth the
save all my mo - ney and send for you,
think of your lakes and your white  sand - y
now as | face the long voy - age be -
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stay -ing All the land has gone dead: There's no
Ma - ry Andthen you and the chil - dren can
shore-line And the bite of the wind and the
fore me I'l' be curs - ing the miles that will
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work for the plough So it's off to the
fol - low me there We must leave poor old
salt of the sea_ But [I'll think too of
keep us a - part— But | know the good
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ship Then the long voy-age west-wards It's not
Ire - land, say - ing fare - well for - e - ver To the
fields Where no crops will be grow -ing Of the
Lord and His sweet Ho - ly Mo - ther Will
36
@ C G D
ANV 4 _‘I-. =ll e I _dl. —J-r' _‘I_ I ‘ -‘I- jl: 1|
ea - sy to leave But we can't stay here
land of our birth, to her sor - row and
tithes and e - vic - tions, no right to be
soon re - u - nite us, oh love of my o
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now! You____
care There
free! And TI'll




