
The BARD OF ARMAGH 

OH LIST TO THE LAY OF A POOR IRISH HARPER 
AND SCORN NOT THE STRAINS OF HIS OLD WITHERED HAND 

BUT REMEMBER THE FINGERS THAT ONCE COULD MOVE SHARPER 
TO RAISE UP THE STRAINS OF HIS DEAR NATIVE LAND 

HOW I LONG FOR TO MUSE ON THE DAYS OF MY BOYHOOD 
THOUGH FOUR SCORE AND THREE YEARS HAVE FLITTED SINCE THEN 
STILL IT GIVES SWEET REFLECTIONS AS EVERY YOUNG JOY SHOULD 

THAT MERRY-HEARTED BOYS MAKE THE BEST OF OLD MEN! 

AT A PATTERN OR FAIR I COULD TWIST MY SHILLELAGH 
AND TRIP THROUGH A JIG WITH MY BROGUES BOUND WITH STRAW 

AND ALL THE YOUNG LASSES AROUND ME ASSEMBLED 
LOVED BOLD PHELIM BRADY, THE BARD OF ARMAGH! 

ALTHOUGH I HAVE TRAVELLED THIS WIDE WORLD OVER 
YET ERIN'S MY HOME AND A PARENT TO ME 

THEN OH! LET THE GROUND THAT MY OLD BONES SHALL COVER 
BE CUT BY THE SOIL THAT IS TROD BY THE FREE! 

AND WHEN SERGEAT DEATH IN HIS COLD ARMS SHALL EMBRACE ME 
THEN LULL ME TO SLEEP WITH SWEET ERIN GO BRAGH 

BY THE SIDE OF MY KATHLEEN, MY YOUNG WIFE OH PLACE ME 
THEN FORGET PHELIM BRADY, THE BARD OF ARMAGH! 
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