THE BOLD FENIAN MEN

Ch see who cones over the red-bl ossoned heat her

Their green banners kissing the pure nountain air

Heads erect, eyes to front, stepping proudly together,
Freedomsits throned on each proud spirit there

Wiile down the hills twining, their bl essed steel shining
Li ke rivers of beauty they flow through each gl en,

From nmountain and valley, '"tis Liberty's rally,

Qut and nake way for the bold Fenian nen!

W've men fromthe Nore, fromthe Suir and the Shannon.

Let tyrants cone forth, we'll bring force against force -
Qur pen is the sword and our voice is the cannon,

Rfle for rifle and horse agai nst horse

W' ve nmade the fal se Saxon yield many a red battlefield,

God on our side we will triunph again:

Ch, pay them back woe for woe, give them back bl ow for bl ow,
Qut and nake way for the bold Fenian nen!

Side by side for the cause have our forefathers battl ed,
Where our hills never echoed the tread of a sl ave,

On many green hills where the |l eaded hail rattled,
Through the red gap of glory they marched to their grave.
And those who inherit their nanme and their spirit,

WIIl march 'neath the banners of Liberty then,

And all who | ove Saxon |law, native or Sassenach,

Qut and nake way for the Bold Fenian Men.

Qur prayer and our tears have been scoffed and deri ded,
They' ve set out God's sunlight fromspirit and m nd,
Qur foes were united and we were devi ded,

W net and they scattered us all to the w nd.

But once nore returning wthin our yans burning,

The fires that illumnate dark Aheriow s gl en;

W raise the old cry anew, slogan of Con and Hugh

Qut and nake way for the Bold Fenian Men.
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