After All These Years
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_  and 1 love  wou af - ter all these  years.

Tima from me pusses on

Ad Ui growing old,

A lifetime neurly gone

1 cannaot unfold mghes dark and cold
But warm is vour hand in ming,
Feeble with ageless time

The light ol lowe sl shings

Afrer all these yoars.

Charus: Y our sofl assuring wiys
The rock Pi'illt: 0.

Saw me thru my darkest days
When all hope had gonc.
You're =il the only one

I evier haobd ncsr

And | lowe you

Adter all Lhese years,

I still love vou

After all thess yoars.
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Isle of Innisfree
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And lind i pesce no other land could know

I hear the birds make music fit for angels

And watch the nvers lughing 25 they fAow

Eut drenms don’t last. though dreams are not forgotien
And =o0mn 1'm hack 10 sterm rvl:alm_.'

But though they pave the focipaths here with pold-dus:
1 still would choose my Isle of Innisfres |
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b they say that I'm fesble with age. Maggic
My steps are much slower than then.

My face is a well-written page. Magme

And time all alone was the pen

They =ay we have ontlved our time, Magzge
A dated as songs thal we've sung,

Bub for me you're a5 falr 45 you were. hagpie
When vou and 1 were young.

Hepeat lost four lines)
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The Mountains of Mourne
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| believe that when wrtin® a wish you expresssed

A to how the fine ladies in London were dressed

Well if yvou believe me, when asked 1o a ball

Faith they don't wear a top to their dresses agall

b, v seen them mysel{ and vou could nod in trath
Say if they were bound for & ball or a hath,

[3on't b startin” them fashuons nowe, Mo ry macres
Where the Mountains of Moume sweep down to the sea.

There's beautiful girls here — oh never you mind

With beautiful shapes Nature never designed

Amnd lovely complexions all roses and cream

BHut H'!..nughlin remnrkecd with rr'g.arrl i the same

That if at those roses you venlure fo sip

The eolours might alf come away on your hip

So [l wait for the wild rose that's waiting for me

Whore the Mountams of Mourne SWEE dhovwn 1o thee sea

You remember voung Peter O Loughlin of course

Well now e is there at the head of the Force

1 meet him todfoy, [ was crossing the Strand

And he stopped the whole street with one wave of his hand
And there we siood talkin® of days that are gone

While the whole population of London looked on

But for oll these great powers he's wishful, ike me

T be back where the dark Mowrne sweeps down o the sea
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The Green Willow
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All round the city the daytime scoms dark,

M T watch all the couples walk down through the park.
Misscd OpROTTUMILES NEVEr COME [WICe.

Darling, I"m konging. I'm paying ihe price,

Chorns

Tuockiy was comorrow just yestendiy,

Tirne poes 5o slirwly Aaow she's pome gwiy,

Tirme muwsl 242 01, 1|'|-|.:||..|g|'| my leart fecls the pain.
FPerhaps somac day soon she will come back agann.
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Drink Up The Cider
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Drink up the cider. George. thee's been going ur

Drink up the cider, George, thee's getling quite a start

I'hy cheeks are getting redder, from Charterhouse to Chesddar
And theres still more cader in the jar

Chorus

Drink up the cider, George., get up off the ma.

Drink up the cider, George, pot on thy great big hat.
We're going to borrow Gerdie 1o see my brother Ernic,
And theres s1ill maore cider in the ban,

Charus

Dink up the cider. George. wet up off me chest.

Drink wp the cider, George. it's time vou hiad a rest.

There's nathing like more cider. tomake vour smabe get wider.
And there's more cider in the west.

Chorus
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