BOULAVOGUE

At Boul avogue as the sun was setting

O er bright May neadows of Shel nmali er,

A rebel hand set the heather bl azing,

And brought the neighbours fromfar and near.
Then Fat her Murphy fromol d Kil cornmack

Spurred up the rocks with a warning cry:

"Arm arm" he cried, "for |'ve come to | ead you
For Ireland's freedomwe fight or die."

He |l ed us 'gainst the comng soldiers

And the cowardly Yeonen were put to flight:
"Twas at the Barrow t he boys of Wexford

Showed Bookey's regi nent how nmen coul d fight.
Look out for hirelings, King George of England.
Search every ki ngdom where breat hes a sl ave,
For Father Murphy fromthe County Vexford
Sweeps o'er the land |Iike a mghty wave.

W took Canolin and Enniscort hy,

And Vexford storm ng, drove out our foes:
"Twas at Slieve Coillte our pikes were reeking
Wth the crinson streamof the beaten Yeos.

At Tubberneering and Ballyellis

Full many a Hessian lay in his gore:

An, Father Mirphy, had aid cone over,

The green flag floated fromshore to shore.

At Vinegar HIIl, o'er the pleasant Sl aney,
Qur heroes vainly stood back to back

And the Yeos at Tull ow took Father Mirphy,
And burned his body upon the rack.

Cod grant you glory, brave Father Mirphy,
And open Heaven to all your nen:

The cause that called you may call tonorrow,
In another fight for the green again.



