WILL YOU COME TO THE BOWER?

WI|l you conme to the bower o' er the free boundl ess ocean,
Were the stupendous waves roll in thundering notion

Wiere the nermai ds are seen and the fierce tenpest gathers,
To lave Erin the green, the dear |and of our fathers?

CHCORUS:
WIIl you cone, will you, will you, will you cone to the bower?

WIIl you cone to the land of ONeill and O Donnell,

O Lord Lucan of old and the i mortal O Connel

[Alternate: The patriot soldiers of Tirowen and Tirconaill]
Wiere Brian drove [chased] the Danes and St. Patrick the vermn,
And whose valleys remain still nost beautiful and charm ng

You can visit Benburb and the storied Bl ackwater.

Were Onen Roe net Munroe and his chieftains did slaughter
Were the | anbs skip and play on the nossey all over
Fromthose gol den bright views to enchanting Rostrevor.

You can see Dublin city and the fine groves of Bl arney

The Bann, the Boyne, the Liffey, and the | akes of Kill arney
You nay ride on the tide o' er the broad nmaj estic Shannon,
You may sail round Lough Neagh and see storied Dungannon.

You can visit New Ross, gallant Wexford and Corey,

Wiere the green grass was | ast seen by proud Saxon and Tory,
Were the soil is sanctified by the bl ood of each true man

Were they died satisfied, their enemes they would not run from

WI1l you cone and awake our lost land fromits sl unber

And her fetters we will break, |links that | ong have encunbered
And the air will resound with Hosanna to greet you

On the shore will be found gallant Irishnmen to neet you.



