DOWN BY THE GLENSIDE

"*Twas down by the glenside | met an ol d wonan
A-pl ucki ng young nettles, nor saw | was com ng
| listened a while to the song she was humm ng:
"dory-o, glory-o, to the bold Fenian nen!"

"Tis sixteen long years since | saw the noon beam ng

O brave manly forns and their eyes with heart gl eam ng
| see themall now sure in all ny day-dream ng

dory-o0, glory-o0, to the bold Fenian Mn.

Sone died on the hillside, sonme died with a stranger

And wi se nen have judged that their cause was a failure
They fought for old Ireland and they never feared danger
dory-o0, glory-o0, to the bold Fenian Men

| passed on ny way - God be praised that | net her!

Be [ife long or short, sure I'll never forget her

There may have been brave nen, but they'll never be better
dory-o, glory-o, to the bold Fenian Mn!



