DUBLIN CITY

When the cold and haughty stranger
Has no word of praise to say

But conpl ai ns your streets are nuddy
That your skies are dull and grey
Then | wonder at the blindness

O the eye that cannot see

Chosen city of ny country

VWhat a charmthere is to thee!

Antique charns of stately buil dings
Full of life once |ong ago

When the power of Grattan's pl eading
Made the | ove of country gl ow

VWhen alike both Celt and settler
Felt the longing to be free

And their efforts they united

That one nation they m ght be!

Charns of bells frommany a steeple
That at Mass tine call to prayer
When your people in their thousands
Bring their aspirations there

Full of faith that penal neasures
Had no power to drive away

To that faith, and to their country,
They are constant still today!

There's a charmthat dwells above you

I n your guardi an nountains grand
There's a charmthat's cl ose besi de you
In the green surrounding | and

There's a charmthat |ies before you

In the ever-restless sea

By its presence there attesting

You were destined to be free!

Every charmproclains a city

That should be a nation's pride

Not a slave whose claimfor justice
Shoul d be nocked and cast asi de
Now we pray the hour approaches
That will see you win your claim
That will see you rise in freedom
In prosperity and fane!



