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Oh, what sadness fills my heart.

Oh, that it not be torn apart,

this land of verdant hills and mire.

Will it remain Rocky's Eire?

Sunbeams of gold do herald

o'er Connemaras hills of emerald.

Dawn of splendor in the mor'n.

Enchanted sky in the eve'n.

“To know beauty one must live with it”.

That's the Gaelic proverb of whit.

Spring brings hope, as it bursts forth,

to the Republic and the North.

O'er the guns of Sinn Fein's ringing

the 75 fiddles of Martin are singing,

“Reach out and take us in hand

may our music heal Erin's land.”

From Skellig Michael's western stone

to Belfast's Lough - it is - 'Ourselves Alone'

who must heal the past hurts of Belfast,

or destroy our children as we have our past.

