Irish Sing-A-Longs
WHEN IRISH EYES ARE SMILING

There's a tear in your eye,

And I'm wondering why,

For it never should be there at all.
With such pow'r in your smile,

Sure a stone you'd beguile,

So there's never a teardrop should fall.
When your sweet lilting laughter's

Like some fairy song,

And your eyes twinkle bright as can be;
You should laugh all the while

And all other times smile,

And now, smile a smile for me.

Chorus: When Irish eyes are smiling,
Sure, 'tis like the morn in Spring.

In the lilt of Irish laughter

You can hear the angels sing.

When Irish hearts are happy,

All the world seems bright and gay.
And when Irish eyes are smiling,
Sure, they steal your heart away.

For your smile is a part

Of the love in your heart,

And it makes even sunshine more bright.
Like the linnet's sweet song,
Crooning all the day long,

Comes your laughter and light.

For the springtime of life

Is the sweetest of all

There is ne'er a real care or regret;
And while springtime is ours
Throughout all of youth's hours,
Let us smile each chance we get.
CHORUS



Irish Sing-A-Longs
DANNY BOY

Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen, and down the mountain side
The summer's gone, and all the flowers are dying
'tis you, 'tis you must go and | must bide

But come you back when summers in the meadow
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow
'tis I'll be there in sunshine or in shadow

Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, | love you so

And if you come, when all the flowers are dying
And | am dead, as dead | well may be

You'll come and find the place where | am lying
And kneel and say an "Ave" there for me

And | shall hear, tho' soft you tread above me
And all my dreams will warm and sweeter be
If you'll not falil to tell me that you love me

| simply sleep in peace until you come to me



Irish Sing-A-Longs
Wild Rover

I've been a wild rover for many a year

And | spent all my money on whiskey and beer,
And now I'm returning with gold in great store
And | never will play the wild rover no more.

Chorus: And it's no, nay, never,
NoO nay never no more,
Will I play the wild rover
No never no more.

| went to an alehouse | used to frequent

And | told the landlady my money was spent.

| asked her for credit, she answered me "nay
Such a custom as yours | could have any day."

Chorus:

| took from my pocket ten sovereigns bright

And the landlady's eyes opened wide with delight.

She said "l have whiskey and wines of the best

And the words that | spoke sure were only in jest.”

Chorus:

I'll go home to my parents, confess what I've done

And I'll ask them to pardon their prodigal son.
And if they caress (forgive) me as ofttimes before
Sure, | never will play the wild rover no more.

Chorus:



Irish Sing-A-Longs
MOLLY MALONE

In Dublin's fair city where girls are so pretty
Twas there that | first met sweet Molly Malone
As she wheeled her wheelbarrow

Through street broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Chorus: Alive, alive oh, alive, alive oh,
Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Now she was a fishmonger and sure twas no wonder
For so were her mother and father before

And they each wheeled their barrows

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Chorus:

She died of a faver and no one could save her
And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone
Now her ghost wheels her barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Chorus:



