








Tha Somme

It wus tha craim o’ Ulster, that set aff fae thees shoars,

They wunt aff tae fecht in Flanders, agin tha Kaisers hordes.

They foucht in mony battels, laek Ypres an Passendael,

They excelled at tha Messines, an agin tha Turks at Dardenelles.
It'll aw be iver by Christmas, that’s whut tha heed yins saed,

But they didnae sae whut Christmas, it wus wi’ donkeys oor men wur led.
Yer King an Kintrae needs ye, Laird Kitchener wus tae sae,

An whun sum signed tha dotted lien, they signed ther leevs away.
Noo tha bloodiest battle it tuk place, ai’ tha wors, wus still tae cum,
Whun iver tha craim o’ Ulster, foucht tha Germins at tha Somme.

It stertit oan July tha first, in tha yeer, nineteen sixteen,

Whun they faced tha Huns bombardment, an sum jist bits o’ weans.
Shair tha boms wunt oan dae efter dae, an aw throo oot tha nichts,
An tha gallent sinn’s o’ Ulster, foucht wi’ aw ther micht.

It’s scriven doon in histrie, it’s ther fer aw tae see,

Fer they cum fae ivery knuck an kranny, an foucht wi’ braverie.

Noo tha drummer boy is silent, an tha pipes hae ceased tae play,

Tha Last Poast haes lang be soonded, an tha buglers caw obeyed.

But in ivery hoose in Ulster, ther wus sum Mithers sinn),

That tuk up tha caw o’ duty, an wunt aff tae fecth tha Hun.

Thoosans o’ lives wur takkin, an tha mair it’s in tha past,

We wull aye hae mien o’ them, as lang as life wull laust.

Then lift yer glesses hiech wi’ me, an saluet them that faced tha boms,

An toast wi’ me tae tha memorie, tae tha brave men o’ tha Somme.






Noo she laced it up throo aw tha ee’s,

An tied it oan baith sieds;

Her belly sinn’ haud bin transferred,
Tae her cheest that she cudnae hied.
Em ready noo fer gaun she saed,
This oul shawl wull woark jist fien;
Fer A'll keep it roon ma shuthers,
It’ll hied tha binder twine.

A wheen 0’ minits noo wunt bye,
An she wus ready fer tha aff;

An noo whut she wus weerin,

Waull shairly mak ye lauch.

She haud fun an oul tiem corset,

A think tha richt naem noo is staes;
A hape noo she’s larn'd her lessin,
Tae buy tha richt size o’ claes.




