Are You Ready for a War?

Are your ready for a war?

For a war, for a war?

Are you ready for a war?

For we're the Irish Soldiers

Yes we're ready for a war!

For a war, for a war

Yes we're ready for a war

For we're the English soldiers

All around the battlefield

Battlefield, battlefield

All around the battlefield

For we're the Irish Soldiers

Now we've only got one ear

Got one ear, got one ear

Now we've only got one ear

For we're the English Soldiers

Now we've got no ears at all

Ears at all, ears at all

Now we've got no ears at all

For we're the Irish Soldiers

Now we've only got one hand

Got one hand, got one hand

Now we've only got one hand

For we're the English soldiers

Now we've got no hands at all

Hands at all, hands at all

Now we've got no hands at all

For we're the Irish Soldiers

Now we've only got one eye

Got one eye, got one eye

Now we've only got one eye

For we're the English soldiers

Now we've got no eyes at all

Eyes at all, eyes at all

Now we've got no eyes at all

For we're the Irish Soldiers

Now we've only got one leg

Got one leg, got one leg

Now we've only got one leg

For we're the English soldiers

Now we've got no legs at all

Legs at all, legs at all

Now we've got no legs at all

Now we all are dead and gone

Dead and gone, dead and gone

Now we all are dead and gone

For we're the English soldiers

Now we're all alive again

Alive again, alive again

Now we're all alive again

For we're the Irish Soldiers

WILD MOUNTAIN THYME

Traditional Irish Folksong

Oh, the summertime is comin',

And the trees are sweetly blooming,

And the wild mountain thyme

Grows around the blooming heather

Chorus:

Will ye go, laddie, will ye go? 

And we'll all go together 

To pick wild mountain thyme

All around the blooming heather.

Will ye go, laddie, will ye go?

I will build my love a bower

By yon crystal flowing fountain

And on it I will pile
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Chorus... ... ... ... ... 

If my true love will not go

I can surely find another

Where the wild mountain thyme

Grows around the blooming heather.

Chorus ... ... ... ... ...  : ||

(Oh, the summertime is comin'… Chorus)















