
A Journey around the British Isles in Song 

The Smugglers Song – Rudyard Kipling 
If you wake at midnight, and hear a horse’s feet 

Don't go drawing back the blinds, or looking in the street 

Them that asks no questions isn’t told a lie 

Watch the wall my darling when the gentlemen go by. 

 

Five and twenty ponies trotting through the dark 

Brandy for the parson, baccy for the clerk 

Laces for a lady, letters for a spy 

And watch the wall my darling, while the gentlemen go by.  

Running round the woodlump if you chance to find 

Little barrel, roped and tarred, all full of brandy-wine 

Don't shout to come and look, nor use ‘em for your play 

Put the brushwood back again – they’ll be gone next day. 

If you see the stable door setting open wide; 

If you see a tired horse lying down inside; 

If your mother mends a coat cut about and tore; 

If the lining’s wet and warm – don't you ask no more! 

If you met King George’s men, dressed in blue and red, 

You be careful what you say, and mindful what is said. 

If they call you, "Pretty maid", and chuck you ‘neath the chin 

Don't you tell where no one is, nor yet where no ones been. 

Knocks and footsteps round the house – whistles after dark 

You’ve no call for running out till the house dogs bark 

Trusty’s here, and Pincher’s here, and see how dumb the lie 

They don't fret to follow when the gentlemen go by! 

If you do as you've been told, likely there’s a chance 

You’ll be give a dainty doll, all the way from France 

With a cap of Valenciennes and a velvet hood 

A present from the gentlemen, along ‘o being good. 

 

  



Early One Morning 

Early one morning, just as the sun was rising, 

I heard a maid singing in the valley below; 

"O don't deceive me, 

O never leave me! 

How could you use a poor maiden so?" 
 

"O gay is the garland, fresh are the roses 

I've culled from the garden to bind on thy brow. 

"O don't deceive me, 

O never leave me! 

How could you use a poor maiden so?" 
 

"Remember the vows that you made to your Mary, 

Remember the bow'r where you vow'd to be true; 

"O don't deceive me, 

O never leave me! 

How could you use a poor maiden so?" 
 

 

  



In Dublin's Fair  City 
 

In Dublin’s fair city 

Where the girls are so pretty 

I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone 

As she wheeled her wheel-barrow 

Through streets broad and narrow 

Crying, "Cockles and mussels,  

Alive, alive, oh!" 
 

Chorus 

Alive, alive, oh 

Alive, alive, oh 

Crying "Cockles and mussels,  

Alive, alive, oh" 

 

She was a fishmonger 

And sure 'twas no wonder 

For so were her father and mother before 

And they each wheeled their barrows 

Through streets broad and narrow 

Crying, "Cockles and mussels,  

Alive, alive, oh!" 
 

She died of a fever 

And no one could save her 

And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone 

But her ghost wheels her barrow 

Through streets broad and narrow 

Crying, "Cockles and mussels,  

Alive, alive, oh!" 

 

  



Loch Lomond  
By yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie braes, 

Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomond, 

Where me and my true love will never meet again, 

On the bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 

 

Chorus 

O you take the high road, and I'll take the low road, 

And I'll be in Scotland afore ye, 

But me and my true love will never meet again, 

On the bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 

 

'Twas there that we parted, in yon shady glen, 

On the steep, steep side of Ben Lomond, 

Where in soft purple hue, the hieland hills we view, 

And the moon coming out in the gloaming. 

 

 

 

  



All Through the Night  
Sleep, my child, and peace attend thee  

All through the night  

Guardian angels God will send thee  

All through the night  

 

Soft the drowsy hours are creeping  

Hill and dale in slumber sleeping  

I my loving vigil keeping  

All through the night 
 

While the moon her watch is keeping  

All through the night  
While the weary world is sleeping  

All through the night 

 

O'er thy spirit gently stealing  

Visions of delight revealing  

Breathes a pure and holy feeling  

All through the night 
 


