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5""^ T) ^^FTiJ^ nwl^i^ I am at tlie dawn of the day,

^C.>^ ^^ To my brother that's over the sea,

O C^»^ ^^'^ ^^"^® ^'^^ ^'^^ ^°^ ^^ ^'^^ anywhere,

V y%t For it's breaking my poor heart will be.

"^
But a treasure I'll tak«, for ould Ireland's sake,

O in J^ That I'll prize all belonging aboy

handful of turf from the land ofmy birth.

From the heart of iue land that I love.

Chorus.

o „ handful of turf from the land ofmy Hrth,

From the heart of the land that I love.f ^ ^ Ifi ft

O V And won't the poor lad in his exile be glad,

Q(M I A When he sees the brave present I bring
TV IIUU lie occo vuv, wi— >~ ^ —

And won't there be flowers from this treasure of oura.

In the warmth of the beautiful spring.

~
in, Macaree ! tho' it's parting we be,

B » blessing I leave on your shore,

.„ your mountains and streams I will see inmy dreami

Till I cross to my oountry once more. m

CSORVS.

^ffal y©ttr mouataias and streams IwM see ia my drtftiM

v^xm I cross to my ^'^niitiy once more.


