
Limerick City, river wedded, 
City of the pealing bells, 
Booming out the Christian message, 
Filling Clareside's hills and dells. 
Sweet the sound of Mount Alphonsus 
Sweeping down on Shannonside; 
Old St. Mary's mellow pealing 
Mingling with the rushing tide. 

Down the years their sounds have echoed 
Crisp-clear i n  the fading light, 
As  the ringers i n  their belfries 
Practice through the frosty night. 
Tunefully their notes resounding, 
Flooding Thomond, Garryowen, 
Chime a n  ageless theme for lovers 

Sad then, m y  lot, forced to wander, 
Haunted by those Limerick bells, 
In  London, New York, Perth they echoed, 
Exile reawoke their spell. 
But oh! the joy when sailing homeward, 
Past Kilrush, by Gliw and Foynes, 
Hearing faintly on the full tide, 
Limerick's welcome in  her chimes. 

Let them ring out, fill the city, 




