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Back Home in Derry
Irish Rebel Song

Arranged for Tinwhistle by the Hardworking Elves at www.fullbodyburn.com, which is not in Derry. Oh.

I cursed them to hell as our bow fought the swell.

Our ship danced like a moth in the firelights.

White horses rode high as the devil passed by

Taking souls to Hades by twilight.

Five weeks out to sea we were now forty-three

Our comrades we buried each morning.

In our own slime we were lost in a time.

Endless night without dawning.

Van Dieman's land is a hell for a man

To live out his life in slavery.

When the climate is raw and the gun makes the law.

Neither wind nor rain cares for bravery.

Twenty years have gone by and I've ended me bond

And comrades' ghosts are behind me.

A rebel I came and I'II die the same.

On the cold winds of night you will find me


