Champions of Old
Young men of Fermoy, from the days long departed

Hear voices now ringing round hillside and plain,

The voices of heroes, high-famed and great-hearted 

Who welcome the glamour of old times again,

To your prowess and pride they are fondly appealing

To battle as they did, as brave and as bold, 

And to show that as years in their flight round go wheeling

Fermoy has got men like her champions of old.

After forty long years to fill their worthy places

You’re called on once more: Will the call be in vain?

Will response show the fire that was once Johnny Casey’s, 

Of Crotty and Collins, MacLoughlin and Swain?

Of those grand Gaelic heroes, broad-shouldered and burly, 

Those stalwart men all, cast in masculine mould, 

The Hallinans, Magniers, Moloneys and Murley

Who starred when Fermoy men were champions of old?

Many mem’ries inspire you of Dillon and Connors, 

Of fearless Ned Keeffe and renowned Charlie Paye,

Of that pair weighted low with their prodigal honours,

The agile MacAuliffe and manly Jim Maye;

Of Sullivans, Barrett and Paddy O'Donnell,

Of Linehan and Leary, as lions mid a fold,

Of Kelly and Daly, Grant, Slattery and Connell,

The captains who marshalled Fermoy men of old.

Yes, and fair Coolagown from its fields green and hilly

All-Ireland men gave you, Kent, Daly and Smyth.

Like the doughty Spillanes, Morgan, Paddy and Billy,

A trio well tried and e’er faultlessly fit.

Mick Fitzgerald, whose story will ring down the ages,

(Be his name with the Geraldines’ greatest enrolled)

With the Buckley’s who proudly fill sport’s fairest pages,

All have niches their own ‘mong Fermoy men of old.

Some are now ‘neath the gloom of the cold graveyard sleeping

And some to its shades all too quickly speed on, 

While Times’s thickening mists o’er the years past are creeping

To hide in their haze the great days that are gone.

But ‘mid darkness undimmed and through ages undying

The tale will with pride down the long years be told,

The future with all its cold changes defying,

Of the glory that followed Fermoy men of old.

Munster’s boldest and best oft your fathers defeated,

In epic All-Irelands their colours were flown;

Oh, cherish those garlands round their brows enwreathed

And laurels as lustrous twine now for your own.

And as oft they came back to find hills all high burning

While far o’er Blackwater the drums’ welcome rolled,

So let bonfires blaze forth you triumphant returning

When you’re champions once more – like Fermoy men of old.

