Dear Dirty Dublin
In the cold light of morning with your heart numbed and breaking

And the image of her carved in your soul

There was plenty of warning and you prayed you were mistaken

Knowing well there was but one way to go

It was not just the leaving or our tears passed unspoken

Or the promises we knew not to fake

And it was not just the grieving or our few hours unbroken

But a feeling of loss and mistake

Dear Dirty Dublin will you ever be the same

And your reason will taunt you like the call of some memory

You devil is a hard voice to shake

And your logic will haunt you like the strain of some old melody

You know you’ve only one choice to make

Dear Dirty Dublin will we ever be the same

Dear Dirty Dublin will I ever be the same
