The Stewartstown harps song
Stewartstown harps Stewartstown harps

We are the boys from east Tyrone
About to lift the all-Ireland throne

Down in portlaoise we won’t be beat

Stewartstown harps Stewartstown harps

We’ve met some teams along the way

Who tried and failed to spoil our day

We sent them home with their heads hung low

Stewartstown harps Stewartstown harps

We’ve won Tyrone and Ulster to

Now all that’s left is the team finuge

But they’ll not take these red hand men
Stewartstown harps Stewartstown harps

So lift your glass and raise a toast

To hail our champs we love the most

They’ve done us proud and we won’t forget

Stewartstown harps Stewartstown harps
Repeat first verse

