WORST DAY SINCE
YESTERDAY

Where the flowers, they bloom
D
A
Well it's there I'll be found
D
A
D G
Hurry back to me, my wild colleen
D
A
Its been the worst day since
D
yesterday
D
A
Though these wounds have seen
D
no wars
A
D
Except for the scars I have ignored
A
And this endless crutch well it's
Bm
G
never enough
D
A
Its been the worst day since
D
yesterday

By Flogging Molly
Accordion& Guitar Intro

D
A
D
Well I know I miss more than hit
D
A
With a face that was launched to
D
sink
A
Bm
And I seldom feel the bright
G
release
D A
It's been the worst day since
D
yesterday
D
A
D
If there's one thing I have said
A
Is that the dreams I once had now
D
lay in bed
A
Bm
As the four winds blow my wits
G
through the door
D
A
It's been the worst day since
D
yesterday

G
D
Hell says hello well it's time I
should go
G
D
To pastures green that I've yet to
A
see
D
A
D G
Hurry back to me my wild colleen
D A
Its been the worst day since
D
yesterday x2
D
A
Gm
Its been the worst day since
yesterday

G
D
Fallin' down to you sweet ground
G
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DIRTY OLD TOWN
Ewan MacColl- 1949

I'm gonna make me a big sharp
axe
C
G
Shining steel tempered in the fire

Accordion Intro

G
I met my love by the gas works
wall
C
G
Dreamed a dream by the old canal

I'll chop you down like an old dead
tree
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town

I Kissed my girl by the factory
wall
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town

G
I met my love by the gas works
wall
C
G
Dreamed a dream by the old canal

G
Clouds are drifting across the
moon
C
G
Cats are prowling on their beat

I kissed my girl by the factory wall
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town

Spring's a girl from the streets at
night
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town
(Instrumental Break)

G
I Heard a siren from the docks
C
G
Saw a train set the night on fire
I Smelled the spring on the smoky
wind
D
Em
Dirty old town, dirty old town
G
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WILD ROVER

C
answered me "Nay!"
G
C
"Such custom as yours I could
D7
G
have any day!"

Traditional- Author Unknown
Vocal Intro

G
I've been a wild rover for many a
C
year
G
C
D7
I spent all me money on whiskey
G
and beer
G
But now I'm returning with gold in
C
great store
G
C
D7
And I never will play the wild
G
rover no more

CHORUS
G
I took out of me pocket ten
C
sovereigns bright
G
C
And the landlady's eyes opened
D7
G
wide with delight
She said: "I have whiskeys and
C
wines on the best!
G
C
And the words that I told you were
D7
G
only in jest!"

D7
G
And it's no nay never, no nay
C
never no more
G
C
Will I play the wild rover, no
D7
G
never, no more

CHORUS
G
I'll go home to my parents, confess
what I've done
And ask them to pardon their
prodigal son

G
I went in to an alehouse I used to
C
frequent
G
C
D7
And I told the land-lady me money
G
was spent

And when they've caressed me as
oftimes before
I never will play the wild rover
no more.
CHORUS x2

I asked her for credit, she
3

I dreamt of gold and jewels and for
sure it was no wonder.
But Jenny drew my charges, she
filled them up with water,
She sent for Captain Farrel to be
ready for the slaughter.

WHISKEY IN THE JAR
Traditional- Author Unknown

Musical Intro

G
Em
As I was going over the far famed
Kerry mountains,
C
I met with Captain Farrel and his
G
money he was counting.
G
Em
I first produced my pistol and then
produced my rapier,
C
G
Saying 'Stand and deliver for I am a
bold deceiver'.

CHORUS
'Twas early in the morning, before I
rose to travel
Up comes a band of footmen and
likewise Captain Farrel
I then produced my pistol for she
stole away my rapier
But I couldn't shoot the water, so a
prisoner I was taken
CHORUS

D
Mush a ring am a do ama dah
G
Whack fol the daddy o,
C
Whack fol the daddy o,
G
D G
There's whiskey in the jar.

If anyone can aid me, it's my brother
in the army,
If I but knew his station be it Cork or
in Killarney.
And if he'd come and join me, we'd
go roving in Kilkenny.
I swear he'd treat me fairer than my
darling sporting Jenny.

He counted out his money and it
made a pretty penny
I put it in my pocket and I gave it to
my Jenny
She sighed and she swore that she
never would deceive me
But the devil take the women for they
never can be easy

CHORUS
Some make their lives in the carriage
a rollin’
Some make their lives with the flutes
& the bolin’
Me I make my life in the juices of the
barley
& courtin’ pretty fair maids in the
morning bright & early

CHORUS
I went into my chamber all for to take
a slumber,

CHORUS x 2
Slow last line
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WAXIE’S DARGLE
Irish Folk Song- Author Unknown

With the price of my auld lad's
braces
I went down to Capel Street
To the pawn shop money lenders
But they wouldn't give me a
couple of bob
On my auld lad's red suspenders

G
C
Says my aul' wan to your aul' wan
G
D
"Will ye go to the Waxies dargle?"
G
C
Says your aul' wan to my aul' wan,
G
D G
"I haven't got a farthing.
G
I went up to Monto town
D
To see Uncle McArdle
G
C
But he wouldn't give me a half a
crown
G
D
G
For to go to the Waxies dargle."

CHORUS
(Musical Break)

Says my auld one to your auld one
We've got no beef nor mutton
But if we go down to Monto town
We might get a drink for nothin'
Here's a piece of good advice
I got from an auld fish-monger
When food is scarce and you see
the hearse
You'll know you've died of hunger

G
What will ya have?!
C
(yells) I'll have a pint!
G
D
I'll have a pint with you, Sir!
G
C
And if one of ya' doesn't order
soon
G
D
G
We'll be chucked out of the
boozer!

CHOURS x2
(slow)
And if one of ya dosen’t order soon
(pause- resume regualr tempo)
Well be chucked out of the boozer.

(Musical Break)
Says my auld one to your auld one
Will you come to the Galway races
Says your auld one to my auld one
5

All for Me Grog

CHORUS

Traditional Irish and Sea Shanty
Author Unknown

Where is me shirt me noggin'
noggin' shirt
It's all gone for beer and tobacco
You see the sleeves they got worn
out
And the collar was turned about
And the tail is looking out for
better weather

G
C
And it's all for me grog, me jolly
G
jolly grog
D
All for me beer and tobacco
G
Well I've spent all me tin with
C
G
the lassies drinking gin

CHORUS
Where is me wife me noggin'
noggin' wife
She's all gone for beer and tobacco
You see her front it got worn out
And her wits been kicked about
And I'm sure she's looking out for
better weather

Far across the western ocean I
D
G
must wan-der
I'm sick in the head and I haven't
been to bed
Since first I came ashore with me
plunder
I've seen centipedes and snakes
And my head is full off aches
And I'll have to make a path for
way out yonder

CHORUS
Oh, where is me bed me noggin'
noggin' bed
It's all gone for beer and tobacco
You see I sold it to the girls
And the springs they got all twirls
And the sheets they're looking out
for better weather

CHORUS
Where are me boots, me noggin'
noggin' boots
They're all gone for beer and
tobacco
You see the sole's were gettin' thin
And the uppers were letting in
And the heels are looking out for
better weather

CHORUS
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drunk

FUCK YOU I’M DRUNK
Bondo

And I'm gonna be drunk 'till the
D
G
next time I'm drunk

G
C
I bang on the door, but she won't let
G
me in
'Cause you're sick and tired of me
D
reeking of gin
G
C
You lock all the doors from the front
G
to the back
D
And left me a note telling me I should
G
pack

You've given me an option, you said
I must choose
'tween you an' the liquor, then I'll
take the booze
I'm jumpin' on Western down to the
southside
Where I'll sit down and exercise my
Irish Pride

Fuck you I'm Drunk, Fuck you I'm
drunk

C
I walk in the bar and the fella's all
G
cheer
D
Order me up a whiskey and beer
G
C
If you ask me why I'm writing this
G
poem
D
G
Some call it tavern, but I call it home

Pour my beer down the sink, I've
got more in the trunk
Fuck you I'm drunk, Fuck you I'm
drunk
And I'm gonna be drunk 'till the
next time I'm drunk
Repeat Chorus

G
C
Fuck you I'm Drunk, Fuck you I'm
G
drunk
Pour my beer down the sink, I've
D
got more in the trunk
G
C
Fuck you I'm drunk, Fuck you I'm
G
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MOONSHINER
Traditonal- roots & Author Unknown
United States or Ireland

 


D
G
I've been a moonshiner for many a
A7
year, I spent all me money on
D
whiskey and beer. I'll go to some 
G
hollow and I set up me still and i'll 
A7
make you a gallon fer a ten shillin
D
bill.

follow the world is all mine, And I
love none so well as I love the
moonshine.
 
I'm a rambler I'm a gambler I'm
a long ways from home. And if
you don't like me well leave me
alone. I'll eat when I'm hungry
and I'll drink when I'm dry, And
if moonshine don't kill me I'll
live till I die.
 
O Moonshine dear Moonshine oh
how I love thee, Ya kill me ol'
father but ar' ya try me. Oh bless
all moonshiners and bless all
moonshine, Oh it's breath smells as
sweet as the dew on the vine
 
I'm a rambler I'm a gambler I'm
a long ways from home. And if
you don't like me well leave me
alone. I'll eat when I'm hungry
and I'll drink when I'm dry,
And if moonshine don't kill me
(pause)
I'll live till I die. 
(4 triangle dings w/ accordion)


D
I'm a rambler I'm a gambler I'm
 G
A7
a long ways from home. And if
you don't like me well leave me 
D
alone. I'll eat when I'm hungry 
G
and I'll drink when I'm dry, And

A7
if moonshine don't kill me I'll
D
live till I die.
 
I'll go to some hollow in this
count-er-ey, Ten gallons of wash i
can go on a spree. No women to
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WHISKEY YOU’RE THE DEVIL
Irish Traditional- Author Unknown
  D                               
Hey, whiskey you’re the devil 
G
D
You’re leading me astray
O'er hills and mountains into

A
Ameri-kay 

D
You’re sweeter, stronger, tastier,
G
D
 You're spunkier than tea,           
Ah, whiskey you're me darlin’,
A D
drunk or so--ber

The French are fighting boldly
 
A
G
Men are dying hot and coldly
 D
Give every man his flash, gunpowder
  G
A
His firelock on his shoulder
 D
La, fare thee well With me tither-
A
y-eye dum dah
 Em
G
Me tither-y-eye dum da
 D
Me right fol tur-a ladee
 
A
D
Oh, there's whiskey in the jar
 
Chorus
D
Says the mother, "Do not wrong me
A
G
Don't take me daughter from me
D
For if you do, I will torment you

G
A
And after death me ghost will haunt
you"
 
CHORUS x 2

D                                
Now brave boys we're on the march
A           
G
Off to Portugal and Spain
D                                    
Drums a-beating, banners a-waving
           G
A
The devil a-home will come tonight
D                                                    La,
fare thee well With me 
A
tither-y-eye dum dah
   Em               G
Me tither-y-eye dum da
D                                   
Me right fol tur-a ladee
            A              D
Oh, there's whiskey in the jar
 
 Chorus
 D

Ah whiskey you’re my darling,
(slow)
Drunk or so—ber
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CHARLIE MOPPS
Royal Navy Drinking Song

D
A
A long time ago way back in
history

Wexford Inn as well  One thing
you can 
G
be sure of, it's Charlie's beer they 
A
D
sell; So  all you lads and lasses, 
G
D
at  eleven o'clock you stop , For 
A
five short seconds,  remember 
D
Charlie Mopps!

D

When all there was to drink was 
G
A
nothin' but cups of tea
D
 A- long came a man by
G
D
the name of Charlie Mopps, And 
he invented the wonderful drink, 
A
D
and he made it out of  hops.

One... two... three... four... five...
 
CHORUS

 Hey! He must have been an
admiral, 
A
D
a sultan or a king, And to his 
G
A
praises we shall always sing; 
D
 Look at what he's done for us,
he's 
G
D
filled us up with cheer, Lord 
A
bless Charlie Mopps, the  man
who  invented...
D
A
 Beer, beer, beer, tiddley
D
 beer, beer, beer...

A bushel of malt, a barrel of hops, 
A
D
stir it around with a stick, The type

G
of lubrication to  make your engine

A
D
tick; Forty pints of wallop a day 
G
D
will  keep away the  quacks, It's
only eight pence halpenny a pint,
and 
A
D
one and six in tax.

CHORUS
(outro)
beer beer beer, tiddley beer

The Dury's pub and the Stag the
A
D
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RARE OLD TIMES
Pete St. John- Dublin City Ramblers 1970
C
F Am
F
Ring a ring a rosy, as the light
declines,
C
F C G
C
I'll remember Dublin City, in the rare
old times.

CHORUS
The years have made me bitter, the
gargle dims my brain,
'Cause Dublin keeps on changing, and
nothing seems the sane.
The Pillar and the Met. have gone, the
Royal long since pulled down,
As the grey unyielding concrete makes a
city of my town.

C
F C Am
F
Raised on songs and stories, heroes of
renown,
C
F C
G
G7
the passing tales and glories that once
was Dublin Town,
C
F C
Am
F
The hallowed halls and houses, the
haunting children's rhymes,
C
F C G7
C
that once was Dublin City in the rare old
times.

CHORUS
Fare thee well sweet Anna Liffey, I can
no longer stay,
And watch the new glass cages that
spring up along the Quay,
My mind's too full of memories, to old
to hear new chimes,
I'm part of what was Dublin, in the rare
old times.

CHORUS
(Slow)
CHORUS

My name it is Sean Dempsey, as Dublin
as can be,
Born hard and late in Pimlico, in a house
that ceased to be,
By trade I was a cooper, lost out to
redundancy,
Like my house that fell to progress, my
trades a memory.
CHORUS
And I courted Peggy Dignan, as pretty as
you please,
A rogue and child of Mary, from the
rebel Liberties,
I lost her to a student chap, with skin as
black as coal,
When he took her off to Birmingham,
she took away my soul.
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