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All For Me Grog 
 
D7 (single strum) 
 
Chorus 
               G                                C               G  
Well it’s all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog 
                                         D   
It’s all for me beer and tobacco 
         G                    G7             C                          G   
For I spent all me tin on the lassies drinking gin 
                                                                  D7      G  
Far across the western ocean I must wan – der 
 
Verses 
G                                           C                           G 
Where are me boots, me noggin’, noggin’ boots 
                                                    D  
They’re all gone for beer and tobacco  
              G                                   G7                C                             G   
For the heels, they are worn out and the toes are kicked about 
                                                                        D7      G 
And the soles are looking out for better wea – ther  

 

CHORUS 
 
G                                      C                             G 
Where is me shirt, me noggin’, noggin’, shirt 
                                            D   
It’s all gone for beer and tobacco 
              G                 G7                     C                                G   
For the collar is all worn, and the sleeves they are all torn 
                                                                 D7      G 
And the tail is looking out for better wea – ther 
 

CHORUS 
 
       G                                   C                           G 
I’m sick in the head and I haven’t gone to bed 
                                                         D  
Since first I came ashore for me slumber 
         G                    G7                   C                            G   
For I spent all me dough on the lassies, don’t ya know 
                                                                  D7     G 
Far across the western ocean I must wan – der 
 

CHORUS 



The Hills of Connemara 
 
Chorus  
G                                               C          G  
Gather up the pots and the old tin can, 
                                           C                        D  
the mash, the corn, the barley and the bran. 
 G                                             C          G  
Run like the devil from the excise man, 
                                                 D   G  
keep the smoke from risin, Barney. 
  
Verses 
G                                  C           G      
Keep your eyes well peeled today,  
                              C           D 
the excise man is on his way,  
G                             C               G  
searching for the mountain tay  
                                    D  G 
in the Hills of Connemara.  
 
CHORUS 
 
G                                   C                     G   
Swing to the left and swing to the right, 
                                 C               D 
the excise man will dance all night, 
G                                             C         G  
drinking up the tay till the broad daylight, 
                                    D  G 
In the Hills of Connemara. 
 
CHORUS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
G                                             C               G  
A gallon for the butcher, a quart for Tom, 
                                     C          D 
a bottle for poor old Father John, 
G                                  C        G  
to help the poor old man along,  
                                    D  G 
in the Hills of Connemara. 
 
CHORUS 
 
G                                    C        G   
Stand your ground, it is too late,  
                                C         D 
the excise man is at the gate. 
G                                    C                 G  
Glory be to God, he's drinking it nate,  
                                    D  G 
in the hills of Connemara.  
 
CHORUS 
 
 



My Wild Irish Rose

C       F     C      
My wild Irish Rose 
    F        G7          C
The sweetest flower that grows
G7                  C
You may search everywhere 
G7              C      
But none can compare 
D7                 G7
With my wild Irish Rose

C       F     C
My wild Irish Rose 
    F       G7          C 
The dearest flower that grows
G7                  C
And some day for my sake 
G7             C
She may let me take 
    D7            G7         C
The bloom from my wild Irish Rose 

        F     C
My wild Irish Rose 
    F       G7          C 
The dearest flower that grows
G7                  C
And some day for my sake 
G7             C
She may let me take

(Slowing Gradually) 
    D7            G7         C
The bloom from my wild Irish Rose 
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