Whiskey in the Jar
C                  Am

As I was a goin’ over Gilgarra mountain,

  F                          C            Am

I met Colonel Pepper and his money he was counting

  F                        C          Am

I drew forth my pistol and rattled my saber

         F                      C           Am

Saying, "Stand and deliver, for I am a bold deceiver."

      G7

Musha ringum duram da

C             C7

Whack! Fol de daddy-o

F

Whack! Fol de daddy-o

        C       G7     C

There’s whiskey in the jar

The shining yellow coins did sure look bright and jolly

I took the money home and I gave it to my Molly

She promised and she vowed that she never would deceive me

But the devil’s in the women and they never can be easy

When I awoke between the hours of six and seven

Guards were standing ‘round me in numbers odd and even

I flew to my pistol, but alas, I was mistaken

I fired off my pistols and a prisoner was taken

They put me in jail without a judge or jury

For robbing Colonel Pepper in the morning so early

They didn’t take my fist so I knocked down the sentry

And I bid a long farewell to that cold penitentiary

Some take delight in fishing and bowling

Others take delight in the carriage a rollin’

I take delight in the juice of the barley

Courting pretty women in the mornin’ so early
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Tempted and tried we're oft made to wonder
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Why it should be thus all the day long
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While there are others living about us,
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Never molested tho' in the wrong
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    Farther along we'll know all about it

    D
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    Farther along we'll understand why
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    Cheer up, my SISTER live in the sunshine

    D
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    We'll understand it all by and by
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When death has come and taken our loved ones
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It leaves our home so lonely and drear
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Then do we wonder why others prosper

 D      G    D  
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Living so wicked year after year
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When we see Jesus coming in glory

 D
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When He comes from His home in the sky
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Then we shall meet Him in that bright mansion

D
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We'll understand it all by and by

      **CHORUS**   

 tag: D    G    D   A    G    
STAR of County Down

        Em                     G      D
Near to Banbridge Town, in the County Down
    Em           D
One morning in July,
       Em                  G       D
Down a boreen green came a sweet colleen,
        Em            Am        Em
And she smiled as she passed me by;
        G                       D     
Oh, she looked so neat from her two white feet
       Em       Am            D
To the sheen of her nut-brown hair,
         Em               G          D  
Sure the coaxing elf, I'd to shake myself
   Em              Am       Em
To make sure I was standing there

         G                D        
Oh, from Bantry Bay up to Derry Quay,
         Em              D
And from Galway to Dublin town,
   Em                      G     D
No maid I've seen like the brown colleen
       Em         Am     Em
That I met in the County Down.

As she onward sped I shook my head
And I gazed with a feeling quare,
And I said, says I, to a passer-by,
"Who's the maid with the nut-brown hair?"
Oh, he smiled at me, and with pride says he,
"That's the gem of Ireland's crown,
She's young Rosie McCann from the banks of the Bann,
She's the Star of the County Down."

I've travelled a bit, but never was hit
Since my roving career began;
But fair and square I surrendered there
To the charms of young Rose McCann.
I'd a heart to let and no tenant yet
Did I meet with in shawl or gown,
But in she went and I asked no rent
From the Star of the County Down.

At the crossroads fair I'll be surely there
And I'll dress in my Sunday clothes
And I'll try sheep's eyes, and deludhering lies
On the heart of the nut-brown Rose.
No pipe I'll smoke, no horse I'll yoke
Though with rust my plow turns brown,
Till a smiling bride by my own fireside
Sits the Star of the County Down.
