


	  

Tunes	  and	  Songs	  compiled	  for	  the	  Irish Music Circle	  in	  Charleston	  IL	  
more	  will	  be	  added	  as	  the	  group	  continues	  to	  meet	  –	  please	  send	  Gaye	  your	  additions:	  GayeHarrison@gmail.com	  
	  

GENERAL	  
Black	  Velvet	  Band	  	  
Butterfly	  and	  Frog’s	  Frolick	  
Byker	  Hill	  
Danny	  Boy	  -‐	  song	  
Factory	  Girl	  –	  Bonaparte	  Crossing	  the	  Rockies	  
Fields	  of	  Athenry	  
Hills	  of	  Connemara	  –	  song	  	  	  
If	  I	  Should	  Fall	  From	  Grace	  with	  God	  (Pogues)	  
Irish	  Washerwoman	  –	  traditional	  	  	  
Master	  Crowley’s	  Reels	  
Parting	  Glass	  –	  traditional	  –	  song	  –	  (Duke	  &	  Linda)	  
Miss	  McLeod	  and	  Trip	  to	  the	  Cottage	  
Mountain	  Dew	  
Wind	  that	  Shakes	  the	  Barley	  –	  song	  &	  fiddle	  tune	  	  
(Irish	  Washerwoman	  and	  Swallowtail	  –	  maybe	  later)	  
	  
DEAR	  OLD	  ILLINOIS:	  
Dear	  Old	  Illinois	  tunes	  all	  on	  one	  sheet:	  
Old	  Mother	  Flannigan,	  Old	  Kentucky	  Whiskey,	  Four	  and	  
Twenty	  Blackbirds	  Dancing	  on	  a	  Fawn	  Skin,	  Best	  Timer	  	  
Devil	  in	  the	  Haystack	  &Dundas	  Road	  Jig	  
Five	  Miles	  From	  Town	  &	  Give	  the	  Fiddler	  a	  Dram	  
Sliding	  Eight	  &Speed	  the	  Plow	  
Stella’s	  Jig	  
Town	  Hall	  Jig	  &	  Widow’s	  Jig	  
Where’d	  You	  Get	  That	  Hat?	  
	  
LIZ	  CARROLL	  TUNES:	  (not	  included,	  pending	  permission)	  
A	  Day	  and	  an	  Age	  	  
Chandelier	  
Didda	  and	  Dodger	  
Island	  of	  Woods	  
Letter	  to	  Peter	  Pan	  
Lost	  in	  the	  Loop	  	  
Lament	  of	  First	  Generation	  
Old	  Maid	  of	  Galway/Lizzie	  in	  the	  Lowground	  
	  

FROM	  KATHY:	  
Banshee	  &	  Butterfly	  
Chief	  ONeills	  &	  I’ll	  Buy	  Boots	  For	  Maggie	  polka	  
Kesh	  Jig	  &	  Off	  to	  California	  
Silver	  Spear	  &	  The	  Old	  Bush	  
	  
FROM	  WALLY	  &	  DEBBIE:	  	  
When	  You	  Were	  Sixteen	  
Galway	  Girl	  
Wild	  Rover	  
And	  the	  Band	  Played	  Waltzing	  Matilda	  
Steal	  Away	  
	  
FIDDLER’S	  FAKEBOOK:	  
Blackberry	  Blossom	  
Bonaparte	  Crossing	  the	  Rockies	  (with	  Factory	  Girl)	  
Elzic’s	  Farewell	  &	  Give	  Me	  Your	  Hand	  
Gary	  Owen	  
Harvest	  Home	  	  &	  Haste	  to	  the	  Wedding	  
Irish	  Washerwoman	  
Lord	  Inchiquin	  
Midnight	  on	  the	  Water	  
Old	  Kentucky	  Whiskey	  	  
Redhaired	  Boy	  
Rites	  of	  Man	  –	  or	  Rights	  of	  Man	  
Road	  to	  Lisdoonvarna	  &	  Drowsy	  Maggie	  
Rocky	  Road	  to	  Dublin	  
Rush	  and	  the	  Pepper	  (also	  in	  Dear	  Old	  Illinois)	  
St.	  Anne’s	  Reel	  &	  Sheebeg	  and	  Sheemore	  	  
Star	  of	  County	  Down	  –	  fiddle	  and	  song	  	  
Wheels	  of	  the	  World	  
Whiskey	  for	  Breakfast	  &	  Mississippi	  Sawyer	  



Black Velvet Band 
 

In a neat little town they call Belfast,  

apprentice to trade I was bound 

Many an hours sweet happiness,  

have I spent in that neat little town 

A sad misfortune came over me,  

which caused me to stray from the land 

Far away from my friends and relations,  

betrayed by the black velvet band  

 

CHORUS: Her eyes they shone like 
diamonds 
    I thought her the queen of the land 
    And her hair it hung over her 
shoulder 
    Tied up with a black velvet band  

 

I took a stroll down Broadway,  

meaning not long for to stay 

When who should I meet but this pretty fair 
maid  

comes a tripping along the highway 

She was both fair and handsome,  

her neck it was just like a swans 

And her hair it hung over her shoulder,  

tied up with a black velvet band   CHORUS 

 

I took a stroll with this fair maid,  

and a gentleman passing us by 

Well I knew she meant the doing of him,  

by the look in her roguish black eyes 

A goldwatch she took from his pocket  

and placed it right in to my hand 

And the very first thing that I said was  

bad luck to the black velvet band  CHORUS 

 

Before the judge and the jury,  

next morning I had to appear 

The judge he says to me: "Young man,  

your case it is proven clear 

It’s seven long years penal servitude,  

to be spent faraway from the land 

Far away from your friends and companions,  

betrayed by the black velvet band"    CHORUS 

 

So come all you jolly young fellows  

a warning take by me 

When you are out on the town me lads,  

beware of them pretty colleens 

For they feed you with strong drink, "Oh yeah",  

'til you are unable to stand 

And the very next thing that you'll know  

is you've landed in Van Diemens Land 

 

CHORUS 
CHORUS 
	  



	  

	  





Danny Boy in G 
        G        G7                   C  
Oh Danny Boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling        
D7     G    C   G        Em       D    G D7  
From glen to glen and down the mountain side               
G        G7                  C  
The summer's gone and all the flowers are dying       
Am         G       D7            G    C G  
It's you, It's you must go and I must bide       
D7     G         Cmaj7    D       G  
But come ye back when summer's in the meadow      
D7      Em       D/C        G/B        D    A7 D7  
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow                
G        C             G T 
is' I'll be there in sunshine or in shadow  
Em       G       G/B   C      D        G  C G  
Oh Danny Boy, oh Danny Boy, I love you so 
    D7       G        G7                  C          
But when you come and all the flowers are dying     
D7   G     C   G      Em       D  G D7  
If I am dead, and dead I well may be                  
G        G7               C  
You'll come and find the place where I am lying       
Am        G     D7            G  C G  
And kneel and say an Ave there for me      
D7      G         D/A             G/B     G  
And I shall hear tho' soft you tread above me      
D7     Em          D/C    G/B     D  A7 D7  
And all my dreams will warmer sweeter be                 
G       C                G       D Em  
If you'll not fail to tell me that you love me              
G         G/B     C      D       G  C G  
I'll simply sleep in peace until you come to me 
 

Danny Boy in C 
C                                    F 
Oh Danny boy the pipes the pipes are calling 
             C                          G7 
From glen to glen and down the mountain side 
             C                            F 
The summer's gone and all the flowers are dying 
              C        G7            C 
It's you it's you must go and I must bide 
  
            F                         C 
But come ye back when summer's in the meadow 
            F                              G7 
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow 
            C        F              C 
Yes I'll be there in sunshine or in shadow 
                       G7              C 
Oh Danny boy  Oh Danny boy  I love you so 
  
                                          F 
And when you come and all the flowers are dying 
        C                        G7 
If I am dead and dead I may well be 
                C                         F 
You'll come and find the place where I am lying  
              C       G7            C 
And kneel and say and Ave there for me 
  
            F                          C 
And I shall hear though soft you tread above me 
           F                         G7 
And all my grave will warmer sweeter be 
             C        F                C 
For you will bend and tell me that you love me 
                     G7                     C 
Then I will sleep in peace until you come to me  
 
	  



	  

	  
	  



	  

	  



	  
 

	  



	  

If I Should Fall from Grace with God 
 

If I should fall from grace with god  

Where no doctor can relieve me  

If I'm buried 'neath the sod  

But the angels won't receive me  

 

Let me go, boys  

Let me go, boys  

Let me go down in the mud  

Where the rivers all run dry  

 

This land was always ours  

Was the proud land of our fathers  

It belongs to us and them  

Not to any of the others  

 

Let them go, boys  

Let them go, boys  

Let them go down in the mud  

Where the rivers all run dry  

 

Bury me at sea  

Where no murdered ghost can haunt me  

If I rock upon the waves  

Then no corpse can lie upon me  

 

 

It's coming up three, boys  

Keeps coming up three, boys  

Let them go down in the mud  

Where the rivers all run dry  

 

If I should fall from grace with god  

Where no doctor can relieve me  

If I'm buried 'neath the sod  

But the angels won't receive me  

 

Let me go, boys  

Let me go, boys  

Let me go down in the mud  

Where the rivers all run dry 
 
 

 



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  
	  
	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  



	  



	  



	  

	  



	  

	  
	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  





	  
	  

	  
	  



	  

	  



	  
	  



	  

	  



	  



	  



	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  

	  



	  



Whiskey for Breakfast 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yu8_-
jNhwT8&feature=related 

 
Intro:  one A and one B 
D 
Early one morning the sun wouldn’t shine 
G                                     D             A 
I was walking down the street not feeling too fine 
D 
I saw two old men with a bottle between ‘em 
G                          D               A 
And this was the song that I heard them singin’ 
 
 
D 
Lord preserve us and protect us 
A 
We’ve been drinking whisky for breakfast 
(instru: last part of B) 
 
D 
So I stopped by the steps where they were sittin 
G                                     D             A 
And I couldn’t believe how drunk they were getting 
D 
I said “old men, have you been drinking long?” 
G                          D               A 
They said “long enough to be singing this song!” 
 
D 
Lord preserve us and protect us 
A 
We’ve been drinking whisky for breakfast 
 

 
 
 
D 
Well they passed me the bottle  
and I took a little sip 
G                    D         A 
And it felt so good I just couldn’t quit 
D 
I drank some more and the next thing I knew 
G                                 D                    
There were three of us sitting there 
A 
 singing this tune 
 
D 
Lord preserve us and protect us 
A 
We’ve been drinking whisky for breakfast 
 
Fiddle 2As and 2Bs 
 
D 
One by one everybody in the town 
G                                     D             A 
The heard our ruckus and they all came down 
D 
And pretty soon all the streets were ringin 
G                                     D             
With the sound of the whole town 
A 
Laughing and singing 
 
D 
Lord preserve us and protect us 
A 
We’ve been drinking whisky for breakfast 
 
(instru: one time B) 
D 
Lord preserve us and protect us 
A 
We’ve been drinking whisky for breakfast 
 

	  



	  
	  


