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G  C  D   G

G                                                      C
O n th e  fourth  of July e igh te en h undred and s ix

G                                          D
W e s et sail from  th e  sw e et Cobh  of Cork

   G                                           C
We w ere  sailing aw ay w ith  a cargo of brick s

G               D                G
For th e  grand city h all in New  York

   G                                     D
'Tw as  an w onderful craft, s h e  w as  rigged fore  and aft
        G                                 D
And oh  h ow  th e  w ild w ind drove h e r

     G                                                       C
Sh e  stood s everal blasts  s h e  h ad tw enty s even m asts

  D                            G
And w e  called h e r th e  Iris h  Rover

              G                                                  C
We h ad one  m illion bags  of th e  be st Sligo rags
             G                                 D
W e h ad tw o m illion barrels of bone s
             G                                                          C
We h ad th re e  m illion s ide s  of old blind h ors e s  h ide s
              G                D              G
We h ad four m illion barrels of stone
             G                           D
W e h ad five m illion h ogs , s ix m illion dogs
             G                                    D
W e h ad s even m illion barrels of porter
             G                                                         C
We h ad e igh t m illion bales  of old nanny goat tails
          G                        D  G
In th e  h old of th e  Iris h  Rover
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                  G                                                                  C
Th ere  w as  aw l M ick ey Coote w h o played h ard on h is  flute
              G                              D
And th e  ladie s  lined up for a s et
                 G                                                             C
H e  w ould tootle w ith  s k ill for each  spark ling q uadrille
                    G                     D                 G
Th ough  th e  dancers  w ere  fluth er'd and bet
              G                                   D
W ith  h is  sm art w itty talk  h e  w as  cock  of th e  w alk
           G                                         D
As h e  rolled th e  dam e s  under and over
              G                                                          C
Th ey all k new  at a glance w h en h e  took  up h is  stance
             D                           G
Th at h e  sailed in Th e  Iris h  Rover

G  C  G  D
G  C  G  D  G
G  D  G  D
G  C  G  D  G

Th ere  w as  Barney M cGee  from  th e  bank s  of th e  Lee
Th ere  w as  H ogan from  County Tyrone
Th ere  w as  Joh nny M cGurk  w h o w as  scared stiff of w ork
And a m an from  W e stm eath  called M alone
Th ere  w as  Slugger O 'Toole w h o w as  drunk  as  a rule
And Figh ting Bill Tracy from  Dover
And your m an, M ick  M cCann from  th e  bank s  of th e  Bann
Was th e  s k ipper of th e  Iris h  Rover

W e h ad sailed s even years  w h en th e  m easle s  brok e  out
And th e  s h ip lost its  w ay in th e  fog
And th at w h ale of a crew  w as  reduced dow n to tw o
Just m ys elf and th e  Captain's  old dog
Th en th e  s h ip struck  a rock  oh  Lord! w h at a s h ock
Th e  bulk h ead w as  turned righ t over
Turned nine  tim e s  around and th e  poor old dog w as  drow ned
I'm  th e  last of Th e  Iris h  Rover

G  C  G  D
G  C  G  D  G
G  D  G  D
G  C  D  G
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