My own native land




     D


          G

    D

There’s a dear little isle in the western ocean




     Hm

  Em7

A

It’s an island so lovely, so pretty and grand


              D



       G


   D

And it’s name fills it’s sons and it’s daughters with sadness





       A7




  D

When it’s heard on the shores of some far distant land.

                  D                                                                      G                  D 
It’s Ireland, God bless her, the birthplace of heroes

                                            Hm                   Em7                         A
The home of the poet, the warrior and sage

                   D                                                             G                     D
Of the bard and the chieftain no longer retrievered

                                    A7                                        D
They’ll live forever on history’s page.

                     D                                                                                             G                          D
Sure I love every blade of green grass on your mountain 

                                                          Hm                            Em7                                   A
Every leaf on your tree, every rock on your strand

                       D                                                                                      G                                   D     
Sure I love the green shamrock and pureperous fountain

                                                     A7                                                                   D
And I love thee Acushla, my own native land.   
                           D                                                  G
You once were a proud and a glorious nation

                                         Hm                           Em7                              A
Your story and strikes were known far and wide

                      D                                                             G              D
Till darkness came over your sad constellation

                                A7                                                                                 D
Your family starved and their homes were destroyed

               D                                                                    G            
They tortured your children, they spoiled the great power

                                         Hm                      Em7                        A
Tried to exterminate them long years ago

                       D                                                                 G               D
But the Irish they conquer like soft creepy flowers

                                                A7                                                                                   D
And the more you mould pluck them, the faster they grow.

Sure I love... 
Tempo: 96                      Start: Violin + guitar                                         D-dur     
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Sang - Søren





Outro: Sidste linie ritardando + fade out





Outro: Sidste linie ritardando


            + fade out	











