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Rare Old Times

         A                           D     A                                     D
The years have made me bit-ter, the gargle dims me brain
            A                        D       A             E
Cause Dublin keeps on chang-ing, and nothing seems the same
         A                  D              A                                                    D
The Pillar and the Met have gone, the Royal long since pulled down
              A                    D                            E              A
As the grey unyielding concrete, makes a city of my town
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