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Rolling Down To Old Maui TC "Rolling Down To Old Maui" \f C \l "1" 
It's a damn tough life, full of toil and strife, we whalermen undergo,
And we won't give a damn when the gales are done how hard the winds did blow,
For we're homeward bound from the Arctic grounds with a good ship taught and free,
And we won't give a damn when we drink our rum with the girls from old Maui.

Chorus:
Rolling down to old Maui, me boys, rolling down to old Maui,
We're homeward bound from the Arctic grounds, rolling down to old Maui.

Once more we sail with the northerly gales through the ice and
wind and rain, Them coconut fronds, them tropical shores, we soon shall see again;
Six hellish months we've passed away on the cold Kamchatka sea,
But now we're bound from the Arctic grounds, rolling down to old Maui.

Chorus

Once more we sail with the Northerly gales, towards our island home,
Our whaling done, our mainmast sprung, and we ain't got far to roam;
Our stuns'l's bones is carried away, what care we for that sound,
A living gale is after us, thank God we're homeward bound.

Chorus

How soft the breeze through the island trees, now the ice is far astern,
Them native maids, them tropical glades, is awaiting our return;
Even now their big brown eyes look out, hoping some fine day to see,
Our baggy sails, running 'fore the gales, rolling down to old Maui.

Chorus

All For Me Grog TC "All For Me Grog" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus: 

And its all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog. Its all for me beer and tobacco. For I've spent all me tin, on the lassies drinkin' gin, far across the western ocean I must wander. 

Where is me shirt, me noggin noggin shirt, well the collar is worn out, and the tail is kicked about, and the sleeves are lookin' out for better weather. 

Chorus: 

And now where are my boots, me noggin noggin boots, well there all gone for beers and tobacco, well the heels they were worn out, and the tongues are kicked about, and the soles are headin' out for better weather. 

Chorus: 

Now I'm sick in me head, for I haven't been to bed, since I've come ashore with my plunder. I've seen elephants and snakes, and I'm full of pain and aches, so I guess I'll set me course for way out yonder. 

Chorus:

The Hog-eye Man TC "The Hog-eye Man" \f C \l "1" 
Oh, the hog-eye sailors roll and go
When they come down to San Francisco 

Chorus:
With a hog-eye
Railroad navie with his hog-eye
Roll ashore and a hog-eye, oh
She wants the hog-eye man

Oh, Susie’s at the seaside siftin’ sand

With a big ‘ole grin for the hog-eye man 
Chorus

Oh, Sally in the garden, shellin’ peas
With a little hoge-eye sittin’ on her knee

Chorus

Now Jenny’s in the kitchen makin’ supp’
The cheeks of her ass go chup, chup, chup 

Chorus
Now it’s who’s been here since I been gone
Some railroad Navie with his sea boots on

Chorus

Now it’s fetch me down my rinding cane
for I’m off to see my darlin’ Jane 

Chorus

Well, it’s a hog-eye ship, and a hog-eye crew
Hog-eye mate and a skipper too 

Chorus

Whiskey-O TC "Whiskey-O" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus:

Whiskey-o, Johny-o
Rise her up from down below
Whiskey, whiskey, whiskey-o
Up aloft this yard must go
John rise her up from down below

Now whiskey is the life of man
Always was since the world began 

Chorus
Now whiskey gave me a broken nose
And whiskey made me pawn me clothes 

Chorus
Now whiskey is the life of man
Whiskey from that old tin can 

Chorus
I thought I heard the first mate say
I treats me crew in a decent way 

Chorus
A glass of whiskey all around
And a bottle full for the shanty man 

Chorus
(Spoken: Up she blew!)

Way Down the Ohio TC "Way Down the Ohio" \f C \l "1" 
Some rows up, but we floats down,
Way down the Ohio to Shawnee Town. 

Chorus:

And it's hard on the beach ore,
She moves too slow,
Way down to Shawnee Town
On the Ohio.

Now the current's got her,
And we'll take up the slack;
We'll float her down to Shawnee Town
And bushwhack her back. 

Chorus
Whiskey's in the keg boys,
Grain is in the sack,
We'll float her down to Shawnee Town
And bring the rock salt back. 

Chorus
Well that water's mighty warm boys,
The air is cold and dank,
That damned ole’ fog has got so thick
You can barley see the bank. 

Chorus
Well I got a gal in Louisville,
Another in New Orleans,
Goin’ down to Shawnee Town
Gonna see my Indian queen. 

Chorus
Some rows up, but we floats down,
Way down the Ohio to Shawnee Town.

Mingulay Boat Song TC "Mingulay Boat Song" \f C \l "1" 
Heel yo ho, boys; let her go, boys; 
Bring her head round, into the weather, 


Heel yo ho, boys, let her go, boys 
Sailing homeward to Mingulay 

What care we though, white the Minch is? 
What care we for wind or weather? 


Let her go boys; every inch is 
Sailing homeward to Mingulay. 

Wives are waiting, on the banks  
Or looking seaward, from the heather; 


Pull her round, boys, then you'll anchor 
'Ere the sun sets on Mingulay. 

 John Kanakaa TC "John Kanakaa" \f C \l "1" 
I thought I heard, the old man say,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

We'll work tomorrow, but no work today,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

Chorus:

Tu-lai-ay, Oh! Tu-lai-ay!

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

We're bound away for 'Frisco Bay,
John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

We're bound away at the break of day
John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

Chorus
It’s weavily bread and hot dog stew,
John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

It’ll turn your stomach and run ya through,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

Chorus
You can wash it down with the water I suppose,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

You can drink the stuff if you hold your nose,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

Chorus
I thought I heard, the old man say,

John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

It’s one more pull lads, then belay
John Kanaka-naka tu-lai-ay!

Haul Away Joe! TC "Haul Away Joe!" \f C \l "1" 
When I was a little lad
And so my mother told me,
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe,
That if I did not kiss a gal
My lips would grow all moldy,
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe.

Chorus:
Way, haul away, we'll haul for better weather,
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe.

King Louis was the King of France
Before the Revolution,
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe,
King Louis got his head cut off
Which spoiled his constitution.
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe.

Chorus

Oh the cook is in the galley
Making duff so handy
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe,
And the captain's in his cabin
Drinkin' wine and brandy
Way, haul away, we'll haul away Joe.

Chorus

General Taylor TC "General Taylor" \f C \l "1" 

Well General Taylor gained the day
Walk him along, John, Carry him along
Well General Taylor he gained the day
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

Chorus:
Tell me way, hey, you stormy
Walk him along, John, carry him along
Tell me way, hey, you stormy
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

We'll dig his grave with a silver spade
Walk him along, John, Carry him along
His shroud of the finest silk will be made
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

Chorus 

We'll lower him down on a golden chain
Walk him along, John, Carry him along
On every inch we'll carve his name
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

Chorus 


General Taylor he's all the go
Walk him along, John, Carry him along
He's gone where the stormy winds won't blow
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

Chorus 


General Taylor he's dead and he's gone
Walk him along, John, Carry him along
Well General Taylor he's long dead and gone
Carry him to his bury'n ground 

Chorus (x2)

Hangin’ Johnnie TC "Hangin’ Johnnie" \f C \l "1" 

Oh, They call me a Hangin’ Johnnie

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


Oh, They call me a Hangin’ Johnnie

So hang, boys, hang

Oh hang and haul together

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!

Oh, hang for better weather
So hang, boys, hang

We’ll sway and hang together

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


Like seabirds of a feather

So hang, boys, hang 

They call me a hangin’ Johnnie

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


They says I hang for money

So hang, boys, hang 

They say I hung my Mother

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


And then I hung my Brother 

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang all boardin’ bosses

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!

Who nicked us for their losses

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang all scrimping owners

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


The same as any jon-ers 

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang a careless rigger

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!

Who couldn’t count or figure

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang all buck-o mate

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


All on the Devil’s gate

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang a lazy soger

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!

The same as any other

So hang, boys, hang 

I’d hang them all together

Hoo-ray, boys, hoo-ray!


I’d hang them all together

So hang, boys, hang 

Below Niagara Falls TC "Below Niagara Falls" \f C \l "1" 
On my first trip down Lake Erie with some sailors to explore

A singing way Niagara, below Niagara Falls


There I met Rosie O’ Flannigan pride of all the Buffalo whores

A singing way Niagara, below Niagara Falls


She said, boy I think I know you let me sit upon your knee  

How’d you like to do some loving?  A dollar and a half would be my fee

A singing way Niagara, below Niagara Falls


A singing way Niagara, below Niagara Falls

A singing way Niagara, roust-a-bout Niagara

Beware of the rocks that lie below Niagara Falls

Spanish Ladies TC "Spanish Ladies" \f C \l "1"  

Farewell and adieu to you, Spanish Ladies,
Farewell and adieu to you, ladies of Spain;
For we've received orders for to sail for ol' England,
But we hope in a short time to see you again.
We will rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
We'll rant and we'll roar all on the salt sea.
Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England;
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty five leagues.

We hove our ship to with the wind from sou'west, boys
We hove our ship to, deep soundings to take;
'Twas forty-five fathoms, with a white sandy bottom,
So we squared our main yard and up channel did make.
We will rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
We'll rant and we'll roar all on the salt sea.
Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England;
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty five leagues.

The first land we sighted was called the Dodman,
Next Rame Head off Plymouth, off Portsmouth the Wight;
We sailed by Beachy, by Fairlight and Dover,
And then we bore up for the South Foreland light.
We will rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
We'll rant and we'll roar all on the salt sea.
Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England;
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty five leagues.

Then the signal was made for the grand fleet to anchor,
And all in the Downs that night for to lie;
Let go your shank painter, let go your cat stopper!
Haul up your clewgarnets, let tacks and sheets fly!
We will rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
We'll rant and we'll roar all on the salt sea.
Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England;
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty five leagues.

Now let ev'ry man drink off his full bumper,
And let ev'ry man drink off his full glass;
We'll drink and be jolly and drown melancholy,
And here's to the health of each true-hearted lass.
We will rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
We'll rant and we'll roar all on the salt sea.
Until we strike soundings in the channel of old England;
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty five leagues.

Sailor's Prayer TC "Sailor's Prayer" \f C \l "1" 
This dirty town has been my home since last time I was sailing

But I'll not stay another day, I'd sooner be out whaling

Chorus:
  Oh Lord above, send down a dove,

  With beak as sharp as razors

  To cut the throat of them there blokes

  Who sells bad beer to sailors

Paid off me score and them ashore, me money soon was flying

With Judy Lee upon my knee in my ear a lying
Chorus
With my newfound friends, my money spent just as fast as winking

But when I make to clean the slate, the landlord says, "Keep Drinking"

Chorus
With me money gone and clothes in pawn and Judy set for leaving

Six months of pay gone in three days, but Judy isn't grieving

Chorus
When the crimp comes round, I'll take his pound and his hand I'll be shaking

Tomorrow morn sail for the Horn just as dawn is breaking
Chorus
So for one last trip from port I'll ship but next time back I'm swearing

I'll settle down in my hometown and go no more seafaring
Chorus
Barrett’s Privateers TC "Barrett’s Privateers" \f C \l "1" 
Oh, the year was 1778, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
A letter of marque come from the king, to the scummiest vessel I'd ever seen, 

Chorus:
God damn them all!
I was told we'd cruise the seas for American gold
We'd fire no guns-shed no tears
Now I'm a broken man on a Halifax pier
The last of Barrett's Privateers. 

Oh, Elcid Barrett cried the town, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
For twenty brave men all fishermen who, would make for him the Antelope's crew

The Antelope sloop was a sickening sight, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
She'd a list to the port and her sails in rags and the cook in scuppers with the staggers and the jags

On the King's birthday we put to sea, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
We were 91 days to Montego Bay, pumping like madmen all the way

On the 96th day we sailed again, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
When a bloody great Yankee hove in sight, with our cracked four pounders we made to fight

The Yankee lay low down with gold, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
She was broad and fat and loose in the stays, but to catch her took the Antelope two whole days

Then at length we stood two cables away, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
Our cracked four pounders made an awful din, but with one fat ball the Yank stove us in

The Antelope shook and pitched on her side, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
Barrett was smashed like a bowl of eggs, and the Maintruck carried off both me legs

So here I lay in my 23rd year, HOW I WISH I WAS IN SHERBROOKE NOW!
It's been 6 years since we sailed away, and I just made Halifax yesterday!

Harris and The Mare TC "Harris and The Mare" \f C \l "1" 
Harris, my old friend, good to see your face again.  More welcome though, 

yon trap and that old mare
For the wife is in a swoon, and I am all alone, Harris, fetch thy mare and take us home

The wife and I came out for a quiet glass of stout and a word or two with neighbors in the room
But young Clary, he came in, as drunk and wild as sin and swore the wife would leave the place with him

But the wife as quick as thought said, “No, I'll bloody not!” Then struck the brute a blow about the head!  He raised his ugly paw, and he lashed her on the jaw 

And she fell onto the floor like she were dead

Now Harris, well you know, I've never struck an angry blow, nor would I keep a friend who raised his hand.  I was a conscie in the war, cryin' what the hell's this for?
But I had to see his blood to be a man

I grabbed him by his coat, spun him 'round and took his throat.  And beat his head upon the parlor door!  He dragged out an awful knife, and he roared “I'll have your life!”
And he stuck me and I fell onto the floor

Now blood I was from neck to thigh, bloody murder in his eye

As he shouted out “I'll finish you for sure!”   But as the knife came down, I lashed out from the ground and the knife was in his breast and he rolled o'er

Now with the wife as cold as clay I carried her away, no hand was raised to help us through the door.  And I've brought her half a mile, but I've had to rest a while
And none of them I'll call a friend no more

For when the knife came down, I was helpless on the ground
No neighbor stayed his hand, I was alone.  By God, I was a man, but now I cannot stand
Please, Harris, fetch thy mare, take us home

Oh, Harris, fetch thy mare, and take us out of here
In my nine and fifty years I've never known 

That to call myself a man, for my loved one I must stand
Now Harris, fetch thy mare take us home

Northwest Passage TC "Northwest Passage" \f C \l "1" 
Westward from the Davis Strait 'tis there 'twas said to lie, the sea route to the Orient for which so many died; seeking gold and glory, leaving weathered, broken bones
And a long-forgotten lonely cairn of stones.

Chorus: 

Ah, for just one time I would take the Northwest Passage, to find the hand of Franklin reaching for the Beaufort Sea; tracing one warm line through a land so wild and savage
And make a Northwest Passage to the sea.

Three centuries thereafter, I take passage overland, in the footsteps of brave Kelso, where his "sea of flowers" began.  Watching cities rise before me, then behind me sink again
This tardiest explorer, driving hard across the plain.

Chorus
And through the night, behind the wheel, the mileage clicking west, I think upon Mackenzie, David Thompson and the rest, who cracked the mountain ramparts and did show a path for me
To race the roaring Fraser to the sea.

Chorus

How then am I so different from the first men through this way?  Like them, I left a settled life, I threw it all away.  To seek a Northwest Passage at the call of many men
To find there but the road back home again.

Chorus

The Flowers of Bermuda TC "The Flowers of Bermuda" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus:

He was Captain of the Nightingale,
Twenty-one days from Clyde in coal
He could smell the flowers of Bermuda in the gale
When he died on the North Rock Shore

Just five short hours from Bermuda, in a fine October gale
There came a cry "Oh, there be breakers ahead!"
From the collier Nightingale
No sooner had the Captain brought her round, came a rending crash below
Hard on her beam ends, groaning, went the Nightingale
And overside her mainmast goes

Chorus

"Oh, Captain, are we all for drowning?"came the cry from all the crew
"The boats be smashed! How then are we all to be saved?
They are stove in through and through!"
"Oh, are ye brave and hardy collier-men or are ye blind and cannot see?
The Captain's gig still lies before ye whole and sound, 
It shall carry all o' we."

Chorus

But when the crew was all assembled and the gig prepared for sea,
Twas seen there were but eighteen places to be manned
Nineteen mortal souls were we.
But cries the Captain "Now do not delay, nor do ye spare a thought for me.
My duty is to save ye all now, if I can.
See ye return as quick as can be."

Chorus

Oh, there be flowers in Bermuda. Beauty lies on every hand,
And there be laughter, ease and drink for every man,
But there is no joy for me;
For when we reached the wretched Nightingale what an awful sight was plain
The Captain, drowned, was tangled in the mizzen-chains
Smiling bravely beneath the sea.

Chorus 2x

The Mary Ellen Carter TC "The Mary Ellen Carter" \f C \l "1" 
She went down last October in a pouring driving rain, the skipper, he'd been drinking and the Mate, he felt no pain.  Too close to Three Mile Rock, and she was dealt her mortal blow, and the Mary Ellen Carter settled low.  There were just us five aboard her when she finally was awash.  We'd worked like hell to save her, all heedless of the cost and the groan she gave as she went down, it caused us to proclaim, that the Mary Ellen Carter would rise again.

Well, the owners wrote her off; not a nickel would they spend.  She gave twenty years of service, boys, then met her sorry end.  But insurance paid the loss to them, they let her rest below.  Then they laughed at us and said we had to go.  But we talked of her all winter, some days around the clock,  For she's worth a quarter million, afloat and at the dock.
And with every jar that hit the bar, we swore we would remain and make the Mary Ellen Carter rise again.

Chrous:

Rise again, rise again, that her name not be lost to the knowledge of men.
Those who loved her best and were with her till the end  Will make the Mary Ellen Carter rise again.

All spring, now, we've been with her on a barge lent by a friend.  Three dives a day in hard hat suit and twice I've had the bends.  Thank God it's only sixty feet and the currents here are slow, or I'd never have the strength to go below.  But we've patched her rents, stopped her vents, dogged hatch and porthole down.  Put cables to her, 'fore and aft and birded her around.  Tomorrow, noon, we hit the air and then take up the strain.  And watch the Mary Ellen Carter Rise Again.

Chorus

For we couldn't leave her there, you see, to crumble into scale.  She'd saved our lives so many times, living through the gale, and the laughing, drunken rats who left her to a sorry grave
They won't be laughing in another day. . .

And you, to whom adversity has dealt the final blow, with smiling bastards lying to you everywhere you go, turn to, and put out all your strength of arm and heart and brain
And like the Mary Ellen Carter, rise again.

Rise again, rise again - though your heart it be broken and life about to end.  No matter what you've lost, be it a home, a love, a friend.  Like the Mary Ellen Carter, rise again.

White Collar Holler TC "White Collar Holler" \f C \l "1" 
Well, I rise up every morning at a quarter to eight
Some woman who's my wife tells me not to be late
I kiss the kids goodbye, I can't remember their names
And week after week, it's always the same

Chorus:

And it's Ho, boys, can't you code it, and program it right
Nothing ever happens in the life of mine
I'm hauling up the data on the Xerox line

Then it's code in the data, give the keyboard a punch
Then cross-correlate and break for some lunch
Correlate, tabulate, process and screen
Program, printout, regress to the mean


Chorus

Then it's home again, eat again, watch some TV
Make love to my woman at ten-fifty-three
I dream the same dream when I'm sleeping at night
I'm soaring over hills like an eagle in flight

Chorus

Someday I'm gonna give up all the buttons and things
I'll punch that time clock till it can't ring
Burn up my necktie and set myself free
Cause no'one's gonna fold, bend or mutilate me.

Chorus

White Squall TC "White Squall" \f C \l "1" 
Now it's just my luck to have the watch, with nothing left to do, but watch the deadly waters glide as we roll north to the 'Soo' and wonder when they'll turn again and pitch us to the rail
And whirl off one more youngster in the gale.

The kid was so damned eager. It was all so big and new.  You didn’t have to tell him twice, or find him work to do.  And evenings on the mess deck he was always first to sing,
And show us pictures of the girl he'd wed in spring.

Chorus:
But I told that kid a hundred times "Don't take the Lakes for granted.  They go from calm to a hundred knots so fast they seem enchanted."  But tonight some red-eyed Wiarton girl lies staring at the wall, and her lover's gone into a white squall.

Now it's a thing that us oldtimers know. In a sultry summer calm, there comes a blow from nowhere, and it goes off like a bomb.  And a fifteen thousand tonner can be thrown upon her beam, while the gale takes all before it with a scream.

The kid was on the hatches, lying staring at the sky.  From where I stood I swear I could see tears fall from his eyes.  So I hadn't the heart to tell him that he should be on a line,
Even on a night so warm and fine.

Chorus:

When it struck, he sat up with a start; I roared to him, "Get down!"  But for all that he could hear, I could as well not made a sound.  So, I clung there to the stanchions, and I felt my face go pale, as he crawled hand over hand along the rail.

I could feel her keeling over with the fury of the blow.  I watched the rail go under then, so terrible and slow.  Then, like some great dog she shook herself and roared upright again.
Far overside. I heard him call my name.

Chorus:

So it's just my luck to have the watch, with nothing left to do, but watch the deadly waters glide as we roll north to the 'Soo', and wonder when they'll turn again and pitch us to the rail
And whirl off one more youngster in the gale.

But I tell these kids a hundred times "Don't take the Lakes for granted.  They go from calm to a hundred knots so fast they seem enchanted."  But tonight some red-eyed Wiarton girl lies staring at the wall, and her lover's gone into a white squall.

The Witch of The Westmorland TC "The Witch of The Westmorland" \f C \l "1" 
Pale was the wounded knight, that bore the rowan shield
Loud and cruel were the raven's cries that feasted on the field


Saying "Beck water cold and clear will never clean your wound
There's none but the witch of the Westmoreland can make thee hale and soond"

So turn, turn your stallion's head 'til his red mane flies in the wind
And the rider of the moon goes by and the bright star falls behind


And clear was the paley moon when his shadow passed him by
below the hills were the brightest stars when he heard the owlet cry

Saying "Why do you ride this way, and wherefore came you here?"
"I seek the Witch of the Westmorland that dwells by the winding mere"


And it's weary by the Ullswater and the misty brake fern way
Til throught the cleft in the Kirkstane Pass the winding water lay

He said "Lie down, by brindled hound and rest ye, my good grey hawk
And thee, my steed may graze thy fill for I must dismount and walk,


But come when you hear my horn and answer swift the call
For I fear ere the sun will rise this morn ye will serve me best of all"

And it's down to the water's brim he's born the rowan shield
And the goldenrod he has cast in to see what the lake might yield


And wet she rose from the lake, and fast and fleet went she
One half the form of a maiden fair with a jet black mare's body

And loud, long and shrill he blew til his steed was by his side
High overhead the grey hawk flew and swiftly did he ride 


Saying "Course well, my brindled hound, and fetch me the jet black mare
Stoop and strike, my good grey hawk, and bring me the maiden fair"

She said "Pray, sheathe thy silvery sword. Lay down thy rowan shield
For I see by the briny blood that flows you've been wounded in the field


And she stood in a gown of the velvet blue, bound round withh a silver chain
And she's kissed his pale lips once and twice and three times round again

And she's bound his wounds with the goldenrod, full fast in her arms he lay
And he has risen hale and sound with the sun high in the day


She said "Ride with your brindled hound at heel, and your good grey hawk in hand
There's none can harm the knight who's lain with the Witch of the Westmorland."

British Grenadiers TC "British Grenadiers" \f C \l "1" 
Some talk of Alexander, and some of Hercules,

Of Hector and Lysander, and some of Meltiades.

But of all the world's brave heros, there's none that can compare

With a tow row row row row

To the British grenadiers

Now none of these ancient heros ever saw a cannon ball

Or knew the force of powder to slay their foes withal,

But our brave boys do now them and banish all their fears

With a tow row row row row

To the British grenadiers

Whenever we are commanded to storm the palisades

Our leaders march with fusils and we with hand grenades

We hurl them from the glacis, about our enemies' ears

With a tow row row row row

To the British grenadiers

The God of War was pleased and great Bellona smiles

To see these noble heroes of our British Isles

And all the Gods celestial, descending from their spheres,

Beheld with adoration

The British grenadiers

Now let us crown a bumper and drink a health to those,

Who carry caps and pouches and wear the loup'ed clothes

May they and their commanders live happy all their years

With a tow row row row row

To the British grenadiers

Bonny Charlie TC "Bonny Charlie" \f C \l "1" 
Bonny Charlie's now awa', safely o'er the friendly main
Many's a heart shall break in twa should he no come back again

Chorus:
Will ye no come back again? Will ye no come back again?
Better loved ye canna be, will ye no come back again
Whene'er I hear the blackbird sing unto the evening sinking down
Or thrush that makes the woods to ring, to me there is no other sound

Chorus:
Many's a gallant soldier fought, many's a gallant chief did fall
Death itself was dearly bought all for Scotland's king and lord

Chorus:
Low the blackbird's note and long, lilting wildly up the glen
And aye, to me he sings one song, will ye no come back again?

The Gallant Forty-Twa TC "The Gallant Forty-Twa" \f C \l "1" 
You may talk about your Lancers or your Irish Fusiliers
The Aberdeen Militia or the Dublin Volunteers
Or any other regiment that's lying far awa'
But give to me the tartan of the gallant forty-twa

Chorus:
Strolling through the green fields on a summer day
Watching all the country girls forking up the hay
I really was delighted when he stole my heart awa'
But he left me for the tartan of the gallant forty-twa

Oh, I never will forget the day his regiment marched past
The pipes they played a lively tune, but my heart was aghast
He turned and smiled farewell to me and then from far awa'
I heard the drums and pibroch of the gallant forty-twa

Chorus

Once again I heard the music of the pibroch from afar
The tramp, tramp, tramp of weary men returning from the war
And as they nearer drew I brushed a woeful tear awa'
For me and my braw laddie of the gallant forty-twa

Chorus

The Parting Glass TC "The Parting Glass" \f C \l "1" 
Oh all the money that e'er I had, I spent it in good company
And all the harm that e'er I've done, alas, it was to none but me


And all I've done for want of wit to memory now I can't recall
So fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you all

Oh all the comrades that e'er I've had, they are sorry for my going away
And all the sweethearts that e'er I've had, they would wish me one more day to stay


But since it falls unto my lot that I should rise and you should not
I'll gently rise and I'll softly call good night and joy be with you all

If I had money enough to spend and leisure time to sit awhile
There is a fair maid in this town, that sorely has my heart beguiled


Her rosy cheeks and ruby lips I own, she has my heart enthralled
So fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you all

My dearest dear, the time draws near when here no longer can I stay
There's not a comrade I leave behind, but is grieving for my going away


But since it has so ordered been what is once past can't be recalled
Now fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you all

If I had money for to spend, If I had time to waste away
There is a fair maid in this town, I feign would while her heart away


With her rosy cheeks and dimpled chin, my heart she has beguiled awa'
So fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you a'

If I had money for to spend, I would spend it in her company
And all the harm that I have done, I hope it's pardoned I will be


And all I've done for want of it to memory I can't recall
So fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you all

A man may drink and not be drunk, a man may fight and not be slain
A man may court a pretty girl and perhaps be welcomed back again


But since it has so ordered been by a time to rise and a time to fall
Come fill to me the parting glass, good night and joy be with you all

Rule Britannia! TC "Rule Britannia!" \f C \l "1" 
When Britain first, at Heaven's command
Arose from out the azure main;
Arose from out the azure main;
This was the charter, the charter of the land,
And guardian angels sang this strain:


Chorus
Rule Britannia! Britannia rules the waves
Britons never, never, never shall be slaves.

The nations, not so blest as thee
Must, in their turns to tyrants fall
Must, in their turns to tyrants fall
While thou shalt flourish, shalt flourish great and free
The dread and envy of them all.
(Chorus)

Still more majestic shalt thou rise
More dreadful from each foreign stroke
More dreadful from each foreign stroke
As the loud blast, the blast that tears the skies
Serves but to root thy native oak.
(Chorus)

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame
All their attempts to bend thee down
All their attempts to bend thee down
Will but arouse, arouse thy generous flame
But work their woe, and thy renown.
(Chorus)

To thee belongs the rural reign
Thy cities shall with commerce shine
Thy ci-ties shall with commerce shine
All thine shall be, shall be the subject main
And every shore it circles thine.
(Chorus)

The Muses, still with freedom found
Shall to thy happy coast repair
Shall to thy happy coast repair
Blest isle with matchless, with matchless beauty crowned
And manly hearts to guard the fair.
(Chorus) 

Rising Of The Moon TC "Rising Of The Moon" \f C \l "1" 
"Tell me, tell me, Sean O'Farrell, tell me why you hurry so?"

"Hush mo bhuachaill, hush and listen," and his face was all aglow

"I bear orders from the captain, get you ready quick and soon

With your pike upon your shoulder for the rising of the moon"

"Tell me, tell me, Sean O'Farrell, where the gatherin' is to be?"

"Near the old spot by the river, right well known to you and me"

"One more thing, the signal token?" "Whistle up the marching tune

For our pikes must be together by the rising of the moon"

Out  from many a mud-walled cabin, eyes were lookin' through  the night

Many a manly heart was throbin' for the blessed morning light

A cry arose along the river, like some banshee's mournful croon

And a thousand pikes were flashing by the rising of the moon

All along the shining river one black mass of men was seen

And above them in the night wind floated our immortal green

Death to every foe and traitor.  Onward, strike the marching tune

And hurrah me boys for freedom, it's the rising of the moon

Well they fought for dear old Ireland, and full bitter was their fate,

Oh what glorious pride and sorrow fills the name of ninety-eight.

But thank God e'en now are beating hearts in mankind's burning noon,

Who will follow in their footsteps, at the rising of the moon

The Minstrel Boy TC "The Minstrel Boy" \f C \l "1" 
The minstrel boy to the war is gone,

In the ranks of death you'll find him;

His father's sword he hath girded on,

And his wild harp slung behind him;

"Land  of  Song!"  cried the warrior bard,

(Should) "Tho' all the world betrays thee,

One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,

One faithful harp shall praise thee!"

The Minstrel fell! But the foeman's steel

Could not bring that proud soul under;

The harp he lov'd ne'er spoke again,

For he tore its chords asunder;

And said "No chains shall sully thee,

Thou soul of love and brav'ry!

Thy songs were made for the pure and free

They shall never sound in slavery!

Young Roddy M'Corley TC "Young Roddy M'Corley" \f C \l "1" 
Oh see the fleet foot hosts of men,

Who speed with faces wan,

From farmstead and from thresher's cot

Along the banks of Ban.

They come with vengeance in their eyes,

Too late, too late are they,

For young Roddy M'Corley goes to die

On the Bridge of Toome today.

Up the narrow street he stepped,

Smiling and proud and young;

About the hemp rope on his neck

The golden ringlets clung.

There's never a tear in his blue eyes,

Both glad and bright are they,

As young Roddy M'Corley goes to die

On the Bridge of Toome today.

When he last stepped up that street

His shining pike in hand,

Behind him marched in grim array

A stalwart earnest band;

For Antrim Town; for Antrim Town;

He led them to the fray.

And young Roddy M'Corley goes to die

On the Bridge of Toome today.

There's never a one of all your dead

More bravely fell in fray,

Than he who marches to his fate

On the Bridge of Toome today.

True to the last, true to the last,

He treads the upward way,

And young Roddy M'Corley goes to die

On the Bridge of Toome today.

Ye Jacobites by Name TC "Ye Jacobites by Name" \f C \l "1"  

Ye Jacobites by name, lend an ear, lend an ear! 
Ye Jacobites by name, lend an ear, 


Chorus:

Ye Jacobites by name, 
Your fautes I will proclaim, 
Your doctrines I maun blame - you shall hear, you shall hear! 
Your doctrines I maun blame - you shall hear! 

What is right, and what is wrong, by the law, by the law? 
What is right, and what is wrong, by the law? 
What is right, and what is wrong? 


A short sword and a long, 
A weak arm and a strong, for to draw, for to draw! 
A weak arm and a strong, for to draw! 

Chorus

What makes heroic strife, famed afar, famed afar? 
What makes heroic strife famed afar? 
What makes heroic strife? 
To whet th' assassin's knife, 
Or hunt a Parent's life, wi bluidy war, wi bluidy war! 
Or hunt a Parent's life, wi bluidy war! 

Chorus

Then let your schemes alone, in the State, in the State! 
Then let your schemes alone, in the State! 
Then let your schemes alone, 
Adore the rising sun, 
And leave a man alone, to his fate, to his fate! 
And leave a man alone, to his fate! 

Chorus

Ye Jacobites by name, lend an ear, lend an ear! 
Ye Jacobites by name, lend an ear... 

Bonnie Dundee TC "Bonnie Dundee" \f C \l "1"  

To the Lords of convention ‘twas Claverhouse spoke, Ere the king’s crown shall fall there are crowns to be broke.

So let each Cavalier that loves honour and me, come follow the bonnets o’ Bonnie Dundee.

Chorus:

Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can.  Come saddle my horses and call out my men.

Unhook the west port and let us gae free, for it’s up with the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee

Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street, the bells they ring backward, the drums they are beat; but the provose said, “Just e’en let it be, for the town is well rid o’ that devil Dundee.”

Chours

“There are hills beyond Pentland, and lands beyond Forth, be there lords in the South, there are chiefs in the North; there are brave Dunniewassals three thousand times three, 

will cry “Hey for the bonnets ‘o Bonnie Dundee”

Chours

“Then awa’ to the hills, to the lea, to the rocks, ere I own a usurper, I’ll crouch with the fox; and tremble false Whigs in the midst o’ your glee, ye hae no seen the last o’ my bonnets and me.”

Chorus
Drink Old England Dry TC "Drink Old England Dry" \f C \l "1" 
Now come, me brave boys as I’ve told you before, come lift up your glasses and we’ll boldly call for more.  

For the French they have invited us and they say that they will try, will try…

They say that they will come and drink old England dry.  

They’ll try… they’ll try me boys they’ll try.  They say that they will come and drink old England dry.

Now what if we should meet with the French by the way, with our swords and our cutlasses we will show them British play.  

Oh the cannons they will rattle and we’ll fight until we die, we die…

Before we let them come and drink old England dry.

They’ll try… they’ll try me boys they’ll try.  They say that they will come and drink old England dry.

Black Velvet Band TC "Black Velvet Band" \f C \l "1" 
In a neat little town they call Belfast, apprenticed in trade I was bound

And many an hour of sweet happiness, I spent in that neat little town

Till bad misfortune befell me and caused me to stray from the land

Far away from my friends and relations, to follow the black velvet band

Chorus:

  Her eyes they shone like the diamond

  You'd think she was queen of the land

  And her hair hung over her shoulder

  Tied up in a black velvet band
Well, I was out strolling one evening, not meaning to go very far

When I met with a pretty young damsel, she was selling her trade in a bar

When I watched, she took from a customer and slipped it right into my hand

Then the Watch came and put me in prison, Bad luck to the black velvet band

Chorus

Next morning before judge and jury, for our trial I had to appear

The judge, he said, "Young fellow, the case against you is quite clear

And seven long years is your sentence, you're going to Van Dieman's Land

Far away from your friends and relations, to follow the black velvet band"

Chorus
So come all you jolly young fellows, I'd have you take warning by me

And whenever you're out on the liquor, Beware of the pretty colleen

They'll fill your with whiskey and porter, Until You're not able to stand

And the very next thing that you know you're landed in Van Dieman's Land

Chorus

Farewell to Nova Scotia TC "Farewell to Nova Scotia" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus:
Farewell to Nova Scotia, you seabound coast
Let your mountains dark and dreary be
For when I am far away on the brimy ocean tossed
Will you ever heave a sigh or a wish for me?

The sun was setting in the west
The birds were singing on every tree
All nature seemed inclined for to rest
But still there was no rest for me

Chorus

I grieve to leave my native land
I grieve to leave my comrades all
And my parents, whom I held so dear
And my bonny, bonny lassie that I loved so well

Chorus
The drums do beat and the wars do alarm
My captain calls, I must obey
So farewell, farewell to Nova Scotia's charm
For it's early in the morning, I'll be far, far away

Chorus
I have three brothers and they are at rest
Their arms are folded on their breasts
But a poor and simple sailor just like me
Must be tossed and driven on the dark, blue sea

Isn't it Grand TC "Isn't it Grand" \f C \l "1" 
Look at the coffin with golden handles
Isn't it grand boys to be bloody well dead?

Chorus:
Let's not have a sniffle, let's have a bloody good cry
And always remember the longer you live, the sooner you'll bloody well die

Look at the flowers, all bloody withered
Isn't it grand boys to be bloody well dead?

Chorus

Look at the preacher, bloody nice fellow (bloody sanctimonious)
Isn't it grand boys to be bloody well dead?

Chorus

Look at the mourners, bloody great hippocrites
Isn't it grand boys to be bloody well dead?

Chorus

Look at the widow, bloody great female
Isn't it grand boys to be bloody well dead?

Chorus

Blackbird TC "Blackbird" \f C \l "1" 
I am a young sailor, my story is sad.  Though once I was carefree
And a brave sailor lad.  I courted a lassie, by night, and by day
But now, she has left me, and sailed far away.

Chorus:
Oh if I was a blackbird, and could whistle and sing
I'd follow the vessel, my true love sails in
And in that top riggin', I would there build my nest
And I'd flutter my wings o'er her lily white breast.

Or if I was a scholar, and could handle the pen
One secret love-letter, to my true love I'd send
And tell of my sorrow, my grief and my pain
Since she's gone and left me, in yon floating land 

Chorus

I've sailed on the ocean, my fortune to seek
Oh, I miss her caress, and her kiss on my cheek
I returned and I told her, my love was still warm
But she turned away lightly, and great was her scorn

Chorus 

I offered to take her, to Donneybrooke fair
And to buy her fine ribbons, to tie up her hair
I offered to marry, and stay by her side
But she says in the morning, she sails with the tide

Chorus
My parents, they chide me, they will not agree
Saying that me and my false-love, married shouldn't never be
Ah, but let them deprive me, and do what they will
While there's breath in my body, she's the one I love still 

Chorus
The Star of the County Down TC "The Star of the County Down" \f C \l "1" 
Near to Banbridge Town, in the County Down, one morning in July,

Down a boreen green came a sweet colleen, and she smiled as she passed me by;

Oh, she looked so neat from her two white feet, to the sheen of her nut-brown hair,

Sure the coaxing elf, I'd to shake myself, to make sure I was standing there

CHORUS: Oh, from Bantry Bay up to Derry Quay,

        And from Galway to Dublin town,

        No maid I've seen like the brown colleen

        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."

Chorus

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.

Chorus

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.

Chorus

Fire in the Glen TC "Fire in the Glen" \f C \l "1" 

The old days have gone that had use for a man
Who supported his lairdship, protecting his land
Who in times of unrest, he would have dies for his lord
Now the soldiers of England have taken his broad sword

Chorus:

An There's fire in the glen, fire in the glen
But no fire in the eyes of our Highland men

And the laird has a smile for the makers of graves
For the builders of empires and the keepers of slaves
For he kept his great home losing nothing but pride
Though his kinsmen lay huddled along the shoreside

Chorus


So beware of their banners and the general's lies
There's no glory for the poor man, no glittering prize
For we gave all we had, now our homes they fall down
And I cry out "Republic" and allegiance to no crown

Chorus


The old days have gone that had use for a man
Who supported his lairdship, protecting his land
Who in times of unrest, he would have dies for his lord
Now the soldiers of England have taken his broad sword

Chorus two times

The Massacre of Glencoe TC "The Massacre of Glencoe" \f C \l "1"  

Chorus:

Oh, cruel is the snow that sweeps Glencoe, and covers the grave o' Donald.
And cruel was the foe that raped Glencoe, and murdered the house o' MacDonald. 

They came from Fort William With murder in mind;
The Campbell had orders King William had signed,
"Put all to the sword!” these words underlined --
And leave none alive o' MacDonald. 

Chorus

They came in a blizzard; We offered them heat,
A roof o'er their heads, Dry shoes for their feet;
We wined them and dined them; They ate of our meat,
And they slept in the house o' MacDonald. 

Chorus

They arose in the night While the men were asleep,
This band of Argyles, Through snow soft and deep;
Like murdering foxes Among helpless sheep,
They slaughtered the house o' MacDonald. 

Chorus

Some died in their beds At the hands of the foe;
Some fled in the night, Were lost in the snow;
Some lived to accuse him Who struck the first blow --
But, gone was the house o' MacDonald.

Chorus

Strike The Bell TC "Strike The Bell" \f C \l "1" 
Up on the poop deck and walking about, there is the second mate so steady and so stout;
What he is a-thinkin' of he doesn't know himself and we wish that he would hurry up and strike, strike the bell.

Chorus:
Strike the bell second mate, let us go below;
Look well to windward you can see it's gonna blow;
Look at the glass, you can see it has fell,
Oh we wish that you would hurry up and strike, strike the bell

Down on the main deck and workin' at the pumps, there is the larboard watch just longing for their bunks;
Look out to windward, you can see a great swell, and we wish that you would hurry up and strike, strike the bell.

Chorus:
Forward on the forecastle head and keepin' sharp lookout, there is Johnny standin', a-longin' fer to shout, lLights' a-burnin' bright sir and everything is well,
And he's wishin' that the second mate would strike, strike the bell.

Chorus:

Aft at the wheelhouse old Anderson stands, graspin' at the helm with his frostbitten hands,
Lookin' at the compass through the course is clear as hell and he's wishin' that the second mate would strike, strike the bell.

Chorus:
Aft on the quarter deck our gallant captain stands, lLookin' out to windward with a spyglass in his hand,
What he is a-thinkin' of we know very well, he's thinkin' more of shortenin' sail than strikin' the bell.

Chorus:

Rosin the Beau TC "Rosin the Beau" \f C \l "1" 
I've traveled all over this world and now to another I go

And I know that good quarters are waiting, to welcome old Rosin the Beau

To welcome old Rosin the Beau, to welcome old Rosin the Beau

And I know that good quarters are waiting, to welcome old Rosin the Beau

When I'm dead and laid out on the counter, a voice you will hear from below

Saying "Send down a hogshead of whiskey, to drink with old Rosin the Beau"

To drink with old Rosin the Beau", “To drink with old Rosin the Beau"

Saying "Send down a hogshead of whiskey, to drink with old Rosin the Beau"

Then get a half dozen stout fellows, and stack them all up in a row

Let them drink out of half gallon bottles, to the memory of Rosin the Beau

To the memory of Rosin the Beau, to the memory of Rosin the Beau

Let them drink out of half gallon bottles, to the memory of Rosin the Beau

Then get this half dozen stout fellows, and let them all stagger and go

And dig a great hole in the meadow, and in it put Rosin the Beau

And in it put Rosin the Beau, and in it put Rosin the Beau

And dig a great hole in the meadow, and in it put Rosin the Beau

Then get ye a couple of bottles, put one at me head and me toe

With a diamond ring scratch upon them, the name of old Rosin the Beau

The name of old Rosin the Beau, the name of old Rosin the Beau

With a diamond ring scratch upon them, the name of old Rosin the Beau

I've only this one consolation, as out of this world I go

I know that the next generation, will resemble old Rosin the Beau

Will resemble old Rosin the Beau, will resemble old Rosin the Beau

I know that the next generation, will resemble old Rosin the Beau

I fear that old tyrant approaching, that cruel remorseless old foe

And I lift up me glass in his honor, take a drink with old Rosin the Beau

Take a drink with old Rosin the Beau, take a drink with old Rosin the Beau

And I lift up me glass in his honor, take a drink with old Rosin the Beau

The Bonny Ship the Diamond TC "The Bonny Ship the Diamond" \f C \l "1" 
The Diamond is a ship, my lads, for the Davis Strait she's bound, 
And the quay it is all garnished with bonny lasses 'round; 
Captain Thompson gives the order to sail the ocean wide, 
Where the sun it never sets, my lads, no darkness dims the sky, 

Chorus:
So it's cheer up my lads, let your hearts never fail, 
While the bonny ship, the Diamond, goes a-fishing for the whale. 
Along the quay at Peterhead, the lasses stand aroon, 
Wi' their shawls all pulled around them and the salt tears runnin' doon; 
Don't you weep, my bonny lass, though you be left behind, 
For the rose will grow on Greenland's ice before we change our mind. 

Chorus

Here's a health to the Resolution, likewise the Eliza Swan, 
Here's a health to the Battler of Montrose and the Diamond, ship of fame; 
We wear the trouser o' the white and the jackets o' the blue, 
When we return to Peterhead, we'll hae sweethearts anoo, 

Chorus

It'll be bricht both day and nicht when the Greenland lads come hame, 
Wi' a ship that's fu' of oil, my lads, and money to our name; 
We'll make the cradles for to rock and the blankets for to tear, 
And every lass in Peterhead sing "Hushabye, my dear" 

Chorus

Gypsy Rover TC "Gypsy Rover" \f C \l "1" 

The gypsy rover came over the hill

   Down through the valley so shady,

   He whistled and he sang 'til the greenwoods rang,

   And he won the heart of a lady.

Chorus:

   Ah-de-do, ah-de-do-da-day,

   Ah-de-do, ah-de-da-ay

   He whistled and he sang 'til the greenwoods rang,

   And he won the heart of a lady.

She left her father's castle gates

   She left her own fine lover

   She left her servants and her state

   To follow the gypsy rover.

Chorus

Her father saddled up his fastest steed

   And roamed the valleys all over

   Sought his daughter at great speed

   And the whistling gypsy rover.

Chorus

He came at last to a mansion fine,

   Down by the river Claydee

   And there was music and there was wine,

   For the gypsy and his lady.

Chorus

"He is no gypsy, my father" she said

   "But lord of these lands all over,

   And I shall stay 'til my dying day

   With my whistling gypsy rover."

Chorus

Kelly, The Boy From Killarne TC "Kelly, The Boy From Killarne" \f C \l "1" 
What's the news? What's the news? O my bold Shelmalier,

With your long-barrelled gun, of the sea?

Say, what wind from the sun blows his messenger here

With a hymn of the dawn for the free?

"Goodly news, goodly news, do I bring, youth of Forth,

Goodly news do I bring, Bargy man!

For the boys march at dawn from the south to the north

Led by Kelly, the boy from Killanne!"

Tell me who is the giant with the gold curling hair,

He who rides at the head of the band?

Seven feet is his height, with some inches to spare

And he looks like a king in command!

"Oh, me boys, that's the pride of the bold Shelmaliers,

"Mongst our greatest of heroes, a man!

Fling your beavers aloft and give three rousing cheers,

for John Kelly, the boy from Killanne!"

Enniscorthy's in flames, and old Wexford is won,

And the Barrow tomorrow we cross.

On a hill o'er the town we have planted a gun

That will batter the gateways to Ross!

All the Forth men and Bargy men march over the heath

With brave Harvey to lead on the van;

But the foremost of all in that grim gap of death

Will be Kelly, the boy from Killanne!

But the gold sun of freedom grew darkened at Ross

And it set by the Slaney's red waves;

And poor Wexford, stript naked, hung high on a cross

With her heart pierced by traitors and slaves!

Glory O! Glory O! to her brave sons who died

For the cause of long-down-trodden man!

Glory O! to mount Leinster's own darling and pride:

Dauntless Kelly, the boy from Killanne!

Molly Malone TC "Molly Malone" \f C \l "1" 
In Dublin's fair city where girls are so pretty

Twas there that I first met sweet Molly Malone

As she wheeled her wheelbarrow

Through street broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

  Alive, alive oh, alive, alive oh,

  Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Now she was a fishmonger and sure twas no wonder

For so were her mother and father before

And they each wheeled their barrows

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

She died of a faver and no one could save her

And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone

Now her ghost wheels her barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying, "Cockles and mussels, alive, alive oh"

Reilly’s Daughter TC "Reilly’s Daughter" \f C \l "1" 
As I was sitting by the fire, eating spuds and drinking porter

Suddenly a thought came into my mind, I'd like to marry old Reilly's daughter.

CHORUS:

Giddy i-ae Giddy i-ae Giddy i-ae for the one-eyed Reilly

Giddy i-ae (bang bang bang) Play it on your old bass drum.

Reilly played on the big bass drum, Reilly had a mind for murder and slaughter

Reilly had a bright red glittering eye and he kept that eye on his lovely daughter.

Chorus

Her hair was black and her eyes were blue, the colonel and the major and the captain sought her

The sergeant and the private and the drummer boy too, But they never had a chance with Reilly's daughter.

Chorus
I got me a ring and a parson too, got me a scratch in a married quarter

Settled me down to a peaceful life, happy as a king with Reilly's daughter.

Chorus
Suddenly a footstep on the stairs, who should it be but Reilly out for slaughter

With two pistols in his hands, looking for the man who had married his daughter.

Chorus
I caught old Reilly by the hair, Rammed his head in a pail of water

Fired his pistols into the air.  A damned sight quicker than I married his daughter.

Chorus

The Irish Rover TC "The Irish Rover" \f C \l "1" 
In the year of our Lord, eighteen hundred and six,
We set sail from the Coal Quay of Cork


We were sailing away with a cargo of bricks
For the grand City Hall in New York


We'd an elegant craft, it was rigged 'fore and aft
And how the trade winds drove her


She had twenty-three masts and she stood several blasts
And they called her the Irish Rover

There was Barney Magee from the banks of the Lee
There was Hogan from County Tyrone


There was Johnny McGurk who was scared stiff of work
And a chap from Westmeath named Malone


There was Slugger O'Toole who was drunk as a rule
And fighting Bill Tracy from Dover


And your man Mick McCann, from the banks of the Bann
Was the skipper on the Irish Rover

We had one million bags of the best Sligo rags
We had two million barrells of bone


We had three million bales of old nanny goats' tails
We had four million barrells of stone


We had five million hogs and six million dogs
And seven million barrells of porter


We had eight million sides of old blind horses' hides
In the hold of the Irish Rover

We had sailed seven years when the measles broke out
And our ship lost her way in a fog


And the whole of the crew was reduced down to two
'Twas myself and the captain's old dog
Then the ship struck a rock, Oh, Lord what a shock
And nearly tumbled over


Turned nine times around - then the poor old dog was drowned
I'm the last of the Irish Rover

Botany Bay TC "Botany Bay" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus:
Farewell to your bricks and mortar, farewell to your dirty lime
Farewell to your gangers and gangplanks and to hell with your overtime
For the good ship Raggamuffin is lying at the quay
For to take old Pat, with a shovel on his back
To the shores of Botany Bay

I'm on my way down to the quay, where the ship and anchor lay
To command a gang of navvies that they told me to engage
I thought I would stop in for awhile before I went away
For to take a trip on an emigrant ship to the shores of Botany Bay

Chorus

The boss comes up this morning and he says to me "hello
If you don't mix your mortar right, I'm afraid you'll have to go"
Well, since he did insult me, I demanded all my pay
And I told him straight I was going to emigrate to the shores of Botany Bay

Chorus

And when I reach Australia, I'll go and dig for gold
There's plenty there for the digging up or so I have been told
Or else I'll go back to my trade and a hundred bricks I'll lay
Eight bob I'll lift for an eight hour shift on the shores of Botany Bay

Finnegan's Wake TC "Finnegan's Wake" \f C \l "1" 
Tim Finnegan lived in Walkin Street, A gentle Irishman, mighty odd
He'd a beautiful brogue so rich and sweet and to rise in the world he carried a hod
You see he'd a sort of the tipp' lin' way, with the love of the liquor, poor Tim was born
And to help him on with his work each day, he'd a drop of the craythur every morn

Chorus:
Whack fol the da, now, dance to your partner, welt the floor your trotters shake
Wasn't it the truth I tell you, lots of fun at Finnegan's wake

One mornin' Tim was rather full, his head felt heavy, which made him shake
He fell from the ladder and he broke his skull And they carried him home his corpse to wake
They rolled him up in a nice clean sheet And laid him out upon the bed
With a gallon of whiskey at his feet And a barrel of porter at his head

Chorus

His friends assembled at the wake And Mrs. Finnegan called for lunch
First they brought in tay and cake, then pipes, tobacco and whiskey punch
Biddy O'Brien began to cry, "Such a nice clean corpse did you ever see?
Tim Mavourneen why did you die?"  "Arrah hold your gob" said Paddy McGee

Then Maggie O'Connor took up the job, "O Biddy," says she "you're wrong I'm sure"
Biddy gave her a belt in the gob, and left her sprawling on the floor
Then the war did soon engage, it was woman to woman and man to man
Shillelagh law was all the rage and a row and a ruction soon began

Chorus

Then Mickey Maloney raised his head, when a bucket of whiskey flew at him
It missed and falling on the bed, the liquor scattered over Tim

Tim revives, see how he rises, Timothy rising from the bed

Said "Whirl your whiskey around like blazes, Thundering Jesus, do you think I'm dead?"

Chorus

Four Green Fields TC "Four Green Fields" \f C \l "1" 
"What did I have?" said the fine old woman
"What did I have?" this proud old woman did say
"I had four green fields, each one was a jewel
But strangers came and tried to take them from me
I had fine strong sons, they fought to save my jewels
They fought and died, and that was my grief" said she

"Long time ago" said the fine old woman
"Long time ago" this proud old woman did say
"There was war and death, plundering and pillage
My children starved by mountain valley and sea
And their wailing cries, they shook the very heavens
My four green fields ran red with their blood" said she

"What have I now?" said the fine old woman
"What have I now?" this proud old woman did say
"I have four green fields, one of them's in bondage
In stranger's hands, that tried to take it from me
But my sons have sons, as brave as were their fathers
My fourth green field will bloom once again" said she

The Holy Ground TC "The Holy Ground" \f C \l "1" 
Fare thee well my lovely Dinah, a thousand times adieu
For we're going away from the Holy Ground and the girls we all loved true
And we'll sail the salt sea over, but we'll return for sure
To greet again the girls we loved, on the Holy Ground once more (fine girl you are)

Chorus:
You're the girl I do adore and still I live in hopes to see
The Holy Ground once more (fine girl you are)

And now the storm is raging and we are far from shore
And the good old ship is tossing about and the rigging is all tore
And the secret of my mind, I think you're the girl I do adore
For soon we live in hopes to see the Holy Ground once more (fine girl you are)

Chorus

And now the storm is over and we are safe and well
We'll go into a public house and we'll sit and drink like hell
We'll drink strong ale and porter and we'll make the rafters roar
And when our money is all spent, we'll go to sea once more (fine girl you are)

Chorus
Johnny I Hardly Knew Ye TC "Johnny I Hardly Knew Ye" \f C \l "1" 

While goin' the road to sweet Athy, hurroo, hurroo
While goin' the road to sweet Athy, hurroo, hurroo
While goin' the road to sweet Athy,
A stick in me hand and a drop in me eye,
A doleful damsel I heard cry,
Johnny I hardly knew ye.

Chorus:
With your guns and drums and drums and guns, hurroo, hurroo
With your guns and drums and drums and guns, hurroo, hurroo
With your guns and drums and drums and guns,
The enemy nearly slew ye
Oh my darling dear, Ye look so queer
Johnny I hardly knew ye.

Where are the eyes that were so mild, hurroo, hurroo
Where are the eyes that were so mild, hurroo, hurroo
Where are the eyes that were so mild,
When my heart you so beguiled
Why did ye sci-daddle from me and the child
Oh Johnny, I hardly knew ye

Where are the legs with which you run, hurroo, hurroo
Where are the legs with which you run, hurroo, hurroo
Where are the legs with which you run,
When first you went to carry a gun
Indeed your dancing days are done
Oh Johnny, I hardly knew ye

Ye haven't an arm, ye haven't a leg, hurroo, hurroo
Ye haven't an arm, ye haven't a leg, hurroo, hurroo
Ye haven't an arm, ye haven't a leg,
Ye're an armless, boneless, chickenless egg
Ye'll have to put with a bowl out to beg
Oh Johnny I hardly knew ye

I'm happy for to see ye home, hurroo, hurroo
I'm happy for to see ye home, hurroo, hurroo
I'm happy for to see ye home,
All from the island of Ceylon;
So low in the flesh, so high in the bone
Oh Johnny I hardly knew ye

Chorus

The Jolly Tinker TC "The Jolly Tinker" \f C \l "1" 
As I went down a shady lane, at a door I chanced to knock
"Have you any pots or kettles, with rusty holes to block?"
"Well indeed I have, don't you know I have
To me right fol-ooral-addy, well indeed I have"

The misses came out to the door and she asked me to come in
"You're welcome jolly tinker and I hope you brought your tin"

She took me through the kitchen and she led me through the hall
And the servants cried "The devil, has he come to block us all

She took me up the stairs, me lads, to show me what to do
Then she fell on the feather bed and I fell on it too
Well, indeed I did, don't you know I did...

She then took out a frying pan and she began to knock
For to let the servants know, me lads, that I was at my work
Well, Indeed I was, don't you know I was...

She put her hand into her pocket and she pulled out twenty pounds
"Take that my jolly tinker and we'll have another round"
"Well, indeed we will, don't you know we will...

She put her hand into her pocket and she pulled out a gold watch
"Take that my jolly tinker, for B'Jesus, you're no botch"
"Well, indeed I'm not, don't you know I'm not...

Well, I've been a jolly tinker for these forty years or more
But such a lovely job as that, I never did before
Well, indeed I didn't, don't you know I didn't...
Jug of Punch TC "Jug of Punch" \f C \l "1" 
One pleasant evening in the month of June
As I was sitting with my glass and spoon
A small bird sat on an ivy bunch
And the song he sang was the jug of punch

Chorus:
Too-ra-loo-ra-loo, too-ra-loo-ra-lay
Too-ra-loo-ra-loo, too-ra-loo-ra-lay
(Last two lines of verse)

What more diversion can a man desire
Than to sit him down by a snug turf fire
Upon his knee a pretty wench
Aye, and on the table a jug of punch

Chorus

Let the doctors come with all their art
They'll make no impression upon my heart
Even the cripple forgets his hunch
When he's snug outside of a jug of punch

Chorus

And if I get drunk, well the money's me own
And them don't like me they can leave me alone
I'll tune my fiddle and I'll rosin my bow
And I'll be welcome wherever I go

Chorus

And when I'm dead and in my grave
No costly tombstone will I have
Just lay me down in my native peat
With a jug of punch at my head and feet

Leaving of Liverpool TC "Leaving of Liverpool" \f C \l "1" 
Farewell to you my own true love
I am going far away
I am bound for California
But I know that I'll return some day

Chorus:
So fare thee well, my own true love
And when I return, united we will be
It's not the leaving of Liverpool that grieves me
But, my darling, when I think of thee

I have signed on a yankee sailing ship
Davy Crockett is her name
And Burgess is the captain of her
And they say she is a floating shame

Chorus

I have sailed with Burgess once before
And I think I know him right well
If a man is a sailor, he can get along
But if not than he's surely in hell

Chorus

Oh, the fog is on the harbour love
And I wish I could remain
But I know it will be some long time
Before I see you again

Chorus

Mountain Dew TC "Mountain Dew" \f C \l "1" 
Let grasses grow and waters flow in a free and easy way
But give me enough of the fine ould stuff that's made near Galway Bay
And policemen all from Donegal, Sligo and Leitrim too
We'll give them the slip and we'll take a sip of the real old mountain dew

Chorus:
Hi-the-diddley-I-dill-dum, diddley-doodle-I-dill-um, diddley- doo-ri-diddley-di-day
Hi-the-diddley-I-dill-um, diddley-doo-dill-I-dill-um, diddley- doo-ri-diddley-di-day

At the foot of the hill, there's a neat little still, with the smoke curling up to the sky

By the smoke and the smell, you can painly tell, that there's poteen brewing nearby
For it fills the air with odour rare and betwixt both me and you
When home you stroll, you can take a bowl or a bucket of the mountain dew

Chorus

Now learned men who use the pen, have wrote your praises high
That sweet poteen from Ireland green, distilled from wheat and rye
Throw away your pills, it will cure all ills of pagan, christian or jew
Take off you coat and grease your throat with the real old mountain dew

Chorus

Will  ye go lassie go? TC "Will  ye go lassie go?" \f C \l "1" 
Oh, the summertime is coming
And the trees are sweetly blooming
And the wild mountain thyme
Grows around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go?

And we'll all go together
To pluck wild mountain thyme
All around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go?

I will build my love a tower
Near yon pure crystal fountain
And on it I will build
All the flowers of the mountain
Will ye go lassie, go?

And we'll all go together
To pluck wild mountain thyme
All around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go?

If my true love she were gone
I would surely find another
Where wild mountain thyme
Grows around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go?

And we'll all go together
To pluck wild mountain thyme
All around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go?

Oh, the summertime is coming
And the trees are sweetly blooming
And the wild mountain thyme
Grows around the blooming heather
Will ye go lassie, go? 

The Dun Cow TC "The Dun Cow" \f C \l "1" 
Some friends and I, in a public house were playing dominoes one night,

When into the room a fireman came, his face a chalky white.

What’s up says Brown, have you seen a ghost?  Have you seen your aunt Mariah?

Oh me aunt Mariah be buggered says he, the bleeding pus’s on fire!

Oh says Brown, what a bit of luck, everybody follow me.

So we all went down with good old Brown, and the booze we could not miss

And we hadn’t been there ten minutes or more, when we were quite like this:

Chorus

And there was Brown, upside down, lapping up the whiskey on the floor

Booze, booze the fireman cried as they come a knocking on the door (knock, knock)

Oh, don’t let them in ‘till it’s all mopped up, somebody shouted MacIntyre! (MacIntyre!)

And we all got blue blind, paralytic drunk, when the Old Dun Cow Caught fire!

Then Smith runs over to the port wine tub and gave it just a few hard knocks (knock, knock)

Started taking off his pantaloons, likewise his shoes and socks!

Hold up says Brown, that ain’t allowed, You can’t do that in here!

Don’t be washing your trousers in the port wine tub when we’ve got Guinness’ beer!

And then there came a might crash!  Half the bloody roof caved in!

We were drowned by the fireman’s hose, though we were almost happy!

So we got some tacks and some old wet sacks and we tacked ourselves inside

And we sat there getting bleary-eyed drunk, when the Old Dun Cow caught fire!

Chorus

The Scotsman TC "The Scotsman" \f C \l "1"  

The Scotsman clad in kilt left the bar one evening fair, and one could tell by how he walked, he’d drunk more than his share.  He fumbled round until he could no longer keep his feet, 

Then he stumbled off beside the grass to sleep beside the street.

Ring ding diddle-diddle-la-de- O, 

Ring ding diddle-de-die-O.
Now about that time two young and lovely girls just happened by, and one said to the other with a twinkle in her eye, “See yon sleeping Scotsman so strong and handsome built, well I wonder if it’s true what they don’t wear beneath their kilt.”

Ring ding diddle-diddle-la-de- O, 

Ring ding diddle-de-die-O.

I wonder it it’s true what they don’t wear beneath their kilt.
They crept upon that sleeping Scotsman quiet as could be.  And lifted up his kilt about an inch so they could see.  And there behold for them to view beneath his Scottish skirt, was nothing more than God had graced him with upon his birth.

Ring ding diddle-diddle-la-de- O, 

Ring ding diddle-de-die-O.

Was nothing more than God had graced him with upon his birth.
They marveled for a moment then one said; “We must be gone, let’s leave a present for our friend before we move along.”  For a gift the left a blue silk ribbon tied into a bow, and around the bonnie star of the Scots kilt did lift and show.

Ring ding diddle-diddle-la-de- O, 

Ring ding diddle-de-die-O.

Around the bonnie star of the Scots kilt did lift an show.
The Scotsman woke to nature’s call and stumbled toward the trees.  And behind the bush he lifts his kilt and he gawks at what he sees.  And in a startled voice he says to what’s before his eyes, “Ach, lad I don’t know where you’ve been but I see you won first prize.”

Ring ding diddle-diddle-la-de- O, 

Ring ding diddle-de-die-O.

Lad I don’t know where you’ve been but I see you won first prize.
The Ranger’s Fight Song TC "The Ranger’s Fight Song" \f C \l "1" 
Murder ye fuckin’ heathens, we’ll kill for any reason.  Long live the King and Colors and all his mercenaries.  We’ll kill the goddamn rebels, burn the bastards’ homes to pebbles.  So onward for King and Colors, up with the flag.

Chours:

For it’s Rape!  Rape! The bastards’ women, Loot!  Loot! The rum and linen.

All we will leave behind are ruins and some pregnant women.  Live or die, it’s just as well, we’ll all meet again in Hell.  So onward for King and Colors, up with the flag.
With torch and sword we ply our trade, burn their crops and ride a raid.  With silver goblets from their alters, mix our rum with holy water.  Musket butts will knock them under, burn the town and take the plunder.  Long live the King and Colors, up with the flag.

Chours

Ye who follow the path of glory, steel yourself to work that’s gory.  Light the linstock, swab the bore, muskets crahs and cannons roar.  Of foemen we make no distinction. Blow them all to Hell’s extinction.  Long live the King and Colors, up with the flag.

Chours

When we charge at bayonets, our hearts beat fiercely in our breasts, as toward the Frenchy’s lines we stride, hoping some are still alive, and bear upon our stickly points, we’ll rip the manhhod from their groins.  Long live the King and Colors, up with the flag.

Chours

 Byker Hill TC "Byker Hill" \f C \l "1" 
If I had another penny

I would have another gill

I would make the piper play

The bonny lass of Byker Hill

Chorus:

Byker Hill and Walker Shore

Collier lads for ever more (2x)

The pitman and the keelman trim

They drink bumble made from gin

Then to dance they do begin

To the tune of Elsie Marley

Chorus

When first I went down to the dirt

I had no cowl nor no pitshirt

Now I've gotten two or three

Walker Pit's done well by me

Chorus

Geordie Charlton, he had a pig

He hit it with a shovel and it danced a jig

All the way to Walker Shore

To the tune of Elsie Marley

Chrous

 Whiskey, You're The Devil TC "Whiskey, You're The Devil" \f C \l "1" 
Whiskey, you're the devil, you're leadin' me astray
Over hills and mountains and to Americae
You're sweeter, stronger, decenter, you're spunkier than tae
O whiskey, you're my darlin' drunk or sober

Oh, now, brave boys, we're on the march and off to Portugal and Spain
The drums are beating, banners flying, the devil ahome will come tonight
Love, fare thee well, with me tithery eye the doodelum the da
Me tithery eye the doodelum the da, Me rikes fall tour a laddie oh
There's whiskey in the jar. Hey!

Whiskey, you're the devil, you're leadin' me astray
Over hills and mountains and to Americae
You're sweeter, stronger, decenter, you're spunkier than tae
O whiskey, you're my darlin' drunk or sober

Said the mother: "Do not wrong me, don't take my daughter from me
For if you do I will torment you, and after death a ghost will haunt you
Love, fare thee well, with me tithery eye the doodelum the da
Me tithery eye the doodelum the da, Me rikes fall tour a laddie oh
There's whiskey in the jar. Hey!

Whiskey, you're the devil, you're leadin' me astray
Over hills and mountains and to Americae
You're sweeter, stronger, decenter, you're spunkier than tae
O whiskey, you're my darlin' drunk or sober

The French are fighting boldly, men dying hot and coldly
Gives ev'ry man his flask of powder, his farlock on his shoulder
Love, fare thee well, with me tithery eye the doodelum the da
Me tithery eye the doodelum the da, Me rikes fall tour a laddie oh
There's whiskey in the jar. Hey!

Whiskey, you're the devil, you're leadin' me astray
Over hills and mountains and to Americae
You're sweeter, stronger, decenter, you're spunkier than tae
O whiskey, you're my darlin' drunk or sober

Red Haired Mary TC "Red Haired Mary" \f C \l "1" 
While going to the fair of Dingle
One fine morning last July
While going up the road before me
A red haired girl I chanced to spy

I went up to her, says I "Young lady
My donkey he will carry two
But seeing as how you have a donkey
To the Dingle fair I'll ride with you"

Now, when we reached the town of Dingle
I took her hand to say goodbye
When a tinker man stepped up beside me
And he belted me in my left eye

Chorus:
Keep your hands off red haired Mary
Her and I will soon be wed
We'll see the priest this very morning
And tonight we'll lie in a married bed

Now, I was feeling kind of peevish
And my poor old eye was sad and sore
So I tapped him gently with my hobnail
And he fell back through Murphy's door

Chorus
A policeman came around the corner
And he told me I had broke the law
Then, the donkey kicked him in the kneecap
And he fell down and broke his jaw

Chorus

Then he went off to find his brother
The hot biggest man you ever did meet
And he gently tapped me with his knuckles
And I was minus two front teeth

Chorus
The red haired girl, she kept on smiling
"I'll go with you young man" she said
"We'll forget the priest this very morning
And tonight we'll lie in Murphy's shed"

Chorus

Now, through the town we rode together
My black eye and her red hair
Smiling gaily at the tinkers
And by God, we were a handsome pair

We'll forget the priest this very morning
And tonight we'll lie in Murphy's shed

Dicey Reilly TC "Dicey Reilly" \f C \l "1" 
Chorus:

Oh poor old Dicey Reilly, she has taken to the sup

And poor old Dicey Reilly, she will never give it up

It's off each morning to the pop that she goes in

for another little drop

But the heart of the rowl is Dicey Reilly

She will walk along Fitzgibbon Street with an independent air

And then its down by Summerhill, and as the people stare

She'll say, "It's nearly half passed one

Time I went in for another little one

But the heart of the rowl is Dicey Reilly

Now at two, pubs close and out she goes as happy as a lark

She'll find a bench to sleep it off at St. Patrick's Park

She'll wake at five  feeling in the pink

And say, "Tis time for another drink

But the heart of the rowl is Dicey Reilly

Chorus

Now she'll travel far to a dockside bar to have another round

And after one or two or three she doesn't feel quite so sound

After four she's a bit unstable

After five underneath the table

But the heart of the rowl is Dicey Reilly

Chorus

Oh they carry her home at twelve o'clock as they do every night

Bring her inside, put her on the bed and then turn out the light

Next morning she'll get out of bed

And look for a cure for her head

But the heart of the rowl is Dicey Reilly

Alabama TC "Alabama" \f C \l "1" 
When the Alabama's keel was laid
Roll Alabama, roll
They laid her keel at Birkenhead
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

Oh, she was built in Birkenhead
Roll Alabama, roll
Built in the yard of Jonathan Laird
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

Away down the Mersey she rolled one day
Roll Alabama, roll
And across the "Western" she ploughed her way
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

With British guns, oh, she was stocked
Roll Alabama, roll
She sailed from Fayal, in Cherbourg she docked
Oh, roll Alabama, roll

To fight the north Semmes did employ
Roll Alabama, roll
Any method to kill and destroy
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

But of Cherbourg the Kearsage lay tight
Roll Alabama, roll
Awaiting was Winslow to start a good fight
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

Outside the three mile limit they fought
Roll Alabama, roll
An Semmes escaped on a fine British yacht
Oh, roll Alabama, roll 

The Kearsage won - Alabama so brave
Roll Alabama, roll
Sank to the bottom of a watery grave
Oh, roll Alabama, roll

Health To The Company TC "Health To The Company" \f C \l "1" 
Kind friends and companions, come join me in rhyme 
Come lift up your voices in chorus with mine 
Let us drink and be merry, all grief to refrain 
For we may and might never all meet here again 

Chorus:
Here's a health to the company and one to my lass 
Let us drink and be merry all out of one glass 
Let us drink and be merry, all grief to refrain 
For we may and might never all meet here again 

Chorus

Here's a health to the dear lass that I love so well 
Her style and her beauty, sure none can excel 
There's a smile upon her countenance as she sits on my knee 
Sure there's no one in in this wide world as happy as we 

Chorus

Our ship lies at harbor, she's ready to dock 
I hope she's safe landed without any shock 
If ever we should meet again by land or by sea 
I will always remember your kindness to me

Chorus

Whip Jamboree TC "Whip Jamboree" \f C \l "1" 
 Now Cape Clear it is in sight

   We'll be off Holyhead by tomorrow night,

   And we'll shape our course for the Rock Light,

   Oh Jenny get your oat cake done. (keep your oat cake warm)

chorus: Whip jamboree, whip jamboree,

        Oh you long-tailed black man, poke it up behind me,

        Whip jamboree, whip jamboree,

        Oh Jenny get your oat cake done.

 Now my boys we're off Holyhead;

   No more salt beef, no more salt bread.

   One man in the chains for to heave the lead,

   Oh Jenny get your oat cake done.

Now my lads we're round the Rock,

   All hammocks lashed and chests all locked.

   We'll haul her into the Waterloo Dock,

   Oh Jenny get your oat cake done.

Now my lads we're all in dock

   We'll be off to Dan Lowrie's on the spot;

   And now we'll have a good roundabout,

   Oh Jenny get your oat cake done.

Note: many, many variants.(Jenny, keep your tail piece warm)

The Battle of New Orleans TC "The Battle of New Orleans" \f C \l "1" 
In 1814 we took a little trip
Along with Colonel Jackson down the mighty Mississip'
We took a little bacon and we took a little beans
And we caught the bloody British in the town of New Orleans

1st CHORUS:
We fired our guns and the British kept a-comin'
There wasn't nigh as many as there was a while ago
We fired once more and they began to runnin'
On down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico

We looked down the river and we see'd the British come
And there musta been a hund'erd of 'em beatin' on the drum
They stepped so high and they made their bugles ring
We stood beside our cotton bales and didn't say a thing

REPEAT 1st CHORUS

Old Hick'ry said we could take 'em by su'prise
If we didn't fire our musket till we looked 'em in the eyes
We held our fire till we see'd their faces well
Then we opened up with squirrel guns and really gave 'em ... Well

REPEAT 1ST CHORUS

2nd CHORUS:
Yeah! they ran through the briars and they ran through the brambles
And they ran through the bushes where a rabbit couldn't go
They ran so fast that the hounds couldn't catch 'em
On down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico

We fired our cannon 'til the barrel melted down
So we grabbed an alligator and we fought another round
We filled his head with cannonballs and powdered his behind
And when we touched the powder off, the 'gator lost his mind

REPEAT 1ST CHORUS

REPEAT 2ND CHORUS


The Long Black Veil TC "The Long Black Veil" \f C \l "1" 
Ten years ago, on a cold dark night
Someone was killed, 'neath the town hall light
There were few at the scene, but they all agreed
That the slayer who ran, looked a lot like me

The judge said son, what is your alibi
If you were somewhere else, then you won't have to die
I spoke not a word, thou it meant my life
For I'd been in the arms of my best friend's wife

Chorus
She walks these hills in a long black veil
She visits my grave when the night winds wail
Nobody knows, nobody sees
Nobody knows but me

Oh, the scaffold is high and eternity's near
She stood in the crowd and shed not a tear
But late at night, when the north wind blows
In a long black veil, she cries ov're my bones

Chorus
Will The Circle Be Unbroken TC "Will The Circle Be Unbroken" \f C \l "1" 
I was Standin' by my window,

On one cold and cloudy day.

When I saw That Hearse come rollin',

For to carry my Mother away


Chorus

Will The Circle Be Unbroken, by and by Lord, by and by

There's a better, home awaitin', in the sky, Lord, in The sky


I said to that undertaker, 

"Undertaker,please drive slow.....

For this lady you are carrying,

Lord I hate to see her go."


Chorus


Oh I'd follow close behind her,

Tried to hold up and be brave,

But I could not hide my sorrow 

When they laid her in the grave.


Chorus


I went back home, but home was lonesome,

Now my mother she was gone

All my brothers, and sisters cryin'

What a home so sad and 'lone

Final Chorus 2 times

You Never Even Called Me By My Name TC "You Never Even Called Me By My Name" \f C \l "1" 
Well it was all, that I could do, to keep from cryin’

Sometimes it seemed so useless, to remain, but you don’t have to call me darlin’, darlin

You never even call me by my name

You don’t have to call me Waylon Jennings, And you don’t have to call me Charlie Pride

And you don’t have to call me Merle Haggard, anymore even though you’re on my fightin’ side


Chorus:

And I’ll hang around as long as you will let me, and I never minded standin’ in the rain

But you don’t have to call me darlin’, darlin’

You never even called me by my name

Well, I’ve heard my name a few time in your phonebook (hello, hello)

And I’ve seen it on signs where I’ve played, but the only time I know I’ll hear

“David Allen Coe”, is when Jesus has his final judgement day

Chorus

Recitation:

Well, a friend of mine named Steve Goodman wrote that song and he told me it was the perfect country & western song.  I wrote him back a letter and I told him it was not the perfect country & western song because he hadn’t said anything at all, about;

Mama…..Or trains…..Or trucks…..Or prison…..Or getting’ drunk.  Well he sat down and wrote another verse to the song and sent it to me and after reading it, I realized that my friend had written the perfect country & western song and I felt obliged to include it on this album.  The last verse goes like this here:

Well I was drunk, the day my Mom got out of prison and I went to pick her up in the rain, 

But before I could get to the station in my pickup truck, she got runned over by a damned old train

Chorus

A Man Of Constant Sorrow TC "A Man Of Constant Sorrow" \f C \l "1" 

(In constant sorrow through his days.)

I am a man of constant sorrow, 
I've seen trouble all my day. 


I bid farewell to old Kentucky, 
The place where I was born and raised. 
(The place where he was born and raised )

For six long years I've been in trouble, 
No pleasures here on earth I found. 
For in this world I'm bound to ramble, 
I have no friends to help me now. 
(He has no friends to help him now.)

It's fare thee well my old lover. 
I never expect to see you again. 
For I'm bound to ride that northern railroad, 
Perhaps I'll die upon this train.
(Perhaps he'll die upon this train.)

You can bury me in some deep valley, 
For many years where I may lay. 
Then you may learn to love another, 
While I am sleeping in my grave.
(While he is sleeping in his grave.)

Maybe your friends think I'm just a stranger 
My face, you'll never see no more. 
But there is one promise that is given 
I'll meet you on God's golden shore. 
(He'll meet you on God's golden shore.)

Down To The River To Pray TC "Down To The River To Pray" \f C \l "1" 

As I went down to the river to pray, studyin about that good ol' way and who shall wear the starry crown? good Lord show me the way!

O sisters let's go down, lets go down, Come on down
O sisters lets go down, down in the river to pray

As I went down in the river to pray, studyin about that good ol way
And who shall wear the robe & crown?  Good Lord show me the way

O brothers lets go down, let's go down, Come on down 
O brothers lets go down, down in the river to pray

As I went down in the river to pray, studyin about that good ol way
And who shall wear the star and crown?  Good lord show me the way

O fathers lets go down, let's go down, Come on down
O fathers lets go down, down in the river to pray

As I went down in the river to pray studying about that good ol way
And who shall wear th robe and crown?  Good Lord show me the way 

O mothers lets go down, come on down, don't you wanna go down?
O Mothers lets go down, down in the river to pray

As I went down in the river to pray, studyin’ about that good ol' way
And who shall wear the star and crown?  Good Lord show me the way

O sinners lets go down, lets go down, come on down
O sinners lets go down, down in the river to pray

As I went down in the river to pray, studyin’ about that good ol way
And who shall wear the Robe and crown?  Good Lord show me the way

I’ll Fly Away TC "I’ll Fly Away" \f C \l "1" 
Some glad morning when this life is o'er,
I'll fly away.


To a home on God's celestial shore,
I'll fly away.

I'll fly away, O Glory,
I'll fly away.
When I die, Hallelujah, bye and bye,
I'll fly away.

When the shadows of this life have flown,
I'll fly away.


Like a bird thrown, driven by the storm,
I'll fly away.

I'll fly away, O Glory,
I'll fly away.
When I die, Hallelujah, bye and bye,
I'll fly away.

Just a few more weary days and then,
I'll fly away.


To a land where joy shall never end,
I'll fly away.

I'll fly away, O Glory,
I'll fly away.
When I die, Hallelujah, bye and bye,
I'll fly away.

In the Jailhouse now TC "In the Jailhouse now" \f C \l "1" 
I had a friend named Ramblin’ Bob

Who used to steal gamble and rob
He thought he was the smartest guy in town
But I found out last Monday
That Bob got locked up Sunday
They've got him in the jailhouse way down town
He's in the jailhouse now he's in the jailhouse now
I told him once or twice quit playin' cards and shootin' dice
He's in the jailhouse now

Yodel...

He played a game called poker pinoccle with Dan Yoker
But shooting dice was his greatest game
Now he's downtown in jail nobody to go his bail
The judge done said that he refused a fine
He's in the jailhouse now he's in the jailhouse now
I told him once or twice quit playin' cards and shootin' dice
He's in the jailhouse now

I went out last Tuesday met a gal named Susie
Told her I was the swellest guy around
We started to spend my money
Then she started to call me honey
We took in every cabaret in town
We're in the jailhouse now
We're in the jailhouse now
I told the judge right to his face
We didn't like to see this place
We're in the jailhouse now

Yodel...


The Big Rock Candy Mountain TC "The Big Rock Candy Mountain" \f C \l "1" 
One evening as the sun went down and the jungle fires were burning,
Down the track came a hobo hiking, And he said, "Boys, I'm not turning
I'm headed for a land that's far away besides the crystal fountains
So come with me, we'll go and see the Big Rock Candy Mountains

In the Big Rock Candy Mountains, there's a land that's fair and bright,
Where the handouts grow on bushes and you sleep out every night.
Where the boxcars all are empty and the sun shines every day
And the birds and the bees and the cigarette trees
The lemonade springs where the bluebird sings
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains.

In the Big Rock Candy Mountains all the cops have wooden legs
And the bulldogs all have rubber teeth and the hens lay soft-boiled eggs
The farmers' trees are full of fruit and the barns are full of hay 
Oh I'm bound to go where there ain't no snow
Where the rain don't fall the winds don't blow
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains.

In the Big Rock Candy Mountains you never change your socks
And the little streams of alcohol come trickling down the rocks
The brakemen have to tip their hats and the railway bulls are blind
There's a lake of stew and of whiskey too
You can paddle all around it in a big canoe
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains

In the Big Rock Candy Mountains, the jails are made of tin.
And you can walk right out again, as soon as you are in.
There ain't no short-handled shovels, no axes, saws nor picks,
I'm bound to stay where you sleep all day,
Where they hung the jerk that invented work
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains.

................
I'll see you all this coming fall, in the Big Rock Candy Mountains 
 

Fox on The Run TC "Fox on The Run" \f C \l "1" 
She walked through the corn leading down to the river. 
Her hair shone like gold in the hot morning sun. 
She took all the love that a poor boy could give her 
And left me to die like the fox on the run. 

Like the fox (like the fox, like the fox) on the run. 

Everybody knows the reason for the fall 
When woman tempted man down in paradise's hall. 
This woman tempted me all right, then took me for a ride 
But like the lonely fox I need a place to hide. 

Like the fox (like the fox, like the fox) on the run. 

Come take a glass of wine and fortify your soul. 
We'll talk about the world and friends we used to know. 
I'll illustrate, a girl put me on the floor. 
The game is nearly up, the hounds are at my door. 

Like the fox (like the fox, like the fox) on the run

The Cuckoo TC "The Cuckoo" \f C \l "1" 
Oh the cuckoo bird she's a pretty bird

She warbles as she flies

But I never give her water

'Til the fourth day of July. 

It is often that I wonder

Why women love men

And I look back and I wonder 

Why men are men. 

Oh the cuckoo bird

She's a pretty bird

She warbles as she flies

But I never give her water

'Til the fifth day of July. 

Gonna build me another castle

On a mountain so high

So I can see my true love

As she passes by. 

Oh the cuckoo bird

She's a pretty bird

She warbles as she flies

But I never give her water

'Til the sixth day of July. 

Jack of Diamonds,

Jack of Diamonds

I know you of old

You robbed my poor pockets 

Of silver and of gold. 

Oh the cuckoo bird

She's a pretty bird

She warbles as she flies

But I never give her water

'Til the seventh day of July.

The Stoutest Man In The Forty-Twa TC " The Stoutest Man In The Forty-Twa " \f C \l "1" 
Chours:

The wind may blaw, the cock may craw
The rain may rain, and the snaw may snaw
But ye willnae frighten Jock McGraw
The stoutest man in the Forty Twa

Behold, I am a soldier bold, I'm only twenty-five years old
A finer warrior ne'er was seen from Inverness to Gretna Green
When I was young, my faither said he'd put me tae a decent trade
But I didnae like the work at a' - I went and I joined the Forty-Twa

Chours:

The sergeant who enlisted me slaps my back and then says he
A man like you so big and tall could ne'er be killed by a cannon ball
And the colonel then when he cam' roon', he looks me up, he looks me doon
And then said he, I'll take a guess - you must be the monster of Loch Ness

Chours:

At our last battle across the sea the general he sent after me
When I got there wi' my big gun the battle was as good as won.
For the enemy a' ran awa' when they caught sight o' Big McGraw
A man like me so big and neat, ye ken yersel' can never be beat.

Chours:

The King then held a grand review, we numbered a thousand and sixty-two
A' the Forty-Twa cam' marchin' past and Big McGraw cam' marchin' last
A' the royal party grabbed their sticks an' they a' began tae stretch their necks
Said the King tae the Colonel, Upon my soul, I thought that man was a telegraph pole

Carrickfergus TC " Carrickfergus " \f C \l "1" 
Chours:

I wish I was in Carrickfergus
Only for nights in Ballygrand
I would swim over the deepest ocean
The deepest ocean, my love to find
But the sea is wide and I cannot swim over
And neither have I the wings to fly
If I could find me a handsome boatman
To ferry me over my love and I

My childhood days bring back sweet reflections
The happy times I spent so long ago

Chours:

My boyhood friends and kind relations
Have all past on now like melting snow


Chours:

I'll spend my da - ys an endless rover
Soft is the grass and sure, my bed is free


Chours:

Oh but to be back, in carrickfergus
To strike that lonely road, down by the sea


Chours:

And in kilkenny it is reported
On marble stone there as black as ink


Chours:
With gold and silver I would support her
But I'll sing no more now til I get a drink


Chours:

For I'm drunk today and I'm seldom sober
A handsome rover from town to town


Chours:

Ah but I'm sick now my days are numbered
Come all ye young men and lay me down.
Don't Forget Your Old Shipmates  TC " Don't Forget Your Old Shipmates " \f C \l "1" 
Safe and sound at home again, let the waters roar, Jack. 
Safe and sound at home again, let the waters roar, Jack. 

Chours:
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Since we sailed from Plymouth Sound, four years gone, or nigh, Jack. 
Was there ever chummies, now, such as you and I, Jack? 
Chours
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Chours
We have worked the self-same gun, quarterdeck division. 
Sponger I and loader you, through the whole commission. 
Chours
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Chours
Oftentimes have we laid out, toil nor danger fearing, 
Tugging out the flapping sail to the weather earring. 
Chours
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Chours
When the middle watch was on and the time went slow, boy, 
Who could choose a rousing stave, who like Jack or Joe, boy? 
Chours
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Chours
There she swings, an empty hulk, not a soul below now. 
Number seven starboard mess misses Jack and Joe now. 
Chours
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
Chours
But the best of friends must part, fair or foul the weather. 
Hand yer flipper for a shake, now a drink together. 
Long we've tossed on the rolling main, now we're safe ashore, Jack. 
Don't forget yer old shipmate, faldee raldee raldee raldee rye-eye-doe! 
The Man Who Invented Beer  TC " The Man Who Invented Beer  " \f C \l "1" 
A long time ago, way back in history, 
when all there was to drink was nothin but cups of tea. 
Along came a man by the name of Charlie Mops, 
and he invented a wonderful drink and he made it out of hops. 

He must have been an admiral a sultan or a king, 
and to his praises we shall always sing. 
Look what he has done for us he's filled us up with cheer! 
Lord bless Charlie Mops, the man who invented beer beer beer 
tiddly beer beer beer. 

The Curtis bar, the James' Pub, the Hole in the Wall as well 
one thing you can be sure of, its Charlie's beer they sell 
so all ye lads a lasses at eleven O'clock ye stop 
for five short seconds, remember Charlie Mops 1 2 3 4 5 

He must have been an admiral a sultan or a king, 
and to his praises we shall always sing. 
Look what he has done for us he's filled us up with cheer! 
Lord bless Charlie Mops, the man who invented beer beer beer 
tiddly beer beer beer. 

A barrel of malt, a bushel of hops, you stir it around with a stick, 
the kind of lubrication to make your engine tick. 
40 pints of wallop a day will keep away the quacks. 
Its only eight pence hapenny and one and six in tax, 1 2 3 4 5 

He must have been an admiral a sultan or a king, 
and to his praises we shall always sing. 
Look what he has done for us he's filled us up with cheer! 
Lord bless Charlie Mops, the man who invented beer beer beer 
tiddly beer beer beer. 

The Lord bless Charlie Mops!
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