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Nellie The Elephant

Words & Music:

Ralph Butler & Peter Hart

This is The Toy Dolls' version of this 1956 classic.  According to Wikipedia, some use this song to teach the correct rhythm for CPR (100 chest compressions per minute).

INTRO:  Em B7 Em    C B7 Em

Em B7 Em    G                 B

To Bombay a travelling circus came,

     F#7                    B            F#7            B

They brought an intelligent elephant and Nellie was her name.

One dark night she slipped her iron chain;

And off she ran to Hindustan and was never seen again.

[n.c.]

Ooooooooooooooooh!

CHORUS: [faster]
E                                        A                    E

Nellie the elephant packed her trunk and said good-bye to the circus.

A                  E                 F#7     B7      E

Off she went with a trumpety-trump!  TRUMP!  TRUMP!  TRUMP!

     E                                      A                    E

Now, Nellie the elephant packed her trunk & trumbled back to the jungle

A                   E                F#7     B7      E

Off she went with a trumpety-trump!  TRUMP!  TRUMP!  TRUMP!

Night by night, she danced to the circus band.

When Nellie was leading the big parade, she looked so proud and grand.

No more tricks for Nellie to perform.

They taught her how to take a bow & she took the crowd by storm.

Ooooooooooooooooh!

CHORUS:  [after the Chorus, play a C chord to transition to Bridge]
BRIDGE:

    Bb                           F    Bb  F

The head of the herd was calling far, far away.

     G7                   C                   G7      C

They met one night in the silver light on the road to Mandalay.

Ooooooooooooooooh!

CHORUS: 

OUTRO:

F  Bb  F  Bb  F  G7  C | F  Bb  F  Bb  F  G7  C7  F

New River Train

Words & Music:

Traditional American

According to a post on The Mudcat Café "...[Alan] Lomax says, Some hillbilly, who came to town and discovered the limitations of his ancestral Calvinism, began this rhyme, and it has kept on rolling by itself from coast to coast, to become the national chant of a rebellious American libido. Lomax calls the song DARLING,..."  A Scott Nygaard arrangement of this for acoustic guitar is in the August 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  I've consolidated all the versions I could find from Mudcat & others sent me.  Mudcat Sources are: the Penguin Book of American Folksongs (1964), compiled and edited with notes by Alan Lomax and a transcription of a recording of Bill Monroe back in '39 and '40.

CHORUS:

    G                                                         D

I'm riding on that New River Train.  Riding on that New River Train.

G                   C                     G       D      G

Same old train that brought me here gonna take me away again.

Darling, you can't love but one.  Darling, you can't love but one.
You can't love but one & still have any fun.

Oh, Darling, you can't love but one.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love two.  Darling, you can't love two.

You can't love two and still be true.  [alt: to me be true]

Oh, Darling, you can't love two.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love three.  Darling, you can't love three.

You can't love three, and still love me. [alt: and get along with me]

Oh, Darling you can't love three.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love four.  Darling, you can't love four.

You can't love four, and love me any more  [alt: and come knocking at my door]

Oh, Darling, you can't love four.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love five.  Darling, you can't love five.

You can't love five, and get honey from my beehive  [alt: hive]

Oh, Darling, you can't love five.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love six.  Darling, you can't love six.

You can't love six, that kinda love don't mix.  [alt: and keep me in this fix]

Oh, Darling, you can't love six.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love seven.  Darling, you can't love seven.

You can't love seven and expect to get to heaven.

Oh, Darling, you can't love seven.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love eight.  Darling, you can't love eight.

You can't love eight and get through them pearly gates.

[alt: and keep this business straight.]

Oh, Darling, you can't love eight.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love nine.  Darling, you can't love nine.

You can't love nine and be a gal of mine.  [alt: and see me all the time]
Oh, Darling, you can't love nine.

CHORUS:

Darling, you can't love ten.  Darling, you can't love ten.

You can't love ten, I'll have to sing this song again.

[alt: and be welcome here again]

Oh, Darling, you can't love ten.

CHORUS:

Darling, remember what you said.  Darling, remember what you said.

Remember what you said: "I'd rather be dead

Than see you leavin' on that new river train."

The Night Pat Murphy Died

(Great Big Sea version)

Words & Music:

Traditional / arr. Great Big Sea

A                                       D              A

Oh, the night that Paddy Murphy died is one I'll never forget.

A                                          D                E7

Some of the boys got loaded drunk and they ain't got sober, yet.

A                                              D               A

As long as the bottle was passed around, every man was feeling gay.

A                                          D     E7

O'Leary came with the bagpipes, and music for to play!

CHORUS:

A                            D                  A

That's how they showed their respect for Paddy Murphy.

A                            D               E7

That's how they showed their honor and their pride.

     A                                       D                A

They said it was a sin and a shame, and they winked at one another.

    A     E            D          A       D         E       A

And every drink in the place was full the night Pat Murphy died.

As Mrs. Murphy sat in the corner pouring out her grief

Kelly and his gang came tearing down the street.

They went into an empty room and a bottle of whiskey stole

And put that bottle with the corpse to keep that whiskey cold!

CHORUS

About two o'clock in the morning, after emptying the jug

Doyle rolls up the icebox there to see poor Paddy's mug.

They stopped the clock so Mrs. Murphy couldn't tell the time.

And at a quarter after two, we argued it was nine!

CHORUS

Well, they stopped the hearse on George Street outside Sundance saloon.

They all went in at half past eight and staggered out at noon.

They went up to the graveyard, so holy and sublime.

Found out when they got there, they'd left the corpse behind!

CHORUS

Oh, the night that Paddy Murphy died is one I'll never forget.

Some of the boys got loaded drunk and they ain't got sober, yet.

As long as the bottle was passed around, every man was feeling gay.

O'Leary came with the bagpipes, and music for to play!

CHORUS

The Night Pat Murphy Died

(original version)

Words & Music:

Traditional

A                                D                   A

The night Paddy Murphy died is a night I'll never forget.

A                              D               A

Everyone got roarin' drunk and some not sober, yet.

A                                             D               A

As long as the bottle was passed around, everyone was feeling gay.

A                                 D            E7

And a lady came with bagpipes and music for to play!

CHORUS:

A                                  D               A

And that's how they showed their respect for Paddy Murphy.

A                            D               E7

That's how they showed their honor and their pride.

A                                           D               A

They said it was a sin and a shame and they winked at one another.

     A    E            D         A         D         E      A

Now, everything in the wakehouse went, the night Pat Murphy died.

Mrs. Murphy sat in the corner, pourin' out her grief.

When Kelly and his friends, came roaring down the street.

They crept into an empty room and a bottle of whiskey stole.

They placed the bottle on the corpse to keep the liquor cold.

CHORUS:

At three o'clock in the morning, some dirty blue-eyed scamp.

He wrote upon the coffin lid, "Herein lies a tramp."

They stopped the clock so Mrs. Murphy couldn't tell the time.

And at a quarter after three, they argued it was nine.

CHORUS:

And everyone got merry, they didn't care for prayer.

Mrs. Murphy said she'd wait 'til all the gang were there.

Of all the sights I've ever seen that made me shiver with fear.

They took the ice right off the corpse, just for to chill the beer.

CHORUS:

Now everything was doin' fine, there was no ill at all.

'Til Finnegan told Flannaghan, "You've got an awful gall."

I thought that that might start a row, And sure enough it did.

For Flannaghan had carved his name upon the coffin lid.

CHORUS:

Then the fight got fierce & strong, everyone was in.

Someone knocked the whiskers off poor old Darby Flynn.

And Dirty Andy Burke was there, now whadda ya think he done?

He placed the corpse right on its head, in the corner just for fun.

CHORUS:

Someone hollered for the cops; they busted down the door.

They jumped upon ol' Paddy's back and they laid him on the floor.

They knocked him twice behind the ears and they knocked him on the head.

When they jumped up from his back, sure they found out he was dead.

CHORUS:

Mrs. Murphy started in, battled with them cops.

She chased 'em, every one of them; she chased 'em several blocks.

A lovely time was had by all, eighteen in court were tried.

For having caused a riot on the night Pat Murphy died.

CHORUS:

At eight o'clock in the morning, the procession left the house.

And everyone but poor ol' Mrs. Murphy was out soused.

They stopped on the way to the churchyard at the old Red Door Saloon.

They staggered in at nine o'clock and didn't come out 'til noon.

CHORUS:

Someone asked ol' Finnegan if anyone had died.

"Lou," says he, "I'm not quite sure, I just came for the ride."

They started out for the graveyard, all holy and sublime,

But found out when they got there, they'd left the corpse behind.

CHORUS:

The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down

Words & Music:

Robbie Robertson (The Band)

There is a version of this in the February 2008 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  The version below is the one I first learned at camp.
C  Em  Am  G  [2x]
Am     C                       F                     Dm

Virgil Caine is my name, and I drove on the Danville train,

Am              C                F                   Dm

'Til Stoneman's cavalry came and tore up the tracks again.

F                 C  C/B          Am           F

In the winter of '65----, we were hungry, just barely alive.

F                 C 

By May the tenth, Richmond had fell,

         Am       F              G

It was a time I remember, oh, so well.

CHORUS:

    C          Am              C             Am

The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down, and the bells were ringing.

C              Am              C                 Am

The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down, and all the people were singing.

            C           Am          Dm              F

They went, "La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La, La..."

Back with my wife in Tennessee, when one day she called to me,

"Virgil, quick, come see, there goes Robert E. Lee!"

Now I don't mind choppin' wood, and I don't care if the money's no good.

You take what you need and you leave the rest.

But they never should have taken the very best.

CHORUS:

Like my father before me, I'm a working man.

Like my brother above me, I took a rebel stand.

He was just 18, proud and brave, when a Yankee laid him in his grave.

I swear by the blood below my feet

You can't raise a Caine back up when he's in defeat.

CHORUS:

Nine Hundred Miles

Words & Music:

Woody Guthrie

    Am                             E           Am

I'm ridin' along this track, I got tears in me eyes,

Am               G              Am

Tryin' to read a letter from my home.

CHORUS:

        Am                            E             Am

If this train leads me right, I'll be home tomorrow night,

           Am                         Dm

'Cause I'm nine hundred miles from my home,

      Am                E                Am

And I hate to hear that lonesome whistle blow.

I'll pawn ye my watch, and I'll pawn ye my chain,

Pawn ye my gold diamond ring.

CHORUS:

This train I ride on is a hundred coaches long,

You can hear the whistle blow a hundred miles.

CHORUS:

If my woman says no, then I'll railroad no more,

I'll live in the shanty all my days.

CHORUS:
Nine-Pound Hammer

Words & Music:

Traditional American

                G                      C

This nine-pound hammer is a little too heavy

       G     D             G

For my size, buddy, for my size.

CHORUS:

                                        C

Well, roll on, buddy, don't you roll so slow.

          G    D                     G

How can I roll when the wheels won't go?

I went up into the mountain just to see my honey,

And I ain’t coming back, Lord I ain’t coming back.

CHORUS:

It’s a long way to Harlen, and a long way to Hazard,

Just to get a little brew, just to get a little brew.

CHORUS:

Oh, the eight-pound hammer in this tunnel;

Let it ring like mine, let it ring like mine.

CHORUS:

There ain't one hammer down in this tunnel.

That can ring like mine, that can ring like mine.

Rings like silver, and it shines like gold.

Rings like silver, and it shines like gold.

CHORUS:

The nine-pound hammer, that killed John Henry,

Ain't gonna kill me, ain't gonna kill me.

CHORUS:

Buddy, when I'm long gone, won't you make my tombstone

Out of number nine coal, out of number nine coal?

CHORUS:

I'm going on the mountain, just to see my baby.

And I ain't coming back; no, I ain't coming back.

CHORUS:

Now, somebody stole, my nine-pound hammer,

They took it and gone; they took it and gone.

CHORUS:

No One Is An Island

Words & Music:

Alex Kramer & Joan Whitney (1940s)

(based on the John Donne poem)

There are two versions of this because the top version is what I came up with when I was trying to reconstruct this song from memory.  I later found my notes from the '70s  and that is version two of the chords.  Yes, the words in version one are changed to include those of us who went to girls' camps.  The other has the traditional words.  Pick your fave & enjoy!  This tune was a popular reggae tune in the 1960s & 1970s & covered by many early reggae artists.

G      D     G        C      D       G

No one is an island.  No one stands alone.

C          D      G       Am  A7                     D7

Each one's joy is joy for me, each one's place is my own.

G       D    G       C     D      G

We need one another; so, I will defend

Am       D7    G  Am    G        D7    G

Each one as my kindred, each one as my friend.

No Man Is An Island

G      D7    G       C              G

No man is an island. No man stands alone.

C          D7             Em  A                      D7

Each man's joy is joy for me, each man's grief is my own.

G       D7   G       C            G

We need one another; so, I will defend

C        D7    Em  Am   G        D7    G

Each man as my brother, each man as my friend.

Nobody Likes Me

Words & Music:

Traditional

Correspondent Perry Henrich was kind enough to send along some missing verses for this.

A                                                      E

Nobody likes me, everybody hates me, guess I'll go eat worms,

E                                               E7                       A

Long, thin, slimy ones; Short, fat, juicy ones, itsy, bitsy, fuzzy wuzzy worms.

Down goes the first one, down goes the second one; oh, how they wiggle and squirm!

Up comes the first one, up comes the second one; oh, how they wiggle and squirm!

First one's greazy, goes down easy, second one sticks to your tongue.

Third one's rusted, fourth one's busted, fifth one starts to run.

Nobody likes me, everybody hates me, I'm gonna' go eat worms.

Big ones, little ones, ooshy gooshy gooshy ones; worms that squirm and squirm.

I bite off the heads, and suck out the juice and throw the skins away.

Nobody knows how fat I grow on worms three times a day.

[alternate version:  Cut off the heads and suck out the juice & throw the skins away.

You'd be surprised how many little worms you can eat three times a day.]

Nobody likes me, everybody hates me, think I'll go eat worms.

Big fat juicy ones, Eensie weensy squeensy ones, see how they wiggle and squirm.

Chomp off their heads and squeeze out the juice and throw their tails away.

Nobody knows how I survive on worms three times a day.

Nobody likes me, everybody hates me, I'm goin' down the garden to eat worms.

Long thin slimy ones, short fat fuzzy ones, ooey gooey, ooey gooey worms.

North To Alaska

Words & Music:

Mike Phillips

    C                       G7              C  F  C

Big Sam left Seattle in the year of 'ninety-two

C7   F                                    C  F   C

With George Pratt his partner and brother Billy, too.

C7   F                                        C   F  C

They crossed the Yukon river and found the Bo-nan-za gold.

                 F     C                G7          Dm7  G7 C F C

Beneath that old white mountain, just a little southeast of Nome--.

CHORUS:

          C          G7 C       F

Where the river is winding, big nuggets they're finding.

C                   G7    Dm7  G7 C

North to Alaska; go north rush is on.

They crossed the Majestic mountains to the valley far below.

As he talked to his team of huskies, as they mushed on through the snow.

With the northern lights a'running wild in the land of the midnight sun.

Yes, Sam McCord was a mighty man in the year of 'ninety-one.

CHORUS:

George turned to Sam with his gold in his hand.

Said Sam, "You're looking at a lonely, lonely man.

I'd trade all this gold that's buried in this land

For one small band of gold to place on sweet little Jennie's hand.

For a man needs a woman to love him all the time.

Remember, Sam, a true love is so hard to find.

I'd build for my Jennya honeymoon home,

Beneath that old white mountain just a little southeast of Nome.

CHORUS:

