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Each Campfire Lights Anew

Words & Music:

Traditional

SIMPLE CHORDS:

     G                 D7                           G

Each campfire lights anew.  The flame of friendship true.

    E                Am                D7                  G

The joy we've had in knowing you, will last the whole year through.

And as the embers die away, we wish that we might ever stay.

But since we cannot have our way, we'll come again some other day.
MORE COMPLEX CHORDS:

     G        Em       D        D7                  G

Each campfire lights anew.  The flame of friendship true.

    Em               C                 D        D7         G

The joy we've had in knowing you, will last the whole year through.

And as the embers die away, we wish that we might ever stay.

But since we cannot have our way, we'll come again some other day.
Early In The Morning

Words & Music:

Traditional

(Peter, Paul & Mary)

A     D          A                    D        A

Well, early in the morning, about the break of day,

            C#m                    Bm7   E

I asked the Lord, "Help me find my way."

E7      D       A  D  A        D        A  D

Help me find my way---- to the promised land.

A    D      F#m                  B7

This lonely body needs a helping hand.

  F#m       A       F#m      C#m   E7   D  A  D  A

I asked the Lord to help me please find my way.

When the new day is dawning, now my head in prayer.

I pray to the Lord, "Won't you lead me there?"

Won't you guide me safely to the golden stair?

Won't you let this body your burden share?

I pray to the Lord won't you lead me please, lead me there?

When the judgment comes to find the world and shame

When the trumpet blows, won't you call my name?

When the thunder rolls and the heavens rain

When the sun turns black to never shine again

When the trumpet blows, won't you call me please, call my name?
Easy Rider

Words & Music:

Ma Rainey

See "C. C. Rider"

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Words & Music:

Traditional

D                   G                     A7               D

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

D                   G                   A7                      D

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

G A7  D      G       A7     D

Susie Jones, playing in the yard,

G   A7  D        E7            A7

Saw him fall and ran inside to tell her mom, that

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

Susie's mom, baking cracklin' bread,

Saw Old Joe and told him what her Susie said, that

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

So, Old Joe, leaning on his cane,

Limped to town and told them what Miz Jones was saying, that

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

Those in town, stopping on their way,

Saw Old Joe and gathered 'round to hear him say, that

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

Everyone gathered what they had.

Ran to the Jones' to try their best to save the lad, 'cause

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Fell into the well, fell into the well, fell into the deep dark well!

To the well, everybody came.

What a shame it took so long to say his name, 'cause:

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Who?

Eddie Suka-Tamahara-Tosa-Nova-Tosa-Nostra-Sama-Kama-Whacky-Brown

Drowned.

Get faster and faster with each verse and chorus!

Eddystone Light

Words & Music:

Traditional

Go look up the history of this extraordinary lighthouse.  It has nothing to do with this delightful song, but was a huge step forward in engineering and is a fascinating tale in its own right.

G

My father was the keeper of the Eddystone Light.

   A         D7      G

He married a mermaid one fine night.

G

From this union there came three:

  C            D7          G

A porpoise & a porgy & the other was me.

CHORUS:

A7               D                 D7                      G

Yo, ho, ho!  The wind blows free!  Oh, for the life on the rolling sea!

Late one night, I was trimming the glim

While singing a verse from the evening hymn.

A voice from starboard shouted, "Ahoy!"

And there was me mother sitting on a buoy.

CHORUS:

"What has become of my children three?"

Me mother she did ask of me.

"One was exhibited as a talking fish.

The other was served on a chafing dish."

CHORUS:

Then the phosphorus flashed in her seaweed hair.

I looked again and me mother wasn't there.

A voice came echoing out of the night,

"I don't like the keeper of the Eddystone Light."

[alt: "The Devil take the keeper of the Eddystone Light."]
CHORUS:

Edelweiss

Words & Music:

Richard Rodgers & Oscar Hammerstein III

Contrary to popular belief, this was written for the original Broadway production of "The Sound Of Music" and was never a "traditional Austrian folk tune".  Correspondent Tim set me straight.  Several discussion groups mention that the original stage recording is well worth getting and far better than the movie soundtrack.

G   D      Em  C

Edelweiss, Edelweiss.

G     Em          C     D [chromatically walk up the bass from G to Em chord]
Every morning you greet me.

G         D      Em        C

Small and white, clean and bright,

G        D        G

You look happy to meet me.

D                        G     G/F# Em

Blossom of snow, may you bloom and grow!

C         A7      D     D7

Bloom and grow forev -- er!

G   D      Em  C

Edelweiss, Edelweiss

G        D           G

Bless my homeland forever.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE

Blossom of snow, may you bloom and grow!

Bloom and grow forever!

Edelweiss, Edelweiss

Bless my homeland forever.

Eighth Of January

Music:  Traditional

Wow.  This one is difficult to find on guitar.  I found a mandolin arrangement (below) and various banjo & fiddle arrangements.  Acoustic Guitar has an arrangement by Eric Lugosh in its March 2006 issue.  Jay Buckey also has arrangements for various instruments on his site, jaybuckey.com.  The tune is an old reel, but modern ears will recognize it as the tune to "The Battle Of New Orleans", recorded by Johnny Horton.

Part A

         D                 G                 A                 D

E ---0-|-2-0-2-3-2-0---2-|-0-2-0-----------|-0---0-2-0-------|-----------------|

A -5---|-------------5---|-------5-2---4-5-|---5-------5-2-4-|-5-2-0-------5-0-|

D -----|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-------4-0-------|

G -----|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

 |_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |_|_|_| |   |_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |_|_|_| |   |_|

       D                 G                 A                 D

     |-2-0-2-3-2-0---2-|-0-2-0-----------|-0---0-2-0-------|-----------------|

     |-------------5---|-------5-2-0-4-5-|---5-------5-2-4-|-5-2-0-----------|

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-------4-0---0-2-|

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

       |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |_|_|_| |   |_|

Part B

       D                                                     A       D

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

     |-----0---0-------|-0-2-0-----------|-----0---0---0-2-|-0---------------|

     |-4-----------4-5-|-------4-2-0-0-2-|-4---------------|---4-2-4-0---0-2-|

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

       |   |   |   |_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |   |   |   |_|   |_|_|_| |   |_|

       D                                                     A       D

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

     |-----0---0-------|-0-2-0-----------|-----0---0---0-2-|-0---------------|

     |-4-----------4-5-|-------4-2-0-0-2-|-4---------------|---4-2-4-0-------|

     |-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

       |   |   |   |_|   |_|_|_| |_|_|_|   |   |   |   |_|   |_|_|_| |

El Condor Pasa (If I Could)

Words & Music:

Paul Simon (new lyrics) / Peruvian Folk Melody

                               G

I'd rather be a sparrow than a snail.

G                                  Em

Yes, I would, if I could, I surely would.  Hmmmmm.

Em                            G

I'd rather be a hammer than a nail.

G                                       Em

Yes, I would, if I only could, I surely would. Hmmmmm.

  C                               G

Away, I'd rather sail away like a swan that's here & gone.

  C                                            G

A man gets tied up to the ground, he gives the world its saddest sound.

            Em

Its saddest sound.

I'd rather be a forest than a street.

Yes I would, if I could, I surely would.

Hmmmmm.

I'd rather feel the earth beneath my feet.

Yes I would, if I only could, I surely would.

Hmmmmm.

Away, I'd rather sail away like a swan that's here & gone.

A man gets tied up to the ground, he gives the world its saddest sound.

Its saddest sound.

Engine 143

Words & Music:

Traditional American 

G
C
G
C
Dm
G
Dm
G
Dm
G
C

G                          C               G

Along came the F.F.V., the swiftest on the line,

G                               A7               D7

Running down the C&O road, just twenty minutes behind.

G                          C               G

Running into Souville, headquarters on the line,

  C                    G               D7              G

Receiving their strict orders from the station right behind.

Georgie's mother came to him, a bucket on her arm.

Saying to her darling son, "Be careful how you run,

Many a man that's lost his life trying to make lost time,

And if you run your engine right, you'll get there right on time."

Up the tracks she darted against a rock she crashed.

Upside down the engine turned and Georgie's head was smashed.

His head against the firebox door and the flames were rolling high.

"I'm glad I was born for an engineer on the C. & O. Road to die."

The doctor said to Georgie, "My darling boy be still.

Your life may yet be saved, if it is God's precious will."

"Oh no," said George, "that will not do, I want to die so free.

I want to die for the engine I love: One Hundred and Forty-Three."

The doctor said to Georgie, "Your life cannot be saved.

Murdered on a railway and laid in a lonesome grave."

His face was covered up with blood, his eyes they could not see.

And the very last words poor Georgie said were, 

"Nearer, my God, to Thee."

Eres Tu

Words & Music:

Juan Carlos Calderon

D        A            G        D

Como una promesa eres tu, eres tu,

D        A         Em   A7

Como una mañana de verano.

D           A         G        D

Como una sonrisa eres tu, eres tu.

  G    A D    C     G

Así, así eres tu.

Como una esperanza eres tu, eres tu,

Como lluvia fresca en mis manos

Como fuerte brisa eres tu, eres tu

Así, así eres tu

CHORUS:

D  A  Bm  Bm/A            G    Em    Bm   A

Er-es tu--------- como el agua de mi fuente.

A  A7 D           G        D  A    D    C    G

Er-es tu--------- el fuego de mi hogar.

Algo así eres tu, eres tu.

Algo así como el fuego de mi hoguera,

Algo así eres tu , en mi vida algo así eres tu.

Como mi poema eres tu, eres tu,

Como una guitarra en la noche,

Como mi horizónte eres tu, eres tu.

Así, así eres tu.

CHORUS:

Algo así eres tu, eres tu.

Algo así como el fuego de mi hoguera

Algo así eres tu, en mi vida algo así eres tu.

Algo así eres tu, eres tu.

Algo asi como el agua de mi fuente.

Al así eres tu, como el fuego de mi hogar

CHORUS:

Erie Canal

Words & Music:

Traditional

Am                           Dm      Am

I've got an old mule and her name is Sal.

Am                   E7     Am

Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.

She's a good old worker and a good old pal.

Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.

      E                         Dm

We've hauled some barges in our day

Am                  C        E

Filled with lumber, coal and hay.

    Am      C     Dm          Am

And we know every inch of the way

Am             E7    Am

From Albany to Buffalo.

CHORUS:

C                     G

Low bridge, everybody down!

C                        F      G    C

Low bridge, 'cause we're comin' to a town.

C                           F

And you'll always know your neighbor,

C                       F

You'll always know your pal,

C                  F            C    G7 C

If you've ever navigated on the Erie Canal.

If you ever get along your way, old gal.

Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.

You can bet your life I'd never part with Sal.

Fifteen miles on the Erie Canal.

Get up there, mule, here comes a lock.

We'll make Rome 'fore six 'o' clock.

And back we'll go to our home dock.

Right back home to Buffalo.

CHORUS:

Everybody Gonna Pray

Words & Music:

Traditional

arr. Peter, Paul & Mary

CHORUS:

                    Am G Am                     Am G Am

Everybody gonna pray------- on the very last day-------.

                       C G Am                   Em Bm E

When they hear the bell----- ring the world away-------.

                      Am G    F              E        Am G Am

Everybody's gonna pray to the heavens on the Judgment Day.

              C              G          Am

Well, you can sing about the great King David,

            C                G         Am

And you can preach about the wisdom of Saul,

                 G        F      G             C                  E7

But the judgment falls on all mankind when the trumpet sounds the call.

Am  C     D     E    Am          C        D          E

All equal & the same--- when the Lord, He calls your name,

Am         C        D        E

Get ready, brother, for that day.

CHORUS:

Well, one day soon all men will stand.

His word will be heeded in all the land.

Men shall know & men shall see.  We are all brothers & we are all free.

Humankind was made of clay, each of us in the very same way.

Get ready, brother, for that day.

CHORUS:

Well, the law is Queen & the law is known.

A tale is told & the seed is sown.

From dust we come & to dust we go.  You know the Lord once told us so.

Each brother takes his hand, heed the meaning of the Lord's command.

Get ready, brother, for that day.

CHORUS:

Everybody Loves Saturday Night

Words & Music:

Traditional African

I don't recall where I got this story of this song:  "The government of Nigeria put a curfew on its people a number of years ago. When people protested, the government agreed to lift the curfew for Saturday nights only. People went out into the streets and spontaneously created this song as part of the celebrations. The song has been translated into many languages and sung throughout the world."

C         G7             C    G7     C         G7             C   G7

Everybody loves Saturday night-----. Everybody loves Saturday night.

C          Dm         Em         F          C         G7             C

Everybody, everybody, everybody, everybody, everybody loves Saturday night

 [Nigerian]

Bobo waro fero Satodeh, Bobo waro fero satodeh,

Bobowaro, bobowaro, bobowaro, bobowaro, bobowaro fero Satodeh.

 [French]

Tout le monde aime Samedi soir

 [Africa -Sierra Leone]

Mo-fe mo-ni s'mo ho_gbe-ke

 [Italian]

Piace a tutti sabato sera

 [Czechoslovakian]

Kazhdi ma rad sabotu vietcher.

 [Chinese]

Re'nren dou syi hwan libai lyou wan shang  [or: Ren ren si huan li pai lu]

 [Russian]

Vse lubyat subo'tu  ve'cherom  [or: Fsiem nravitsa subbota vietcher]

 [Spanish]

Nos gu'sta a to'dos la no'che de sa'bado  [or: A todos le gusta la noche del Sabado]

 [Greek]

P'antes agapou'si tin ni'kta tou Sa'bbata

 [German]

Yeder freut sich auf Samstag Abend

 [Yiddish]

Yeider aine hat liebe Shabbas ba nacht

 [Hungarian]

Minden ember szeret Szombat est_t

Evil-Hearted Man

Words & Music:

Traditional Blues

Em       E                      Em    E

When the sun rose this morning, I was feeling mighty bad.

Em E                           E7

My baby said; "Good morning."  Hell, it made me mad!

CHORUS:

              A7                 E

Because I was evil, evil hearted me.

         B7              A7                E    A7    E    B7

I'm just downright evil, evil as a man can be.

Well, she even cooked my breakfast, and she brought it to my bed,

I took a sip of coffee, and throwed cup at her head.

CHORUS:

I don't even care if my baby leaves me flat

I got forty-eleven others if it comes to that

CHORUS:

I don't even care if it rains from now on.

And the gal I love had never been born.

CHORUS:

I've sold out to the devil, trouble's all I crave.

I'd like to see you dead and lying in your grave.

CHORUS:

Excursion Around The Bay

Words & Music:

Johnny Burke (Great Big Sea)

            A

Well it was on this Monday morning and the day be calm and fine.

A                                       D              E

To the Harbour Grace excursion with the boys to have a time.

     A

And just before the sailor took the gangway from the pier

  D              A               E        A

I saw some fella haul me wife aboard as a volunteer.

CHORUS:

A                 E                 A         E                      D     A

"Oh me, oh my!" I heard me old wife cry.  "Oh me, oh my, I think I'm gonna die!"

A                 D                 A

"Oh me, oh my!" I heard me old wife say,

   D              A            E                  A

"I wish I'd never taken this excursion around the bay".

We had full three hundred souls aboard, oh what a splendid sight!

Left stong and regimental to make our spirits bright.

And meself being in the double, when a funny things they'd say.

They choke themselves from laughing when they'd see us in the bay.

CHORUS:

Me wife she got no better, she turned a sickly green.

I fed her cake and candy, fat pork and kerosene.

Castor Oil and sugar of candy, I rubbed pure oil on her face.

And I said she'll be a dandy when we reaches Harbour Grace!

CHORUS:

My wife she got no better, my wife, me darling dear.

The screeches from her troll you could hear in Carbonear.

I tried every place in Harbour Grace, tried every store and shop,

To get her something for a cure or take her to the hop.

CHORUS:

She died below the brandies as we were coming back.

We buried her in the ocean, wrapped up in a Union Jack.

So now I am a single man, in search of a pretty face.

And the woman that says she'll have me, I'm off for Harbour Grace!

CHORUS:

Eyes On The Prize

Words & Music:

Traditional Spiritual

Am

Paul and Silas bound in jail; had no money to go their bail.

          Dm          E            Am

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

Paul and Silas thought they was lost; dungeon shook & the chains come off.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

Freedom's name is mighty sweet & soon we're gonna meet.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

I got my hand on the gospel plow, won't take nothing for my journey, now.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

CHORUS:

Am   C        Am             Dm          E            Am

Hold on, Hold on!  Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

Only chain that a man can stand is that chain o'hand on hand.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

I'm gonna board that big Greyhound, carry the love from town to town.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

CHORUS:

The only thing I did was wrong was stayin' in the wilderness too long.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

The one thing we did was right was the day we started to fight.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

CHORUS:  [3x]

Ain't been to Heaven, but I been told streets up there are paved with gold.

Keep your eyes on the prize – hold on.

