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Baby Bumblebee

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Songhound Barbara McClatchey pointed out that I had forgotten to add the last two verses.  So, here is the full version.  Thanks!

    D                    G     D

I'm bringing home a baby bumblebee,

A              A7

Won't my mommy be so proud of me?

    D                    G     D

I'm bringing home a baby bumblebee.

D    G       A     D

Oo!  Ee!  It stung me!

I'm squishing up my baby bumblebee,

Won't my mommy be so proud of me?

I'm bringing home my baby bumblebee.

Oo!  Ee!  It's all over me!

I'm licking off my baby bumblebee,

Won't my mommy be so proud of me?

I'm licking off my baby bumblebee.

Oo!  Ee!  It tastes yuckky!

I'm throwing up my baby bumblebee,

Won't my mommy be so proud of me?

I'm throwing up my baby bumblebee.

Oo!  Ee!  What a mess by me!

I'm cleaning up my baby bumblebee,

Won't my mommy be so proud of me?

I'm cleaning up my baby bumblebee.

I think I'll go and get another!

MOTIONS:


VERSE 1:  Cup your hands as though you are carrying a bee in them.


VERSE 2:  Squish your palms together in a grinding motion.


VERSE 3:  Pretend to lick the palms of your hands.



VERSE 4:  I think the motion is self-evident, here.


VERSE 3:  Pretend to mop the floor

Baby, I Love You

Words & Chant:

Traditional Game

"Baby, I love you.  Won't you give me a smile?"

"I love you, baby, but I just can't smile."

Everyone sits in a circle around "It", who is sitting in the center of the circle.  Another person is chosen to go into the circle and deliver the first line ("Baby, I love you...").  "It" must deliver the second line ("I love you, baby...") without cracking a smile.  The first person can do anything s/he can to get "It" to crack up EXCEPT touch them in any way.  No tickling, etc.

If "It" successfully delivers the line without cracking up, that person picks a new person to deliver the first line, returns to the circle and the person who failed to get them to laugh becomes "It".  If "It" loses it, the line-deliverer gets to pick a new person to come in and try to get "It" to laugh.

A very fun game.

Babylon

Words & Music:

Traditional / arr. Don McLean

Em     Am      Em       Am      Em

By the waters, the waters of Babylon

We lay down and wept, and wept for thee, Zion.

We remember Thee, remember Thee, remember Thee, Zion.

[This is a three-part round.  Part 2 starts singing after part 1 has finished the first line.  Part 3 starts singing after part 2 has finished the first line.]

The Ballad Of Casey Jones

Words & Music:

T. Lawrence Seibert, Wallace Saunders & Eddie Newton.

Info from Wikipedia:  Wallace Saunders was an engine wiper & friend of the recently-deceased Casey, who made up the words to the tune of the then-popular song "Jimmie Jones".  His version was never copyrighted and, thus, the original words are lost.  The second version was by vadeville performers Frank & Bert Leighton, who learned it from their brother William, who was an Illinois Central Engineer.  They also neglected to copyright it.  Vaudeville performers T. Lawrence Seibert & Eddie Newton were smart enough to copyright and publish the song in 1909 as "Casey Jones, The Brave Engineer" and the song passed into American lore.  Those of us of a certain age also know this tune from the "Choo Choo Charlie" Good & Plenty commercial.

Well-Known Seibert-Newton version:

F                                                           C         F

Come all you rounders if you want to hear the story about a brave engineer.

F                                      C                                    F

Casey Jones was the roller's name. On six feet of wheels across he won his fame.

The caller called about Casey about a half past four.

He kissed his wife at the station door.

Climbed in the cabin with his orders in his hand.

Said "This is my trip to the promised land."

CHORUS:

F           C              F                                   G7

Casey Jones climbed in the cabin.   Casey Jones, orders in his hands.

F            C               F                   C                    F

Casey Jones, leanin' out the window.  Takin' the trip to the promised land.

Cruising at the Memphis yards on a fly.  Rain been a-falling and the water was high.

Everybody knew by the engine moan that the man at the throttle was Casey Jones.

Jones said, "Fireman, now, don't you fret.  Sam, well, Sam I ain't giving up yet.

Eight hours late with the southbound mail,

We'll be on time or we'll leaving the rail."

CHORUS:
Dead on the rails was a passenger train.  Blood was filling up Casey's brain.

Casey said, "Hey, now, look ahead!  Jump, Sam, jump or we'll all be dead!'

With a hand on the whistle and a hand on the brake,

North Mississippi was wide awake.

"I see," a railroad official said, "He's a good engineer to be a-laying dead."

CHORUS:

Headaches and heartaches and all kind of pain; all a part of a railroad train.

The sweat and the toil the good and the ground, part of a life of a railroad man.

CHORUS:

TraditionalMusic.co.uk version:

"...Many songs have been sung about Casey Jones and the famous train wreck of 1909.  At the time of the tragedy, according to one legend, Casey, throttle puller of the Illinois Central's crack Cannonball, was driving No. 638, making a run for a friend who was ill.  The train was wrecked at Vaughn, Mississippi, and Casey died at the throttle.  Wallace Saunders, his Negro engine wiper, set down the story of his death and it was sung to the then popular tune of "Jimmy Jones."..."

Come all you rounders that want to hear

The story of a brave engineer.

Casey Jones was the rounder's name,

On a six eight wheeler, boys, he won his fame.

     Casey Jones mounted to his cabin,

     Casey Jones with his orders in his hand

     Casey Jones mounted to his cabin,

     And he took his farewell trip to that promised land.

The caller call Casey at half past four,

He kissed his wife at the station door,

He mounted to the cabin with the orders in his hand,

And he took his farewell trip to that promised land.

When he pulled up that Reno hill,

He whistled for the crossing with an awful shrill;

The switchman knew by the engine's moan

That the man at the throttle was Casey Jones.

He looked at his water and his water was low;

He looked at his watch and his watch was slow;

He turned to his fireman and this is what he said,

"Boy, we're going to reach Frisco, but we'll all be dead."

"So turn on your water and shovel in your coal,

Stick you head out the window, watch those drivers roll;

I'll drive her till she leaves the rail,

For I'm eight hours late by that Western Mail.

When he was within six miles of the place,

There number four stared him straight in the face.

He turned to his fireman, said "Jim you'd better jump,

For there're two locomotives that are going to bump.

Casey said just before he died,

"There're two more roads I would like to ride."

The fireman said, "Which ones can they be?"

"Oh the Northern Paceific and the Santa Fe."

Mrs. Jones sat at her bed a-sighing

Just to hear the news that her Casey was dying.

"Hush up children, and quit your crying',

For you've got another poppa on the Salt Lake Line."

Janie Jones Official Lyrics version:

Per trainweb.org:  "This version was considered by Janie Jones, Casey's wife, to be the most accurate representation of Wallace's original version.  Mrs. Jones spent much of her life refuting some of the vulgar references other versions made about her husband."

Come all you rounders if you want to hear

A story 'bout a brave engineer,

Casey Jones was the rounder's name

'Twas on the Illinois Central that he won his fame.

Casey Jones, he loved a locomotive.

Casey Jones, a mighty man was he.

Casey Jones run his final locomotive

With the Cannonball Special on the old I.C.

Casey pulled into Memphis on Number Four,

The engine foreman met him at the roundhouse door;

Said, "Joe Lewis won't be able to make his run.

So, you'll have to double out on Number One."

"If I can have Sim Webb, my fireman, my engine 382,

Although I'm tired and weary, I'll take her through.

Put on my whistle that come in today

'Cause I mean to keep her wailing as we ride and pray."

Casey Jones, mounted the cabin,

Casey Jones, with the orders in his hand.

Casey Jones, he mounted the cabin,

Started on his farewell Journey to the promised land.

They pulled out of Memphis nearly two hours late,

Soon they were speeding at a terrible rate.

And the people knew by the whistle's moan.

That the man at the throttle was Casey Jones.

"Need more coal there, fireman Sim,

Open that door and heave it in.

Give that shovel all you got.

And we'll reach Canton on the dot."

On April 30, 1900, that rainy morn,

Down in Mississippi near the town of Vaughan,

Sped the Cannonball Special only two minutes late

Traveling 70 miles an hour when they saw a freight.

The caboose number 83 was on the main line,

Casey's last words were "Jump, Sim, while you have the time."

At 3:52 that morning came the fareful end,

Casey took his farewell trip to the promised land.

Casey Jones, he died at the throttle,

With the whistle in his hand.

Casey Jones, he died at the throttle,

But we'll all see Casey in the promised land.

His wife and three children were left to mourn

The tragic death of Casey on that April morn.

May God through His goodness keep them by His grace

'Til they all meet together in that heavenly place.

Casey's body lies buried in Jackson, Tennessee,

Close beside the tracks of the old I.C.

May his spirit live forever throughout the land

As the greatest of all heroes of a railroad man.

Casey Jones, he died at the throttle,

Casey Jones, with the whistle in his hand.

Casey Jones, he died at the throttle,

But we'll all see Casey in the promised land.

Bamboo

Words & Music:

Traditional(?) / (Peter, Paul & Mary)

D                                      C

You take a stick of bamboo, you take a stick of bamboo,

D                               C

You take a stick of bamboo, you throw it in the water

D      C      D

Oh --, oh --, Hannah!

D                               C

You take a stick of bamboo, you take a stick of bamboo,

D                               C

You take a stick of bamboo, you throw it in the water

D      C      D

Oh --, oh --, Hannah!

D     C              D

River ----, she come down.

D     C              D

River ----, she come down.

You travel on the River, you travel on the River,

You travel on the River, you travel on the water.

Oh --, oh --, Hannah!

My home's across the River, my home's across River,

My home's across the River, my home's across the water.

Oh --, oh --, Hannah!

River ----, she come down.

River ----, she come down.

You take a stick of bamboo, you take a stick of bamboo,

You take a stick of bamboo, you throw it in the water

Banana Boat Song (Day-O!)

(chord version 1)

Words & Music:

Irving Burgie

Burgie penned many of Harry Belafonte's calypso hits.  He was inducted into the Songwriters Hall of Fame in 2007.

CHORUS:

G       C   G

Day-o!  Day-o!

G                   D          G

Daylight come and I want to go home.

Day-o!  Day-o!

Daylight come and I want to go home.

G                  D          G

Come Mr. Tallyman, tally me bananas!

G                   D          G

Daylight come and I want to go home.

Come Mr. Tallyman, tally me bananas!

Daylight come and I want to go home.

CHORUS

Six han', seven han', eight han', bunch!

Daylight come and I want to go home.

Checker, he come check the bunch!

Daylight come and I want to go home.

CHORUS

Daylight come and I want to go home.

Daylight come and I want to go home.

Banana Boat Song (Day-O!)

(chord version 2)

Words & Music:

Irving Burgie

Burgie penned many of Harry Belafonte's calypso hits.  He was inducted into the Songwriters Hall of Fame in 2007.

[n.c.]            D                   A7       D

Day-oh!  Day-oh!  Daylight come an' I wanna go home!

[n.c.]            D                   A7       D

Day-oh!  Day-oh!  Daylight come an' I wanna go home!

D

Six han' seven han' eight han' bunch!

D                   A7       D

Daylight come an' I wanna go home.

Six han' seven han' eight han' bunch!

Daylight come an' I wanna go home.

Come, Mister Tally Man, tally me banana.

Daylight come an' I wanna go home.

Come, Mister Tally Man, tally me banana.

Daylight come an' I wanna go home.

Day-oh!  Day-oh!  Daylight come an' I wanna go home!

Day-oh!  Day-oh!  Daylight come an' I wanna go home!

The Band Played On

Words & Music:

John E. Palmer & Charles B. Ward

Most people only know the chorus to this 1895 ditty written for the New York Sunday World.  Many thanks to pdmusic.org and traditionalmusic.co.uk for providing the missing verses & chords to this delightful tune!

     C                               Dm

Matt Casey formed a social club that beat the town for style,

    G                           C

And hired for a meeting place a hall

     C                                 Dm

When payday came around each week they greased the floor with wax.

    G                                  C

And danced with noise and vigor at the ball,

     Am             Dm               Em7          Am

Each Saturday you'd see them dressed up in Sunday clothes,

     D                                    G

Each lad would have his sweetheart by his side.

     C                                    Dm

When Casey led the first grand march they all would fall in line,

  G7                                C       G7

Behind the man who was they joy and pride.  For...

CHORUS:  [play 2x each time]

C           Em             Am         C               G7

Casey would waltz with the strawberry blonde, and the band played on.

G7                                                       C

He'd glide 'cross the floor with the girl he adored, and band played on.

    C            C7        F         Fm

His brain was so loaded it nearly exploded;

    Dm

The poor girl would shake with alarm.

   F           Fm            C                        F    G7     C

He married the girl with the strawberry curl, and the band played on. [orig.:  "He'd ne'er leave the girl..."]

Such kissing in the corner and such whisp'ring in the hall,

And telling tales of love behind the stairs

As Casey was the favorite and he that ran the ball.

Of kissing and lovemaking did his share,

At twelve o'clock exactly they all would fall in line,

Then march down to the dining hall and eat.

But Casey would not join them although ev'ry thing was fine,

But he stayed upstairs and exercise his feet.  For...

CHORUS:

Now when the dance was over and the band played home sweet home,

They played a tune at Casey's own request.

He thank'd them very kindly for the favors they had shown.

Then he'd waltz once with the girl that he loved best.

Most all the friends are married that Casey used to know,

And Casey too has taken him a wife.

The blond he used to waltz and glide with on the ball room floor,

Is happy missis Casey now for life.  For...

CHORUS:

The Banjo Song

Words & Music:

Traditional American

I’ve been asked to provide the tune for this one, since it is apparently unrecorded anywhere.  So, here is a solo version of this and -- pardon the pipes -- a duet version with a higher voice so kids can sing along.  Enjoy!

  D                            A7

I u-la-lused to play-la-lay on my-la-lie ban-jo-la-lo.

    A7                         D         A7  D

But my-la-lie ban-jo-la-lo got bro-la-lo-lo--loke.

  D                            A7

I too-la-looke it to-la-lo the me-le-lender's sho-la-lop,

        A7                            D         A7  D

But the me-le-lender's sho-la-lop was shu-la-la-la--lut.

Since people have asked what this nonsense means, here are the words without the "la-la" parts added:  "I used to play on my banjo, but my banjo got broke.  I took it to the mender's shop, but the mender's shop was shut."

Banks Of Claudy

(Traditional version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

It was on a summer's morning all in the month of May

Down by yon flowery gardens I carelessly did stray

I overheard a fair maid in sorrow did complain

All for her absent lover who plowed the raging main

I boldly stepped up to her and gived her a surprise

I knew she did not know me, for I being in disguise

I said, "My charming creature, my heart and joy's delight

How far do you mean to wander this dark and dreary night?"

"Kind sir, the way to Claudy, if you will please to show

Oh take pity on a fair maid that knows not where to go

I am on the search of a faithless young man and Johnny is his name

And all on the Banks of Claudy I am told he does remain"

"This is the Banks of Claudy, fair maid, where on you stand

But don't depend on Johnny for he's a false young man

Oh don't depend on Johnny, for he'll not meet you here

But tarry with me in yon greenwoods, no danger need you fear"

"Oh if Johnny, he was here this night, he'd keep me from all harm

But he's in the field of battle all in his uniform

Since he's in the field of battle, his foes he does defy

Like a ruling king of honor, he fought in the war of Troy"

"It is six long weeks and better since Johnny left the shore

He is crossing the wide ocean where the foaming billows roar

Since he's crossing the wide ocean for honor and for fame

But this I heard, the ship was wrecked on the fatal coast of Spain"

Oh it's when she heard the dreadful news, she flew into despair

With a wringing of her hands and a toring of her hair

Saying, "If Johnny, he is drowned, no man on earth I'll take

But through lonesome groves and valleys I'll wander for his sake"

Oh it's when he saw her loyalty, no longer could he stand

He flew into her arms saying, "Betsy, I'm the man"

Saying, "Betsy, I'm the young man, the cause of all your pain

But since we've met on Claudy's banks, we shall never part again"

Banks Of Claudy

(Loreena McKennitt version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish (arr: Loreena McKennitt)

As I walked out one morning all in the month of May

Down by a flowery garden I carelessly did stray

I overheard a young maid in sorrow did complain,

All for her absent lover who plows the raging main.

I boldly stepped up to her and put her in surprise.

I know she did not know me, I being in disguise.

I says, "Me charming creature, my joy, my hearts delight,

How far have you to travel this dark and dreary night?"

"I'm in search of a faithless young man.  Johnny is his name.

And along the Banks of Claudy I'm told be does remain."

"This is the Banks of Claudy fair maid where on you stand.

But don't depend on Johnny for he's a false young man.

Oh don't depend on Johnny for he'll not meet you here.

But tarry with me in yon green woods no danger need you fear

Oh it's six long weeks or better since Johnny left the shore

He's crossing the wild ocean where the foam and the billows roar

He's crossing the wild ocean for honour and for fame.

But this I've beard, the ship was wrecked all on the coast of Spain."

Oh it's when she heard this dreadful news she flew into despair

By the wringing of her milk white hands and the tearing of her hair.

Saying "If Johnny he is drowned no man on earth I'll take,

But through lonesome groves and valleys I'll wander for his sake."

Oh it's when he saw her loyalty no longer could he stand

He flew into her arms saying "Betsy I'm the man."

"Saying Betsy I'm the young man the cause of all your pain

But since we've met on Claudy Banks we'll never part again."

Banks Of The Nile

(chords & duscussion)

Words & Music:

Traditional English

I first heard this tune when a friend gave me "The Collection" by the remarkable Martin Carthy (an album which blew the doors off what I thought guitar playing to be).  Finding tabs for this is difficult.  I suggest buying the sheet music of your favorite version.  Below are some suggestions & further discussions.  As with any traditional English folk song, there are many variations.

Transcribed by No'am Newman

intro: Am D Am7 D  alt:  Am  D  Am7  D  Am  D  G  Bm  Em  Am]

   [Bm7

    Am  D              G     Bm Em                     Am   Bm7*

 Oh hark! the drums do beat, my love, no longer can we stay.

Am          D        Am G    C                   D      Em

The bugle-horns are sounding clear, and we must march away.

Am            D       Am G C                        D     Em

We're ordered down to Portsmouth, and it's many the weary mile.

   Am7       D      Am G Am     G            Am     D Am7 D

To join the British Army on the banks of the Nile.

* one could play the Am shape shifted up two frets (without barre) for variation

Alt. version 1:

I think that the end of the 1st line goes to D instead of Bm7, and that

the ends of the 2nd and 3rd lines go to Bm after the Em.  Also, the

Fotheringay version may be in Cm (capoed) rather than Am.

Alt. version 2:

Line 1 alt:  Bm7  Am   G   C   D

Line 2 alt:  Em   Am   D   Am  G    C   D

Line 3 alt:  Em   Am7  D   Am  G

Line 4 alt:  Am   G    Am  D   Am7  D

Banks Of The Nile

(A. L. Lloyd lyrics version)

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Arr: A. L. Lloyd

It was on a Monday morning, the twenty-ninth of May,

Our ship she slipped her cable and we were ready for sea.

The wind blew from the South-Sou'-West; to Egypt we were bound,

And the Portsmouth hills were garnished with pretty girls all round.

There I beheld a handsome maid all in her bloom of years,

A-making lamentation and her eyes were full of tears.

"Oh, I'll cut off my yellow hair and sail along with you,

And I'll dress myself in sailor's clothes and I'll see Egypt, too."

"Oh no, my dearest Nancy, sure that will never do.

Lord Nelson have commanded no women there may go.

We must stand to our colours, love, and hope that fortune smiles,

As we fight with bold Lord Nelson on the banks of the Nile."

"Your waist is too slender and your fingers are too fine,

Your delicate constitution couldn't stand the hot campaign.

And the sultry suns of Egypt your complexion they would spoil,

If you fought with bold Lord Nelson on the banks of the Nile."

"The cannons they do rattle so and the cannon balls do fly,

And the silver whistles they sound out to drown our dismal cries.

But let a hundred days be brightened, love, and then you'll give a smile

And remember Nelson's victory on the banks of the Nile."

Banks Of The Nile

(Fotheringay lyrics version)

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Arr: Fotheringay

"Oh hark! the drums do beat, my love, no longer can we stay.

The bugle-horns are sounding clear, and we must march away.

We're ordered down to Portsmouth, and it's many is the weary mile.

To join the British Army on the banks of the Nile."

"Oh Willie, dearest Willie, don't leave me here to mourn,

Don't make me curse and rue the day that ever I was born.

For the parting of our love would be like parting with my life.

So stay at home, my dearest love, and I will be your wife."

"Oh my Nancy, dearest Nancy, sure that will never do.

The government has ordered, and we are bound to go.

The government has ordered, and the Queen she gives command.

And I am bound on oath, my love, to serve in a foreign land."

"Oh, but I'll cut off my yellow hair, and I'll go along with you.

I'll dress myself in uniform, and I'll see Egypt too.

I'll march beneath your banner while fortune it do smile,

And we'll comfort one another on the banks of the Nile."

"But your waist it is too slender, and your fingers they are too small.

In the sultry suns of Egypt your rosy cheeks would spoil.

Where the cannons they do rattle, when the bullets they do fly,

And the silver trumpets sound so loud to hide the dismal cries."

"Oh, cursed be those cruel wars, that ever they began,

For they have robbed our country of manys the handsome men.

They've robbed us of our sweethearts

While their bodies they feed the lions,

On the dry and sandy deserts which are the banks of the Nile."
Banks Of The Nile

(Martin Carthy lyrics version)

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Arr: Martin Carthy

"Hark I hear the drum a-beating, no longer can I stay.

I hear the bugle sounding, my love, I must away.

We are called out for orders and it's many's a long mile

To go fight with all those heejuns* on the banks of the Nile."

"Oh Willy, dearest Willy, don't leave me here to mourn,

You'll make me curse and rue the day that ever I was born.

For the parting of my own true love is the parting of my life,

Stay at home, dear Willy, and I will be your wife.

I will cut off those yellow locks and I'll go along with you,

I'll dress myself in velveteen and go and see Egypt too.

I'll fight and bear your banner while kind fortune upon me smile

And we'll comfort one another on the banks of the Nile."

"Oh Nancy, dearest Nancy, with me you cannot go.

For our colonel has give orders that no women there can go.

You will forget your own true love when you are on the shore

And you'll think of things that please your mind

And new loves will please you more."

Cursed be those cruel bloody wars that took my love from me,

And cursed be the order that put his boat to sea.

I fear the burning sun will shine his beauty to destroy

And his blood will seep in the grass

That's deep on the banks of the Nile.

*=heathens

Banks Of The Nile

(Sandy Denny lyrics version)

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Arr: Sandy Denny

Oh hark! the drums do beat, my love, no longer can we stay.

The bugle-horns are sounding clear, and we must march away.

We're ordered down to Portsmouth, and it's many is the weary mile.

To join the British Army on the banks of the Nile.

Oh Willie, dearest Willie, don't leave me here to mourn,

Don't make me curse and rue the day that ever I was born.

For the parting of our love would be like parting with my life.

So stay at home, my dearest love, and I will be your wife.

Oh my Nancy, dearest Nancy, sure that will never do.

The government has ordered, and we are bound to go.

The government has ordered, and the Queen she gives command.

And I am bound on oath, my love, to serve in a foreign land.

Oh, but I'll cut off my yellow hair, and I'll go along with you.

I'll dress myself in uniform, and I'll see Egypt too.

I'll march beneath your banner while fortune it do smile,

And we'll comfort one another on the banks of the Nile.

But your waist it is too slender, and your fingers they are too small.

In the sultry suns of Egypt your rosy cheeks would spoil.

Where the cannons they do rattle, when the bullets they do fly,

And the silver trumpets sound so loud to hide the dismal cries.

Oh, cursed be those cruel wars, that ever they began,

For they have robbed our country of manys the handsome men.

They've robbed us of our sweethearts

While their bodies they feed the lions,

On the dry and sandy deserts which are the banks of the Nile.

Banks Of The Ohio

Words & Music:

Traditional American

           G              D

I asked my love to take a walk,

        D7            G

Just to walk a little way.

                      C

As we walked along we talked

    G     D           G

All about our wedding day.

CHORUS:

And only say that you'll be mine

And our home will happy be.

Down beside where the waters flow.

Down on the banks of the Ohio.

I took her by her lily-white hand,

Led her down where the waters stand.

There I pushed her in to drown,

And watched as she floated down.

CHORUS:

I started home 'tween twelve and one.

I cried, "My God, what have I done?"

I murdered the only woman I loved

Because she would not marry me.

CHORUS:

The very next morning about half-past four,

The sheriff came knocking on my door.

He said, "Young man, come with me and go

Down to the banks of the Ohio."

CHORUS:

Barbara Allen

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

There are a zillion chord change versions for this song.  I have given two below - simple on top, more complex on the bottom.  Other variations to the simple version are added in parentheses, to give you a third option.  I cannot hear this tune without thinking of the Porky Pig rendition in "Robin Hood Duck".  A classic.
   D                                  (G)   (A)       (D)

   D                  A7    D                A7        F#m

In Scarlet town where I was born there was a fair maid dwelling.

    G           (A)            D     Bm          (A)      D

    Em    D     F#7     B7     E7             A7  G7      D

And every youth cried, "Well away!", her name was Barbara Allen.

'Twas in the merry month of May, the green buds were a swelling.

Sweet William came from a nearby town and he courted Barbara Allen.

'Twas in the midst of jolly June, when love was meant for telling,

Sweet William on his deathbed lay for the love of Barbara Allen.

He sent a servant unto her to the place she was dwelling.

"My master ails and he sends for you if your name be Barbara Allen."

"And death is painted on his face and o'er his heart is stealing

Then hasten away to comfort him, ah, lovely Barbara Allen!"

So, slowly, slowly, she arose. She went and soon came nigh him.

And all she said when she got there was, "Young man I think you're dying."

"O yes, I'm sick an' very sick and death is on me dwelling.

No better, no better, I never can be if I can't have Barbara Allen."

"O, yes, you're sick and very sick and death is on you dwelling.

No better, no better, you never will be for you can't have Barbara Allen."

And she replied in painful tone, "I hear you drank a gallon

Of what I warned would poison you, but you laughed at Barbara Allen."

"O, don't you remember in yonder town when you were at the tavern?

You drank a health to the ladies all around and slighted Barbara Allen."

"And furthermore, you gave a ball, inviting to your dwelling

A dozen girls with whom you danced, but you slighted Barbara Allen."

"Oh, yes, he said, I know it well, and it wasn't quite a gallon.

And while I gave those girls a toast in my heart was Barbara Allen."

She lightly tripped away from him and hopped upon her stallion

She rode away and left him cold, heading home was Barbara Allen.

As she was riding o'er the fields, she heard the death bell knelling.

And every stroke it seemed to say, "Hardhearted Barbara Allen."

Then, she looked east and she looked west and spied his corpse a'coming.

"Lay down, lay down, that corpse of clay, that I may look upon him."

The more she looked, the more she mourned 'til she fell to the ground a'crying.

Saying, "Take me up an' carry me home for I am now, a-dying."

"Oh, mother dear, make me my bed and make it long and make it narrow

Sweet William died for pure, pure love; and I shall die for sorrow."

"Oh, father dear, go dig my grave.  Go dig it long and narrow.

Sweet William died for me today.  I'll die for him tomorrow."

They buried her in the old churchyard.  Sweet William's grave was nigh her

And from his grave grew a red, red rose; from hers grew a briar.

They grew and grew to the steeple top 'til they could grow no higher.

And there they twined in a true love's knot – red rose around green briar.

Some folks today who live in town declare they saw a stallion.

Ride through the night in the pale moonlight

With Sweet William and Barbara Allen.

Barges

Words & Music:

Traditional

C                 F

Out of my window, looking in the night,

      Am      G7     C

I can see the barges flickering light.

Silently flows the water to the sea,

And the barges do go silently.

CHORUS:

C               F

Barges, I would like to go with you,

        Am      G7       C

I would like to sail the ocean blue.

C                F

Barges, have you treasure in your hold?

       Am         G7      C

Do you fight with pirates brave and bold?

Out of my window, looking in the night,

I can see the barges flickering light.

Starboard shines green and port is glowing red,

I can see the barges straight ahead.

CHORUS:
Barnacle Bill The Sailor

(the clean version I heard at camp)

Words & Music:

Traditional

            C              G

"Who's that knocking at my door?" (Tap! Tap! Tap!)
            G7             C

"Who's that knocking at my door?" (Tap! Tap! Tap!)
            C              G

"Who's that knocking at my door?" (Tap! Tap! Tap!)
G                   C

Said the fair young maiden.

      C                                G                 C

"It's only me from over the sea", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

     C                                       G                 C

"I'm all lit up like a Christmas tree", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

   F              C              F                 C

"I sail the sea until I croak, I fight 'n swear 'n drink 'n smoke,

      F            C                    G                 C

But I can't swim a bloody stroke", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Are you young and handsome, sir? Are you young and handsome, sir?

Are you young and handsome, sir?" Said the fair young maiden.

"I'm old 'n rough 'n dirty 'n tough", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"I drink my gin 'n dip my snuff", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"I drink my whiskey when I can, whiskey from an old tin can,

Fer whiskey is the life of Man", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"I'll come down and let you in! I'll come down and let you in!

I'll come down and let you in!" Said the fair young maiden.

"Well hurry before I break the door", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"I'll puff 'n fuss 'n rant 'n roar", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"I'll spin you yarns 'n tell you lies, I'll drink yer wine 'n eat yer pies,

I'll kiss yer cheek 'n blacken yer eyes", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Sing me a love song low and sweet! Sing me a love song low and sweet!

Sing me a love song low and sweet!" Said the fair young maiden.

"Sixteen men on a dead man's chest", sang Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Yo-heave-ho and a bottle of rum", sang Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Oh, a high-rig-a-jig and a jauntin' car, a-hee a-ho are you 'most done,

Belay my boys and the Bull-jine run", sang Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Tell me that we soon shall wed! Tell me that we soon shall wed!

Tell me that we soon shall wed!"  Said the fair young maiden.

"I've got me a wife in every port", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"And handsome gals is what I court", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"With my false heart 'n flatterin' tongue, I courts 'em all both old 'n young,

I courts 'em all but marries none", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"When shall I see you again? When shall I see you again?

When shall I see you again?"  Said the fair young maiden.

 "Never again, I'll come no more", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"Tonight I'm sailin' from the shore", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

"If you wait fer me to come, sittin' and waitin' 'n suckin' yer thumb,

You'll wait until the day of yer doom!", says Barnacle Bill the Sailor.

Barnyard

Words & Music:

Traditional Game

C  [vamp while you explain the game]

   F                         G7

With a baa! baa! here, and a baa! baa! there,

F            G7            F            G7

Here a baa!  There a baa!  Here a baa!  There a baa!

C                           F               G7

Hey, there, kid!  Won't you come along with me,

   C       G7       C

To see the farmer's sheep?

Now, get more suggestions for animals, for example:

With a moo! moo! here, and a moo! moo! there,

Here a moo!  There a moo!  Here a moo!  There a moo!

Hey, there, kid!  Won't you come along with me,

To see the farmer's cows?

With an oink! oink! here, and an oink! oink! there,

Here an oink!  There an oink!  Here an oink!  There an oink!

Hey, there, kid!  Won't you come along with me,

To see the farmer's pigs?

...and so on!  Have the kids act out the animals as they sing the song.  Also, have fun with the animals!  Try giraffe or penguin or gorilla or snake!

Another non-singing variant of this game is to break kids up into groups in a large area (like a gym) and give each group an animal to be.  Then blindfold (or have the kids keep their eyes shut in this overly-litigious age) them and spread out the teams over the area of play.  When you say, "Go!", the kids have to reassemble their whole team using only the sounds of the animals they've been assigned.  In other words, they walk around mooing, oinking, etc. until they find other teammates and keep making the sounds until their whole team has found them.  Then, they have to draw attention to the fact that their team is reassembled by making their assigned sound even louder as a group.  This game is a RIOT for participants and onlookers alike!

Barrett's Privateers

Words & Music:

Stan Rogers

This song is sung a capella, best with a group.  Lines are called solo with the group responding with the "How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!" line and also joining in on the chorus.  Stan Rogers was a wonderful folk singer in the New England/Canadian maritime tradition.  This song is a great example of the naval work song and shows how interesting rhythm and story was in the old English/American/Canadian song traditions.

O, the year was 1778.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
A letter of marque came from the king

To the scummiest vessel I've 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.

O, 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

CHORUS:

The Antelope sloop was a sickening sight.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
She'd list to the port and her sails in rags.

And the cook in the scuppers with the staggers & jags.

CHORUS:

On the King's birthday we put to sea.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
Ninety-one days to Montego Bay,

Pumping like madmen all the way

CHORUS:

On the ninety-sixth day we sailed again.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
When a great big Yankee hove in sight.

With our cracked four-pounders we made to fight

CHORUS:

The Yankee lay low down with gold.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
She was broad and fat and loose in stays.

But to catch her took the Antelope two whole days.

CHORUS:

Then, at length she stood two cables away.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
Our cracked four-pounders made awful din.

But with one fat ball the Yank stove us in.

CHORUS:

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 main truck carried off both me legs.

CHORUS:

Now, here I lay in my twenty-third year.

[How I wish I was in Sherbrooke, now!]
It's been six years since we sailed away.

And I just made Halifax yesterday.

CHORUS:

The Battle Hymn Of The Republic

Words & Music:

Julia Ward Howe

     C

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord

      F                                   C

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored,

       C

He has loosed the fateful lightening of His terrible swift sword

    Dm       C    G7  C

His truth is marching on.

CHORUS:

C                          F                  C

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!  Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

C                    F         Dm       G7       C

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!  His truth is marching on!

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps

His day is marching on.

CHORUS:

I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnish`d rows of steel,

"As ye deal with my contemners, So with you my grace shall deal;"

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel

Since God is marching on.

CHORUS:

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment-seat

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him! be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

CHORUS:

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,

With a glory in His bosom that transfigures you and me:

As He died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,

While God is marching on.

CHORUS:

The Battle Of New Orleans

Words & Music:

Jimmy Driftwood

[capo 2]

   G       C

In 1814 we took a little trip

 D7                              G

Along with Col. Jackson down the Mighty Mississip'.

                              C

We took a little bacon and we took a little beans,

       D7                               G

And we caught the bloody British in the town of New Orleans.

CHORUS 1:

G

We fired our guns and the British kept a comin'.

                              D7           G

There wasn't as many as there was a while ago.

   G

We fired once more and they began to runnin'

                               D7          G

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.

CHORUS 1:

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,

CHORUS 1:

CHORUS 2:  [same chords as chorus 1]

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. 

CHORUS 1:

CHORUS 2:

Be Kind To Your Web-Footed Friends

(To The Tune Of "The Stars & Stripes Forever")

Words & Music:

Traditional & John Philip Sousa

C

Be kind to your web-footed friends.

                             G7

For a duck may be somebody's mother.

G7

They live at the bottom of the swamp,

          C          F        G7

Where the weather is cold and damp.

          C

Well, you may think that this is the end.

C                  F                  Dm   Am

Yes, it is, but to prove that you are wrong,

      Cdim                   C

We're going to sing it once again,

C                                          G7 C

Oh, yes we will, but it will be just a bit louder!

Be kind to your web-footed friends.

For a duck may be somebody's mother.

They live at the bottom of the swamp,

Where the weather is cold and damp.

You may think that this is the end.

Well, it is.  You are right!  So, just remember:

Be kind to your web-footed friends!

Be ever kind, yes, oh, so kind to all the duckies!

Beans In My Ears

Words & Music:

Len Chandler

This was recorded by The Serendipity Singers and went to #5 in 1964.  The joke is to sing all the verses thorough the key changes because, after all, you have beans in your ears.

E

My Mommy said not to put beans in my ears,

B                 E

Beans in my ears, beans in my ears.

E

My Mommy said not to put beans in my ears,

B           E

Beans in my ears.

Now, why would I want to put beans in my ears?

Beans in my ears, beans in my ears?

Now, why would I want to put beans in my ears?

Beans in my ears?

You can't hear the teacher with beans in your ears,

Beans in your ears, beans in your ears.

You can't hear the teacher with beans in your ears,

Beans in your ears.

F

What's that you say, let's put beans in our ears?

C                  F

Beans in our ears, beans in our ears?

F

What's that you say, lets put beans in our ears?

C            F

Beans in our ears?

You'll have to speak up, I got beans in my ears.

Beans in my ears, beans in my ears.

You'll have to speak up, I got beans in my ears.

Beans in my ears.

F#

Say, Mommy, we've gone and put beans in our ears,

C#                 F#

Beans in our ears, beans in our ears.

F#

Say, Mommy, we've gone and put beans in our ears,

C#           F#

Beans in our ears.

That's nice, boys, just don't put those beans in your ears,

Beans in their ears, beans in their ears.

That's nice, boys, just don't put those beans in your ears,

Beans in their ears.

G

I think that all grown ups have beans in their ears,

D                    G

Beans in their ears, beans in their ears.

G

I think that all grown ups have beans in their ears,

D              G

Beans in their ears.

The Bear In The Woods

Words & Music:

Traditional American

This and "Cider Through A Straw" have the exact same tune.

CALL:
RESPONSE:

          C

The other day,
The other day,

        C

I saw a bear.
I saw a bear.
          G7

Up in the woods
Up in the woods
         C

A-way up there.
A-way up there.
BOTH PARTS TOGETHER:

C

The other day I saw a bear,

C         F       G7     C
Up in the woods a-way up there.

He looked at me,
He looked at me,
I looked at him.
I looked at him.
He sized up me,
He sized up me,
I sized up him.
I sized up him.
He looked at me, I looked at him.

He sized up me, I sized up him.

He said to me,
He said to me,
"Why don't you run?
"Why don't you run?
I see you ain't
I see you ain't
Got any gun."
Got any gun."
He said to me, "Why don't you run?

I see you ain't got any gun."

And so I ran
And so I ran
Away from there.
Away from there.
And right behind
And right behind
Me was that bear.
Me was that bear.
And so I ran away from there

And right behind me was that bear.

In front of me,
In front of me,
There was a tree
There was a tree
A great big tree
A great big tree
Oh, Lordy, me!
Oh, Lordy, me!
In front of me there was a tree.

A great big tree, oh, Lordy me!

The nearest branch
The nearest branch
Was ten feet up.
Was ten feet up.
I had to jump
I had to jump
And trust my luck.
And trust my luck.
The nearest branch was ten feet up,

I had to jump and trust my luck.

And so I jumped
And so I jumped
Into the air
Into the air
And missed that branch
And missed that branch
A-way up there.
A-way up there.
And so I jumped into the air

And missed that branch a-way up there.

Now, don't you fret,
Now, don't you fret,
Now, don't you frown.
Now, don't you frown.
I caught that branch
I caught that branch
On the way back down.
On the way back down.
Now, don't you fret, now, don't you frown.

I caught that branch on the way back down.

This is the end,
This is the end,
There ain't no more.
There ain't no more.

Unless I meet
Unless I meet

That bear once more!
That bear once more!
This is the end, there ain't no more.

Unless I meet that bear once more.

The end, the end,
The end, the end,

The end, the end,
The end, the end,

The end, the end,
The end, the end,

The end, the end,
The end, the end,

The end, the end, the end, the end,

The end, the end, the end, the end, 

THE END!!!!

The Bear Went Over The Mountain

(to the tune of "For He's A Jolly Good Fellow")

Words & Music:

Traditional

    C

The bear went over the mountain,

    G7                     C

The bear went over the mountain,

    C                      F

The bear went over the mountain,

   G7                C

To see what he could see.

C

To see what he could see.  To see what he could see.

C                               F

The bear went over the mountain,

     G7                     C

To see what he could see.

The other side of the mountain,

The other side of the mountain,

The other side of the mountain,

Was all that he could see!

Was all that he could see!

Was all that he could see!

The other side of the mountain,

Was all that he could see!

Was all that he could see,

Was all that he could see,

The other side of the mountain,

Was all that he could see!

Was all that he could see!

Was all that he could see!

The other side of the mountain,

Was all that he could see!

Beautiful Dreamer

Words & Music:

Stephen Foster

C                  Dm

Beautiful dreamer, wake unto me,

G7                                     C

Starlight and dewdrops are waiting for thee.

C                        Dm 

Sounds of the ruse world heard in the day,

G7                                      C 

Lulled by the moonlight have all passed away.

G7                 C

Beautiful dreamer, queen of my song,

Am               D7        G7 

List while I woo thee with soft melody.

C                     Dm 

Gone are the cares of life's busy throng,

G7                            C  E7  Am 

Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me,

F         C        G7         C

Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me.

Beautiful dreamer, out on the sea

Mermaids are chanting the wild Lorelei,

Over the streamlet vapors are borne

Waiting to fade at the bright coming morn.

Beautiful dreamer, beam on my heart

E'en as the morn on the streamlet and sea,

Then will all clouds of sorrow depart.

Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me

Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me

"List" = "listen"

Believe Me If All Those Endearing Young Charms

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

This is an Irish Song of the early 1800s. The melody had been used earlier for the poem "My Lodging it is in the Cold Ground" (whose words were also associated with another tune by Locke). It was first printed in 1737 in London, but is probably much older. There was also a set of Scottish lyrics "I Lo'ed Ne'er a Laddie But Ane". In 1808 Thomas Moore wrote the lyrics that are popular today. There is also a Harvard version of lyrics to the tune, Fair Harvard.  It is said Moore wrote the lyrics for the wife of the Duke of Wellington when she suffered facial scars from smallpox, though there is some doubt that this is true, as they were married in 1806, and their relationship was known not to be an affectionate one. Another theory is that Moore wrote it for his own wife.  For Warner Bros. animation fans, this is the tune that would be played whenever a piano was rigged to explode.  Ever in the key of C, the TNT would go off whenever one hit the high C on "young charms"; but, of course, neither Bugs nor anyone else would hit the right note on those two words.

C                          F

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,

        C          G7       C  G7

Which I gaze on so fondly today.

C                              F

Were to change by tomorrow and fleet in my arms,

      C          G7      C   G7

Like fairy gifts fading away.

                C                       F

Though would'st still be adored as this moment thou art.

        C          Dm         E    G7

Let thy loveliness fade as it will.

     C              C7        F

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart

        F#dim        C         G7    C

Would entwine itself verdantly still.

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear.

That the fervor and faith of a soul can be known

To which time will but make thee more, dear.

No, the heart that has truly loved never forgets

But as truly loves on to the close.

As the sunflower turns on her god when he sets

The same look which she'd turned when he rose.

Big Bad Bill (Is Sweet William Now)

Words & Music:

Jack Yellen & Milton Yager

       C       A7          D

In the town of Louisville, lived a man they called Big Bad Bill.

  G                            C                                  G7

I want to tell ya, he sure was tough.  He certainly did strut his stuff.

       C               A7           D

He had folks scared to death.  When he walked by, they held their breath,

          D7                  G7

He was a fighting man, sure enough.

     G7                              D                    G7

Now, Bill took himself a wife.  Yes, he leads a different life.

G7      C       G7            C                                      C7

Big Bad Bill is Sweet William now.  Married life has changed him somehow,

F                          F7

Well, he's the man that they all used to fear,

         C                                  A7

Now, the people call him "Sweet Papa Willie Dear",

D                                       G             G7

Stronger than Samson, I declare, 'til a high hat mama bobbed his hair.

        C          G7       C C7  F                                E7

Big Bad Bill don't fight anymore; washes dishes and he mops up the floor.

        F                  F7

Used to spend his evenings looking for a fight.

C                            A7

Now, he's gotta see his mama every night.

        C             G7       C

Big Bad Bill is Sweet William, now

INSTRUMENTAL:

C          G7       C C7  F                                E7

Big Bad Bill don't fight anymore; washes dishes and he mops up the floor.

        F                  F7

Used to spend his evenings looking for a fight.

C                            A7

Now, he's gotta see his mama every night.

        C             G7       C

Big Bad Bill is Sweet William, now

The Big Rock Candy Mountain

(original version)

Words & Music:

Harry "Haywire Mac" McClintock

People who assume this is a children's song are always "Shocked! Shocked, they say!" at the actual words. What they are forgetting is that this was not written for children, but for the many homeless folks traversing America during the Great Depression, looking for jobs, food and, most of all, hope. Read the words in this context and they make perfect sense. Oh, and millions of American children have learned this song and grown up to be fine adults, so give your kids a history lesson instead of censoring what they learn.

INTRO:

    C

One evening as the sun went down and the jungle fire was burning,

Down the track came a hobo hikin' and he said, "Boys, I'm not turning.

    F            C           F    C      F                G7

I'm headed for a land that's far away, beside the crystal fountains,

    C                                            G7    C

So, come with me, we'll go and see, the Big Rock Candy Mountains."

VERSE:

C                                          F                    C

"In the Big Rock Candy Mountains there's a land that's fair and bright,

          F                C               F               G7

Where the handouts grow on bushes, and you sleep out every night,

          C                              F               C

Where the boxcars all are empty, and the sun shines everyday,

       F             C            F         C

On the birds and the bees and the cigarette trees,

    F        C                 F        C            G7             C

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 and the wind 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 a-tricklin' down the rocks,

The brakemen have to tip their hats and the railroad bulls are blind.

There's a lake of stew, and of whiskey too,

You can paddle all a round 'em 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, or picks,

I'm a-going to stay, where you sleep all day,

Where they hung the jerk, who invented work, in the Big Rock Candy Mountains.

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

The Big Rock Candy Mountain

(Bowdlerized version)

Words & Music:

Harry "Haywire Mac" McClintock(?)

I don’t know who wrote this bowdlerized version, but it is an interesting one.  Thanks to correspondent Tom Loomis for the chords to this version.  He highly recommends doing the long glissando from low E to C# that Burl Ives used on the work "buzzin'" in the chorus.

     A      D          A        D     A     Bm       A

     A                                      E7       A
On a summer day in the month of May a burly bum came hiking.

       A     D                A     D           A       Bm      A

       A                                        E7              A
Down a shady lane through the sugar cane he was looking for his liking.

      Bm               A                Bm               A

      E                A                E                A
As he roamed along, he sang a song of a land of milk and honey.

        A       D        A      D          A          Bm  A

        A                                  E              A
Where a bum can stay for many a day and he won't need any money.

CHORUS:

        A                                                   D          A

E7      A                                                   D          A
Oh, the buzzin' of the bees in the cigarette trees near the sody water fountain!

        D                          A                     E7             A

        E7                         A                     E              A
And the lemonade springs where the bluebird sings on the Big Rock Candy Mountain.

At that Big Rock Candy Mountain the cops have wooden legs!

The bulldogs all have rubber teeth and the hens lay soft-boiled eggs!

The farmers' trees are full o' fruit, their barns are full of hay.

I want t' go, where there ain't no snow, 

Where the rain don't fall & the wind don't blow to that Big Rock Candy Mountain.

CHORUS:

There's a lake of gin we can both jump in and the handouts grow on bushes.

In the new-mown hay we can sleep all day and the bars all have free lunches.

Where the mail train stops and there ain't no cops and the folks are tender-hearted.

Where you never change your socks & you never throw rocks & your hair is never parted.

CHORUS:

Oh, a farmer and his son, they were on the run to the hay field they were bounding

Said the bum to the son, "Why don't you come to that big rock candy mountain?"

So the very next day they hiked away, the mileposts they were counting.

But they never arrived at the lemonade tide and the Big Rock Candy Mountain.

CHORUS:

Bill Grogan's Goat

(a.k.a. "Old Hogan's Goat" or "Bill Groggin's Goat")

Words & Music:

Traditional English

I thought this tune was a traditional American one, but then I came across two versions I had acquired over the years (see attached easy arrangements) - one entitled "Old Hogan's Goat" and the other entitled "Bill Groggin's Goat".  These make me think that this was an English tune.  The first version given is the one I learned as a kid down South.  The additional verses come from the other arrangements.

CALL:
RESPONSE:

C

Bill Grogan's goat
Bill Grogan's goat

            F

Was feeling fine.
Was feeling fine.

              G7

Ate three red shirts
Ate three red shirts

             C

From off the line.
From off the line.

CONTINUE CALL & RESPONSE FOR EACH HALF-LINE:

Bill Grogan came and beat his back.

And tied him to the railroad track.

The whistle blew, the train drew nigh.

Bill Grogan's goat was doomed to die.  [alt:  "...was bound to die"]
Bill's goat, he was in mortal pain,

Coughed up the shirts and flagged the train!

OTHER VERSES:

There was a man, now please take note:

There was a man who had a goat.

He loved that goat, indeed he did.

He loved that goat just like a kid.

One day that goat felt frisk & fine;  [alt:  "One day that goat was feeling fine"]

Ate three red shirts right off the line.

The man, he grabbed him by the back  [alt:  "His master came & beat his back."]

And tied him to the railroad track.

Now, when that train hove into sight, 

That goat grew pale & green with fright.

He heaved a sigh, as if in pain,

Coughed up the shirts & flagged the train!

OR:
The whistle blew, the train drew nigh.

The poor goat knew that he must die.

He gave three shrieks of mortal pain,

Coughed up the shirts & flagged the train!

Bill Norrie

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

Young Bill Norrie's a fine lad, and he lives like the wind,

Eyes shine like the silver or gold in morning sun.

"Oh friend John, dear John, and do you see what I see?

"Yonder stand the first woman that ever loved me".

"Here's a glove, a glove, John, lined with the silver grey,

"Give it to her and tell her to come to her young Billy".

"Here's a ring, a ring, John, all gold but the stone,

"Give it to her and tell her to ask the leave of none".

"Oh friend Billy, dear Billy, you know my love for thee,

I'll not go to nobody to steal his wife away".

"Friend John, dear John, swing not against the tide,

Be with me in the scheme, John, for I will be obeyed".

John ran down to the high house, and he rang low at the door

Who was there but this woman to let young Johnny in.

"Here's a glove, a glove, lady, lined with silver grey,

Bids you come to greenwood to meet your young Billy".

"Here's a ring, a ring, lady, all gold but the stone,

Bids you come to greenwood and ask the leave of none".

Husband stood in the shadow, and an angry man was he,

"I never thought the man lived my love loved more than me".

He's gone down to her room and he dressed in her array,

Like some woman he's gone down to find this young Billy.

Young Billy sat in the greenwood, and he whistled and he sang,

"Yonder comes the woman that I have loved so long".

Billy ran down and down there to meet her as she came,

All the sight that he saw, his heart was still as stone.

Billy ran down and down there to help her from her horse,

And O, and O, he cries out, "Woman was never so coarse".

Husband he had a long knife, hanging by his knee.

He took the head of young Billy off his fair body.

He's run home and home then, and down into his hall,

Tossed Billy's head to her there, and, "Lady, catch the ball!".

She's taken up the head there, she's kissed it cheek and chin,

"I love better this head than all my kith and kin".

She's taken up the head there, and she hugged it to her womb,

"Once I was full of this boy as the plum is of the stone".

"And when I was in my dad's house and my virginity,

A young man came to my room, and we got young Billy".

"I loved him in my room in secrecy and shame,

I loved him in the greenwood, all out in wind and rain".

"I will kiss his sweet head, and I will kiss his chin,

I will vow to stay true, and I'll ne'er kiss man again".

Up and spoke the husband, and a sad, sad man was he,

"If I had known he was your son, he would not have been killed by me".

Note: An distant relation of Lord Musgrave? RG

Billboards

Words & Music:

Traditional

   C                                                G7

As I was walking down the street one dark and dreary day

G7                                        C

I came upon a billboard, as much to my dismay,

C                                                        F

The sign was torn and tattered, by the storm the night before.

F                     C                G7             C

The wind and rain had done its job and this is what I saw:

"Smoke Coca-Cola cigarettes, chew Wrigley's spearmint beer,

Ken-L-Ration dog food makes your wife's complexion clear,

Simonize your baby with a Hersry's candy bar,

And Texaco's the beauty cream that's used by all the stars.

So, take your next vacation in a brand-new Frigidaire,

Learn to play the piano in your Granny's underwear.

Doctor's say that babies should smoke 'til they are three,

And people over sixty-five should bathe in Lipton tea

C             C7

With flo-thru teabags!"

Billy Boy

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C

Where have you been all the day, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

C                                         G7

Where have you been all the day, charming Billy?

G7                                      C

I have been to seek a wife, she's the ideal of my life.

F       C                G7               C

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Oh, where does she live, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

Oh, where does she live, charming Billy?

She live up on the hill, forty miles from the mill.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Did she ask you to come in, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

Did she ask you to come in, charming Billy?

Yes, she bade me to come in, and to kiss her on the chin.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

And did she take your hat, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

And did she take your hat, charming Billy?

Oh, yes she took my hat and she threw it at the cat.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Can she bake a cherry pie, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

Can she bake a cherry pie, charming Billy?

Yes, she can bake a cherry pie, quick as a cat can wink her eye.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Did she set for you a chair, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

Did she set for you a chair, charming Billy?

Yes, she set for me a chair, but the bottom wasn't there.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Can she make a feather bed, Billy Boy? Billy boy,

Can she make a feather bed, charming Billy?

Yes she can make a feather bed, while a-standing on her head.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

How old is she, Billy Boy? Billy Boy?

How old is she, charming Billy?

Sixty times forty-seven, twenty-eight and eleven.

She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mother.

Billy In The Lowground

Words & Music:

Traditional

The January 2008 issue of Acoustic Guitar has Scott Nygaard's arrangement of this in the style of Clarence White.  It flies!!!  This tab is another fabulous trad tab by Bo Parker of the Joe Carr version.  Enjoy!

Pick-up measure
Part A

  N/C        
C                                   Am

  |   |   |   |    
1 |   |   |   |   2 |   |   |   |   3 |   |   |   |   4 |   |   |   |   

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

|-----------------|
|---------------0-|-1-0-1-3-1-----1-|-1-----1-1-----0-|-1-----1---------|

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

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

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

|-----3-----------|
|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|

  C                                   Am                C           G

5 |   |   |   |   6 |   |   |   |   7 |   |   |   |   8 |   |   |   |   

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

|---------------0-|-1-0-1-3-1-------|-1-----1-------0-|-1---------------|

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

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

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

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

  C                                   Am

9 |   |   |   |  10 |   |   |   |  11 |   |   |   |  12 |   |   |   |   

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

|---------------0-|-1-0-1-3-1-----1-|-1-----1-------3/|/5---1-----------|

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

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

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

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

  C                                   Am                C

13|   |   |   |  14 |   |   |   |  15 |   |   |   |  16 |   |   |   |   

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

|---------------0-|-1-0-1-3-1-------|-1-----1-------0-|-1---------------|

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

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

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

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

Part B

  C                                   Am

17|   |   |   |  18 |   |   |   |  19 |   |   |   |  20 |   |   |   |   

|-3-------3-------|-0-----0---------|-5-------5-------|-5-----5---------|

|---------------3-|-----4---3-------|-----4-------4-5-|---4-5-----------|

|*----0-------5---|---5-------5-----|-----------------|-----------------|

|*----------------|-------------7---|-----------------|-----------------|

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

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

                                                      _1________________
_2________________

  C                                   Am              | C
| C

21|   |   |   |  22 |   |   |   |  23 |   |   |   |  24 |   |   |   |   
32|   |   |   |   

|-3-------3-------|-0-----0-----3-4-|-5-3---0---------|-----------------|
|-----------------|

|---------------3-|-----4---3-------|-----4---1-------|-1---------------|
|-1---------------|

|-----0-------5---|---5-------5-----|-------------2-0-|---2-0----------*|
|---2-0-----------|

|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-------3-2------*|
|-------2---------|

|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|
|---------3-------|

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

Bingo

Words & Music:

Traditional

      D            G     D
There was a farmer had a dog,

    D     A7      D

And Bingo was his name-o.

D   G       A7  D

B-I-N-G-O!  B-I-N-G-O!

Bm  G           A7            D

B-I-N-G-O!  And Bingo was his name-o.

There was a farmer had a dog,

And Bingo was his name-o.

[clap!]-I-N-G-O! [clap!]-I-N-G-O!

[clap!]-I-N-G-O!  And Bingo was his name-o.

There was a farmer had a dog,

And Bingo was his name-o.

[clap!]-[clap!]-N-G-O! [clap!]-[clap!]-N-G-O!

[clap!]-[clap!]-N-G-O! And Bingo was his name-o.

There was a farmer had a dog,

And Bingo was his name-o.

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-G-O! [clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-G-O!

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-G-O! And Bingo was his name-o.

There was a farmer had a dog,

And Bingo was his name-o.

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-O! [clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-O!

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-O! And Bingo was his name-o.

There was a farmer had a dog,

And Bingo was his name-o.

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]!

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]!

[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]-[clap!]! And Bingo was his name-o.

The Birdie Song

('Way Up In The Sky)

Words & Music:

Traditional

'Way up in the sky, 


(point up in the air with a sweeping motion)

the little birds fly


(fold your arms like wings and flap them)

While down in the nest, 


(point to the ground with a sweeping motion)

the little birds rest


(close your eyes and rest your head on your hands like you are sleeping)

With a wing on the left, 


(flap your left wing)

and a wing on the right


(flap your right wing)

The little birds sleep, 


(close your eyes and rest your head on your hands like you are sleeping)

all through the night


(hold that pose)

Ssssshhhhh,


(hold your finger to your lips)

(SHOUTED)

YOU'LL WAKE THE LITTLE BIRDIES!!!!!!!

Up comes the sun


(make the sun rise with both your arms)

The new day's begun


(flounce with your arms up in time to the music)

The world comes awake


("wake up" from your previous "sleeping" pose)

With a shiver and shake!


(shiver and shake!)

The birds flap their wings


(flap your wings)

The dew melts away


(shake the dew off your fingers)

"Good morning!  Good morning!" the little birds say.

Birds & Ships

Words & Music:

Attributed to Woody Guthrie

The birds are singing in your eyes today.

Sweet flowers blossom in your smile.

The wind and sun are in the words you say.

Where might your lonesome lover be?

Birds sweetly singing in my eyes this day.

Sweet flowers blossom when I smile.

But my soul is stormy and my heart blows wild.

My sweetheart rides a ship on the sea.

INSTRUMENTAL HALF-VERSE:

Though my soul is stormy and my heart blows wild,

Where might my lonesome lover be?

Birds In The Wilderness

Words & Music:

Traditional Camp

Here we sit like birds in the wilderness,

Birds in the wilderness, birds in the wilderness.

Here we sit like birds in the wilderness,

Waiting for our food.

Food, wait-a, wait-a, wait-a, 

Food, wait-a, wait-a, 

Food, wait-a, wait-a, wait-a, 

Food, wait-a, wait-a.

Here we sit like birds in the wilderness,

Waiting for our food.

MOTIONS:

You keep a steady four-beat with the following hand motions.

You need a tabletop!

BEAT 1
-
put your pinky end of your fists on top of the table (near the edge)

BEAT 2
-
put your thumbs on the edge of the table

BEAT 3
-
put your index and middle fingers on the edge of the tabletop

BEAT 4
-
put your index and pinky fingers on the edge of the tabletop

Black Is The Color

(a.k.a. "The Sailor's Sweetheart", "Black Is The Color Of My true Love's Hair")

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is an old dating song, believed to be English or Scottish in origin.  Some of the many lyric variations follow.  This is in the July 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

INTRO:  Em  D  Em  D

Em                       D           Em

Black is the color of my true love's hair.

Em                              D

Her face is something wond'rous fair.

Em         Am                     Em

The purest eyes and the daintiest hands.

Em         Am        B7        Em

Em                             Am9    Em(add9)

I love the ground on which she stands

I love my love and well she knows I'll follow her where e'er she goes.

I'll writer her a letter containing these lines.

I'll suffer death a thousand times.

I'll go to the Clyde for to mourn & weep;

But satisfied I can ne'er sleep.

If she on Earth no more would stay, my life would quickly fade away.

"Black Is The Colour" - Christy Moore version:

CHORUS:

Black is the colour of my true love's hair,

Her lips are like some roses fair,

She's the sweetest smile, and the gentlest hands,

I love the ground, Whereon she stands.

I love my love and well she knows,

I love the ground, whereon she goes,

I wish the day, it soon would come,

When she & I could be as one.

CHORUS:

I go to the Clyde and I mourn and weep,

For satisfied, I ne'er can be,

I write her a letter, just a few short lines,

And suffer death, a thousand times.

CHORUS:

"The Sailor's Sweetheart" version:

Black is the color of my true love's hair,

His cheeks are as red as th' roses fair.

If he would return it would give me joy,

For none will I have but my sweet sailor boy.

Oh, mother, oh mother, go build me a boat,

That over th' ocean I may float,

An' ev'ry ship that I pass by

Where I may enquire for my sweet sailor boy.

She built her a boat an' she floated on the main,

She spied three ships just out of Spain,

She ask of the captain as he drew nigh,

Of him she did enquire of her sweet sailor boy.

Fair lady, fair lady, that never can be,

For he was drownded in the gulf sea,

Near by Rock Isle as we pass by,

There's where we lost your sweet sailor boy.

She stove her vessel against the rock,

An' I thought this lady's heart was broke,

She wrung her hands an' tore her hair,

Just like some lady in great dispair.

Go bring me a chair an' set me down,

An' a pen and ink to write it down,

At the end of every line she dropped a tear,

At the end of the verse cried oh my dear.

There's only one thing that I crave, is a marble tomp stone on my grave,

And on my breast a mournin' dove to show the world I died for love.

Black Socks
Words & Music:

Traditional

Black socks, they *never get dirty.

The *longer you wear them, the stronger they get.

Sometimes I think I should launder them.q

Something keeps telling me don't wash them yet.

Not yet, not yet.

*subsequent parts enter here
Black Water Side

(a.k.a. "Blackwaterside")

Words & Music:

Traditional English

This song is the basis for Led Zeppelin's "Black Mountainside".  It is less strummed with chords as played around the vocal line.  It is very free and the instrument follows the voice instead of the other way 'round.  This traditional English way of playing is beautiful and worth wrapping your brain around and learning.  Olav Torvund recommends "Fingerstyle Guitar:  New Dimensions and Explorations" by Stefan Grossman, which goes through the English artists who excel in this style.  I can't wait to buy it.  Jamie Phillips' tab does a really nice job of notating this style.

Mudcat Café Lyrics:

[Source: Ballads Migrant in New England, Flanders.  Collected from James Shephard, Baltimore, VT, 1933.]

On a bright summer's morning as I went a-walking, viewing the streams that gently did flow.

As the bright sun arose, the hills did adorn, surrounding the banks of the Black Water Side.

     Says he, "My dearest jewel, it's long we have courted,

     We're both fit for marriage, I solemnly vow,

     And if you're inclined in wedlock to join,

     Either `Yes' or `No' you must answer me now."

She says, "I'm oppressed and quite in distress.  I'm quite unprepared to answer you now.

My fortune is low, as you very well know, and to be your bride, you know I'm not fit.

     I had some friends went to America

     And with my old mother, I mean to reside.

     I'll here take my lot in this low little cot

     On the lovely sweet banks of the Black Water Side."

"Well, if you do, you may happen to rue.  I've another in view that won't me deny.

To labor in vain, I'll not ask again.  I'm not set on coaxing, as you may rely.

     I gave you the proffer. Accept as the offer

     In wee bans of wedlock, we soon would be tied.

     You know I adore you and praise none before you,

     You blooming sweet maid of the Black Water Side.

"At the age of sixteen, if she's handsome and clean.  As for her fortune, I'm sure I don't care;

As for her clothing, it never will grieve me.  With you I'd range this world so wide.

     -----------------------

     -----------------------

     You're the maid I admire, so grant my desire,

     It's you I require from the Black Water Side."

This maid she arose. To her mother she goes, telling the story as plain as you see.

She got her consent and away they both went.  They were joined in Wedlock's sweet unity.

     Their health did increase and troubles grew less.

     In peace and in happiness they both do reside.

     The truth I am telling. You will find their dwelling

     On the lovely sweet banks of the Black Water Side.

Sandy Denny/Linda Thompson Lyrics:

G                  C        G

One evening fair I took the air

     F   C             G

Down by----- blackwaterside.

         C      G    C     G

'Twas in gazing all around me

F     C         G

The Irish lad I spied.

All through the first part of that night,

We did lie in sport and play.

When this young man arose and he gathered his clothes,

Saying, "Fare thee well today."

"That's not the promise that you gave to me

When the first you lay on my breast.

You could make me believe with your lying tongue

That the sun rose in the west."

"Go home, go home, to your father's garden

Go home and weep your fill,

And think upon your own misfortune

Which you bought with your wanton will."

There's not one girl in this whole town

As easily led as I.

And when the sky does fall and the seas will run dry,

Why, it's then you'll marry I.
[some reprise verse one here]
Black Water Side Tab (Bert Jansch version)

Tabbed by Jamie Phillips [thanks, Jamie!]

Tuning: DADGBE (dropped D) & Capo: 5th Fret

Amazing tune but a real pain to transcribe! There are bars of 2,3,4,5 and 6; the asterisks let you know how many beats. You will have to work closely with the record to capture the fine nuances of the rhythm and structure. There are also slight variations from verse to verse and in the instrumental. Some of the fingering can be changed to suit you; most of them I arrived at for reasons of tone. I think mine is a little different to the Stefan Grossman transcription, though I stick by it - it sounds really authentic especially when you sing along. Good luck and have fun!

Rhythm: Varies

 Beat*   *   *     *        *    *    *     *        *      *

E||----------------------|------------------------|--3h-5h3-2--0--|

B||-------------------5--|-/7------/7-------7-----|---------------|

G||----------------7-----|---------------7--------|--0------2-----|

D||------------/7--------|------------------------|---------------|

A||-------------------4--|-/5------/5-------------|---------------|

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

  *     *      *     *    *        *     *      *      *

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

-----3-----------------------3--|-----1------1----1----1-----|

-----0h-2h0-------------2-------|-----2------2----2----2-----|

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

--------------------------------|--3-----3-3----3----3-------|

--0------------------0----------|-------------------------0--|

                                     Repeat bar below 3 times on intro

                                     and start again; continue through

                                     on verse without repeats.

  *      *        *      *     *       *     *      *    *

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

----3----3-----|--3-----------------|--------------------------|

----0----0-----|--0h-2h0----5-------|-----2---------0-------0--|

----0----0-----|---------4--2----0--|-----0h-2h0---------3-----|

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

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

  *     *      *      *        *    *     *    *

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

-----3---------0h-1h0----0--|--3---------------------|

-----0h-2h0-----------2-----|-------------0----------|

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

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

--0------------5------------|--0---------------------|

  *      *     *    *     *     *        *   *    *      *

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

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

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

--0h-2h0------------3--------0--2--4--|--5------5----4h2-0--2--|

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

--0---------0-------3-----0--0--2--4--|--0------0--------------|

  *     *      *    *        *     *      *    *       *     *      *    *

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

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

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

-----0h-2h0---------3-----|-----0h-2h0---------3-----|-----0h-2h0---------3-----||

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

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

The Blackest Crow

(a.k.a. "My Dearest Dear" or "I Love You Well")

Discussion by Lyle Lofgren (izlyle.lofgrens.org/)
(Originally published: Inside Bluegrass, March 2005)

There are certain traditional genres that feel very old, as if they existed from the beginning of human song. Lamentation over parting is one of these, and there are uncountable songs and poems on the subject. The chances are that you've heard at least one version of The Blackest Crow, since it's been recorded a lot in recent years, both by bluegrassers such as Laurie Lewis or James Reams, and by old-time musicians such as the Down From The Mountain trio (Dirk Powell, Tim O'Brien, John Herrmann).

Versions of this song containing references to glass breasts and superlatively black crows have been collected in both Appalachia and the Ozarks. Some of these versions are diary entries dating from the time of the American civil war. Written copies of the words and the existence of multiple tunes indicate that the song was spread by broadside or newspaper publication rather than in the oral tradition. I find it odd that, although the song seems to be widespread, there were no commercial recordings made of it during the first old-time music golden era of the 1920s, if you exclude songs that contain only the commonest image in parting laments (lonesome doves). The numerous modern recordings are due to Tommy Jarrell (1901-1985) of Mt. Airy, NC. He inspired a whole generation of musicians who flocked to learn old-time music, including this song, from him.

The tune given here is probably even older than the words. The pentatonic scale predates modern harmony, and so makes it hard to find guitar chords to fit the song. The G chord works fine until you get to the E note, which would seem to call for an E minor chord. When I tried that, it sounded all wrong to me, as did all other chords I know involving E, so I eventually abandoned both key signature and guitar chords when writing out the music. Banjo and/or fiddle accompaniment work fine, as does playing a dyad chord using only the E and A notes on the guitar (I couldn't figure out how to do that). Variants of this tune appear in Irish songs such as John Barleycorn Must Die.

I don't have Jarrell's recording (it's out of print), so I make do with this one, by Bruce Molsky and Carla Gover on Molsky's CD Lost Boy (Rounder 0361).

The Blackest Crow

(original lyrics)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

As time draws near, my dearest dear, when you and I must part,

What little you know of the grace and awe of my poor aching heart.

Each night I suffer for your sake, you're the one I love so dear;

I wish that I was going with you, or you were staying here.

I wish my breast was made of glass wherein you might behold

Oh there your name I's wrote, my dear, in letters made of gold.

Oh there your name I's wrote, my dear, believe me what I say,

You are the one I love the best until my dying day.

The crow that is so black, my love, will surely turn to white

If ever I prove false to you, bright day return to night.

Bright day return to night, my love, the elements will mourn.

If ever I prove false to you, the seas will rage and burn.

And when you're on some distant shore, think of your absent friend,

And when the wind blows high and clear, a line to me, pray send.

And when the wind blows high and clear, pray send a note to me,

That I might know by your handwrite how time has gone with thee.

NOTE: Songs with glass breast / blackest crow imagery are to be found in:

Belden Ballads & Songs, MO Folklore Society, p. 484 (Banishment)

Brown North Carolina Folklore, vol. III, p. 262 (The Slighted Girl)

Randolph Ozark Folksongs, vol. IV, #760, (I Love You Well)

Sharp English Folksongs from S. Appalachians, Vol. II, #77 (p. 13) (My Dearest Dear)

The Blackest Crow

(Fleecy Fox lyrics)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

The time draws near, my dearest dear,

When you and I shall part.

The grief and woe you soon must know,

Of my poor troubled heart.

I wish that I could go with you,

Or you could tarry here,

Your company, my dearest dear,

So charming unto me.

It makes me think when you’re away

That every day is three,

But every day is three, true love,

And every hour is ten.

It makes me weep when I should sleep,

And say I’ve lost a friend.

The blackest crow, my dearest dear,

Soon shall turn to white.

If ever I prove false to you,

Bright day shall turn to night.

Bright day shall turn to night, true love;

The elements shall mourn.

If ever I prove false to you,

The rugged sea shall burn.

Also found in Randolph, Vol. IV, #760, “I Love You Well.”

The Blacksmith

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

Arr: Loreena McKennitt

A blacksmith courted me nine months and better

He fairly won my heart wrote me a letter

With his hammer in his hand he looked quite clever

And if I was with my love I'd live for ever.

But where is my love gone with his cheeks like roses

And his good black Billycock on decked round with primroses

I'm afraid the scorching sun will shine and burn his beauty

And if I was with my love I'd do my duty.

Strange news is come to town strange news is carried

Strange news flys up and down that my love is married.

I wish them both much joy though they can't hear me

And may God reward him well for the slighting of me.

Don't you remember when you lay beside me

And you said you'd marry me and not deny me

If I said I'd marry you it was only for to try you

So bring your witness love and I'll not deny you.

No witness have I none save God Almighty

And may he reward you well for the slighting of me

Her lips grew pale and wan it made a poor heart tremble

To think she loved a one and he proved deceitful.

A blacksmith courted me nine months and better

He fairly won my heart wrote me a letter

With his hammer in his hand he looked quite clever

And if I was with my love  I'd live forever.

Blood On The Saddle

Words & Music:

Everett Cheetham

Songhound Matt West asked for this old Tex Ritter classic, so here 'tis.  The only recording I could find had the first chord version .  But Matt sent me the second variation, which is also elsewhere on the 'Net.  He also passed along that capo 3 is sometimes recommended and do remember that it is in 3/4 time.  Enjoy!

Chord Variation 1:

        A            A7         D            A

There's blood on the saddle and blood on the ground;

                          B7         E7

And a great big puddle of blood all around.

  A          A7        D            A

A cowboy lay in it all covered with gore;

                           E7         A

And he never will ride any broncos no more.

Oh, pity the cowboy, all gory and red.

A bronco fell on him & bashed in his head.

There was blood on the saddle and blood on the ground;

And a great big puddle of blood all around.

Chord Variation 2:

        A     A7     D          A

There's blood on the saddle and blood on the ground;

                B7        E7

And a great big puddle of blood all around.

A    A7      D     A

A cowboy lay in it all covered with gore;

                  E7       A

And he never will ride any broncos no more.

    A A7     D       A

Oh, pity the cowboy, all gory and red.

         B7            E7

A bronco fell on him & bashed in his head.

          A     A7     D          A

There was blood on the saddle and blood on the ground;

                E7        A

And a great big puddle of blood all around.

Blow The Man Down

(version 1)

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

    D                                                         Em   G            A7

Oh, blow the man down, bullies, blow the man down; to me way, hey, blow the man down!

    A7                                                               D

Oh, blow the man down, bullies, blow him away.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

As I was a walking down Paradise Street.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

A pretty young damsel I chanced for to meet.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

She was round in the counter and bluff in the bow.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

So I took in all sail and cried, "Way enough, now!"  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

I hailed her in English, she answered me clear.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

"I'm from the Black Arrow bound to the Shakespeare."  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

So, I tailed her my flipper and took her in tow.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

And yardarm to yardarm away we did go.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

But as we were going she said unto me.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

"There's a spanking full-rigger just ready for sea."  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

That spanking full-rigger for New York was bound.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

She was very well-manned and very well-found.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

But as soon as that packet was clear of the bar.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

The mate knocked me down with the end of a spar.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

It's starboard and larboard on deck you will sprawl.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

For "Kicking Jack" Williams commands the Black Ball.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

So, I give you fair warning before we belay.  To me, way aye blow the man down!

Don't ever take head of what pretty girls say.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

Notes On "Blow The Man Down"

To my discredit, I have lost the citation for where I got this excellent background on this song.  If anyone can set me right, I would like to credit the actual author!

 "Blow The Man Down" originated in Western Ocean sailing ships.  The tune could have originated with German emigrants, but it is more likely derived from an African-American song entitled "Knock A Man Down".  "Blow The Man Down" was originally a halyard shanty. There are countless versions of "Blow the Man Down".  The one here (version 1) is from the Burl Ives Songbook and tells of the Black Ball Line.  A variant of this is "The Black Ball Line" (with a more positive view of the Black Ball Line as well).

Western Ocean Law was basically Rule With A Fist.  "Blow" refers to knocking a man down with fist, belaying pin or capstan bar.  Chief Mates in Western Ocean ships were known as "blowers", second mates as "strikers", and third mates as "greasers." 

The Black Ball Line was founded by a group of Quakers in 1818.  It was the first line to take passengers on a regular basis, sailing from New York, Boston and Philadelphia on the first and sixteenth of each month.  The Black Ball flag was a crimson swallow-tail flag with a black ball.

The ships were famous for their fast passage and excellent seamanship. However, they were also famed for their fighting mates and the brutal treatment of seamen. (Western Ocean seamen were called "Packet Rats"). Many ships bore the name "bloodboat." Most of the seamen hailed from New York or were Liverpool-Irish.

By 1880 the sailing ships were being replaced by steamers and the packets entered other trades or were sold.

Blow The Man Down

(version 2)

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

    D                                                          A7  Em

Oh, blow the man down, bullies, blow the man down, to me 'way, hey blow the man down!

    A7                                                               D

Oh, blow the man down, bullies, blow him away.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

Come all ye young fellows that follow the sea, to me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

And please pay attention and listen to me, give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

I'm a deep-water sailor just in from Hong Kong.  To me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

If you'll give me some grog, I'll sing you a song.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

'Twas on a Black Baller I first served my time.  To me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

And on that Black Baller I wasted my prime.  Give me some time to blow the man down.

CHORUS:

'Tis when a Black Baller's preparing for sea; to me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

You'd split your sides laughing at the sights that you see.

Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

With the tinkers and tailors and soljers and all; to me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

That ship for prime seaman on board a Black Ball.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

'Tis when a Black Baller is clear of the land, to me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

Our Boatswain then gives us the word of command.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

"Lay aft," is the cry, "to the break of the Poop"!  To me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

Or I'll help you along with the toe of my boot!  Give me some time to blow the man down.

CHORUS:

'Tis larboard and starboard on the deck you will sprawl.  To me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

For "Kicking Jack" Williams commands the Black Ball.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

Pay attention to order, now you one and all; to me 'way, hey, blow the man down!

For right there above you flies the Black Ball.  Give me some time to blow the man down!

CHORUS:

Blow Ye Winds In The Morning

(a.k.a. "Boston, All Come Ye", "Boston, Come-Ye-All" & "Blow, Boys, Blow"

Words & Music:

Traditional(?)

Chords courtesy of www.sailorsongs.com.  There are subtle variations to the words with every version I see & hear.  Here is one of them.  The "Boston Come-Ye-All" version is supposed to substitute "Come all you bold Americans, a-whalin' for to go." for the second line of verse one.  This song tells a truer tale of antebellum newbie seafaring life than most bowdlerized tales do.

G

'Tis advertised in Boston, New York, and Buffalo:

C                               G              D

"Five hundred brave Americans a-whalin' for to go."

CHORUS:

          G

Singing, "Blow ye winds in the morning, blow ye winds, high-ho!

C               G                      D     G

Clear away your runnin' gear and blow, boys, blow!"

[alt: "And blow, ye winds high-ho!"]

They send you to New Bedford, that famous whaling port,

And give you to some land sharks to board and fit you out.

CHORUS:

They send you to a boardin' house, there for a time to dwell;

The thieves there they are thicker than the other side of Hell.

CHORUS:

They tell you of the clipper ships a-runnin' in and out,

And say you'll take five hundred sperm before you're six months out.

CHORUS:

It's now we're out to sea, me boys, the wind comes on to blow;

One-half the watch is sick on deck, the other half below.

CHORUS:

But, as for provisions, we don’t get half enough.

A little piece of stinking beef and a blamed small bag of duff.

CHORUS:

Next, comes the running rigging which you’re all supposed to know.

Lay aloft, you son of a gun, or overboard you’ll go.

CHORUS:

The skipper's on the quarterdeck a-squintin' at the sails,

When up aloft the lookout spots a mighty school of whales.

CHORUS:

Now, clear away the boats, me boys, and after him we'll travel,

But if you get too near his fluke, he'll kick you to the Devil.

CHORUS:

Now, we've got the whale turned up, me boys, we'll bring 'im alongside,

Then over with our blubber-hooks and rob him of his hide.

CHORUS:

Now, comes the stowing down, my boy, 'twill take both night and day.

You'll all get two bits after six months to the day.

CHORUS:

When we get home, our ship made fast, when we get through our sailin',

A brimming glass around we'll pass, and damn this blubber whalin'.

CHORUS:

Blowing In The Wind

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

G        C            G        Em     G            C          D

How many roads must a man walk down before you can call him a man?

G        C           G          Em     G        C             Am   D7

How many seas must a white dove sail before she sleeps in the sand?

G        C              G           Em    G               C    D

How many times must the cannonballs fly before they're forever banned?

CHORUS:

    C          D         G       G/F#   Em

The answer, my friend is blowing in the wind.

    C         D              G

The answer is blowing in the wind

How many times must a man look up before he can see the sky?

How many ears must one man have before he can hear people cry?

How many deaths will it take till he knows that too many people have died?

CHORUS:

How many years can a mountain exist before it is washed to the sea?

How many years can some people exist before they're allowed to be free? 

How many times can a man turn his head pretending he just didn't see?

CHORUS:

CODA:

    C         D              G

The answer is blowing in the wind

Blue Christmas

Words & Music:

Billy Hayes & Jay Johnson

Alex de Grassi did a nice guitar arrangement for this in the December 2008 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  This arrangement came from the Cowboy Lyrics site.
            D                  A

I'll have a blue Christmas without you.

           A7                   D

I'll be so blue just thinking about you.

    Am         D        G                 [walkdown-see chords below]
Decorations of red on a green Christmas tree

E                          A                    A7

Won't be the same dear, if you're not here with me.

               D                     A

And when those blue snowflakes start fallin'

                  A7                  D

That's when those blue memories start callin'

          Am      D               G            E7

You'll be doin' alright with your Christmas of white,

    A                                 D

But I'll have a blue, blue, blue, blue Christmas.

INSTRUMENTAL HALF-VERSE:

          Am7     D               G            E7

You'll be doin' alright with your Christmas of white,

    A                                 D

But I'll have a blue, blue, blue, blue Christmas.

I'll have a blue Christmas, that's certain.

And when that blue heartache starts hurtin',

You'll be doin' all right, with your Christmas of white,

But I'll have a blue, blue Christmas.

Walkdown is optional, G-F#-F-E using barre chords

Walkdown chords:

G   =   355433

F#  =   244322

F   =   133211

E   =   022100

The Blue-Tail Fly

(a.k.a Jimmy Crack Corn)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

     F                              C               G       G7

When I was young, I used to wait on master and hand him his plate.

    F                                   G7             C

And pass the bottle when he got dry and brush away the blue-tail fly.

CHORUS:

C                    G7

Jimmy crack corn and I don't  care.

                     C

Jimmy crack corn and I don't  care.

C7                   F

Jimmy crack corn and I don't  care.

   G7             C

My master's gone away.

And when he'd ride in the afternoon,

I'd follow after with a hickory broom.

The pony being rather shy when bitten by the blue-tail fly.

CHORUS:

One day he rode around the farm, the flies so numerous they did swarm.

One chanced to bite him on the thigh, the devil take the blue-tail fly.

CHORUS:

The pony run, he jump, he pitch; he threw my master in a ditch.

He died and the jury wondered why; the verdict was the blue-tail fly.

CHORUS:

They buried him 'neath a 'simmon tree, his epitaph is there to see,

Beneath this stone he's forced to lie, a victim of the blue-tail fly.

CHORUS:

Blues Chase Up A Rabbit

(a.k.a. "Blues Jumped A Rabbit", "Rabbit Blues", Jackrabbit Blues", "Cool Colorado" & "Rabbit-Foot Blues")

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Most people know this from either the 1960s Judy Henske version from her 1964 album "High Flying Bird" or from the WWI-era Blind Lemon Jefferson recording (which refers to wartime shortages).  Both are given here.  There are many, many more covers & variations that go back to the early 1900s but none that give a "definitive" songwriter.

1.  Judy Henske version:

When the blues chase up a rabbit,

Little rabbit run one solid mile.

Poor little rabbit cry like a newborn child.

'Way out in cool [alt: "cruel"] Colorado

Where the lonesome hobo squall.

I chase my baby up cruel Colorado's wall.

I wish I was a headlight

On some lonesome southbound train

I'd follow you baby, wouldn't be back again

Some like black or yellow, others white or tan.

I love my baby,

She loves another man.

When the blues chase up a rabbit

Little rabbit run one solid mile

Poor little rabbit cry like a newborn child

2. Blind Lemon Jefferson version:

Blind Lemon Jefferson's version is "Rabbit Foot Blues," recorded about December, 1926.  Verses 4-6 refer to World War I rationing and fighting.

G                                            G7

Blues jumped a rabbit and he ran a solid mile.

C7                                        G

Blues jumped a rabbit, and he ran a solid mile.

    C7                                           G   C7  D7

The rabbit sat down and cried just like a little child.

Well, it seem like you're hungry, why don't you come and lunch with me?

Well, it seem like you're hungry, why don't you come and lunch with me?

I'm gonna stop these married-lookin' wimmin from worryin' me.

I have Uneeda biscuits and a half a pint of gin.

I have Uneeda biscuits and a half a pint of gin.

The gin is mighty fine, them biscuits is a little too thin.

Baby, tell me something about meatless and wheatless days.

Baby, tell me something about meatless and wheatless days.

This not being my home, I don't think I should stay.

Well, I cried for flour; meat, I declare was gone.

Well, I cried for flour; meat, I declare was gone.

People feed me cornbread, I just can't stick around home.

Got a knapsack, baby, and I'm gonna get a submarine.

Got a knapsack, baby, and I'm gonna get a submarine.

Gonna get that Kaiser by 19 hundred 17.

Boa Constrictor

Words & Music:

Shel Silverstein

C                        G7

I'm being swallowed by a boa constrictor.

G7                       C

I'm being swallowed by a boa constrictor.

C                        F

I'm being swallowed by a boa constrictor.

F     C             G7   C

And I don't like it very much!

    G7                               C

Oh, no!  (Oh, no!) he's swallowed my toe!

Oh, gee, (Oh, gee,) he's swallowed my knee!

Oh, my, (Oh, my,) he's swallowed my thigh!

Oh, yip, (Oh, yip,) he's swallowed my hip!

Oh, fiddle, (Oh, fiddle,) he's swallowed my middle!

Oh, yes, (Oh, yes) he's swallowed my chest!

Oh, heck! (Oh, heck!) he's swallowed my neck!

Oh, dread! (Oh, dread!) he's swallowed my...

SLURP!  GULP!

Bogie's Bonnie Belle

(Dick Gaughan version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

This haunting Scottish ballad is well worth learning in the original Scots dialect.  It works a capella, in English folk guitar style or what have you.  Enjoy!

   D     G     Em     A        D      Em      D

As A cam in by Huntly Toun ae mornin for tae fee,

       Em    A       C             G     Em    A

A fell in wi Bogie o Cairnie an wi him A did agree.

For tae caa his twa best horses or cairt or harrow or plou,

Or dae onything about fairm wark a very weil cud do.

Auld Bogie had a dochter wha's name wis Isabelle.

She wis the lily o the valley an the primrose o the dell.

Whan she went out walkin, she'd tak me for her guide.

Doun by the burn o Cairnie tae watch smaa fishes glide.

Bit whan five lang months wis past an gane, this lassie lost her blume.

The reid fell frae her rosie cheeks an her eyes began tae swoon.

An whan nine lang months wis past & gane, she brocht forth tae me a son.

An A wis quickly caad for tae see whit cud be done.

A said that A wad mairrie her; bit, och, that wadnae dae.

He said, "Ye're nae match for ma bonnie Belle an she's nae match for ye."

Sae nou she's marriet tae a traiveller chiel wha bides in Huntly Toun.

He sells pots an pans an paraffin lamps an he tramps the kintra roun.

An if she's gotten a better match auld Bogie cannae tell.

Sae fare weil ye lauds o Huntlyside an Bogie's bonnie Belle.

The meanings of many Scots words can be inferred from context or similarity to English words with a common root. For the more difficult used in this song, here's a brief glossary.

fee:  take employment (seasonal farm work)

caa:  drive

cheil:  fellow

kintra:  country
Bogie's Bonnie Belle

(Christy Moore version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

Christy Moore's cover provides an Anglicized version of the lyrics.

D        G   Em        A         D       Em     D

As I went by Huntleigh town, one evening for to see,

      Em   A                        G      Em   

I met with Bogey O'Cairnee, and with him I did agree.

To care for his two best horses, or cart or harrow or plough,

Or anything about farm work, that I very well should know.

Old Bogey had a daughter; her name was Isobel,

She's the lily of the valley, and the primrose of the dell.

And when she went out walking, she took me for her guide,

Down by the Burn O'Cairnee, to watch the small fish glide.

And when three months was past & gone, this girl she lost her bloom.

The red fell from her rosy cheeks, and her eyes began to swoon.

And when nine months were past and gone, she bore to me a son.

And I was straight sent for, so see what could be done.

I said that I would marry her, but that it would nae do.

"You're no a match for the bonny wee girl, and she's no match for you."

Now she's married to a tinker lad, that comes from Huntleigh town.

He sells pots and pans and paraffin lamps, and scours the country round.

An if she's gotten a better match old Bogie cannot tell.

So, farewell, ye lads o Huntleighside and Bogie's bonnie belle.

Boll Weevil

(version 1)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D

The Boll Weevil is a little black bug, from Mexico they say

G                                             D

Come all the way to Texas just a-lookin' for a place to stay.

CHORUS:

                            A7                                D

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

                            A7                                D

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

The Farmer said to the Boll Weevil, "I see you on the Square."

"Yes, sir", said the Boll Weevil, "My whole damn family's there."

CHORUS:

The Farmer said to the Merchant, "I want some meat and meal."

"Get outta here, you Son of a Gun, got Boll Weevil in yo' field."

CHORUS:

The Farmer said to the Finance Man, "I'd like to make out a note."

"Go to hell, you rascal you, gotta Boll Weevil on yo' coat."

CHORUS:

Farmer said to the Banker, "I'd like to cash this check."

"Get outta here you Clodhopper, gotta Boll Weevil down yo' neck."

CHORUS:

Boll Weevil said to the Farmer, "I'll swing right on yo gate,

When I git through with yo cotton, you'll sell that Cadillac Eight!"

CHORUS:

Boll Weevil said to the Doctor, "Better put away your pills,

When I git through with the Farmer, cain't pay no Doctor bills!"

CHORUS:

Boll Weevil said to the Preacher, "Better close up them church doors!

When I git through with the Farmer, cain't pay no Preacher no more!"

CHORUS:

Boll Weevil said to the Business Man, "Boy, drink that cool lemonade.

When I git through with you, boy, gonna drag you outta that shade!"

CHORUS:

Boll Weevil in yo' field, boy, it's just like shooting dice,

Work the whole damn year round, but the cotton won't bring no price.

CHORUS:

The Boll Weevil knocked on my front door, he said, "I've come to eat,

I'm gonna starve you plum to death and get the shoes right off yo' feet."

Boll Weevil

(version 2)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D

The Boll Weevil is a little black bug, from Mexico they say

G                                

Come all the way to Texas just a-lookin' for a place to stay.

                   A7                        D

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

                   A7                        D

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

The first time I seen the Boll Weevil, he was sitting on the square.

The next time I seen the Boll Weevil he had all his family there.

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

The Farmer said to the Weevil, "What makes your face so red?"

The Weevil said to the Farmer, "It's a wonder I ain't dead."

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

Just a-lookin' for a home, just a-lookin' for a home.

The Farmer took the Boll Weevil and he put him in hot sand.

The Boll Weevil said to the Farmer "But I'll stand it like a man."

This'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home.

The Farmer took the Boll Weevil and he put him in a lump of ice.

The Boll Weevil said to the Farmer "This is mighty cool & nice."

This'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home.

The Farmer took the Boll Weevil and he put him in the fire.

The Boll Weevil said to the Farmer "This is just what I desire."

This'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home, this'll be my home.

The Boll Weevil said to the Farmer "You better leave me alone;

I ate up all your cotton and I'm starting on your corn."

I'll have a home, I'll have a home, I'll have a home, I'll have a home.

The Merchant got half the cotton, the Boll Weevil got the rest.

Didn't leave the Farmer's Wife but one old cotton dress.

And it's full of holes, and it's full of holes, and it's full of holes, and it's full of holes.

The Farmer said to the Merchant, "We're in an awful fix;

The Boll Weevil ate all the cotton up and left us only sticks.

We got no home, we got no home, we got no home, we got no home."

The Farmer said to the Merchant, "We ain't made but one bale.

And before we'll give you that one, we'll fight and go to jail.

We'll have a home, we'll have a home, we'll have a home, we'll have a home."

And if anybody should ask you who it was made this song.

It was the Farmer man with all but his blue jeans gone.

A-looking for a home, a-looking for a home, a-looking for a home, a-looking for a home.

Boodle-Am Shake

Words & Music:

Jack Palmer & Spencer Williams (1926)

G          B7         Em         B7         E7

Boodle-am, boodle-am, boodle-am, boodle-am, boo!

A7                    D7                    G    D7

Toodle-am, toodle-am, toodle-am, toodle-am, too!

G            B7           Em           B7          E7

Shake a leg, shake a leg, shake a leg, shake a leg, now.

A7                        D7                         G

Break a leg, break a leg, break a leg, break a leg.  Wow!

BRIDGE:

C                                     G

I know this song don't mean a doggone thing.

C             Gdim                     A7     D7

But, when you hear that old Charleston swing, then you sing:

G          B7         Em         B7         E7

Boodle-am, boodle-am, boodle-am, boodle-am, boo!

A7                    D7                    G    D7

Toodle-am, toodle-am, toodle-am, toodle-am, too!

Boom-Boom, Ain't It Great To Be Crazy?
Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

G7   C                          G7 C    G7   C                          G7        C

Boom-boom, ain't it great to be crazy?  Boom-boom, ain't it great to be nuts like us?

F         C       G7      C      G7   C                          G7 C

Silly and foolish all day long.  Boom-boom, ain't it great to be crazy?

'Way down south where the cotton grows, a cockroach stepped on an elephant's toes.

The elephant said with tears in his eyes, "Why don't you pick on someone your size?"

CHORUS:

A man bought a pair of combination underwear.  Wore 'em nine years without a tear.

Had to take 'em off 'cuz he got an irritation.

Couldn't get 'em off, 'cause he lost the combination.

CHORUS:

Fuzzy Wuzzy was a bear.  Fuzzy Wuzzy cut his hair.

So, Fuzzy Wuzzy wasn't fuzzy.  No, by Jove, he wasn't, wuz he?

CHORUS:

A horse and a flea and three blind mice sat on a tombstone, shooting dice.

The horse he slipped and fell on the flea.

"Whoops!" said the flea, "there's a horsie on me!"

CHORUS:

Up in the north and a long way off, a donkey got the whooping cough.

He coughed so hard, his head fell off.  Up in the north and a long way off.

CHORUS:

Ee-i, ee-i, ee-i sox.  A dollar for a pair and a nickel for a box.

The longer you wear 'em, the shorter they get. 

Put 'em in the washer and they don't get wet!

CHORUS:

Boom-Chicka-Boom

Words & Music:

Traditional

CALL:
RESPONSE:

I said, a-boom chicka boom!
I said, a-boom chicka boom!

I said, a-boom chicka boom!
I said, a-boom chicka boom!

I said, a-boom chicka-raka 

chicka-raka chicka boom!
I said, a-boom chicka-raka 



chicka-raka chicka boom!

Uh-huh!
Uh-huh!

Okay!
Okay!
One more time...
One more time...

Louder!!!!!
Louder!!!!!

OTHER  VARIATIONS:


softer


Martian style


Giant style


Bullwinkle style


etc. – whatever style you can think of!

Boom-De-A-Da

Words & Music:

Traditional

PART  1:
Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

CONTINUE THIS PART AS A DRONE UNDER PART 2.

PART 2:

I love the flowers, I love the daffodils.

I love the rippling brooks and the ocean thrills.

I love to live, to live to love for 

All these wonderful things.

Boom-boom-boom,

NOW, SWITCH PARTS!

Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

I love the rainbow, the rolling clouds above.

I have a friend to show me faith and love.

I love to live, to live to love for

All these wonderful things

Boom-boom-boom,

NOW, BOTH PARTS TOGETHER!

Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, Boom-de-a-da, boom-boom-boom-boom,

Boots Of Spanish Leather

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

Eyolf Østrem has tabbed the Bob Dylan version(s) here from his great dylanchords.info site.  The inimitable Martin Simpson has given his sublime fingerstyle arrangement (in C G C G C D tuning, capo 4) in the May 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar and a lesson by him is on their website version of the same issue.  It is amazing.

These seem to be the chords on the album version:

G = 3 2 0 0 0 3
C/g = 3 x 2 0 1 3
Em9 = 0 5 4 0 3 x

D7/F# = 2 0 0 2 1 x
Em = 0 2 2 0 0 0

but note that in all recent live renditions, he plays:

G = 3 2 0 0 0 3
C/g = 3 x 2 0 1 3
"D" = x 5 4 0 3 0

C = x 3 2 0 1 0
Em = 0 2 2 0 0 0

The theoretically inclined may note the interesting change that the third chord has undergone, mainly because of the change in what follows.  The chords are the same as for "Girl From the North Country".

G C/g G

        Em9                D7/f#    G     C/g   G

Oh, I'm   sailin' away, my own true love

    Em9      D7/f#      G

I'm sailin' away in the mornin'

         Em                             C/g       G

Is there something I can send you from across the sea

         Em9        D7/f#   G       C/g    G

From the place that I'll be landing?

No, there's nothing you can send me my own true love.

There's nothing I'm a-wishin' to be ownin'.

Just a-carry yourself back to me unspoiled

From across that lonesome ocean.

Ah, but I just though you might want something fine

Made of silver or of golden

Either from the mountains of Madrid

Or the coast of Barcelona.

But if I had the stars from the darkest night

And the diamonds from the deepest ocean,

I'd foresake them all for your sweet kiss,

For that's all I'm wishin' to be ownin'

But I might be gone a long old time,

And it's only that I'm askin'.

Is there something I can send you to remember me by,

To make your time more easy passin'?

Oh how can, how can you ask me again?

It only brings me sorrow.

The same thing I would want today

I would want again tomorrow.

Oh I got a letter on a lonesome day.

It was from her ship a'sailin'.

Sayin' "I don't know when I'll be comin' back again.

It depends on how I'm a-feelin'."

If you my love must think that a'way

I'm sure your mind is a'roamin'.

I'm sure your thoughts are not with me

But with the country to where you're goin'.

So take heed, take heed of the Western winds.

Take heed of the stormy weather.

And yes, there's something you can send back to me:

Spanish Boots of Spanish Leather.

  G       C/g               G             Gsus4   G

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----0--(1)----1-|-----1---------0-|-----0h1-------0-|-----0-----------|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

|-3-------3-------|-3-------3-------|-3-------3-------|-3-------3-------|

                    Em9                                 D7/f#

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----0-----------|-----3-----------|-----3-----------|-----1-----------|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

      Oh, I'm       sailing     away          my        own     true love

  G       C/g               G                           Em9

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----0---------1-|-----1---------0-|-----0-----------|-----3-----------|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

                                              I'm a -   sailing     a-

          D7/f#     G                 C/g     G

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----0---1-------|-----3---------1-|-----1---------0-|-----0-----------|

|-----------------|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

 way      in  the   morning                                     Is there some-

  Em                            Em7   C/g     G                 C/g

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----0---------0-|-----0-----------|-----1---------0-|-----0---------1-|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

thing I     can send you    from a -  cross   the   sea

          G                           Em9               D7/f#

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----1---------0-|-----0-----------|-----3-----------|-----1---------0-|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

                            From the place that         I'll      be

  C/g     G                                   D7/f#     G

  :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .     :   .   .   .

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

|-----1---------0-|-----0---------0-|-------1-------0-|-----0-----------|

|-----------0-----|-----------0-----|---0-------0-----|-----------0-----|

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

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

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

  landing

  :   .   .   .

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

|-----0-----------|

|-----------0-----|

|-----0-------0---|

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

|-3-------3-------|

          No, there's...

The Boston Come-All-Ye

Words & Music:

Traditional

      G                                         C          G           D7         G

Come all ye young sailormen listen to me, I'll sing you a song of the fish of the sea.

G                                      C          G                          D7         G

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Oh, first came the whale, he's the biggest of all, he clumb up aloft, and let every sail fall.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next came the mackerel with his striped back, he hauled aft the sheets and boarded each tack.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

The porpoise came next with his little snout, he grabbed the wheel, calling "Ready?  About!".

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Then came the smelt, the smallest of all, he jumped to the poop and sung out, "Topsail, haul!".

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

The herring came saying, I'm king of the seas!  If you want any wind, I'll blow you a breeze."

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Up jumped the tuna saying, "No, I am the king! Just pull on the line, and let the bell ring."

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next came the cod with his chucklehead, he went to the main-chains to heave to the lead.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Last come the flounder as flat as the ground, saying, "Damn your eyes, chucklehead, mind how you sound!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Then, up jumps the fisherman with a big grin, and with his big net he scooped them all in.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

OTHER VERSES:

Up comes the blue-fish a-wagging his tail, he come up on the deck and yells: "All hands make sail!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next comes the eels, with their nimble tails, they jumped up aloft and loosed all the sails.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next come the herrings, with their little tails, the manned sheets and halliards and set all the sails.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next comes the swordfish, the scourge of the sea, the order he gives is "Helm's a-lee!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Then comes the turbot, as red as a beet, he shouts from the bridge: "Stick out that foresheet!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Having accomplished these wonderful feats, the blackfish sings out next to: "Rise tacks and sheet!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next comes the whale, the largest of all, singing out from the bridge: "Haul taut, mainsail, haul!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Then comes the mackerel, with his striped back, he flopped on the bridge and yelled: "Board the main tack!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Next comes the sprat, the smallest of all, he sings out: "Haul well taut, let go and haul!"

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Along came a dolphin, flapping his tail, he yelled to the boatswain to reef the foresail.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Along came the shark, with his three rows of teeth, he flops on the foreyard and takes a snug reef.

Then blow ye winds westerly, westerly blow; we're bound to the southward, so steady she goes.

Both Sides Now

Words & Music:

Joni Mitchell

C        F        C     F                  Em      Am     C

Bows and flows of angel hair and ice cream castles in the air

              F       Dm                 F                     G

And feathered canyons everywhere -- I've looked at clouds that way.

But now they only block the sun.  They rain and snow on everyone.

So many things I could have done; but clouds got in my way

CHORUS:

     C         F           C          F          C      F         C         F

I've looked at clouds from both sides now.  From up and down, and still somehow

     Em        F       C                    F     C    Am   Gsus  G     C

It's clouds' illusions I recall -- I really don't know clouds------- at all

Moons and Junes and Ferris wheels - the dizzy, dancing way you feel

As every fairy tale comes real - I've looked at love that way

But now it's just another show - You leave them laughing as you go

And if you care don't let them know - Don't give yourself away

I've looked at love from both sides now - From give and take, and still somehow

It's love's illusions I recall -  I really don't know love at all

Tears and fears and feeling proud - To say, "I love you" right out loud

Dreams and schemes and circus crowds - I've looked at life that way

But now old friends are acting strange - They shake their heads, they say I've changed

Something's lost and something's gained - In living every day

I've looked at life from both sides now - From win and lose, and still somehow

It's life's illusions I recall - I really don't know life at all

Both Sides The Tweed

Words & Music:

Traditional & Dick Gaughan

Man, this ballad is gorgeous!  And Dick Gaughan makes us all look like songwriting pikers.

           Dm               F           Bb

What's the Spring breathing jasmine and rose?

           F           Dm          C   Am

What's the summer with all its gay train?

           Dm           F         Bb

What's the splendour of Autumn to those

       F              Am          Dm

Who've bartered their freedom for gain?

CHORUS:

        Bb                        Am   C

Let the love of our land's sacred rights

       Dm          F          Am  C

To the love of our people succeed.

    Dm             F        Bb

Let friendship and honour unite

    Dm          C              G

And flourish on both sides the Tweed.

No sweetness the senses can cheer

Which corruption and bribery bind.

No brightness the sun can e'er clear

For honour's the sum of the mind.

CHORUS:

Let virtue distinguish the brave;

Place riches in lowest degree.

Think them poorest who can be a slave;

Them richest who dare to be free.

CHORUS:

Bought Me A Cat

Words & Music:

Traditional American

  C

I bought me a cat, my cat pleased me.

  C                G7     C

I fed my cat under yonder tree.

C             G7         C

My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

I bought me a dog, my dog pleased me.

I fed my dog under yonder tree.

C

My dog went  "Woof!  Woof!"

My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

I bought me a cow, my cow pleased me.

I fed my cow under yonder tree.

My cow  went "Moo! Moo!"

My dog went "Woof!  Woof!"


My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

I bought me a pig, my pig pleased me.

I fed my pig under yonder tree.

My pig went, "Oink!  Oink!"

My cow  went "Moo! Moo!"

My dog went "Woof!  Woof!"


My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

I bought me a horse, my horse pleased me.

I fed my horse under yonder tree.

My horse went "Neigh!  Neigh!"

My pig went, "Oink!  Oink!"

My cow  went "Moo! Moo!"

My dog went "Woof!  Woof!"


My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

I bought me a pal, my pal pleased me.

I fed my pal under yonder tree.

My pal went "Hi, there!  Hi there!"

My horse went "Neigh!  Neigh!"

My pig went, "Oink!  Oink!"

My cow  went "Moo! Moo!"

My dog went "Woof!  Woof!"


My cat went, "Fiddle-dee-dee!"

CONTINUE UNTIL YOU RUN OUT OF IDEAS FOR ANIMALS!
Bourée In Em

(from "Lute Suite #1")

Music:  Johann Sebastian Bach

Tabbed by: coffeeguy9

This is the tune made famous by Jethro Tull's "Bourée".  It is transcribed in the November 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  Tabber coffeeguy9 tells us:  "This is a very familiar Classical tune that EVERY guitarist should know to be called a guitarist."
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Boy And A Girl

Words & Music:

Traditional

       C                                         F            G7

Just a boy and a girl in a little canoe with the moon shining all around.

C                                                   D7          G7

And they paddled, and they paddled so, you couldn't even hear a sound.

C                                         C7

And they talked and they talked, 'til the moon grew dim.

F                                               Fm

He said, "You'd better [make kiss sound] or get out and swim!"

C                                                F

So, what'cha gonna do in a little canoe with the moon shining all-a,

Fm                    G7                   C

Boats floating all-a, girls swimming all around.

G7  F#7 F7  C

GET OUT AND SWIM!

MOTIONS:

"boy" - hold up one index finger

"girl" - hold up the other index finger

"little canoe" - cradle arms as though they were a canoe

"moon..." - make a circular motion with one palm in front of you

"paddled..." - make paddling motions on either side of you

"couldn't ...hear" - cup an ear as though listening

"and they talked" - bring the thumb and fingers together, first on one hand, then the other

"moon grew dim" - make a circular motion with your palm in front of you

"(kiss sound)" - pucker up and kiss the air!

"get out and swim" - jerk thumb over shoulder

"what'cha..." - hold one palm out to the side, palm up

"...gonna do" - do the same with the other palm

"little canoe" - cradle arms as though they were a canoe

"moon shining" - palm front, make a circular motion

"boats floating..." - move one hand in front of you in a wave-like motion

"girls swimming..." - pretend to swim the crawl stroke

"get out and swim" - jerk thumb over shoulder
The Boy Who Wouldn't Hoe Corn

Words & Music:

Alison Kraus & Union Station

[freely, starts on C]

Dm                                      Bb

Tell ya' little story and it won't take long,

        C                                Dm

'Bout a lazy farmer who wouldn't hoe his corn.

Dm                           Bb

The reason why I never could tell, 

    C                         Dm

For that young man was always well.

He planted his corn in the month of June.

By July it was up to his eyes.

Come September, came a big frost.

And all the young man's corn was lost.

[more rhythmically]  Dm  Bb  C  Dm

His courtship had just begun.

Said, "Young man, have you hoed some corn?"

"Well I tried and I tried, and I tried in vain.

But I don't believe I raised no grain."

He went down town to his neighbor's door.

Where he had of-ten been be-fore.

Sayin', "Pretty little miss, will you marry me?

Little miss what do you say?"

"Why do you come for me to wed?

You, can't even make your own corn grain.

Single I am, and will remain.

A lazy man, I won't maintain."

[freely]
He turned his back and walked away.

Sayin', "Little miss, you'll rue the day,

You'll rue the day that you were born.

For givin' me the devil 'cause I wouldn't hoe corn."

Brahms' Lullaby

Words:  Traditional

Music:  Johannes Brahms

A                                  D       A

Lullaby, and good night, with pink roses bedight,

     D          Bm           E                 A

With lilies o'erspread is my baby's wee, sweet head.

        D              A              E         D

Lay you down, now, and rest, may thy slumber be blessed!

        D              A             E          D

Lay you down, now, and rest, may thy slumber be blessed!

Lullaby, and good night, you're your mother's delight,

Shining angels beside my darling abide.

Soft and warm is your bed, close your eyes and rest your head.

Soft and warm is your bed, close your eyes and rest your head.

Sleepyhead, close your eyes; mother's right here beside you.

I'll protect you from harm, you will wake in my arms.

Guardian angels are near, so sleep on, with no fear.

Guardian angels are near, so sleep on, with no fear.

Lullaby, and sleep tight.  Hush! My darling is sleeping,

On his sheets white as cream, with her head full of dreams.

When the sky's bright with dawn, she will wake in the morning.

When noontide warms the world, she will frolic in the sun.

Brandy, Leave Me Alone

Words & Music:

Traditional South African

The original song is "O Brandewyn Laat My Stann" from Suid-Afrika se eie Lieddjies.

The verse given there is:  "O brandewyn laat my Staan [3x] / Want ek wil nou Huis toe Gaan" which translates to "O Brandy wine let me stand [3x] / I now want to go home."

E                                                  A

Oh, Brandy, leave me alone.  Oh, Brandy, leave me alone.

                     B7                                 E

Oh, Brandy, leave me alone.  I'm tired and I want to go home.

My home it is far away.  My home it is far away.

My home it is far away.  Remember I cannot stay.

Oh, Brandy, you broke my heart. Oh, Brandy, you broke my heart.

Oh, Brandy, you broke my heart.  Remember that we must part.

[repeat entire song]

Brandy Tree (The Otter's Song)

Words & Music:

Gordon Bok

Am               Em

I go down to the brandy tree

Em                  Am

Take my nose and my tail with me,

Am                        F

All for the world and the wind to see

    Am         G       Am

And never come back no more.

Down in the meadowmarsh, deep and wide, tumble the tangle by my side,

All for the westing wind to run and slide in the summer rain.

BRIDGE 1:

C                         G

Sun, come follow my happy way;

C                      G

Wind, come walk beside me.

Am                            Em

Moon on the mountain, go with me:

  Am        G     Am

A wond'rous way I know.

I go down to the windy sea and the little grey seal will play with me;

Slide on the rock and dive in the bay and sleep on the ledge at night.

BRIDGE 2:

But the seal don't try to tell me how to fish in the windy blue:

Seals been fishing for a thousand years, and he knows that I have too.

When the frog goes down to the mud to sleep

And the lamprey hide in the boulders deep,

I take my nose and my tail and go a hundred thousand hills.

Someday, down by the brandy tree, I'll hear the Shepherd call for me;

Call me to leave my happy ways and the shining world I know.

BRIDGE 3:

Sun on the hill, come go with me,

My days have all been free.

The pipes come laughing down the wind

And that's the way I go, that's the way for me.

Bread And Gravy

Words & Music:

Traditional American

G         B7     G                 C

Bread and gravy, lots of bread and gravy.

G         B7     G                 C7

Beans and bacon, lots of beans and bacon.

E7      B7       G               C

No more frettin' since I've been gettin'

G               D7            G    D7

Lots of bread & gravy all the time.

Peace and quiet, lots of peace and quiet.

Friends and money, lots of friends and money.

No more ramblin', I'm through with scramblin'.

Keep up with the Jones's all the time.

BRIDGE:

G7  C           E7           C                  A7

Got good reason to be swell, and my clothes all fit me well,

G     Bm   D7   G     G7

And I wear nice rings.

C                E7     C               A7

I'm as free as I can be and my honey's lovin' me.

G     Bm         D7        G      D7

So, I just can't keep from singin':

Bread and gravy, lots of bread and gravy.

Goodnight kisses, my love never misses.

No more blues, now; no bad news, now.

Just lots of bread and gravy all the time.

Brennan On The Moor

Words & Music:

Traditional

Many thanks to correspondent Tom Loomis, who introduced me to this song.  According to the scotsindependent.org site:  "...Willie Brennan was an Irish Robin Hood/Rob Roy figure in the late 1700s.  He was a Waterford man, but carried out most of his exploits in either the Kilworth Mountains, Cork or in Co. Tipperary.  He was betrayed by a comrade for the price on his head.  Willie was executed in Clonmel Gaol and buried in Kilcrumper between Kilworth and Fermoy.  His grave was not marked..."  It is believed that he was hanged in 1804

C                                      G7           C

'Tis of a brave young highwayman, this story I will tell.

    C                              F              C

His name was Willie Brennan and in Ireland he did dwell.

       Am                            F                  C

It was on the Kilwood Mountain he commenced his wild career.

    F                         C                   Em

And many a wealthy nobleman before him shook with fear.

CHORUS:

C                    Em

Brennan on the moor, Brennan on the moor.

      F       C                 G7             C

Bold, brave undaunted was young Brennan on the moor.

A brace of loaded pistols, he carried night and day.

He never robb'd a poor man upon the King's highway.

But what he's taken from the rich, like Turpin and Black Bess,

He always did divide it with the widow in distress.

CHORUS:

One night, he robbed a packman, his name was Pedlar Bawn.

They travelled on together, 'til day began to dawn.

The pedlar, seeing his money gone, likewise his watch and chain,

He at once encountered Brennan and robbed him back again.

CHORUS:

When Brennan saw the pedlar was as good a man as he,

He took him on the highway, his companion for to be.

The pedlar threw away his pack without any more delay,

And proved a faithful comrade until his dying day.

CHORUS:

One day upon the highway, as young Willie, he went down,

He met the mayor of Cashiell a mile outside of town.

The mayor he knew his features and he said, "Young man," said he,

"Your name is Willie Brennan & you must come along with me."

CHORUS:

Now, Brennan's wife had gone to town, provisions for to buy.

And when she saw her Willie, she commenced to weep and cry;

He said, "Hand to me that tenpence," and as soon as Willie spoke,

She handed him a blunderbuss from underneath her cloak.

CHORUS:

Now, with this loaded blunderbuss - the truth I will unfold -

He made the mayor tremble and he robbed him of his gold.

One hundred pounds was offered for his apprehension there.

So, he, with horse and saddle to the mountains did repair.

CHORUS:

Now, Brennan being an outlaw upon the mountains high.

With cavalry and infantry to take him they did try.

He laughed at them with scorn until at last 'twas said

By a false-hearted young man he was cruelly betrayed.

CHORUS:

In the County of Tipperary, in a place they call Clonmore,

Willie Brennan and his comrade that day did suffer sore.

He lay among the fern which was thick upon the field,

And nine wounds he had received before that they did yield.

CHORUS:

Then Brennan and his companion knowing they were betrayed,

He with the mounted cavalry a noble battle made.

He lost his foremost finger, which was shot off by a ball;

So, Brennan and his comrades they were taken after all.

CHORUS:

So, they were taken prisoners, in irons they were bound

And conveyed to Clonmel jail, strong walls did them surround.

They were tried and found guilty, the judge made this reply.

"For robbing on the King's Highway you are both condemned to die."

CHORUS:

"Farewell unto my wife, and to my children three,

Likewise my ged father, he may shed tears for me.

And to my loving mother, who tore her gray locks and cried,

Saying 'I wish, Willie Brennan, in your cradle you had died'."

CHORUS:

Bricks In My Pillow

Words & Music:

Traditional Blues

E    Em  [vamp]

I've got bricks in my pillow and my head can't rest no more.

         A Am [vamp]                                   E    Em [vamp]

I've got bricks in my pillow and my head can't rest no more.

        B7 Bm7 [vamp]                       A Am A Am E Em  A Am E Em B7

Spiders crawlin' on my walls, black snakes lyin' on my floor.

I've got mud in my water, I've got drugs all in my tea.

I've got mud in my water, I've got drugs all in my tea. 

I've got bugs in my beer, and they keep on biting me.

I've got grounds in my coffee, big boll weevil in my meal.

I've got grounds in my coffee, big boll weevil in my meal.

I've got tacks in my shoes, keep on stickin' me in the heel.

I've got holes in my pockets, great big patches on my pants.

I've got holes in my pockets, great big patches on my pants.

I'm behind with my house rent, landlord wants it in advance.

Well, I feel like walkin' and I feel like lyin' down.

Well, I feel like walkin' and I feel like lyin' down.

Well, I feel like drinkin', but there ain't no whisky 'round.

When you hear that bell ringin' and you hear that whistle blow,

When you hear that bell ringin' and you hear that whistle blow,

Well, I feel like leavin', but I don't know where to go.

Bringing Mary Home

Words & Music:

John Duffy

This would appear to be a song about Chicago's famous ghost, "Resurrection Mary".

C  A  D  G

      D                               C               G

I was driving down a lonely road on a dark and stormy night,

       D                                  G [C?]       D

When a little girl by the roadside showed up in my headlights,

  G                                              D

I stopped and she got in the back and in a shaky tone,

    C                 A              D                 G

She said, "My name is Mary.  Please, won't you take me home?"

She must have been so frightened all alone there in the night,

There was someting strange about her, 'cause her face was deathly white,

She sat so pale and quiet in the back seat all alone,

I never will forget the night I took Mary home.

C  A  D  G

I pulled into the driveway where she told me to go,

Got out to help her from the car and opened up the door,

But I just could not believe my eyes, the back seat was bare,

I looked all around the car, but Mary wasn't there.

A light shone from the porch, a lady opened up the door,

I asked about the little girl that I was looking for,

The lady gently smiled and brushed a tear away,

She said, "It sure was nice of you, to go out of your way."

"But thirteen years ago tonight in a wreck just down the road,

Our darling Mary lost her life and we miss her so,

Oh thank you for your trouble and the kindness you have shown

You're the thirteenth one that's been here, bringing Mary home."

C  A  D  G

Broke And Hungry

Words & Music:

Traditional

David Hodge has a nice recording of this in the August 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
A                                        A7

I am broke and hungry, ragg'd and dirty, too.

D7                                             A

I say, I'm broke and hungry, ragg'd and dirty, too.

      E              D7                 A  D7  A  E7

Mama, if I clean up, can I go home with you?

I am motherless, fatherless, sister- and brotherless, too.

I say I'm motherless, fatherless, sister- and brotherless, too.

Reason I tried so hard to make this trip with you.

You miss me, woman, count the days I'm gone.

You miss me, woman, count the days I'm gone.

I'm goin' away to build me a railroad of my own.

I feel like jumpin' through the keyhole in your door.

I feel like jumpin' through the keyhole in your door.

If you jump this time, baby, you won't jump no more.

I believe my good gal has found my black cat bone.

I say, I b'lieve my good gal has found my black cat bone.

I can leave Sunday morning; Monday morning I'm stickin' 'round home.

I want to show you women what careless love has done.

I want to show you women what careless love has done.

'Cause a man like me to be 'way, 'way from home.

Buckeye Jim

Words & Music:

Traditional

The last two verses seem stuck on by someone other than the original songwriter.  Feel free to use them or not as you will.

D   Bm  D  Bm A  D

D                                                   Bm

'Way up yonder above the moon, a Bluejay nests in a silver spoon.

D                                          Bm           A       D

Buckeye Jim, you can't go; weave an' spin, ye can't go, Buckeye Jim.

'Way up yonder above the sky, Bluejay rest in a green bird's eye.

Buckeye Jim, you can't go; weave an' spin, ye can't go, Buckeye Jim.

'Way down yonder on a holla log, a red bird danced with a green bullfrog.

Buckeye Jim, you can't go; weave an' spin, ye can't go, Buckeye Jim.

'Way up yonder on a shootin' star, a bullfrog jumped, but he jumped too far.

Buckeye Jim, you can't go; weave an' spin, ye can't go, Buckeye Jim.

'Way down yonder in a wooden trough, an ol' womin died a tha whoopin' cough.

Buckeye Jim, you can't go; weave an' spin, ye can't go, Buckeye Jim.

They'll be an end to grief and pain, a warm bright sky beyond the rain.

You don't have wings, ye can't fly; but you can dream if you try, Buckeye Jim.

In Paradise, the white bird sings, touch your face with tender wings,

Buckeye Jim, you'll go, go weave an' spin, you'll go, Buckeye Jim.

Buffalo Gals

(traditional version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C

As I went walking down the street,

G7               C

Down the street, down the street.

C

A lovely gal I chanced to meet,

     F       G7      C

Oh!  She was fair to view.

CHORUS:

Oh!  Buffalo Gals, will you come out tonight?

Will you come out tonight?  Will you come out tonight?

Oh!  Buffalo Gals, will you come out tonight,

And dance by the light of the moon?

I asked her if she'd have some talk,

Have some talk, have some talk.

Her feet covered up the whole sidewalk

As she stood close by me.

CHORUS:

I'd like to make that gal my wife,

Gal my wife, gal my wife.

I would be happy all my life

If I had her by my side.

CHORUS:

Buffalo Gals

(Woody Guthrie version - a.k.a. "I Danced All Night With A Bottle In My Hand)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Woody plays this at a blistering tempo.  This is a honky-tonk version of the song, not a campfire one.  A few of the lyrics are unintelligible to me, so any help is appreciated.  Some versions start this with the first verse of the traditional version of "Buffalo Gals".

CHORUS:

C

I danced all night with a bottle in my hand,

F                  C

Bottle in my hand, bottle in my hand.

C

Oozed right over to that promised land.

  G                          C

I danced by the light of the moon.

I danced with a gal with a hole in her stockin',

And her heel kept a-rockin' and her toe kept a-knockin',

I danced with a gal with a hole in her stockin',

And we danced by the light of the moon.

CHORUS:  [new words]

I danced all night with a bottle in my hand,

Bottle in my hand, bottle in my hand.

I danced all night with a bottle in my hand,

Oozed right over to that promised land.

 [spoken:  Head on down to Birmingham!  Oh, this [??] is killing me!]

I got a gal who lived on the hill, lived on the hill, lived on the hill,

I got a gal who lived on the hill.  Never won’t you come out tonight?

A bootlegger's daughter and I love her still, love her still, love her still.

A bootlegger's daughter and I love her still.  Never won't you come out tonight?

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

Hurry up, Joe, don't go slow.  Hurry up, Sue, don't go slow.

Chicken in the breadpan, pickin' out dough.  Hurry up, boy, and on you go.

Well, right foot up and left foot down.  Swing that gal around and 'round.

Right foot out, left foot in.

[this line obscured by the first line of the chorus...]

CHORUS:  [2x]
REPEAT SONG CHORDS 2-3x AND FINISH ON C

Bury Me Beneath The Willows

Words & Music:

Traditional American(?)

CHORUS:

G       C

Bury me beneath the willows,

G                        D

Under the weeping willow tree.

G                   C

When she hears that I am sleeping,

G     D                     G

Maybe then, she'll think of me.

My heart is sad and I'm in sorrow,

Weeping for the one I love.

When I shall see her, oh, no never,

'Til we meet in heaven above.

CHORUS:

Tomorrow was to be our wedding,

But Lord, oh Lord, where can she be?

She's gone, she's gone to find another,

She no longer cares for me.

CHORUS:

She told me that she did not love me.

I couldn't believe it was true.

Until and angel softly whispered,

"She no longer cares for you."

CHORUS:

Place on my grave a snow-white lily,

To prove my love for her was true.

To show the world I died of grieving,

For her love I could not win.

Bury Me Not On The Lone Prairie

(a.k.a. "A Cowboy's Lament")

Words & Music:

Oscar J. Fox

(Tabber:  unknown)

This song is actually entitled "A Cowboy's Lament", but no one knows it by that name.

G   G6      Em  Em7    Em/G    G

"Oh bury me not on the lone prairie"

G     G6         Em  Em7 Em      Em4   G

These words came low and mourn - ful - ly

G               G(5)      G         GM7

From the pallid lips of a youth who lay

G            Em         Em7      G

On his dying bed at the close of day.

Note: The altered chords are my own addition. I tried to flesh out the 

melody line with them. You can play a simpler version with only G and Em. 

Here's how I play the chords. Each line is a separate fret and the numbers 

are suggested fingerings. Colons mean not to play a string.

G       G6      Em      Em7     Em/G    Em4     G(5)    GM7=Gmaj7

======  ======  ======  ======  ======  ======  ======  ======
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Additional verses:

He has wasted and pined 'til o'er his brow.  Death's shades were slowly gathering now.

He thought of home and loved ones nigh, and the cowboys gathered to see him die.

"Oh bury me not on the lone prairie, where the coyotes howl and the wind blows free.

In a narrow grave just six by three.  Oh bury me not on the lone prairie."

"It matters not, I've oft been told, where the body lies when the heart grows cold.

Yet grant, oh grant, this wish to me:  oh bury me not on the lone prairie."

"I've always wished to be laid when I died in a little churchyard on a green hillside.

By my father's grave there let me be.  Oh bury me not on the lone prairie."

"I wish to lie where a mother's prayer and a sister's tear will mingle there.

Where friends can come and weep o'er me.  Oh bury me not on the lone prairie."

"For there's another whose tears will shed.  For the one who lies in a prairie bed.

It breaks my heart to think of her now,  She has curled these locks; she has kissed this brow."

"Oh bury me not..." And his voice failed there, but they took no heed to his dying prayer.

In a narrow grave, just six by three, they buried him there on the lone prairie.

And the cowboys now as they roam the plain for they marked the spot where his bones were lain,

Fling a handful of roses o'er his grave with a prayer to God, his soul to save.

The Butcher Boy

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Em                                          G                Em

In yonder city, there did dwell a butcher's boy, I loved him well.

Em                                       G                 Em

He courted me my life away and then with me would no more stay.

She went upstairs to make her bed and not one word to her mother said.

Her mother she went upstairs, too, saying,

"Daughter, oh daughter, what troubles you?"

"Oh mother, oh mother, I cannot tell that butcher's boy I love so well

He courted me my life away and now at home he will not stay"

"There is a place in London town where that butcher's boy goes and sits down

He takes that strange girl on his knee and tells to her what he won't tell me"

Her father he came up from work saying,

"Where is my daughter?  She seems so hurt."

He went upstairs to give her hope and found her hanging from a rope

He took his knife and cut her down and in her bosom these words were found:

"Go dig my grave both wide and deep, place a marble slab at my head and feet.

And over my coffin, place a snow-white dove to warn the world that I died of love."

By My Side

Words & Music:

Steven Schwarz (Godspell)

Dm                 C  C/B           Am

Where are you going?  Where are you going?

Dm                    C    C/B   Am

Will you take me with you?

Am     Dm                     C    C/B    Am

For my hand is cold and needs warmth.

              Dm

Where are you going?

C                    D                       C

Far beyond where the horizon lies, where the horizon lies.

C                       D

And the land sinks into mellow blueness.

C                        D

Oh, please, take me with you.

C               D                    C                  D

Let me skip the road with you, I can dare myself, I can dare myself.

C                 D              C

I'll put a pebble in my shoe and watch me walk.

      D

I can walk and walk.

Dm                       C    C/B    Am

I shall call the pebble "Dare".

Dm                          C   C/B  Am              Dm

We will talk together about walking... Dare shall be carried.

Dm                        C  C/B  Am     Dm

And when we both have had enough, I will take him from my shoe

          C    C/B  Am

Singing, "Meet your new road..."

          Dm                      C  C/B  Am

Then I'll take your hand, finally glad----- that I am here

        Dm             C    C/B    Am

By your side... (by my side...)

        Dm             C    C/B    Am

By your side... (by my side...)

        Dm                         C  C/B  Am

By your side... (that you are here by my side...)

Bye And Bye, I'm Going To See The King

Words & Music:

Blind Willie Johnson

I discovered this song via Catfish Keith's Homespun Tapes instructional DVD, but it is also on his "Rolling Sea" album.  Like many early blues songs, you tune your guitar to an open key and keep a drone going on the I chord while you play the melody (or improvise a countermelody) above it with your fingers & a bottleneck.  To play the IV chord, slide your barre finger or the slide up 5 frets & play over that drone.

I

I said, bye and bye, I'm going to see the King.

IV

Bye and bye, I am going to see the King.

I

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

I said, bye and bye, I'm going to see the King.

Bye and bye, I am going to see the King.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

You know after death, you have got to go by yourself.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

I said, bye and bye, I'm going to see the King.

Bye and bye, I am going to see the King.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

Bye and bye, I will hear the angel sing.

Bye and bye, I will hear the angel sing.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

You know after death, you have got to stand your test.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

I said, bye and bye, I'm going to see the King.

Bye and bye, I am going to see the King.

And I don't mind dying, I'm a child of God.

Catfish Keith's version:
He tunes to Open D (D A D F# A D) and lowers that a full step to Open C (C G C E G C) to get both that full throaty sound and strings that love to bend.  Don't worry about the number of bars for the I or IV chords, just let the spirit move you and play it.

I

I said, bye and bye, I'm gonna see the King.

IV               I

Bye and bye... [play melody line over drone].

I

Bye and bye, I'm gonna see the King.

I

And I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

I

And I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

I

Tell me, baby, we're in the middle of the..., we're in the middle of the...,

We're in the middle of the wheel.

IV                              I

Getting back there, baby, now.  Getting back...

Getting back...we're in the middle of the wheel.

And I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

And I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

Wouldn't mind dying, wouldn't mind dying.

Wouldn't mind dying, got to go by myself.

Wouldn't mind dying, wouldn't mind dying.

Wouldn't mind dying, got to go by myself.

Holy Roller, Holy Ghost is His...

Holy Ghost is His..., Holy Ghost is His...

IV                    I

Holy Roller, now...  [play melody over drone]

Holy Roller, Holy Ghost is His Name.

I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

Wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

I said, bye and bye, I'm gonna see the King, gonna see the King.

IV               I

Bye and bye... [play melody line over drone].

I

Bye and bye, I'm gonna see the King.

I

And I wouldn't mind dying, 'cause I'm a child of God.

I

And I wouldn't mind dying at all, 'cause I'm a child of God.
