Traditional Section:  p. W-1

3Wabash Cannonball

Wade In The Water
5
Walk Right In
8
Walk, Shepherdess, Walk
10
Waltzing Matilda
12
Washington Waddle
15
The Water Is Wide
17
(a.k.a. "O Waly, Waly" & "There Is A Ship")
17
O, Waly, Waly, Gin Love Be Bonny
18
(Original 17th Century Lyrics - from Wikipedia)
18
Way Over Yonder In The Minor Key
20
We Had Some Chickens
22
We Shall Overcome
25
We Wish You A Merry Christmas
27
We'll Sing In The Sunshine
29
We're All Together Again
31
The Wearing Of The Green
33
Wednesday Night Waltz
37
The Wheels On The Bus
39
When I First Came To This Land
41
When Irish Eyes Are Smiling
43
When Johnny Comes Marching Home
45
When The Saints Go Marching In
47
1.  Major key version
47
2. Minor key version
48
3.  Perhaps the 1896 verses
48
4.  The ingeb.org verses
48
5.  The Weavers' version
50
6. Other verses
51
Where Have All The Flowers Gone?
53
Whiskey Before Breakfast
55
Whiskey Before Breakfast Tab
56
Whiskey In The Jar
58
White Christmas
61
Wildwood Flower
63
Willie's Lady
65
(Ray Fisher version 1 - Martin Carthy cover)
65
Willow Garden
69
(a.k.a. "Down In The Willow Garden")
69
The Willow Song
71
Wimoweh
73
(a.k.a. "The Lion Sleeps Tonight")
73
Witch Doctor
75
(Ooo Eee, Ooo Ah Ah, Ting Tang, Walla Walla Bing Bang)
75
Wonderball
78
Wonderful Baby
80
The Work Of The Weavers
82
Worried Man Blues
84
(a.k.a. "Wearied Man Blues", "Worried Man Song", "It Takes A Worried Man")
84
1.  Stephen Kermode's version
84
2.  The Carter Family's version.
85
The Wraggle Taggle Gypsies, O!
87
Wreck Of The Old 97
90
Wynken, Blynken And Nod
92


Wabash Cannonball

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C

From the great Atlantic ocean to the wide Pacific shore.

         G

From the queen of the flowing mountains,

       C

To the South belles by the shore.

      C                                       F

She's long, and tall and handsome, quite well-known by all.

          G                                            C

She's the modern combination, called the Wabash Cannonball.

CHORUS:

Listen to the jingle, the rumble and the roar

As she glides along the woodlands, through the hills and by the shore.

Hear the mighty rush of the engines, hear the lonesome hobo's call

Riding through the jungles, on the Wabash Cannonball.

Now, the eastern states are dandy, so the western people say.

From New York to St. Louis, and Chicago on the way,

From the hills of Minnesota, where the rippling waters fall,

No chances can be taken, on the Wabash Cannonball.

CHORUS:

Here's to Daddy Claxton, may his name forever stand

And always be remembered, through all parts of the land.

When his earthly race is over, and the curtains around him fall,

We'll carry him home to victory, on the Wabash Cannonball.

CHORUS:

Wade In The Water

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Another variation substitutes either the major bVII chord (G) or the minor V chord (Em) for the major V chord (E).  Any version works well; so, play what you prefer!

CHORUS:

Am

Wade in the water, wade in the water, children.

Am                             E           A

Wade in the water. God's gonna trouble the water.

Am

Who are those children dressed in red?

Am          E           Am

God's gonna trouble the waters.

Must be the children that Moses led.

God's gonna trouble the waters.

CHORUS:

Who are those children dressed in white?

God's gonna trouble the waters.

Must be the people getting ready to fight.

God's gonna trouble the waters.

CHORUS:

Who are those children dressed in blue?

God's gonna trouble the waters.

Must be the people gonna see this through.

God's gonna trouble the waters.

CHORUS:

Who are those children dressed in green?

God's gonna trouble the waters.

Must be the finest movers I ever seen.

God's gonna trouble the waters.

CHORUS:

Walk Right In

Words & Music:

Gus Cannon & H. Woods

G                        E E7  A7              D7        G

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your mind roll on.

G                        E E7  A7              A7        D7

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your mind roll on.

G

Everybody's talkin' 'bout a new way of walkin'.

C7                            D7

Do you want to lose your mind?

G                        E E7  A7              D7        G

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your mind roll on.

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your hair hang low.

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your hair hang low.

Now, everybody's talkin' 'bout a new way you walk.

Do you want to lose your mind?

Walk right in, sit right down, daddy, let your hair hang low.

Walk right in, sit right down; but, baby you can't stay too long.

Walk right in, sit right down; but, baby you can't stay too long.

Everybody's talkin' 'bout a new way of walkin'.

Do you want to lose your mind?

Walk right in, sit right down; but, baby you can't stay too long.

Walk right in, sit right down, baby, let your mind roll on.

You'd better walk right in and stay a little while.

Baby, you can't stay too long.

Now everybody's talkin' 'bout a two-way woman.

Do you wanna lose your mind?

You'd better walk right in, sit right down; baby, let your mind roll on.

Walk, Shepherdess, Walk

Words & Music:

Traditional

C     G7           C    C7

Walk, shepherdess, walk.

    F    C     G7

And I'll walk, too.

   C        G7           C     F

To find the ram with the ebony horn

        C    G7     C

And the gold-footed ewe.

The lamb with fleece of silver

Like summer sea foam.

The wether with the crystal bell

That leads us all home.

So, walk, shepherdess, walk.

And I'll walk, too.

And if we never find them,

I shan't mind, shall you?

Waltzing Matilda

Words & Music:

Traditional Australian

C             G       Am          F

Once, a jolly swagman camped by a billabong 

C         Em         G

Under the shade of a collibah tree.

       C          G       Am              F

And he sang as he sat and waited 'til his billy boiled,

C                          G           C

"You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me."

CHORUS:

C                 F                 C                         G           G7

Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda, you'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.

       C          G       Am              F

And he sang as he sat and waited 'til his billy boiled,

C                          G           C

"You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me."

Down came a jumbuck to drink by the billabong

Up jumped the Swagman, grabbed him with glee.

And he sang as he shoved that jumbuck in his tuckerbag,

"You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me!"

CHORUS:

Down came the squatter, mounted on his thoroughbred

Up came the troopers -- one, two, three.

"Whose that jolly jumbuck you've got in your tuckerbag?"

You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.

CHORUS:

Up jumped the Swagman, sprang into the billabong.

"You'll never catch me alive!" said he.

And his ghost may be heard as you pass by that billabong,

"You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me!"

CHORUS:

TRANSLATIONS FROM AUSTRALIAN ENGLISH TO AMERICAN ENGLISH:



Swagman  =  hobo



Billabong  =  waterhole



Jumbuck  =  sheep



Tuckerbag  =  knapsack



Squatters =  rancher

Washington Waddle

Words & Music:

Theodore Morse

I love finding out the story of tunes I learned as a "children's song".  This was a popular song written in 1911 (I think!) and was used in the 1927 movie "The Police Quartette".  I have always sung it a capella (here is an .mp3), but have sussed out the chords for you.

C                                         G7      C

Let's all go down to Washington, D.C.  Ba-dum, ba-dum.

C                                                       G7      C

That's where they play the sweetest ragtime melody.  Ba-dum, ba-dum.

C

Let's all begin with lesson number one.

C                                      G7     C

And you waddle and you waddle 'til the day is done.

G

It's the Washington Waddle, get the tune in your noddle.

G                  G7

Let your feet have fun!

G    D7 G7  C

Come on and waddle with me, my honey, waddle with me

       D

Like a ragtime ship on a ragtime sea.

G7

Waddle...waddle...waddle...waddle...

G    D7 G7  C

Come on and waddle with me.

C  G7       C

Ba-dum.  Ba-dum.  [Pah!]
The Water Is Wide

(a.k.a. "O Waly, Waly" & "There Is A Ship")

Words & Music:

Traditional English or Scottish

The November 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar has a nice arrangement of this.  This tune dates from the 1600s as "O Waly, Waly" and is either English or Scottish in origin.  Modern versions have also been entitled "There Is A Ship" instead of "The Water Is Wide".

D    A4    D   A4

             D  G  D                D  G  D

The water is wide--- I cannot cross over.

    D  D/C# Bm  G                Em    A

And neither have----- I wings to fly.

A     A/G  F#m Bm  D7               D7sus  D7 Bm    G6

Build me-- a-- boat------- that can car----ry two.

               F#m    G     A    A7  D   G   D

And both shall row------ My love and I.

There is a ship and she sails the sea.

She's loaded deep as deep can be.

But not so deep as the love I'm in.

I know not how to sink or swim.

I lean'd my back up against some oak,

Thinking that he was a trusty tree.

But first he bended and then he broke,

And so did my false love to me.

Oh love is handsome and love is fine.

The sweetest flower when first it's new. [alt. And love's a jewel, when it is new]
But love grows old and waxes cold. [alt. But when it's old, it groweth cold]
And fades away like summer dew. [alt.  "...like morning dew."]
INSTRUMENTAL HALF-VERSE:

Build me a boat that can carry two.

And both shall row -- my love and I.

And both shall row -- my love and I.

O, Waly, Waly, Gin Love Be Bonny

(Original 17th Century Lyrics - from Wikipedia)

    O Waly, waly, (a lament - "woe is me") up the bank,

    And waly, waly, doun the brae (hill),

    And waly, waly, yon burn-side (riverside),

    Where I and my Love wont to gae (go)!

    I lean'd my back unto an aik (oak),

    I thocht it was a trustie tree;

    But first it bow'd and syne (soon) it brak (broke)—

    Sae my true love did lichtlie (lightly) me.

    O waly, waly, gin love be bonnie (beautiful),

    A little time while it is new!

    But when 'tis auld (old) it waxeth cauld (cold),

    And fades awa' like morning dew.

    O wherefore should I busk my heid (adorn my head),

    Or wherefore should I kame (comb) my hair?

    For my true Love has me forsook,

    And says he'll never lo'e me mair (more).

    Now Arthur's Seat

    Sall (shall) be my bed (burial place),

    The sheets sall ne'er be 'filed by me;

    Saint Anton's well sall be my drink;

    Since my true Love has forsaken me.

    Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw (blow),

    And shake the green leaves aff the tree?

    O gentle Death, when wilt thou come?

    For of my life I am wearìe.

    'Tis not the frost, that freezes fell,

    Nor blawing snaw's (snow) inclemencie,

    'Tis not sic cauld (such cold) that makes me cry;

    But my Love's heart grown cauld to me.

    When we cam in by Glasgow toun,

    We were a comely sicht (sight)to see;

    My Love was clad in the black velvèt,

    And I mysel in cramasie (crimson).

    But had I wist (known), before I kist (a coffin = died),

    That love had been sae ill to win,

    I had lock'd my heart in a case o' gowd (gold),

    And pinn'd it wi' a siller (silver) pin.

    And O! if my young babe were born,:

    And set upon the nurse's knee;

    And I mysel were dead and gane,

    And the green grass growing over me!

Way Over Yonder In The Minor Key

Words: Woody Guthrie (1946)  Music: Billy Bragg (1997)

From Wilco's album " Mermaid Avenue" (1998)

Notes from Shawn Morton's site (www.web.net/~smorton/):  "The first two verses of this song come to me on the 9th of September while I was doing KP out in Scott Field, Illinois.  I hummed it over to myself for a couple of months, or seven, and then took a notion today that I would finish it up.  This song made up by Woody Guthrie 3520 Mermaid Avenue, Brooklyn, 24, NY. ? March the Fifth, wife in Town working, Daughter in nursery school, jug dry, temperature warmer. A March wind is marching down along the ocean looking at the wreckage that washed in last night - Woody Guthrie".  "Okfuskee" refers to Okemah, Okfuskee County, Oklahoma.

Intro:  [capo 4]  G  C  G

G                                C                              CM9 G

I lived in a place called Okfuskee & I had a little girl in a holler tree.

G                                   C

I said, "Little girl, it's plain to see,

      C                          CM9  G   D                               Em

There ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me."

She said, "It's hard for me to see how one little boy got so ugly."

"Yes, my little girly, that might be,

But, there ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me.

CHORUS:

 C                            G     D                            Em

'Way over yonder in the minor key, 'way over yonder in the minor key,

D                                     Em

There ain't nobody that can sing like me.

We walked down by the Buckeye Creek to see the frog eat the goggle-eye bee,

To hear the west wind whistle to the east.

There ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me.

Oh, my little girly, will you let me see 'way over yonder where the wind blows free?

Nobody can see in our holler tree.

And there ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me.

CHORUS:

INTRUMENTAL OVER:  C  G  D  Em  D  Em

Her mama cut a switch from a cherry tree & laid it on the she and me.

It stung lots worse than a hive of bees.

But, there ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me.

Now, I have walked a long, long ways & I still look back at my tanglewood days.

I've led lots of girls since then to stray,

Saying, "Ain't nobody that can sing like me, ain't nobody that can sing like me."

CHORUS:  [2x - repeat last line 2x the second time]

OUTRO:  C G [vamp and out]
We Had Some Chickens

Words & Music:

Traditional

C                                        G7

We had some chickens, no eggs would they lay.

G7                                       C

We had some chickens, no eggs would they lay.

C                                G7

My wife said, "Honey, this isn't funny.

G7                                  C

We're losing money.  Why won't they lay?"

             F                     C

One day that rooster came into our yard.

                G7                       C

He caught those chickens right off their guard.

               F                         C

They're laying eggs, now, just like they used ter.

                 G7                     C

Well, since that rooster, came into our yard.

We had some cows, no milk would they give.

We had some cows, no milk would they give.

My wife said, "Honey, this isn't funny.

We're losing money.  Why won't they give?"

One day that rooster came into our yard.

He caught those cows right off their guard.

They're giving eggnog, now, just like they used ter.

Well, since that rooster, came into our yard.

We had some trees, no sap would they give.

We had some trees, no sap would they give.

My wife said, "Honey, this isn't funny.

We're losing money.  Why won't they give?"

One day that rooster came into our yard.

He caught those trees right off their guard.

They're giving Chiclets, now, just like they used ter.

Well, since that rooster, came into our yard.

We had a gas pump, no gas would it give.

We had a gas pump, no gas would it give.

My wife said, "Honey, this isn't funny.

We're losing money.  Why won't it give?"

One day that rooster came into our yard

And caught that gas pump right off its guard.

It's giving Gulf gas just like it used-ter

Ever since that rooster came into our yard.

We had a rooster, no love would it give.

We had a rooster, no love would it give.

My wife said, "Honey, this isn't funny.

We're losing money.  Why won't it give?"

But, then that rooster came into our yard

And caught my rooster right off its guard.

He's laying hens now just like he used-ter

Ever since that rooster came into our yard.

Use your imagination!!  What else could the rooster help??
We Shall Overcome

Words & Music:

Zilpha Hort, Frank Hamilton, 

Guy Carawan & Pete Seeger

The February 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar has a nice version of this.  These chords are the ones I grew up with.  The Acoustic Guitar version is in the key of D and drop-D tuning.  Master songhound Dan M. gives us the background on this anthem of the Civil Rights movement:  "... Pete Seeger, based on "We Shall Not Be Moved," an old spiritual..."

G        C   G              C   G

We shall overcome, we shall overcome,

G           G/F# Em   A7   D7

We shall o--ver--come someday.

    C    C/B  Am7  G      C Bm   Am Em

Oh, deep in-- my-- heart, I do-- be-lieve

G        C   G    D    G  [or:  C to G]
We shall overcome someday.

We'll walk hand in hand, we'll walk hand in hand,

We'll walk hand in hand someday.

Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe

We'll walk hand in hand someday.

We shall live in peace, we shall live in peace,

We shall live in peace someday.

Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe

We shall live in peace someday.

We shall all be free, we shall all be free,

We shall all be free someday.

Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe

We shall all be free someday.

We are not afraid, we are not afraid, 

We are not afraid someday.

Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe

We are not afraid someday.

FIRST VERSE REPRISE:
We Wish You A Merry Christmas

Words & Music:

Traditional English Carol

This is most likely a 16th century English West Country wassailing song.  Like American Halloween, but at Christmas; and the "beggars" would earn their pudding or punch with a song.

   G                C              A                D

We wish you a merry Christmas.  We wish you a merry Christmas.

   B7               Em              C     D   G

We wish you a merry Christmas And a Happy New Year!

CHORUS:

     C          D       A        D

Good tidings to you wherever you are.

[alt:  "Good tidings we bring for you and your kin."]

     G                           Am    D   G

Good tidings for Christmas and a Happy New Year!

[alt:  "We wish you a Merry Christmas & a Happy New Year]

Oh, bring us some figgy pudding.  Oh, bring us some figgy pudding

Oh, bring us some figgy pudding and a cup of good cheer.

[alt:  "Oh, bring us some figgy pudding & bring it right here."]

CHORUS:

For we all like figgy pudding.  We all like figgy pudding

We all like figgy pudding and a cup of good cheer.

[alt:  "We all like figgy pudding, so bring it right here."]

CHORUS:

We won't go until we get some.  We won't go until we get some.

We won't go until we get some, so bring it right here!

CHORUS:

We'll Sing In The Sunshine

Words & Music:

Gale Garnett

C            Dm            F                  C

I will never love you, the cost of love's too dear.

    C                 Dm             F                 C

But though I'll never love you, I'll stay with you one year.

                       F                           C

And we can sing in the sunshine, we'll laugh every day.

                  F                            C

We'll sing in the sunshine, then I'll be on my way.

I'll sing to you each morning, I'll kiss you every night.

But darling don't cling to me, I'll soon be out of sight.

But we can sing the sunshine, we'll laugh every day.

We'll sing in the sunshine, then I'll be on my way.

My daddy, he once told me, "Hey, don't you love you any man.

Just take what they may give you, and give but what you can.

And you can sing in the sunshine, you'll laugh every day.

You'll sing in the sunshine, then you'll be on your way."

And when our year has ended, and I have gone away,

You'll often speak about me, and this is what you'll say,

"We sang in the sunshine, you know we laughed every day.

We sang in the sunshine, then she went on her way."

We're All Together Again

Words & Music:

Traditional

      C

We're all together again,

      F            Dm

We're here!  We're here!

      G

We're all together again,

F     G      F     C

We're here!  We're here!

    C

And who knows when

         F

We'll be all together again.

          G7

Singing, "All together again,

G7    C      G7    C

We're here!  We're here!"

Sing this song as many times as desired -- changing the way you sing it each time.  For example:


Martian  style


Teaparty  Style


Giant  style


Cheerleader  style


Texas style


French style


etc.
The Wearing Of The Green

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

This is a traditional street ballad that is believed to date to the 1798 Revolution.  West Point's unofficial song, "Benny Havens, Oh!", is based upon this tune.  Most people only know the tune and that it is called the "Wearing Of The Green".  Not many modern American listeners are aware that it is a protest song that clearly outlines the oppression the Irish people suffered under British Rule in the 1700s-1800s.  The following is but one of many variations on the words, tune & chords.

   D               Bm               A

O, Paddy dear, and did you hear the news that's going round?

    G              D                A             D

The Shamrock is forbid, by laws, to grow on Irish ground!

   D                  Bm                 A

No more St. Patrick's Day, we'll keep his color last be seen;

               G      D            A       A7     D

For, there's a bloody law agin The Wearing Of The Green!

Oh, I met with Nabertancly, and he took me by the hand,

And he says: How is Poor Ould Ireland, and does she stand?

She's the most distressed Country that ever I have seen:

For, they are hanging men and women The Wearing Of The Green!

And since the color we must wear, is England's cruel red,

Ould Ireland's sons will ne'er forget the blood that they have shed.

Then take the Shamrock from your hat, and cast it on the sod: 

It will take root, and flourish still, tho' under foot 'tis trod.

When the law can stop the blades of grass from growing as they grow.

And when the leaves, in Summer time, their verdure does not show.

Then, I will change the color I wear in my cabbeen:

But, till that day, plaze God! I'll stick to The Wearing Of The Green!

But if, at last, her colors should be torn from Ireland's heart;

Her sons, with shame and sorrow, from the dear old soil will part.

I've heard whispers of a Country that lies far beyond sea,

Where rich and poor stand equal, in the light of Freedom's day!

O Erin!  Must we leave you driven by the tyrant's hand?

Must we ask a Mother's blessing, in a strange but happy land?

Where the cruel Cross of England's thralldom never to be seen:

But where, thank God! we'll live and die, still Wearing of the Green!

Farewell, for I must leave thee, my own, my native shore,

And doomed in foreign lands to dwell, may never see thee more.

For laws, our tyrant laws, have said that seas must roll between

Old Erin and her faithful sons, that loved to wear the green.

Oh, we love to wear the green!  Oh, how we love the green!

On native land we cannot stand for wearing of the green,

Yet wheresoe'er the exile lives, tho' oceans roll between,

Thy faithful sons will fondly sing "The Wearing Of The Green."

My father loved his country, and sleeps within her breast.

While I that would have died for her, may never be so blest.

Those tears my mother shed for me, how bitter they'd have been

If I had proved a traitor to "The Wearing Of The Green." 

There were some that wore the green, who did betray the green.

On native land we cannot stand thro' traitor to the green.

Yet whatsoe'er our fate may be, when oceans roll between,

Her faithful sons will ever sing "The Wearing Of The Green."

Remember Father Murphy and Emmett that was brave;

Not forgetting Dan O'Connell, that now lies in his grave.

If those heroes were alive, boys, their country they'd redeem;

And shortly have the union back once more in College Green.

One blessing on my native Isle!  One curse upon her foes!

While yet her skies above me smile, her breeze around me blows.

Now, nevermore my cheek be wet, nor sigh, nor altered mien

'Til the dark tyrant I regret The Wearing Of The Green.

Sweet land, my parents loved you well; they sleep within your breast.

With theirs, for love no words can tell, my bones must never rest.

And lonely must my true love stray, that was our village queen

When I am banished far away for The Wearing Of The Green.

But, Mary, dry that bitter tear; 'twould break my heart to see.

And sweetly sleep, my parents dear, that cannot weep for me.

I'll think not of my distant tomb, nor seas rolled wide between.

But watch the hour that yet will come for The Wearing Of The Green.

O, I care not for the thistle and I care not for the rose;

For when the cold winds whistle, neither down nor crimson shows.

But like hope to him that's friendless where no gaudy flower is seen,

By our graves, with love that's endless waves our own true-hearted green.

O, sure God's world was wild enough and plentiful for all!

And ruined cabins were so stuff to build a lordly hall.

They might have let the poor man live yet all as lordly been.

But Heaven it's own good time will give for The Wearing Of The Green.

Wednesday Night Waltz

Words & Music:

[see note]

Alice Hanks Allen (a.k.a, a SaddleBag) on the Cowboy Lyrics site notes that:  "...BMI lists over a dozen different writers--ASCAP lists two.  Each line has 4 measures/downbeats..."  Jay Buckey has arrangements of this on his site.

G             Gdim  G            Gdim  G           Gdim            G  Fdim

Sweetheart of mine, sweetheart divine, come have a last waltz with me.

Am         D   G           Em           A7              D7

I love you so, want you to know you're mine 'til eternity.

G#dim       Am      D7                    G         Em            D7

We'll dance the whole waltz through while I whisper love words to you.

CHORUS:

      G           D7       G    G7     C         F#7   G

Let's dance while they are playing the Wednesday Night Waltz.

               D7      G         A7             D7

Let's join the couples swaying before the music halts.

      G     D7         G        G7  C        F#7         G     G7

Close to my heart I'll press you to prove my love is not false.

     C          F#7  G        E7     A7        D7    G

Sweetheart, let me caress you to the Wednesday Night Waltz.

I knew that you would love me, too, I saw it deep in your eyes.

Now I'm complete, you are so sweet, you're just a wonderful prize.

I love to hold you near and hear you say, " I love you, dear."

CHORUS:  [new words]

I love a tune so mellow the Wednesday Night Waltz.

And when I hear the cello, my very soul exalts.

With music so entrancing, I'll never find any faults.

     C           F#7    G       E7     A7        D7    G

Sweetheart, when we are dancing to the Wednesday Night Waltz.

The Wheels On The Bus

Words & Music:

Traditional

    C                                         G                  G7

The wheels on the bus go 'round and 'round.  'Round and 'round, 'round and 'round.

    C                                        G               C

The wheels on the bus go 'round and 'round.  All through the town.

The people on the bus go up and down.  Up and down, up and down.

The people on the bus go up and down.  All through the town.

The doors on the bus go open and shut.  Open and shut, open and shut.

The doors on the bus go open and shut.  All through the town.

The horn on the bus goes, "Beep! Beep! Beep!"  "Beep! Beep! Beep!"  "Beep! Beep! Beep!"

The horn on the bus goes "Beep!  Beep!  Beep!"  All through the town.

The wipers on the bus go "Swish! Swish! Swish!"  "Swish! Swish! Swish!"  "Swish! Swish! Swish!"

The wipers on the bus go "Swish!  Swish!  Swish!"  All through the town.

The driver on the bus goes, "Move on back!"  "Move on back!"  "Move on back!"

The driver on the bus goes, "Move on back!"  All through the town.

The commuters on the bus go read, read, read!  Read, read, read!  Read, read, read!

The commuters on the bus go read, read, read!  All through the town.

The babies on the bus go "Wah!  Wah!  Wah!"  "Wah!  Wah!  Wah!"  "Wah!  Wah!  Wah!"

The babies on the bus go "Wah!  Wah!  Wah!"  All through the town.

The parents on the bus go "Shh!  Shh!  Shh!"  "Shh!  Shh!  Shh!"  "Shh!  Shh!  Shh!"

The parents on the bus go "Shh!  Shh!  Shh!"  All through the town.

The money on the bus goes, "Ching, ching, ching!" "Ching, ching, ching!" "Ching, ching, ching!"

The money on the bus goes, "Ching!  Ching!  Ching!"  All through the town.

MOTIONS:

VERSE 1 - put palm up in front of you, move in a circle during "'round and 'round"

VERSE 2 - sit up a little and then back down during "up and down"

VERSE 3 - open and shut your hands in front of you during "open and shut"

VERSE 4 - pretend to beep a horn in front of you during "Beep!  Beep!  Beep!"

VERSE 5 - pretend that one arm is a moving windshield wiper during "Swish!..."

VERSE 6 - jerk one thumb over your shoulder during "Move on back!"

VERSE 7 - pretend to read a newspaper during "Read!  Read!  Read!"

VERSE 8 - rub your eyes as though you are crying during "Wah!  Wah!  Wah!"

VERSE 9 - put an index finger to lips during "Ssh!  Ssh!  Ssh!"

VERSE 10 - pretend to put money in a coin collector during "Ching!  Ching!  Ching!"

When I First Came To This Land

Words & Music:

Traditional

C      Em         F       C     G7       C     G7    C

When I first came to this land, not much money in my hand.

C     Em    F      C    Dm    G7         C

So, I got myself a farm and I did what I could.

      F         C     G7           Am

And I called my farm "Muscle in My Arm".

C                F         C        Dm    G7     C

But the land was sweet and good and I did what I could.

When I first came to this land not much money in my hand.

So I got myself a shack and I did what I could.

I called my shack "Break My Back".

I called my farm "Muscle in My Arm".

But the land was sweet and good and I did what I could.

When I first came to this land not much money in my hand.

So I got myself a wife and I did what I could.

I called my wife "Love of My Life".

I called my shack "Break My Back".

I called my farm "Muscle in My Arm".

But the land was sweet and good and I did what I could.

When I first came to this land not much money in my hand.

So I got myself a son and I did what I could.

I called my son "My Work's Done".

I called my wife "Love of My Life".

I called my shack "Break My Back".

I called my farm "Muscle in My Arm".

But the land was sweet and good and I did what I could.

........I called my daughter, "Fetch the Water"

........I called my horse, "Lame of Course"

........I called my dog, "He's Like a Log"

........I called my cow ,"No Milk Now"

........And I called my duck, "Out of Luck"

........And I called my hen, "Now and Then"

Feel free to make up your own verses!

You can sub "I was not a wealthy man" for "not much money in my hand".

When Irish Eyes Are Smiling

Words & Music:

George Graff, Chauncy Olcott& Ernest Ball (1912)

Ah, yet another American vaudeville song about the old country.  No, it is not a traditional Irish tune, but is still a fave on March 17th.  Graff & Olcott wrote the words & Ball set it to music for Olcott's broadway show "The Isle O' Dreams".  The part everyone knows is actually the chorus (or "Oh, yeah!") of the song.

            C

There's a tear in your eye, and I'm wondering why,

G7     C

For it never should be there at all.

          G7                          C             A7

With such pow'r in your smile, sure a stone you'd beguile,

           D7                      G7

So there's never a teardrop should fall.

          C

When your sweet lilting laughter's like some fairy song,

G7       C            C7            F

And your eyes twinkle bright as can be;

           D7                          G

You should laugh all the while and all other times smile,

         D7                G

And now, smile a smile for me.

CHORUS:

C                                      F              C

When Irish eyes are smiling, sure 'tis like a morn in spring.

       F             C        A7      D7              G

In the lilt of Irish laughter you can hear the angels sing.

     C                       C7      F                      C

When Irish hearts are happy, all the world seems bright and gay.

F              Cm(Fm?)  C     A7          D7         G7       C

But when Irish eyes are smiling, they can steal your heart away.

For your smile is a part of the love in your heart,

And it makes even sunshine more bright.

Like the linnet's sweet song, crooning all the day long,

Comes your laughter and light.

For the springtime of life is the sweetest of all

There is ne'er a real care or regret;

And while springtime is ours throughout all of youth's hours,

Let us smile each chance we get.

When Johnny Comes Marching Home

Words & Music:

Traditional American

     Dm                                   C

When Johnny comes marching home again, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

      Dm                                 F        A7

We'll give him a hearty welcome then, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

    Dm                     A7                   Dm                A7

The men will cheer and the boys will shout, the ladies, they will all turn out.

          Dm  A7   Dm  A7   Dm

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

The old church bell will peal with joy, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

To welcome home our darling boy, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The village lads and lassies gay with roses they will strew the way.

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

Get ready for the Jubilee, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

We'll give the hero three times three, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The laurel wreath is ready now to place upon his loyal brow,

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

Let love and friendship on that day, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

Their choicest treasures then display.  Hurrah!  Hurrah!

And let each one perform some part, to fill with joy the warrior's heart.

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

When The Saints Go Marching In

Words & Music:

Traditional American

After reading a great deal about this tune, I believe that this is a true public domain song with no-one "owning" it, per se.  According to the Copyright Office, it was first published in 1896 in Songs Of The Soul, No. 2 with James M. Black (the editor of said collection) claiming credit for the words and Katherine E. Purvis for the tune.  Most likely, they were smart enough to publish and claim the rights to a popular local tune, but didn't actually write it.  Other editors & publishers in the early 1900s also said they "owned" the tune as they published their arrangements of it.  My gut says that it was an early call & response tune from the South.  Beyond that, I won't speculate and add to the confusion.

It is strongly associated with New Orleans.  Too much so for some – it is said The Preservation Hall Jazz Band had a sign up which stated:  "Requests $1; The Saints $10".  As Sarah Vaughan once said in concert, "Yes, you can get sick of a tune."

Many, many verses have been added to it over the years, since so many have covered it.  Verses have been borrowed from other tunes, too.   It can be sung straight or as a call & response, since the tune leaves room for you to do so.  You can also use the first verse as a chorus and repeat it through the tune.  Or just use the last line as a constant chorus.  Or change it to match the verses.  The simple tune & chords also leave you room for many different variations on what style to play it.  Choose what you will and play what resonates with your heart.  There is a nice guitar arrangement of this in the July 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

1.  Major key version

             G                                                  D7

Oh, when the saints go marching in, when the saints go marching in,

  G       G/F        C    Cm         G      E7 A7   D7  G

I want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

And when the sun refuse to shine, and when the sun refuse to shine,

I still want to be in that number when the sun refuse to shine.

Oh, when the saints go marching in, when the saints go marching in,

I'm gonna to sing as loud as thunder when the saints go marching in.

Oh, when the saints go marching in, when the saints go marching in,

I still want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

2. Minor key version

             Em                                                     B7

Oh, when the saints go marching in; oh, when the saints go marching in,

            Em                 A                         B7       Em

Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

Oh, when the sun refuse to shine, when the sun refuse to shine,

Oh Lord, I want to be in that number when the sun refuse to shine.

Oh, when the saints go marching in; oh, when the saints go marching in,

Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

Oh, when they crown Him Lord of all; oh, when they crown Him Lord of all,

Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when they crown Him Lord of all.

Oh, when they gather around the throne; oh, when they gather around the throne,

Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when they gather around the throne.

3.  Perhaps the 1896 verses

We are trav'ling in the footsteps of those who've gone before,

And we'll all be reunited on a new and sunlit shore.

Oh, when the saints go marching in [2x]
Lord, how I want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

And when the sun refuse to shine [2x]
Lord, how I want to be in that number when the sun refuse to shine.

And when the moon turns red with blood [2x]
Lord, how I want to be in that number when the moon turns red with blood.

Oh, when the trumpet sounds its call [2x]
Lord, how I want to be in that number when the trumpet sounds its call.

Some say this world of trouble is the only one we need,

But I'm waiting for that morning when the new world is revealed.

4.  The ingeb.org verses

I am just a lonesome traveler through this big wide world of sin;

Want to join in that grand procession when the Saints go marching in.

Oh, when the saints go marching in [2x]
Lord I want to be in that number when the saints go marching in.

All my folks have gone before me, all my friends and my kin;

But I'll meet them up yonder when the saints go marching in.

Oh, when the saints go marching in [2x]
I will meet them all up in heaven when the saints go marching in.

Come and join me in my journey, 'cause it's time that we begin;

And we'll be there for that judgment when the saints go marching in.

Oh, when the saints go marching in [2x]
We will be in line for that judgment when the saints go marching in.

And when the stars begin to shine [2x]
Then, Lord, let me be in that number when the stars begin to shine.

When Gabriel blows in his horn [2x]
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when Gabriel blows in his horn.

And when the sun refuse to shine [2x]
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when the sun refuse to shine.

And when the moon has turned to blood [2x]
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when the moon has turned to blood.

And when they gather round the throne [2x]
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number when they gather round the throne.

And on that Hallelujah Day [2x]
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number on that Hallelujah Day.

5.  The Weavers' version

(Intro and bridge by the Weavers, 1951)

We are trav'ling in the footsteps of those who've gone before

But we'll all be reunited (But if we stand reunited)

On a new and sunlit shore (Then a new world is in store)

D - - - / G - - - / D - - - / A - - - /

D - - - / G - - - / D - A - / D - - - //

O, when the Saints go marching in [2x]
O, Lord I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

D - - - / / / A7 - - - / D - - - / G - - - / D - A - / D - - - //

And when the sun refuse (begins) to shine [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

When the moon turns red with blood [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

On that hallelujah day [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

O when the trumpet sounds the call [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

6. Other verses

Some say this world of trouble is the only one we need

But I'm waiting for that morning when the new world is revealed

When the revelation (revolution) comes [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

When the rich go out and work [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

When the air is pure and clean [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

When we all have food to eat [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

When our leaders learn to cry [2x]
O, Lord, I want to be in that number when the Saints go marching in.

Oh, yes, I had a dear old mother & if you should see her before I do,

Won't you tell her that you saw me coming?

I was strutting straight on through.

Oh, when the stars begin to fall [2x]
Oh Lord I want to be in that number when the stars begin to fall.

When the moon turns into blood [2x]
When we crown Him King of Kings [2x]
While the happy ages roll [2x]
Oh, when old Gabriel blows his horn [2x]
Oh, when those gates are opened wide [2x]
Oh, when the angel writes those names [2x]
Where Have All The Flowers Gone?

Words & Music:

Pete Seeger

(Peter, Paul & Mary)

Once again, super songhound Dan M. has the background to this song:  "... Where Have All the Flowers Gone- Pete Seeger.  He got the idea from a Russian novel (I forget which one) in which soldiers sing more or less the words to the song.  Seeger wrote the tune..."

G                  Em             C         D

Where have all the flowers gone?  Long time passing.

G                  Em             C           D

Where have all the flowers gone?  Long time ago.

G                  Em             C                             D

Where have all the flowers gone?  Young girls have picked them, every one.

C                  G                          Am        D          G

Oh, when will they ever learn?  Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young girls gone?  Long time passing.

Where have all the young girls gone?  Long time ago.

Where have all the young girls gone?  Gone for husbands, every one.

Oh, when will they ever learn?  Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the young men gone?  Long time passing.

Where have all the young men gone?  Long time ago.

Where have all the young men gone?  Gone for soldiers, every one.

Oh, when will they ever learn?  Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the soldiers gone?  Long time passing.

Where have all the soldiers gone?  Long time ago.

Where have all the soldiers gone?  Gone for graveyards, every one.

Oh, when will they ever learn?  Oh, when will they ever learn?

Where have all the graveyards gone?  Long time passing.

Where have all the graveyards gone?  Long time ago.

Where have all the graveyards gone?  Gone for flowers, every one.

Oh, when will they ever learn?  Oh, when will they ever learn?

Whiskey Before Breakfast

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

Dang, I cannot find a recorded version of this with the lyrics!  So, I am unsure of how the chords line up with the words.  I've given a simple set of chords & tab.  Jay Buckey has this on his site and Doug young has an instrumental arrangement of this in open D tuning in the May 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

Early one day, the sun wouldn't shine.

I was walking down the street not feeling too fine.

I saw two old men with a bottle between 'em,

And this was the song that I heard them singing:

CHORUS:  [sing 2x]

"Lord, preserve us and protect us,

We've been drinking whiskey 'fore breakfast."

Well, I stopped by the steps where they was sitting

And I couldn't believe how drunk they were getting.

I said, "Old men, have you been drinking long?"

They said, "Just long enough to be singing this song."

CHORUS:

Well, they passed me the bottle and I took a little sip,

And it felt so good I just couldn't quit.

I drank some more and next thing I knew,

There were three of us sitting there singing this tune:

CHORUS:

One by one, everybody in the town,

They heard our ruckus and they all came down.

And pretty soon all the streets were ringing

With the sound of the whole town laughing and singing:

CHORUS:

Folkguitar.us gives these chords:

Part A

D---|D---|G-D-|A---|D---|D---|G-D-|A-D-:||

Part B

D---|D---|A---|A---|D-A-|G-D-|G-D-|A-D-:||

Whiskey Before Breakfast Tab

Play with a Capo on the 3rd fret 

Notes from the unknown tabber:  "This is a fairly simple version of the bluegrass tune and is based on an old Norman Blake version but he never plays anything the same way twice anyway."  This is in G, so you would have to transpose the folkguitar.us chords to play along.

Play part A twice and then Part B twice. 

Part A 

E-----------0----------------------------------------------| 

B-----------1----------------------------------------------| 

G---------0-0-0h2-0-------------2---2---0---0--------------| 

D---0-2-3-----------2-0---0-2-3---3---2---2---------0h2-0--| 

A-3---------------------3---------------------3/5-5-------2| 

E----------------------------------------------------------| 

E-------------0-----------------------------------------0-0| 

B-------------1---------------------0-1-----------------1--| 

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

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

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

E----------------------------------------------------------| 

Part B 

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

B-----0-1-----------3---1-3-0-----1h3-0-------0-----0-1-3--| 

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

D----------------------------------------------------------| 

A----------------------------------------------------------| 

E----------------------------------------------------------| 

E----------------------------------------------------------| 

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

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

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

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

E----------------------------------------------------------| 

Whiskey In The Jar

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

Thanks to traditionalmusic.co.uk for the words & chords for the original version.  Yes, all you Thin Lizzy, Smokie, Grateful Dead & Metallica fans - this is an ages-old traditional Irish tune.  The Thin Lizzy version is transcribed in the April 2008 issue of Guitar World.

   G                    Em

As I was going over the far-famed Kerry mountains,

  C                                G

I met with Captain Farrell and his money he was counting.

  G                            Em

I first produced my pistol and then produced my rapier,

         C                       G

Saying, "Stand and deliver for I am a bold deceiver."

CHORUS:

     D                              G

With me ring, am-ah-do, am-ah-dah!  Whack!  Fol-the-daddy-oh!

C                                  G       D      G

Whack!  Fol-the-daddy-oh!  There's whiskey in the jar!

He counted out his money and it made a pretty penny.

I put it in my pocket and I gave it to my Jenny.

She sighed and she swore that she never would deceive me,

But the Devil take the women, for they never can be easy.

CHORUS:

I went into my chamber, all for to take a slumber,

I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure it was no wonder.

But Jenny drew my charges, she filled them up with water.

She sent for Captain Farrell to be ready for the slaughter.

CHORUS:

'Twas early in the morning, before I rose to travel,

Up comes a band of footmen and likewise Captain Farrell.

I then produced my pistol, for she stole away my rapier.

But I couldn't shoot the water, so a prisoner I was taken.

CHORUS:

If anyone can aid me, it's my brother in the army.

If I but knew his station, be it Cork or in Killarney.

And if he'd come and join me, we'd go roving in Kilkenny.

I swear he'd treat me fairer than my darling, sporting Jenny.

CHORUS:  [2x]

White Christmas

Words & Music:

Irving Berlin

A    Bm/A  A       Bm7   D#/E  E     D                   E7      A

I'm dream-ing of a white Christmas, just like the ones I used to know.

D         E7   A    AM7   A7(add6)  D        Dm

Where the tree tops  glis-ten-- and children listen

   A     Bm/A  A     A2      Bm7     E+

To hear sleigh bells in the snow.

A   Bm/A  A       Bm7    D#/E  E   D                    E7      A

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas, with every Christmas card I write.

D   E7    A    AM7   A7  (add6)    D       Dm2

May your days be---- mer–ry--- and bright,

        A   F#m  Bm7      E(7)  A     Bm7   E+

And may all your Christmases be white.

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas, just like the ones I used to know.

Where the treetops  glisten   and children listen

To hear sleigh bells in the snow.

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas, with every Christmas card I write.

May your days be merry and bright,

        A   F#m  Bm7       E(7) A    Bm7/A   A

And may all your Christmases be white.

Wildwood Flower

Words & Music:

A.P. Carter

G                    D                G     C  G

I will twine with my mingles of raven black hair.

      G             D         G      C  G

With the roses so red and the lilies so fair.

        G              C    G

The myrtle so green of an emerald hue.

        G            D              G    C  G

And the pal and the leader and eyes look so blue.

I will dance I will sing and my life shall be gay.

I will charm every hard in its crown I will sway.

Though my heart is breaking, he shall never know.

How his name makes me tremble, my pale cheeks a glow.

He taught me to love him, and promised to love.

And cherish me over all others above.

My poor heart is wondering, no misery can tell.

He left me no warning, no words of farewell.

He taught me to love me, and called me his flower.

That was blooming to cheer him through life's weary hour.

How I long to see him, and regret that dark hour.

He's gone and neglected his frail wildwood flower.

Willie's Lady

(Ray Fisher version 1 - Martin Carthy cover)

Words & Music:

Traditional English & Breton(?)

Notes from the Mudcat Café on this song:  :Ray Fisher married the words to the tune of the Breton "Son ar Chiste" (The Song of Cider) which was written in 1930 by a piper who is now a tramp on the streets of Paris. The story of the song is very close to that of the birth of Hercules, although there the timing of the trickery is, if anything, even more critical."

To play like Martin Carthy, try tuning your guitar to DADEAE (or CGCDGA or DADGAD) and noodle along the melody line while keeping the drone going.  Don't worry about meter.  Better yet, go search for his books or videos.  There is no one else like him.

King Willie, he's sailed over the raging foam.

He's wooed a wife and he's brought her home.

He wooed her for her long golden hair.

His mother wrought her a mighty care.

A weary spell she's laid on her:

She'd be with child for long and many's a year.

But the child she would never bear.

And in her bower she lies in pain.

King Willie at her bed-head, he do stand.

As down his cheeks the salten tears do run.

King Willie back to his mother he did run

And he's gone there as a begging son.

Said: "Me true love has this fine noble steed,

The like of which you ne'er did see.

At every part of this horse's mane,

There's hanging fifty silver bells and ten.

There's hanging fifty bells and ten.

This goodly gift, shall be your own.

If back to my own true love you'll turn again

That she might bear her baby son.

Of the child, she'll never lighter be

Nor from sickness will she e'r be free

But she will die and she will turn to clay

And you will wed with another maid.

Then, sighing, said this weary man

As back to his own true love he's torn again

"I wish my life were at an end."

King Willie back to his mother he did run

And he's gone there as a begging son.

Said: "Me true love has this fine golden girdle,

Set with jewels all about the middle."

At every part of this girdles hem.

There's hanging fifty silver bells and ten.

There's hanging fifty bells and ten.

This goodly gift, shall be your own.

If back to my own true love you'll turn again

That she might bear her baby son.

Oh, Of the child, she'll never lighter be

Nor from sickness will she e'r be free

But she will die and she will turn to clay

And you will wed with another maid.

Then, sighing, said this weary man

As back to his own true love he's torn again

"I wish my life were at an end."

Then up and spoke his noble queen,

And she has told King Willie of a plan

How she might bear her baby son.

She said: "You must go get you down to the market place

And you must buy a you loaf of wax.

And you must shape it as a babe that is to nurse.

And you must make two eyes of glass.

And ask your mother to a Christening day

And you must stand there, close as you can be

That you can hear what she do say.

King Willie, he's gone down to the market place.

And he has bought him a loaf of wax.

And he has shaped it as a babe that is to nurse

And he has made two eyes of glass.

He asked his mother to the Christening day

And he has stood there, as close as he could be

That he might hear what she did say.

How she spoke, and how she swore

She spied the babe where no babe could be before

She spied the babe where none could be before

Says: "Who was it, who undid the nine witch knots,

Braided in amongst this lady's locks.

And who was it took out the combs of care,

Braided in amongst this lady's hair.

And who was it slew the master kid

That ran and slept all beneath this lady's bed

That ran and slept all beneath her bed.

And who was it unlaced her left shoe

And who was it that let her lighter be

That she might bear her baby boy.

And it was Willie who undid the nine witch knots

Braided in amongst this lady's locks.

And it was Willie who took out the combs of care,

Braided in amongst this lady's hair.

And it was Willie the master kid did slay

And it was Willie who unlaced her left foot shoe

And he has let her lighter be.

And she has born of a baby son

And greater the blessings that be them upon

And greater the blessings them upon

Willow Garden

(a.k.a. "Down In The Willow Garden")

Words & Music:

Rose Connelly

     C                Am      C              Am

Down in the willow garden, my love and I did meet.

    C                   Am      C            G      C

And there we sat a-courting, my love dropped off to sleep.

  Am              C        Am       C                  Am

I had a bottle of burgundy wine, my young love did not know.

    C                                 Am        C      G       C

And there I poisoned that dear little girl down on the banks below.

I drew my saber through her, it was a bloody knife.

I threw her in the river, it was a dreadful sight.

My father often told me that money would set me free.

If I did murder that dear little girl whose name was Rose Connelly.

And now he sits in his own cabin door,

A-wiping his tear-brimmed eye.

A-looking at his only son on yonder scaffold high.

My race is run beneath the sun, the devil is waiting for me.

For I did murder that dear little girl whose name was Rose Connelly.

The Willow Song

Words & Music:

Traditional English 

Em              B7 Em            G    D7         G       Em

A poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree; sing oh, the green willow.

Em       G           D7 G           Am            B7

With his hand on his bosom, and his head upon his knee.

CHORUS:

E7   A               D      Em

Sing willow, willow, willow, willow.

     B7                          E       Em B7        Em

Sing willow, willow, willow, willow; my garland shall be.

          G   D7    G               D7        G

Sing, oh, the green willow, willow, willow, willow.

C    G    B7    Em               Am    B7  Em

Sing, oh, the green willow my garland shall be.

He sighed in his singing and made a great moan; sing oh, the green willow.

I am dead to all pleasure, my true love is gone.

CHORUS:

The mute bird sat by him, was made tame by his moans; sing oh, the green willow.

The true tears fell from him would have melted the stones.

CHORUS:

Come all you forsaken and mourn you with me; sing oh, the green willow.

Who speaks of false love, mine's falser than she.

CHORUS:

Let Love no more boast her in palace nor bower, sing oh, the green willow.

It buds, but it blasteth, ere it be a flower.

CHORUS:

Thou fair and more false, I died with thy wound; sing oh, the green willow.

Thou hast lost the truest lover that goes upon the ground.

CHORUS:

Let nobody chide her, her frowns I approve; sing oh, the green willow.

She was born to be false and I to die of love.

CHORUS:

Take this for my farewell and latest adieu; sing oh, the green willow.

Write this on my tomb, that in love I was true.

CHORUS:

Wimoweh

(a.k.a. "The Lion Sleeps Tonight")

Words & Music:

Solomon Linda

Well, it has taken until the 21st century for Solomon Linda to get his due.  He wrote this song in 1939 in South Africa for his own a capella quartet, The Evening Birds.  It became a hit record in the 1940s, but apartheid limited his negotiating power such that he eventually sold the rights to the song to Gallo records in the 1950s for roughly $1.70.  Finally, his three daughters won 25% of all past & future royalties in a March 2006 court settlement.

The original song was based on the traditional Zulu song "Mbube Wimoweh" (literally, "the Lion sleeps").  It has been recorded by this name or the Xhosa variant "Wimoweh" by Miriam Makeba, The Weavers, Karl Denver, Dave Newman, The Tokens, Tight Fit & Ladysmith Black Mombazo & others.  George David Weiss, Hugo Peretti & Luigi Creatore are often given credit for writing this song.  It's nice to finally credit the original songwriter.

Correspondent Dan M. relates that it is supposedly about Chaka Zulu.  It is he who is the Lion and, like Bran the Blessed or King Arthur, is sleeping until needed again by his people.

[first 2 lines are usually a capella, although chords are given]

G                    C                  G             D

Weee-dee-dee-dee, da-dee-dee-dee-dee, a-wee-um-bumblay.  [2x]

CHORUS:

G                     C

Uyimbube, Uyimbube, Uyimbube, Uyimbube,
G                     D

Uyimbube, Uyimbube, Uyimbube, Uyimbube.  [2x]

G                  C                  G             D

In the jungle, the mighty jungle, the lion sleeps tonight.

In the jungle, the quiet jungle, the lion sleeps tonight

CHORUS:  [plus a canticle section over the Uyimbubes...]

Near the village, the peaceful village, the lion sleeps tonight.

Near the village, the quiet village, the lion sleeps tonight.

CHORUS:

Hush my darling, don't fear, my darling, the lion sleeps tonight.

Hush my darling, don't fear, my darling, the lion sleeps tonight.

CHORUS:

*Uyimbube = "You're a Lion" in Zulu.  Pronounced as "oo-yim-bweh-beh" and often misheard (and misspelled) by English speakers as "a-wimoweh".

Witch Doctor

(Ooo Eee, Ooo Ah Ah, Ting Tang, Walla Walla Bing Bang)

Words & Music:

Ross Bagdasarian, Sr. (David Seville)

If you want to be true to the original, you can either shift keys up a 1/2 step where noted or, if you are quick, start with the capo on the first fret, then move it to the second fret (where it goes to the key of Bb) and finally move it to the third fret (where it goes to the key of B).  Else, you can stay in A for the whole song.

A                                             [single notes: E  F#  G#]
I told the witch doctor I was in love with you.

A                                             [single notes: E  F#  G#]
I told the witch doctor I was in love with you.

E                             A

And then the witch doctor, he told me what to do.

[E  F#   G# - single notes]

He said that:

CHORUS:  [sing 2x every time]
 A        D          A          E           E7

"Ooo eee, ooo ah ah, ting tang, walla walla bing bang!

A        D               E          E7          A

Ooo eee, ooo ah ah, ting tang, walla walla bing bang!"

[can shift up 1/2 step to the key of Bb]
I told the witch doctor you didn't love me true.

I told the witch doctor you didn't love me nice.

And then the witch doctor, he gave me this advice.  He said that:

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

D                                     A

You've been keeping love from me just like you were a miser.

A

And I'll admit, I wasn't very smart.

    D                             A

So, I went out and found myself a guy that's so much wiser

    B7                               E    E7

And he taught me the way to win your heart.

[can shift up another 1/2 step to the key of B for rest of song]
My friend, the witch doctor, he taught me what to say.

My friend, the witch doctor, he taught me what to do.

I know that you'll be mine when I say this to you:

CHORUS:

BRIDGE REPRISE:

My friend, the witch doctor, he taught me what to say.

My friend, the witch doctor, he taught me what to do.

I know that you'll be mine when I say this to you, oh, baby:

CHOURS:

Wonderball

Words & Music:

Traditional Game

C         G

The wonderball goes 'round and 'round.

           G7               C

To pass it quickly, you are bound.

              C              F

If you're the one to hold it last, 

           C       G7      C

I fear for you the game is past.

C   F      G7     C

And you... are... out!

This is normally a capella.  Everyone sits in a circle and passes a ball as they sing the song.  Whoever is holding the ball at the end of the song is out and must leave the circle until everyone is out and a new game begins.  And, no, you may not refuse to take the ball or whip it at someone else if it is clear that you will be the last one when the song ends.

Wonderful Baby
Words & Music:

Don McLean

CHORUS:  [1st vox note = C#]

A               F#dim

Wonderful baby, livin' on love.

    A                        F#

The Sandman says maybe he'll take you above,

F#m                       F

Up where the girls fly on ribbons and bows,

A                           C7             E7

Where babies float by, just counting their toes.

Wonderful baby, nothing but new.

The world has gone crazy, I'm glad on not you.

At the beginning, or is it the end?

It goes in and comes out and starts over again.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:  [1st vox note = F#]
D                    Bdim

Wonderful baby, I'll watch while you grow.

   A                        F#

If I knew the future, you'd be first to know.

    F#m                     F

But I don't know nothing of what life's about,

        A                     C7         E7

Just as long as you live, you never find out.

Wonderful baby, nothing to fear.

Love whom you will, but doubt what you fear.

They'll whisper sweet things and make you untrue.

So, be good to yourself, that's all you can do.

FINAL CHORUS:

You're a Wonderful baby, livin' on love.

The Sandman says maybe he'll take you above,

Up where the girls fly on ribbons and bows,

Where babies float by, just counting their toes.

Where babies float by, just counting their toes.

A   A(5)   A(9)

The Work Of The Weavers

Words & Music:

David Shaw

G                              C          G

We're all met together here to sit and to crack.

G                                    C             G

Wi' our glasses in our hands and our work upon our back.

G                                      C           G

There's nae a trade among 'em that can mend or can mak.

G                                D  G

If it wasn't for the work of the weavers.

CHORUS:

      G               D        C              G

If it was not for the weavers, what would you do?

    C                G              C       D

You wouldn'a hae the clothes that's made of wool.

    G                          C            G

You wouldn'a hae a coat of the black or the blue.

G                                 D  G

If it was not for the work of the weavers.

There's soldiers and there's sailors and glaziers and all.

There's doctors and there's ministers and them that live by law.

And our friends in Sooth America, though them we never saw.

But we can they wear the work of the weavers.

CHORUS:

Though weavin' is a trade that never can fail.

As long as we need clothes for to keep another hale.

So let us all be merry o'er a bicker of good ale.

And we'll drink to the health of the weavers.

CHORUS:

Worried Man Blues

(a.k.a. "Wearied Man Blues", "Worried Man Song", "It Takes A Worried Man")

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Everyone knows who has recorded this song -- The Carter Family, Blind Boy Fuller, Woody Guthrie & Cisco Houston, Lonnie Donegan, The Kingston Trio, etc. -- but its writer is a murkier discussion (and makes the last line rather ironic).  The earliest reference I've heard is it as a worksong, and sung much slower, in the Oklahoma oil fields in the 1920s (see the discussions on Mudcat Café).  I'm inclined to agree.  Sounghound Stephen Kermode sent along the song.  I've included his version and the one used by The Carter Family and Woody Guthrie & Cisco Houston.

1.  Stephen Kermode's version

CHORUS:

   G

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song,

   C                                     G

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song,

   G

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song,

            D                           G

I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long.

CHORUS:

I went across the river, I laid down to sleep.  [3x]

When I woke up, there were shackles on my feet.

Twenty-nine links of chain around my leg.  [3x]
And on each link, the initial of my name.

CHORUS:

I asked the judge what might be my fine. [3x]
Twenty-one years on the Rocky Mountain Line.

The train that I ride, sixteen coaches long. [3x]
The girl I love is on that train and gone.

CHORUS:

If anyone asks you who composed this song, [3x]
Tell him it was I and I sing it all day long.

CHORUS:

2.  The Carter Family's version.

CHORUS:

   A

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song,

   D                                     A

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song,

            E                           A

I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long.

I went across the river, I laid down to sleep.  [2x]

When I woke up, there were shackles on my feet.

CHORUS:

Twenty-nine links of chain around my leg.  [2x]
And on each link, the initial of my name.

CHORUS:

I asked the judge what might be my fine. [2x]
Twenty-one years on the Rocky Mountain Line.

CHORUS:

The train that I ride, sixteen coaches long. [2x]
The girl I love is on that train and gone.

CHORUS:

If anyone asks you who composed this song, [2x] 
Tell him 'twas I and I sing it all day long.

CHORUS:

The Wraggle Taggle Gypsies, O!

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

These observations are not my own, but I no longer have the source:  "According to Child, printed versions of this ballad probably date back to at least 1720.  The first documented printing was in Tea Table Miscellany (1740).  Lady Casslilles Lilt (aka Johnny Faa, the Gypsiey Laddie) is in the Skene Manuscripts which holds documents from the 17th century.  The gypsies were expelled from Scotland in 1541 and then in 1609.  In 1624 Johnny Faa (a title of prominent gypsies) and seven other men were sentenced to hang and Helen Faa and ten women were sentenced to be drown, but the women's execution was stayed.  Circa 1788 this ballad became associated with John, the sixth earl of Cassilis & his first wife, Lady Jean Hamilton.  Before her marriage Lady Jean was in love with "Johnny Faa, of Dunbar."  Years later, after she had borne two children, Johnny Faa returned and persuaded her to elope.  Johnny Faa and seven other gypsies (which correlates to the 1624 sentence) were hanged & Lady Jean was banished & confined in a tower built specifically for her imprisonment. Eight heads, effigies of the gypsies, were said to be carved in the stone tower."

      Cm                         G7         Cm

Once, there were three gypsies a-come to my door,

    Ab              Gm

And called up to my lady, O!

Eb      Cm         Eb        Fm

Quickly she, very, very merrily, 

       Gm                         Cm

Went away with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

Then she pulled off her silk finished gown

And put on hose of leather, O!

The ragged, ragged, rags about our door,

She's gone with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

It was late last night, when my lord came home,

Enquiring for his a-lady, O!

The servants said, on every hand,

She's gone with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

O saddle to me my milk-white steed,

Go and fetch me my pony, O!

That I may ride and seek my bride,

Who is gone with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

O he rode high and he rode low,

He rode through woods and copses too,

Until he came to an open field,

And there he espied his a-lady, O!

What makes you leave your house and land?

What makes you leave your money, O?

What makes you leave your new wedded lord?

To go with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

What care I for my house and my land?

What care I for my money, O?

What care I for my new wedded lord?

I'm off with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed,

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O!

And to-night you'll sleep in a cold open field,

Along with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

What care I for a goose-feather bed?

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O!

For to-night I shall sleep in a cold open field,

Along with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O!

Wreck Of The Old 97

Words & Music:

Charles Noell & Henry Whitter

This is based on an actual wreck of the fast mail train in Danville, VA in 1903.  Wikipedia has a nice paragraph on the authorship on this ballad.  I've chosen the likely legal songwriters and not those who have commonly claimed authorship.  Thanks to Gunther Anderson, I've also been able to include the first two verses of this American classic.  Most covers (Vernon Dalhart, Hank Snow) sing verses 3, 4, 5, 6 & 9.  Also, note the similarity between verse 7 and the chorus to "Charlie & The M.T.A."  Finally, "97" is the number of the train, not shorthand for the year 1897 ('97).

       G                   C

On one cloudless morning I stood on the mountain

     G                         D

Just watching the smoke from below.

       G                   C

It was coming from a tall, slim smokestack

     G           D            G

'Way down on the southern railroad

It was 97, the fastest train

Ever ran the southern line.

All the freight trains and pass'gers take the side for 97,

For she's bound to be at stations on time.

They gave him his orders at Monroe, Virginia,

Saying, "Stevie, you're way behind time.

This is not 38, but it's Old 97

You must put her into Spencer on time."

He looked 'round and said to his black greasy fireman,

"Just shovel in a little more coal.

And when I cross that old White Oak Mountain

You can just watch Old 97 roll."

It's a mighty rough road from Lynchburg to Danville

And the lie was a three-mile grade.

It was on that grade that he lost his air brakes

And you see what a jump that she made.

He was going down the grade making 90 miles an hour,

When his whistle began to scream.

He was found in that wreck with his hand on the throttle;

He was scalded to death by the steam.

Did she ever pull in? No, she never pulled in.

And at 1:45 he was due.

For hours and hours has the switchman been waiting

For that fast mail that never pulled through.

97, she was the fastest train

That the south had ever seen.

But she run so fast on that Sunday morning

That the death score was numbered 14.

Now, ladies, you must take warning

From this time now and on.

Never speak harsh words to your true loving husband

He may leave you and never return.

Wynken, Blynken And Nod

Words & Music:

Donovan Phillips Leitch

Dm                   G                     Am              G

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night, sailed off in a wooden shoe,

     C                      Am            Dm            G

They sailed down a river of crystal light into a sea of dew.

     Dm                      G                      Am                 G

"Now where are you going and what do you wish?" the old moon asked the three.

       C                         Am                Dm                    G

"We're going out fishing for the herring fish that live in the beautiful sea,

         F          G                   Dm                   G

And such silver and gold have we," said Wynken, Blynken, and Nod.

So the old moon laughed and sang a song as they rocked in their wooden shoe,

And the breeze that sped them all night long ruffled the waves of dew.

Now the stars in the sky were the herring fish that live in the beautiful sea

Come cast your nets wherever you wish, never a-feared are we.

So sang the stars to the fishermen three, Wynken, Blynken, and Nod.

So all night long their nets they threw to the stars in the twinklin' foam

Then down from the sky came the wooden shoe a-bringin' the fishermen home.

'Twas all so beautiful a sight it seemed as if it could not be.

And some folks thought it was a dream they dreamed while sailin' the beautiful sea

But I shall name you the fishermen three, Wynken, Blynken, and Nod.

Now Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes and Nod is a little head.

And the breeze that sped them all night long is a wee one's trundle bed.

So close your eyes as mother sings of the beautiful sights that be,

And you shall see such wondrous things as you rock in your misty sea.

So sang the stars to the fishermen three, Wynken, Blynken, and Nod.

