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Daisy Bell (A Bicycle Built For Two)

Words & Music:

Harry Dacre

Like so many other old tunes, most people only knew the chorus to this song.  Luckily, the fabulous Gunther Anderson provides the full verses & chords for this Victorian chestnut.

C                        G7                       C

There is a flower within my heart -- Daisy!  Daisy!

C                    G7             C          G7    C

Planted one day by a glancing dart; planted by Daisy Bell!

Am          E7          Am            Dm7            G7      C

Whether she loves me or loves me not; sometimes it's hard to tell.

Am       Em         Am                   D7        G     G7

Yet I am longing to share the lot of the beautiful Daisy Bell

CHORUS:

C       C7      F            Dm7    C

Daisy!  Daisy!  Give me your answer true.

F        C     Am          D7      G7

I'm half crazy all for the love of you!

   F          C       F         

It won't be a stylish marraige,

  C       Am     F           G7

I can't afford a carraige.

    C            G7     C       G7

But, you'll look sweet upon the seat

     C       G7        C

Of a bicycle built for two.

We will go "tandem" as man and wife – Daisy!  Daisy!

Ped'ling away down the road of life; I and my Daisy Bell!

When the road's dark, we can both despise policemen and lamps, as well.

There are bright lights in the dazzling eyes of beautiful Daisy Bell

CHORUS:

I will stand by you in "wheel" or woe – Daisy!  Daisy!

You'll be the bell(e) which I'll ring you know; sweet little Daisy Bell

You'll take the lead in each trip we take.

Then if I don't do well,

I will permit you to use the brake;

My beautiful Daisy Bell!

CHORUS:

Dancing At Whitsun

Words & Music:

John Austin Marshall

Gordon Bok's recording of this made it famous.

     C                            Dm        G

It's fifty long springtimes since she was a bride,

    C             Dm         F           G

But still you may see her at each Whitsuntide

     C              G          C          G

In a dress of white linen with ribbons of green,

   C            Dm          G  C

As green as her memories of loving.

The feet that were nimble tread carefully now,

As gentle a measure as age will allow,

Through groves of white blossoms, by fields of young corn,

Where once she was pledged to her true-love.

The fields they stand empty, the hedges grow free --

No young men to turn them or pastures go seed

They are gone where the forest of oak trees before

Have gone, to be wasted in battle.

Down from the green farmlands and from their loved ones

Marched husbands and brothers and fathers and sons.

There's a fine roll of honor where the Maypole once stood,

And the ladies go dancing at Whitsun.

There's a straight row of houses in these latter days

All covering the downs where the sheep used to graze.

There's a field of red poppies (a gift from the Queen)

But the ladies remember at Whitsun,

And the ladies go dancing at Whitsun.

Dancing Bear

Words & Music:

Traditional

  Am                    Em                Am                 Em

I wouldn't want to be a chimney sweep all black from head to foot

     Am               C            G                 E

From climbing in them chimneys and cleaning out that soot

       E         Dm         E-Dm      E        Dm      E-Dm

With a broom and ladder and pail, the darkened walls I scale,

    E Dm     E Dm    E     (G   F#) Am

And far, and high, I see a patch of sky.

I'd rather be the gypsy who's camped at the edge of town,

The one who has the dancing bear that follows him around.

And he lifts his big foot up, and he puts his big foot down,

And bows, and twirls, and dances 'round and 'round.

I found I was a cabin boy last night as I did dream.

Bound upon a magic ship for a land I'd never seen.

And the moon she filled our sails, and the stars they steered our course

And on our bow there was a golden horse.

The queen eats sugar candy, the bishop, nuts and cheese.

And when I am a grown man, I'll taste just what I please;

The honey from the bee, the shellfish from the sea,

    E          Dm     E         Dm     E           (G     F#)  Am

The earth, the wind a girl, someone to share these things with me.

I wouldn't want to be a chimney sweep all black from head to foot

From climbing in them chimneys and cleaning out that soot.

I'd rather be the gypsy who's camped at the edge of town,

The one who has the dancing bear that follows him around.

Danny Boy

Words & Music:

Irish Tune

I've given the basic chords here.  Play around with walking chords and substitutions.  In playing around to figure out the chords, I was able to come up with several different versions.  Some versions do a half-step chord shift up for the second verse.  Also, this is not an Irish song.  Some sources say this is a Scottish lyric set to an Irish tune from County Derry ("Londonderry Aire").  Another source claims that the words were written by Englishman Fred Weatherly.  Either way, only the tune is Irish.

E        A                             D

O, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling

E            A                         Bm   E

From glen to glen and down the mountainside.

E            A                      D       Bm

The summer's gone and all the roses falling.

               A        D             E    E7

'Tis you, 'tis you must go and I must bide.

E7          A         D               A

But come ye back when summer's in the meadow.

   E7       A        D                     Bm    E

Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow.

E7           A       D              A

'Tis I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow.

D        A             D               A   E  E7

O, Danny boy, O, Danny boy, I love you so.

But, if ye come and all the flowers are dying,

If I am dead, and dead I well may be,

Then, if you bend and tell me that you love me,

I'll sleep in peace until you come to me.

But come ye back when summer's in the meadow

Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow

'Tis I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow.

O, Danny boy, O, Danny boy, I love you so.

Dark Hollow

Words & Music:

Traditional

           C     G         C

I'd rather be in some dark hollow

                    F    C

Where the sun don't ever shine

              C7   F

Than to be at home knowing that you're gone

                  G       C

Would cause me to lose my mind.

Chorus:

So, blow your whistle, freight train,

Carry me further on down the track.

I'm going away, I'm leaving today,

I'm going but I ain't coming back.

I'd rather be in some dark hollow

Where the sun don't ever shine

Than to be in some big city

In a small room with your love on my mind.

CHORUS:

Dark Was The Night, Cold Was The Ground

Words & Music:

Blind Willie Johnson

Tabber is, alas, unknown for this amazing slide blues tune.  Play this in Open D tuning (D A D F# A D)

Playing Notes:

/ - slide up
\ - slide down
s - slide between notes

h - hammer on
p - pull off
# - note played slightly sharp


D-|--------------------------------------0-/7s6s7\---2-0---/4~----/7s6s7---|


A-|------------------------------------0-----------------------------------|


F#|----------------------------------0-------------------------------------|


D-|-0--/4--5--4~--0-0-/4-5-/7-/7~--0---------------------0----0----------0-|


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


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


|-/12s11s12------/5~----/7s6s7\---2-0---/3s2-----/7s6s7--0--0-0-/3s2-------|


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


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


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


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


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


|----------------/4s2s4-s-2p0----------------------------------------------|


|-0-0-/5s4s5----------------------0-/7--5--0---/3---/5s4s5~-0--------------|


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


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


|-----/5s4s5--------------------0---/7--5----0----3-/5s4s5~----------------|


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


|---------------0-/4~--s--2-p-0--0-/9s8s9---/12\----------------/4-s-2-s-4~|


|-----------------------------------------------/12------------------------|


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


|/7--/4-s-2-p-0----------------------------------------0-0-/7--0-----------|


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


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


                hm hmmmmm mhmhmh    hmhmhm   hmhmhm      ah ha


|-------\2p0--/4s2s4-s-7-s-9-s-2-p-0---/2---/4s2s4--4-s-2-p-0--------------|


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


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


|------------------------------------0----0-------------------0-/4-5-/7-/4~|


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


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


  hahaho why                           our   lord    uh hm hm


|-------------------------------0-/7~-s-2-p-0--0-/4~---/7s6s7---/12s11s12--|


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


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


|-0-/4-/5-/7--/7~-s-2-p-0--0--------0--------------0--0-------0------------|


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


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


                                 ah haaaahaaaha          haaaa


|-0-0-/5--/7s6s7s4p0--0---/3s2--/7s6s7-s-2p0--0---/3s2--/3s2p0-------------|


|-----------------------0-----------------------0----------------/5s4s5----|


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


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


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


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


       haa haaahahaha      aha                     hahaaaaaaa     hmhmhm


|-/4s2s4-s-2-p-0-----------------------------------------------------------|


|------------------/7--/5--0--/3--/7\---0----------------------------------|


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


|------------------------------------------0--/4-/5~-4-5-/7~\--/4-s-2-p-0--|


|----------------0-/7--/5--0--/3--/7\---0----------------------------------|


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


  hmmhmmhmmhmm      ah ahhhhh  haa haa well


|-0-/4s2s4-s-2-p-0-----/9s8s9---/16-s-14--/12s11s12-----0-/7s6s7--/4s2s4---|


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


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


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


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


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


  hm hmhmhmmmmmmm hm   hmhmhm   hmmmmhmmmm  hmhmhm         hmhaa


|-4s2p0--/4s2s4-s-7-s-9\----------------/4s2s4-----------------------------|


|-------------------------0----/7--/5--------------------------------------|


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


|---------0---------------------------0---------0---0-0--/4-/5-/7-/4~-0-/4-|


|----------------------------0-/7--/5--------------------------------------|


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


   Lord                         ah  ah    ahaha   well


|----------------------0-0-/7s6s7--s--4s2p0---/4~---0--/7s6s7---/12s11s12--|


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


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


|-/5-/7-/7-s-2--0-----------0---------------------0-----------0------------|


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


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


                            hmhmhm   hmhmhm             hmhm


|-0--------/5s4s5---/7s6s7-s-2p0---0-0-/3s2---/7s6s7--0-0-/3s2---/3s2p0----|


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


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


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


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


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


            hmhm     hmhm   hm hm       hmhm    hmhm        hmhm   hmhmhmhm


|-----------/4s2s4-s-2p0---------------------------------------------------|


|---/5s4s5----------------0---/7--5-0----5-/7--3s2p0-----------------------|


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


|-0---------------------------------------------------4-/5--4-5-/7--4-s-2p0|


|---/5s4s5------------------0-/7--5---0--5-/7--3s2p0-----------------------|


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


  hm         ahaha   haha     hm hm      ha ha lord


|---/4s2s4~-----4s2p0--0---/9s8s9-/12-s-9-s-7--0-0-/7----/4s2sp0-/4--4s2p0-|


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


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


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


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


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


  hm hmhmhm     hmhmhm      hmhmhm hm   hm  hm      ha     hahaha ha   Lord


|-/4s2s4s7s9\------2p0----/4s2s4----/5s4-----4--5--7-/4~--0-4-5-7-7s5s4-0--|


|---------------------------------------/5---------------------------------|


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


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


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


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


                   hmhm    hmhmhmh   hmhmhhm


|-/7s6s7-s-4-s-2-p-0--/4--------/7s6s7---/12s11s12-------/5----/7s6s7------|


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


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


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


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


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


   hmhmhm  hm  hm  hm            hmhmhm                    hm    hmhmhm


|-/3s2--/7s6s7~------/3s2--3s2p0--------------------/4s2s4-s-2-p-0---------|


|----------------0---------------0--/5--0--/5s4s5~------------------0----/7|


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


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


|--0------------------0----0-------------------------------------------0-/7|


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


   hmhm                    hmhmhmhm  hm hm


|------------------------/12~---|


|-5-0---/3---/5-s-3-p-0--/12~---|


|------------------------/12~---|


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


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


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

Darling Corey

Words & Music:

Traditional American

     D

Wake up, wake up, darling Corey.

               A

What makes you sleep so sound?

    D

The revenue officers are coming

                        A          D

They're gonna tear your stillhouse down.

Well the first time I seen darling Corey,

She was sitting by the banks of the sea.

Had a forty-four around her body,

And a five string on her knee.

Go away, go away, darling Corey.

Quit hanging around my bed.

Your liquor has ruined my body.

Pretty women has gone to my head.

Dig a hole, dig a hole in the meadow.

Dig a hole in the cold damp ground.

Dig a hole, dig a hole in the meadow.

We're gonna lay darling Corey down.

Can't you hear them bluebirds a-singing?

Don't you hear that mournful sound?

They're singing for darling Corey

As we lay her in the ground.

Day Is Done

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul & Mary

C                  Dm

Tell me why you're crying, my son.

G7                             C        C/B

I know you're frightened, like everyone.

Am                       Dm

Is it the thunder in the distance you hear?

G                  F         G7          C

Would it help if I stay very near?  I am here.

CHORUS:

           F                C

And if you take my hand, my son,

            G7                   C

All will be well when the day is done.

           F                C

And if you take my hand, my son,

            G7                   C

All will be well when the day is done.

       G             C             G             C

Day is done.  Day is done.  Day is done.  Day is done.

Do you ask why I'm sighing, my son?

You shall inherit what mankind has done.

In a world filled with sorrow and woe;

If you ask me why this is so, I really don't know.

CHORUS:

Tell me why you're smiling, my son.

Is there a secret you can tell everyone?

Do you know more than men that are wise?

Can you see what we all must disguise through your loving eyes?

CHORUS:

De Colores

Words & Music:

Traditional Spanish

De Colores!

De Colores, the fields love to dress in all during the springtime.

De Colores!

De Colores, the birds have their clothing that comes every season.

De Colores!

De Colores, the rainbow is vested across the blue sky.

CHORUS:

De Colores, and so must all love be of every bright color to make my heart cry.

De Colores, and so must all love be of every bright color to make my heart cry.

De Colores!

De Colores, De Colores, we witness the sun-up on clear and bright mornings.

De Colores!

De Colores, De Colores, the sun gives its treasures, God's light to His children.

De Colores!

De Colores, De Colores, the diamond will sparkle when brought to the light.

CHORUS:

De Colores!

De colores, se visten los campos en la primavera.

De Colores!

De colores, son los pajarillos que vienen de afuera.

De Colores!

De colores, es el arcoiris que vemos lucir.

CHORUS:  [new words]

Y por eso los grandes amores de muchos colores me gustan a mi.

Y por eso los grandes amores de muchos colores me gustan a mi.

Canta el gallo, 

Canta el gallo con el quiri, quiri, quiri, quiri, quiri.

La gallina,

La gallina con el cara, cara, cara, cara, cara.

Los puellos,

Los puellos con el pio, pio, pio, pio, pi.

CHORUS:

Dear Old Daddy's Whiskers

(a.k.a. "Father's Whiskers" or "Father's Old Grey Whiskers")

Words & Music:

Traditional English

With the references to Flanders and the spelling of "grey" in one of the alternate titles, I think this song is of English provenance.

C                                              G7

We have a dear old daddy, whose hair is silver gray.

G7                                              C

He has a set of whiskers, they're always in the way.

CHORUS:

C                                  F

Oh, they're always in the way, the cow eats them for hay.

     G7                                                    C

They hide the dirt on daddy's shirt, they're always in the way.

We have a dear old Mommy, she likes his whiskers, too.

She uses them for cleaning and stirring up a stew.

CHORUS:

We have a dear old brother who has a Ford machine.

He uses Daddy's whiskers to strain the gasoline.

CHORUS:

We have a dear old sister.  It really is a laugh.

She sprinkles Daddy's whiskers as bath salts in her bath.

CHORUS:

We have another sister, her name is Ida Mae.

She climbs up Daddy's whiskers and braids them every day.

CHORUS:

Around the supper table, we make a merry group.

'Til Daddy's dear old whiskers get tangled in the soup.

CHORUS:

Daddy fought in Flanders, he wasn't killed, you see:

His whiskers looked like bushes and fooled the enemy.

CHORUS:

When Daddy goes in swimming, no bathing suit for him.

He ties his whiskers 'round his waist and happily jumps in.

CHORUS:

Daddy went out sailing, the wind blew down the mast.

He hoisted up his whiskers and never went so fast.

CHORUS:

Daddy was in a tavern; he likes his lager beer.

He pins a pretzel to his nose and keeps his whiskers clear.

CHORUS:

[Needless to say, you can add your own verses to this!]

Death Don't Have No Mercy

Words & Music:

Rev. Gary Davis

Like so many old blues tunes, this has a zillion variations on both chords and lyrics.  I'm kind of partial to the Hot Tuna version.  So, that's what you'll find here.  Shuffle the verses, or add what words & blues chord substitutes you will to this no-frills version.

Em                  Am   B7          Em

Death don't have no mercy--- in this land.

        Em                  D             G    B7

I said, Death don't have no mercy in this land.

CHORUS:

            Em

Well, he'll come to your house and he won't stay long.

       Am                            Em (can sub C7)

You'll look 'round the room and your family will be gone.

     Em                  Amn   B7         Em    B7

Say, Death don't have no mercy--- in this land.

Well, Death will go in any family in this land.  [2x]
CHORUS:

Well, old Death never takes a vacation in this land.  [2x]
CHORUS:

Well, Death'll leave you standin' & cryin' in this land.  [2x]
CHORUS:

Old Death always in a hurry in this land.  [2x]
CHORUS:

Well, he won't give you time to get ready in this land.  [2x]
 CHORUS:

A quickie tab of the Hot Tuna version:

(from the now defunct "Delight of the Moon Guitar Tab Archive")


Tab signs used: / = slide


When a chord has to be played listen to the song for know how many times


you must play it.


-------


 Intro


-------


e-----------------5|--7---5---------------|----------------------------------0|


B--5/7--5---5--5---|-----------5--3-------|----------------------------------0|


G------------------|------------------4--2|-2/4---0----------0---------------0|


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


A------------------|---------------------0|---0--------------------2----2----x|


E--0----0---0--0--0|--0---0---0-----------|----------0---0------------3------x|


                              D          G                    B7


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


B--5/7--5-5-5-5-5-5--0|-------3----------3|--------------------0----------0---|


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


D---------------------|-------0----------0|--------------------1----------0---|


A---------------------|------------------2|-------0--1/2--2----2--------------|


E--0----0-0-0-0-0-0---|------------------3|----3---------------x--------------|


                                              Am                            Em


e------------------------0---|-----------------0--|--------------------------0|


B---5/7---5/7----5/7--0--0--5|---3-------------1--|--3/5--5--3---------------0|


G----------------------------|------4\2--0-----2--|-------------4---2--0-----0|


D----------------------------|-----------------2--|----------------------2---2|


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


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


                       Am       E7    Em                                     Em


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


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


G---2/4---4--2--0-------2--0----2-----0-----|--2/4------2--2\4--0----0-------0|


D-------------------0---2--0----1-----2-----|----------------------2-----2---0|


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


E--0--------------------x-------x-----0-----|--0-------------------------0---2|


Well.... death don't have no mercy


in this land.


I said...

Deck The Halls

Words & Music:

Traditional English, American & Welsh

Per Wikipedia (which has an excellent entry on this tune!), the tune is traditional (I'm betting English), but was used by Mozart for a violin & piano duet.  The original words were Welsh (you will find them in Wikipedia) and the most popular English words are 19th century American.  This song is a classic "call & response", but the response is always the "Fa-La..." bit.  I've also included a nice guitar tab of this by Mark Rogers.  Enjoy!

D                   Bm                A7          D      D  A7  D

Deck the halls with boughs of holly.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

D                Bm            A7          D      D  A7  D

'Tis the sea-son to be jolly.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

A7             D                       Bm        A7  E7  A7

Don we now our gay apparel.  Fa-la-la, la-la la, la, la, la!

D                 Bm               G           D  (G) D   A7  D

Troll the ancient Yuletide carol.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la, la, la!

See the blazing Yule before us.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Strike the harp and join the chorus.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Follow me in merry measure.  Fa-la-la, la-la la, la, la, la!

While I tell the Yuletide treasure.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Fast away the old year passes.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Hail the new, ye lads and lasses.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Sing we joyous all together.  Fa-la-la, la-la la, la, la, la!

Heedless of the wind and weather.  Fa-la-la la-la, la-la-la, la!

Deck The Halls Tab by Mark Rogers:

Since the holiday season is coming soon I thought I'd post a TAB for

"Deck the Halls".  It's an arrangement one of my teachers gave me last

year.  It's easy to play and it sounds good.  The long introduction

will mesmerize your audience (says so right here in the small print

at the bottom of the page).  Play as little or as much of the intro

as you want, and use pieces of the intro between verses as you see

fit.

Capo on 5th fret, all positions listed are relative to capo.  The "^"

symbols represent the beat.

INTRO:

(A)

         4                  3

         3     1 3   2      2     1 2   3        4   2

    ++-------------------+------------------+------------------+

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

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

    ||.------0-----0---0-|------0-----0---0-|----4-------0---0-|

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

    ++---3-------3-------+--2-------2-------+--0-------0-------+

         ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^

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

                     1.  |                      2.  |

          4   2                      4   2   2   4

     +-------------------++     +-------------------++

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

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

     |----4-------0---0-.||     |----4-----------4--||

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

     +--0-------0--------++     +--0-------0--------++

        ^   ^   ^   ^              ^   ^   ^   ^

(B)

                                    3                   3

              2 3 2         2     1 2 1         2     1 2 1

    ++------0-2-3-2-0----+------0-2-3-2-0----+------0-2-3-2-0----+

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

    ||.-----0-------0----|------0-------0----|------0-------0----|

    ||.------------------|-------------------|-------------------|

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

    ++--0-------0--------+--2-------2--------+--3-------3--------+

        ^   ^   ^   ^       ^   ^   ^   ^       ^   ^   ^   ^

          2   4   4 2

     +-------------------++

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

     |----2~0---0-------.||   "~" is a trill (0-2-0)

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

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

     +-------------------++

        ^   ^   ^   ^

REPEAT (A), THEN USE THE FOLLOWING LEAD-IN:

                1                 1

          3     2     4       3   2       4

      ++-------------------+--------------3---++

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

      ||.---0-------0------|----0-------0----.||

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

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

      ++--3----------------+--3---------------++

          ^   ^   ^   ^       ^   ^   ^   ^

THEME:

         4

         1     1     4          4       1      4   1         4

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

    ++---3-----1-0-------+----------0-------+----0-1---0-------+

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

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

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

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

    ++-------------------+------------------+--------------3---+

         ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^

         1       1

         2       3   2

     +---------------------++

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

     |-----0---0---0---0--.||

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

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

     +---------------------++

         ^   ^   ^   ^

         4       1                   4   4

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

     +---------0-1-------+---0-----1-3-------+---0-2-3---5-7-8---+

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

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

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

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

     +---3-------3-------+-------------------+-------------------+

         ^   ^   ^   ^       ^   ^   ^   ^       ^   ^   ^   ^

             4   4

         4   1   2

     +---7---5---3-------+

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

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

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

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

     +-------2---3-------+

         ^   ^   ^   ^

         4

         1     1     4          4       1      4       4

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

     +---3-----1-0-------+----------0-------+--5-5-5-5-3-----1-+

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

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

     |-------2-----------|--------------2---|------------------|

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

     +-------------------+------------------+--1---------------+

         ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^      ^   ^   ^   ^

             4   1                      right-hand harmonic

         3   2   3   2                      at the very end

     +---0-----------------++    +---(7)---++   (optional)

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

     |-----0---0---0---0--.||    |---------||

     |---------------2----.||    |---------||

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

     +---3-----------------++    +---------++

         ^   ^   ^   ^

'Deed I Do

Words & Music:

Walter Hirsch & Fred Rose (1926)

D Dalt  D7  D7sus4  G6  G5  Em7 Gm7

Do  I  want  you?   Oh  my! Do   I! 

D     Bm7 Em7 A7  D  Cdim G/B  A7

Honey,   deed  I  do!

D Dalt  D7  D7sus4  G6  G5  Em7 Gm7

Do I   need   you?  Oh  my! Do   I! 

D     Bm7 Em7 A7 D

Honey,    deed I do! 

BRIDGE:

D             B7              E7/9   E7

I'm glad that I'm the one who found you, 

G      G/F#    Em7     G/B       A7sus4  A7

That's why I'm always hangin' a - round  you.

D Dalt  D7 D7sus4  G6  G5  Em7 Gm7

Do I  love  you?   Oh  my! Do   I! 

D     Bm7 Em7 A7  D  Cdim G/B  A7

Honey,   deed I  do! 

[Instrumental Interlude: 1st line of verse]
D     Bm7 Em7 A7 D

Honey,    deed I do! 

[Instrumental Interlude: 1st line of verse]
D     Bm7 Em7 A7 D

Honey,    deed I do! 

BRIDGE REPRISE:

    D Dalt D7  D7sus4  G6  G5  Em7 Gm7

Oh! Do I  love   you?  Oh  my! Do   I! 

D     Bm7 Em7 A7 D

Honey,    deed I do! 

Deep Blue Sea

Words & Music:

Traditional

There are other variations to the chords & how to play this.  I've given two chord variations above the first verse.  Mix 'n' match & add solos as you will.  Grizzly Bear has a particularly nice version of this song which is tabbed below.

CHORUS:

G    C    G          C         G

G                    C         G

Deep blue sea, baby, deep blue sea.

G    C    G          Am        D

G                    D7

Deep blue sea, baby, deep blue sea

G    C    G          C         G

G                    C         G

Deep blue sea, baby, deep blue sea.

G                               C      G    D    G

D      G      D        G        C      D         G

It was Willie what got drownded in the deep blue sea

Dig his grave with a silver spade.  [3x]
It was Willie what got drownded in the deep blue sea

CHORUS:

Lower him down with a golden chain.  [3x]
It was Willie what got drownded in the deep blue sea

CHORUS:

Golden sun bring him back to me.  [3x]
It was Willie what got drownded in the deep blue sea

CHORUS:

Grizzly Bear's version by Haida:

Chords:

First and last verses:

E1 = 0 2 6 x x x
Am/E = 0 3 7 x x x

A61 = 5 4 4 x x x
B61   = 7 6 6 x x x

From the last "sea" of the first verse until the last "aaaah" of third verse (which I have indicated with three exclamation marks) pick these instead:

E2 = 0 2 x 1 0 4
Am(add2) = 0 3 x 2 0 5

A62 = x 0 4 2 2 2
B62       = x 2 4 4 4 4

Intro: E1

E1   Am/E E             A6                  E

Deep blue sea, darlin', oh, deep, deep blue sea.

E1   Am/E E             A6                  E

Deep blue sea, darlin', oh, deep, deep blue sea.

A61        E     A61          E          A61           B61       A62
And it was mama---- that got drowneded--- out in that deep blue sea.

B62     A62    E2

Aaaaah-aaaah-aaaah...

E2  Am(add2)  E2                     A62          E

Dig his------ grave, darlin', with a sil-, silver spade.

E2  Am(add2)  E2                     A62          E

Dig his------ grave, darlin', with a sil-, silver spade.

A61        E       A61         E          A61           B61       A62
And it was brother-- that got drowneded--- out in that deep blue sea.

B62     A62    E2

Aaaaah-aaaah-aaaah...

[same as previous verse]

Drop him down, darlin', with a golden chain.

Drop him down, darlin', with a golden chain.

And it was daddy that got drowneded out in the deep blue sea.

Aaaaah-aaaah-aaaah...

WHISTLE OVER FIRST HALF-VERSE:

And it was mamma    that got drowned in

A62        E     A62          E          A62           B62       A61
And it was mama---- that got drowneded--- out in that deep blue sea.

B61     A61    E2

Aaaaah-aaaah-aaaah...

Deep River Blues

Words & Music:

Alton & Rabon Delmore

Great tune.  Two versions of Doc Watson's fingerpicking arrangement are below.

CHORUS:

E7           Edim         E7            A7

Let it rain, let it pour, let it rain a whole lot more,

       E                     B7    B7#5

'Cause I got them deep river blues.

E             Edim            E             A7

Let the waves drive right on, let that wind sweep along,

       E          B7         E    E6  E

'Cause I got them deep river blues.

My old gal, she's a good old pal, looks like a water fowl.

When I get them deep river blues.

Ain't no one to cry for me and the fish'll go out on a spree

When I get them deep river blues.

CHORUS:

I'm gonna take my old boat, I'm gonna sail if she'll float,

'Cause I got them deep river blues,

I'm goin' back to mussel shores, times are better there I'm told,

'Cause I got them deep river blues.

CHORUS:

If my boat sinks with me, I'll go down, don't you see?

'Cause I got them deep river blues.

Now I'm gonna say goodbye, and if I sink, just let me die

'Cause I got them deep river blues.

CHORUS:

1.  Short Watson tab from Cowboy Lyrics:

I love this tune too Bill and have been working on it for a while.  I

start it with these chords E7 and E flat7 and back to E7, up the neck:

-------7---     and the Eb6        -------6--

-------5---                        -------5--

-------7---                        -------6--

-------6---                        -------5--

xxxxxxxxxxx                        xxxxxxxxxx

-------0---                        -------0--

The progression then goes:

(E7) Give me back (E flat 6) my old boat (E7) I'm gonna sail boys (A) if

she'll float (E, played at 1st fret) I've got them deep river (B7)blues 

|--------------------------3bend---3b---0----------------|

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

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

|------1------1------------------------------------------|

|-2------------------------------------------------------|

|----------2---------------------------------------------|

(E7) If my boat (Efl6) sinks with me (E7) I'm going down boys (A)don't you

see (E)I've got them (B7)deep river (E) blues

2. Craig Ostrom's full Watson tab:

Position your fingers like so:

1-Ring

2-Middle

3-Index

4-Thumb

5-Thumb

6-Thumb

This is the chord shape you want to start with (E7). Just bounce between the 6th and 4th strings with your thumb for now:

-7-

-5-

-7-

-6-

-0-

-0-

Then move the same chord shape down one fret for 4 notes, and back up again for 4, keep bouncing till you're ready to start.

It looks like this tabbed out. Mute strings 4,5,and 6 with the heel of your palm against the bridge. This stays fairly constant throughout the song and gives the effect of two different guitars playing.

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

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

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

-----------6-----------------6------------------5----------------------5--

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

--0-----------------0-----------------0---------------------0-------------

--7------------7------------------7---6---------------6----------------6--

-----------5-----------------5------------------5------------------5------

------7-----------------7------------------6-------------------6----------

-----------6-----------------6------------------5------------------5------

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

--0-----------------0-----------------0--------------------0--------------

(E7) Let it rain---------------------(E flat 6) let ...

-7p0---3/4---0---------0---3p2--------0--------0--------------------------

-----------------0h2---------------------0h2------------------------------

-------3/4---0------------------------------------------------------------

-------------------2-------------2---------2------------------------------

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

-0-------------------------0----------0-----------0-----------------------

(E7) Let it rain--------------(A) a ...

----------------0-----------------3b-----0--2------------3--3b--0-------0-

----0-----2-----------0-----2------------------0------3------------0h2----

----------------------------------------------------2---------------------

-2-----------2-----------2------------2-----------1-----------------------

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

-------0-----------0-----------0------------0---------0-------------------

(E) I've got them deep-------------- river ---- (B7) blues

--7------------7------------------7------6------------6----------------6--

-----------5-----------------5-------------------5-----------------5------

------7-----------------7--------------------6-----------------6----------

-----------6-----------------6-------------------5-----------------5------

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

--0-----------------0--------------------0-----------------0--------------

(E7) Let that rain----------------------(E flat 6) drive ...

-7p0---3/4---0---------0---3p2------0----------0------------------3b--0---

-----------------0h2---------------------0h2------------0--2--0-----------

-------3/4---0------------------------------------------------------------

-------------------2-------------2---------2------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------------1--------------

-0-------------------------0--------0-------------0--4--------------------

(E7) Let that river just (A) sweep me along--(E) I've got them (B7) deep

--------0-------0-------0-------0---------0--

-0h2p0---------------------------------------

-----------0h1-----0h1-----0h1---------------

-------------2----------2--------------2-----

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

--------0----------0---------0-----0------0--

-river (E) blues

That's it for the verses, here's a nice way to finish it:

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

-------------------------------------------------------------0-----------

------------------------------3/4-----4---3-----3---2-----2--1-----------

--------------------1--2-------------------------------------2-----------

-------0--1--2--4--------------------------------------------2-----------

-0--4---------------------0 (let ring)-----------------------0-----------

Delia

(a.k.a. "Delia, Oh, Delia", "Diele" or "Delie Gone" )

Words & Music:

probably Blind Willie McTell

This has been covered by Bob Dylan and Martin Simpson and was inspired by the story of 14-year-old Delia Green, who was shot & killed on Christmas Eve, 1900 by her 15-year-old lover, Moses Houston. There are many lyric variations.  Thee first one given is from Blind Willie McTell's Library of Congress recording.  A "rounder" is a shifty, dissolute person...one of the gamblers, most likely.

"Delia's Gone" is another song written about her death.  It was written by the calypso singer known as "Blind Blake (Blake Alphonso Higgs) and tells the story from the perspective of her killer.  Pete Seeger & Johnny Cash have famous covers of that song.

C

Delia was a gambler, gambled all around

C                            F

She was a gambling girl, she laid her money down.

      C     G7     C

She's all I got is gone.

Delia's dear ol' mother took a trip out West

When she returned, little Delia hadd gone to rest.

She's all I got is gone.

Delia's mother weeped, Delia's father moaned

Wouldn't have hurt so bad if that child died at home.

She's all I got is gone.

Delia, Delia, how can it be?

You say you love them rounders and don't love me.

She's all I got is gone.

Kenny, he's in a barroom, drinking from a silver cup.

Delia, she's in the graveyard, and may not never wake up.

She's all I got is gone.

Rubber-tired buggy, double-seated hack,

Takin' Delia to the cemetery, but failed to bring her back

She's all I got is gone.

Delia, oh, Delia!  Poor girl, she's gone

Oh, how I hate that she left me all alone.

She's all I got is gone.

Judge said to Kenny, "What's the fuss about?"

"On account of the gamblers tryin' to drive me out."

She's all I got is gone.

Kenny said to the Judge, "What may be my fine?"

"I done told you, poor boy, you got ninety-nine."

She's all I got is gone.

High upon the housetops, high as I can see.

Looking at them rounders, looking out for me.

She's all I got is gone.

Kenny lookin' high, Kenny lookin' low,

Shot poor Delia with that hateful .44

She's all I got is gone.

Another lyric variation:

Delia, Delia, how can it be?

You love that old rounder, but you don't love me

Well, that's one more rounder gone

Delia, Delia sitting all around

Some of your old rounders gonna pay my way back home

Sitting on the housetop, high as I can see

You love that old rounder, but you don't love me

Delia's poor mother took a trip out West

When she returned, Delia lyin' in rest

Delia's mother wept, Delia's father moaned

They'd have wanted their poor child to die at home

Rubber tired buggy, two-seated hack,

took Delia to the graveyard, never brought her back

Kenny lookin' high, Kenny lookin' low,

Shot poor Delia with that hated .44

Delia, Delia, wouldn't take no one's advice

Last words I heard her say were, 'Jesus Christ!' 

Judge said to Kenny, 'Here's a natural fact:

you going to wait in jail till Delia come back'

Kenny's in the basement, drinking from a silver cup

Delia's in the graveyard, never come back up

Kenny said to judge, 'What's the fuss about?

Just that no good woman trying to put me out'

Martin Simpson variation:

You'll need a tab of his incredible arrangement, you can find it on his site.

Delia was a gambler, gambled all around

Delia a gambling girl, she laid her money down.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

Delia was a-gambling, playin' her last throwdown.

When old Curly came by and blowed poor Delia down.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

Delia, Delia, how can it be?

You wanted every no-good joker, but you never had time for me.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

Delia's mama wept, Delia's papa moaned.

You know it just wouldn't-a seemed so bad if the child had died at home.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

Delia was a gambler, gambled all around

Delia a gambling girl, she laid her money down.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

[instrumental first line]
Delia a gambling girl, she laid her money down.

All the friends she ever had are gone.

Bob Dylan variation:

Tabbed by Eyolf Østrem

Capo 2nd fret (original key D major)

Chords:

C      x32013  in the intro,otherwise x32010

F9     xx3213  in the intro, otherwise normal F

Cviii  xxx988
Fv     xxx565
Ciii   xxx553

Giii   xxx433
C/g    332010
"G7"   3x0010


It should be mentioned that Dylan isn't always dead certain about neither how long to strum F before "all the friends I ever had are gone", nor about now to play the descending riff. But hey, he's an artist, man, you gotta give him that.

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

Intro (same accompanying pattern in all the verses): 

  C               F9              C       F9      C 

  |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   

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

|-1---------------1---------------1-------1-------1---------------

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

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

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

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

                 Ciii  

   Cviii Fv Giii   Giii F

  |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   

|-----8---5---3---3-3---1-----------------------------------------

|-----8---6---3---5-3---1-----------------------------------------

|-----9---5---4---5-4---2-----------------------------------------

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

|----------------------(3)----------------------------------------

|----------------------(1)--------------------------------0---1---

  C               "G7"            C       Csus4   C

  |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   |   .   .   .   

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

|-1---------------1---1---1---1---1-------------------------------

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

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

|-3---------------x---x---x---x---3-------------------------------

|-3---------------3---3---3---3---x-------------------------------

C           F9             C       F9   C     

Delia was a gambling girl, gambled all around

Cviii Fv  Giii  Ciii Giii F                         

De-   lia was a gambling girl, she laid her money down.

C/g         "G7"                   C      Csus4    C

    All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia's dear ol' mother took a trip out West

When she returned, little Delia'd gone to rest.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia's Daddy weeped, Delia's momma moaned

Wouldn't have been so bad if the poor girl died at home.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Curtis's looking high, Curtis's looking low

He shot poor Delia down with a cruel forty-four.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

High upon the housetops, high as I can see

Looking for them rounders, looking out for me.

All the friends I ever had are gone

Men in Atlanta, trying to pass for white

Delia's in the graveyard, boys, six feet out of sight.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Judge says to Curtis, "What's this noise about?"

"All about them rounders, Judge, tryin' to cut me out."

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Curtis said to the judge "What might be my fine?"

Judge says, "Poor boy, you got ninety-nine."

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Curtis' in the jailhouse, drinking from an old tin cup

Delia's in the graveyard, she ain't gettin' up. 

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia, oh Delia, how can it be?

You loved all them rounders, never did love me.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia, oh Delia, how could it be?

You wanted all them rounders, never had time for me.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Men in Atlanta, trying to pass for white

Delia's in the graveyard, boys, six feet out of sight.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Judge says to Curtis, "What's this noise about?"

"All about them rounders, Judge, tryin' to cut me out."

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Curtis said to the judge "What might be my fine?"

Judge says, "Poor boy, you got ninety-nine."

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Curtis' in the jailhouse, drinking from an old tin cup

Delia's in the graveyard, she ain't gettin' up. 

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia, oh Delia, how can it be?

You loved all them rounders, never did love me.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Delia, oh Delia, how could it be?

You wanted all them rounders, never had time for me.

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Dem Bones

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

Correspondent Sandy Fisher has provided the hand motions to this song!  See below...  Both of us found that doing the hand motions brought us right back to long ago camp days.

A                     D      A                     E7     A

Lord, he thought he'd make a man - dem bones gonna rise again!

Made him out of clay and sand - dem bones gonna rise again!

CHORUS:

A                      D

I knowed it, knowed it, indeed, I knowed it, brother!

A             [n.c.]    A               E7     A

I knowed it.  WHEE!!!!  Dem bones gonna rise again!

Thought he'd make a woman too - dem bones gonna rise again!

He didn't know just what to do - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Took a rib from Adam's side - dem bones gonna rise again!

For to make Miss Eve, his bride - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Put 'em in a garden wide and fair - dem bones gonna rise again!

Told 'em to eat what they found there - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:

Peaches, pears, plums and such - dem bones gonna rise again!

But the apple tree you better not touch - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
One day Miss Eve was walking around - dem bones gonna rise again!

Spied that tree all loaded down - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Serpent crawling around that trunk - dem bones gonna rise again!

At miss Eve, his eye he wunk - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Eve, she just took a little pull - dem bones gonna rise again!

Then she filled her fig leaf full - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Adam, he took a little slice - dem bones gonna rise again!

Smacked his lips and said, "That's nice!" - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
One day the Lord, He was around - dem bones gonna rise again!

Spied them peelings on the ground - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
The Lord cried out in his mighty voice - dem bones gonna rise again!

That shook the heavens to the joists - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Cried, "Adam, Adam, Where art though?" - dem bones gonna rise again!

"Here I is Lord, I's comin' now." - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
"You ate my apples, I believe." - dem bones gonna rise again!

"No, massa, Lord, I 'spect 'twas Eve - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Then the Lord rose up in his might wrath - dem bones gonna rise again!

Said ya'll just beat it down the path - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Put an angel at the door - dem bones gonna rise again!

Said ya'll don't come 'round here no more - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
Eve took the needle, Adam took the plow - dem bones gonna rise again!

That's why we all working now - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
To this tale there ain't no more - dem bones gonna rise again!

Eve got the Apple, and Adam got the core - dem bones gonna rise again!  TO CHORUS:
MOTIONS:

"Dem bones" = circle your hands over each other in front of your chest (like a football referee motioning the "Offsides" penalty)

"gonna" = drop your hands to your lap, side by side

"rise again" = slap your thighs & raise your arms (palms down) to your shoulders.

Sandy's variation:

"I know it, know it" = move your hands & arms from right to left in time with the song's beat as follows:

  "I" = right, right

  first "know it" = left

  second "know it" = right

  "Indeed, I" = left, left

  "know it" = right

  "brother" = left

My variation:

You move your hands in time to the music and with the same right/left as Sandy's, but instead of just moving your hands & arms, you make an "L" by holding one hand up before you with your elbow bent at a 90 degree angle and your palm at eye level.  Then, point to the elbow with the other hand.  So, Sandy's variation would become:

  "I" = point to right elbow twice

  first "know it" = point to left elbow once

  second "know it" = point to right elbow once

  "Indeed, I" = point to left elbow twice

  "know it" = point to right elbow once

  "brother" = point to left elbow once

"Whee!" = throw both hands up in the air with glee

"Dem bones" = circle your hands over each other in front of your chest (like a football referee motioning the "Offsides" penalty)

"gonna" = drop your hands to your lap, side by side

"rise again" = slap your thighs & raise your arms (palms down) to your shoulders.

The Devil And The Farmer's Wife

Words & Music:

Traditional English (from a Shropshire tale)

A                                                   D                             A

There was an old farmer and he lived on a hill; teeroo, teeroo, and he lived on a hill.

D                A                       E7

He ain't moved away, he's a-living there still.

E7     A                    D          E7       D      E7      A

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

The devil came up to the farmer one day; teeroo, teeroo, to the farmer one day.

Says "One of your family I'm taking away"

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

"Oh, please don't take my eldest son; teeroo, teeroo, my eldest son.

There's work on the farm that's got to be done."

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

"Take my wife, with the joy of my heart; teeroo, teeroo, with the joy of my heart.

And I hope, by golly, that you never part."

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

The devil put the old woman into a sack; teeroo, teeroo, into a sack.

And down the road went clickety-clack.

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

And when they got to the fork of the road; teeroo, teeroo, to the fork in the road.

He says, "Old woman, you're a Hell of a load".

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

And when they got to the gates of Hell; teeroo, teeroo, to the gates of Hell.

He says, "Stoke the fire, boys, we'll roast her well."

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

Then up stepped a devil with a ball and chain; teeroo, teeroo, with a ball & chain.

She upped with her foot and kicked out his brain

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

Then nine little devils went running up the wall; teeroo, teeroo, went climbing a wall.

Crying "Take her back, Daddy, she'll murder us all".

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

Well, the old man was peeping out of a crack; teeroo, teeroo, peeping out of a crack.

When he seen the old devil come a-bringing her back.

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

"Here's your wife, both sound and well; teeroo, teeroo, both sound and well.

If she'd stayed any longer, she'd a-torn up Hell."

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

"I've been a devil most all of my life; teeroo, teeroo, most all of my life.

But I never knew what Hell was 'till I met with your wife"

Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle, fye-diddle I, hi-diddle, diddle-I-day."

This proves that the women are better than men; teeroo, teeroo, are better than men.

They can all go to Hell and come back again.  Sing, "Hi-diddle, I-diddle..."
Dewey

Words & Music:

Traditional Round

I've included chords, but this is better a capella.

A                    E         A

Dewey was an admiral at Manila Bay.

A                     E               A

*Dewy was the morning in the month of May.

A                         E                   A

Dewy were her eyes as she pledged her love so true.

A                       E               A

Do we love each other?  Yes, indeed, we do.  Hey!!!

A                       E               A

Do we love each other?  Yes, indeed, we do.  Hey!!!

*  subsequent parts enter here

MOTIONS:

Line 1  =  Salute

Line 2  =  Shake dew off your fingers

"Dewy were her eyes..."  =  Wipe tears from beneath your eyes

"...as she pledged her love so true."  =  Clasp your hands to your heart

"Hey!"  =  Pump your fist in the air

Did You Ever See A Lassie?

(a.k.a. "Have You Ever Seen A Lassie?")

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

        D                    A7        D

Did you ever see a Lassie, a Lassie, a Lassie?

        D                    A7           D

Did you ever see a Lassie go this way and that?

   A7           D             A7           D

Go this way and that way, and this way and that way?

        D                    A7           D

Did you ever see a Lassie go this way and that?

Did you ever see a Laddie, a Laddie, a Laddie?

Did you ever see a Laddie go this way and that?

Go this way and that way, and this way and that way?

Did you ever see a Laddie go this way and that?

Dillan Bay
Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

G            C

Dillian Bay, laddie-o.

G           D

Dillian Bay laddie-ay

G            C

Dillian Bay, laddie-o.

G       D         C

All the boats are gone.

Gone away, laddie-o.  Gone away, laddie-ay.

Gone away, laddie-o.  With their topsails high.

Topsails high, laddie-o.  Topsails low, laddie-ay.

Topsails high, laddie-o.  When the wind's away.

Wind's away, laddie-o.  Wind's away, laddie-ay.

Wind's away, laddie-o.  Down in Dillian Bay.

Dillian Bay, laddie-o.  Dillian Bay laddie-ay

Dillian Bay, laddie-o.  All the boats are gone.

Dinah

Words & Music:

Sam M. Lewis, Joe Young & Harry Akst (1925)

I've never heard the verse (intro) to this song, but Jim Bottorff has the chords & lyrics on his page.  Since I am not sure how the chords & lyrics line up, I have just put the chords for each line after the lyrics.  If someone can teach me the verse, I'd appreciate it!
Carolina gave me Dinah,  [G   D7]
I'm the proudest one beneath the Dixie sun,  [G   E7   A7   D7]
News is spreadin' 'bout a weddin'.  [G  Bm   E7]
I hear church bells ringin', Here's the song my heart keeps sin-in':

[previous line:  D  Bm  Em  A7  D7]
G                                   G#dim        Am

Dinah, is there anyone finer in the state of Carolina,

D7                  G    G#dim   Am          D7

If there is and you know her---, show her to me?

G

Dinah, with her Dixie eyes blazin',

G             G#dim   Am     D7                   G  C7  G

How I love to sit and gaze into the eyes of Dinah Lee.

Em           Eb+      Em7

Every night, why do I shake with fright?

Em6        Em          A7                D7    D#7  D7

Because my Dinah might change her mind about me.

G

Dinah, if she wandered to China,

G       G#dim        Am     D7                    G

I would hop an ocean liner, just to be with Dinah Lee.

Dirty Old Town

Words & Music:

Ewan McColl

         E

I met my love by the gasworks wall;

          A                  E

Dreamed a dream by the old canal.

          C#m                E

Kissed my boy by the factory wall.

          F#m   B7        C#m

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

The moon is shifting behind a cloud,

Cats are crawling all along the beat,

Springs a girl in the streets at night.

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

I heard a siren coming from the docks

And a train set the night on fire,

Smelled the spring on a smoke-filled air.

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

I'm gonna get me a nice sharp axe,

Shining steel tempered in a fire,

Cut you down like an old dead tree,

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

Dives & Lazarus

Words & Music:

Traditional English carol, possibly from Herefordshire.

Ralph Vaughan Williams' variations on this tune are rather famous.  Martin Simpson performed his usual magic with this tune on the 2001 album "The Bramble Briar".  I've done my best to infer chords from his version, but may have missed here and there.  This song is old and modal and, in good English folk tradition, driven by the tune and not the chords.  Thus, the "5" chords don't imply "power chords", but modal.  You can buy Martin's beautiful (and simple) tab at martinsimpson.com.

"Verse chords" [VC]

   G5           Bb5     F5        G5           F5

As it fell out upon one day, rich Divès made a feast,

    G5         Bb5     F5           G5

And he invited all his friends, and gentry of the best.

"Chorus chords" [CC]

     Bb5                  F5       C5       G5             F5

Then Lazarus, he laid him down and down and down at Divès' door:

      G5                       F5  Bb5    G5

"Some meat and drink, brother, Diverus, bestow upon the poor."

[CC]

"Thou'rt none of my brothers, Lazarus, that liest begging at my door;

No meat, nor drink will I give thee, nor bestow upon the poor."

[VC]
Then Lazarus laid him down and down and down by Divès' wall:

"Some meat, some drink, brother Diverus, for hunger starve I shall."

[CC]

"Thou'rt none of my brothers, Lazarus, that liest begging at my wall;

No meat, nor drink will I give thee; for hunger, starve ye shall."

[VC]

Then Lazarus, he laid him down and down and down by Divès' gate:

"Some meat and drink, brother, Diverus, for Jesus Christ's sake."

[CC]

"Thou'rt none of my brothers, Lazarus, that liest begging at my gate;

No meat, nor drink will I give thee; for Jesus Christ's sake."

[VC]

Then Dives sent out his hungry dogs to bite him as he lay;

They hadn't the power to bite one bite, but they licked his sores away.

[CC]

Then Divès sent to his merry men for to beat him where he lay;

They hadn't the power to strike one stroke, but flung their whips away.

[VC]

As it fell out upon one day, Poor Lazarus sickened and died;

There came two angels out of Heaven, his soul therein to guide.

[CC]

"Rise up!  Rise up, Brother Lazarus and go along with me;

There is a place prepared in Heaven to sit on an angel's knee."

[VC]

As it fell out upon one day, rich Divès sickened and died;

There came two serpents out of Hell, his soul therein to guide.

[CC]

"Rise up!  Rise up, Brother Diverus and come along with me;

There is a place provided in Hell for wicked men like thee."

[alt: "For you've a place provided in Hell, to set upon a serpent's knee."]

[CC]

Then Divès looked up with his eyes and saw poor Lazarus blest;

"Give me one drop of water, brother Lazarus, to quench my flaming thirst."

There are two more verses which are not included in the Simpson version, but they feel "tacked on" by a later hand.  I have not included them here.

Dixie

Words & Music:

Daniel Decatur Emmett (1859)

G

Oh, I wish I was in the land of cotton.

C

Old times there are not forgotten,

      G           C

Look away!  Look away!  

      D          G

Look away!  Dixieland!

CHORUS:

G               C          A7       D7

I wish I was in Dixie!  Hooray!  Hooray!

   G              C                G               D7

In Dixieland I'll make my stand to live and die in Dixie.

   G       D       G

A 'way, a 'way, a 'way down south in Dixie!

   G       D       G

A 'way, a 'way, a 'way down south in Dixie!

Do Lord

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

D

I've got a home in glory land that outshines the sun.

G                                  D

I've got a home in glory land that outshines the sun.

D                                  Bm            E7

I've got a home in glory land that outshines the sun.

D       A7      D

'Way beyond the blue!

CHORUS:

Do, Lord, oh, do Lord, oh, do you remember me?

Do, Lord, oh, do Lord, oh, do you remember me?

Do, Lord, oh, do Lord, oh, do you remember me,

'Way beyond the blue?

I took Jesus as my savior, you take Him, too.

I took Jesus as my savior, you take Him, too.

I took Jesus as my savior, you take Him, too.

'Way beyond the blue.

CHORUS:

If you cannot bear the cross, you can't wear the crown.

If you cannot bear the cross, you can't wear the crown.

If you cannot bear the cross, you can't wear the crown.

'Way beyond the blue.

CHORUS:

Do-Re-Mi

Music & Words:

Richard Rodgers & Oscar Hammerstein III

      C           G7      C                     G7       C

Let's start at the very beginning.  A very good place to start.

         G7                  C G7 C

When you read you begin with A-B-C.

         G7                  C  G7 C

When you sing you begin with do-re-mi.

C  G7 C

Do-re-mi.

Do-re-mi.

The first three notes just happen to be

Do-re-mi.

Do-re-mi.

[n.c.]

Do-re-mi-fa-so-la-ti...

[spoken]

Oh, let's see if I can make it easier...

C

Do - a deer, a female deer.

G7

Re - a drop of golden sun.

C

Mi - a name I call myself.

G7

Fa - a long long way to run.

C                      F

Sol - a needle pulling thread.

D7                    G

La - a note to follow sol.

Em                        Am

Ti - a drink with jam and bread.

          F        G       C

That will bring us back to do...oh, oh, oh!
F                    C   G7 C

Do re mi fa so la ti do, so do!

Do Your Ears Hang Low?

Words & Music:

Traditional Children's Game

D  A7   D

Do your ears hang low?  Do they wobble to and fro?

D                                    A7

Can you tie them in a knot?  Can you tie them in a bow?

D

Can you throw them over your shoulder like a Continental Soldier?

D    A7   D

Do your ears hang low?

MOTIONS:

"ears hang low?" - with your thumbs against the sides of your head, let your fingertips hang down next to your ears

"wobble to and fro?" - same position, bring your fingertips up and wobble them around

"tie them in a knot?" - pretend to tie a knot

"tie them in a bow?" - pretend to tie a bow

"throw them over..." - with both hands, pretend to throw something over your shoulder

"Continental soldier" - salute

Additional Lyrics:

Do your ears hang high?  Do they reach up to the sky?

Do they wrinkle when they're wet?  Do they straighten when they dry?

Can you wave them at your neighbor with a minimum of labor?

Do your ears hang high?

Do your ears hang wide?  Do they flap from side to side?

Do they wave in the breeze from the slightest little sneeze?

Can you fly above the nation with a feeling of elation?

Do your ears hang wide?

Do your ears fall off when you give a great big cough?

Do they lie there on the ground or perk up at every sound?

Can you stick them in your pocket?  I mean, just like Davy Crockett?

Do your ears fall off?

Dona, Dona

Words & Music:

Traditional

Am   E     Am        E       Am        Dm          Am   F   E

On a wagon bound for market, there's a calf with a mournful eye.

Am    E         Am        E      Am       Dm      Am      F   E    G

High above him, there's a swallow winging swiftly through the sky.

CHORUS:

G                 C  Am           G          C         Am

How the winds are laughing.  They laugh with all their might.

G                   C     E/B Am        E      E7       Am

Laugh and laugh the whole day through & half a summer's night.

E                 Am     G                 C  Am

Dona, Dona, Dona, Dona.  Dona, Dona, Dona, Don.

E                 Am     E                 Am

Dona, Dona, Dona, Dona.  Dona, Dona, Dona, Don.

"Stop complaining," said the farmer, "Who told you a calf to be?

Why don't you have wings to fly with like the swallow so proud and free?"

CHORUS:

Calves are easily bound and slaughtered -- never knowing the reason why.

But whoever treasures freedom like the swallow has learn to fly.

CHORUS:

Dona Nobis Pacem

Words & Music:

Traditional Round

"Dona nobis pacem" means "give us peace" in Latin.  This is traditionally sung a capella.  Sing through all three parts together, then sing it as a round until all three groups have sung through all three parts.

Part 1:

Dona nobis pacem, pacem.

Dona nobis pacem.

Part 2:

Dona---- nobis---- pacem, pacem.

Dona---- nobis---- pa-----cem.

Part 3:

Do-----na---- no----bis pacem.

Dona---- nobis---- pacem.

Donkey Riding

(kids' version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Canadian

I know there are hand motions to this.  Can anyone send them along?

C                   G                          C

Were you ever in Quebec, stowing timber on the deck?

      C                            F      G           C

Where there's a king with a golden crown, riding on a donkey.

CHORUS:

F     C      F     C

Hey!  Ho!  Away we go!

F      C       F      C

Donkey riding, donkey riding.

F     C      F     C

Hey!  Ho!  Away we go!

G           C

Riding on a donkey!

Were you ever off the Horn

Where it's always fine and warm?

Seen the Lion and the Unicorn

Riding on a Donkey.

CHORUS:
Were you ever in Cardiff Bay,

Where the folks all shout, "Hooray!"

Here comes John with his three months' pay

Riding on a donkey.

CHORUS:

Were you ever in London Town

Where the people all come down?

See the King in his golden crown, riding on a donkey.
Riding on a donkey.

CHORUS:

Doodlee-Do

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

Please play for me that sweet melody
C          G7

Called the Doodlee-Do, Doodlee-Do.

G7

I like the rest, but the one I like best

       C

Is the Doodlee-Do, Doodlee-Do.

C

It's the simplest thing- there isn't much to it.

C

All you have to do is Doodlee-Do it.

C

I like the rest, but the one I like best

       C       G7      C

Is the Doodlee-Doodlee-Do.

Come on and Waddlee-Atcha! Waddlee-Atcha!  Doodlee-Do!  Doodlee-Do!

Waddlee-Atcha! Waddlee-Atcha!  Doodlee-Do!  Doodlee-Do!

It's the simplest thing - there isn't much to it;

All you have to do is Doodlee-Do it!

I like the rest, but the one I like best

Is the Doodlee-Doodlee-Do.

Now, repeat it faster and faster until you cannot keep time with the motions!

MOTIONS IN TIME TO EACH BEAT OF THE MUSIC:

MEASURE ONE:

  *  Two slaps on your thighs.

  *  Two claps

MEASURE TWO:

*  Left fist on Right fist twice.

*  Right fist on Left fist twice.

MEASURE THREE:

*  Right thumb over right shoulder twice.

*  Left thumb over left should twice.

MEASURE FOUR:

*  Hand jive left palm over right hand twice.

*  Hand jive right palm over left hand twice.

"Come on and..." = beat a tattoo on your thighs with your palm.

Down By The Bay

Words & Music:

Traditional Children's

I've searched for the songwriter (or even country of origin!) of this classic kids' song, but cannot find any info.  Have fun making up your own verses!

C                                      G7

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

G7                          C             F                  C

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

C                                           G7          C

"Did you ever see a goose, kissing a moose, down by the bay?"

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

For if I do, my mother will say...

Did you ever see a whale, with a polka dot tail, down by the bay?

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

Did you ever see a fly, wearing a tie, down by the bay?

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

Did you ever see a bear, combing his hair, down by the bay?

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

Did you ever see llamas, eating their pajamas, down by the bay?

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

Did you ever see an octopus, dancing with a platypus, down by the bay?

Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow.

Back to my home, I dare not go.  For if I do, my mother will say,

Did you ever have a time when you couldn't make a rhyme,

Down by the bay?

Down By The Riverside

(a.k.a. "Study War No More", "Gonna Lay My Body Down")

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

This is a classic "call & response" song, where lines 2 & 4 are the same responses each verse.  Lines 1 & 3 change with each verse and are the "calls".  Thanks to Songhound James Osborne, who corrected an egregious error with my line 4 response.

       D

Gonna lay down my sword and shield down by the riverside.

A7                      D

Down by the riverside.  Down by the riverside.

D

Gonna lay down my sword and shield down by the riverside.

       A7          D

Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS:

              G                                 D

I ain't gonna study war no more.  I ain't gonna study war no more.

              A7           D   A7   D

I ain't gonna study war no more.

              G                                 D

I ain't gonna study war no more.  I ain't gonna study war no more.

              A7           D

I ain't gonna study war no more.

I'm gonna lay down my heavy load down by the riverside. [+ Down by the riverside 2x]
I'm gonna lay down my heavy load down by the riverside.  Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS

I'm gonna lay down my travelin' shoes down by the riverside. [+ Down by the riverside 2x]
I'm gonna lay down my travelin' shoes down by the riverside.  Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS

I'm gonna put on my long white robe down by the riverside. [+ Down by the riverside 2x]
I'm gonna put on my long white robe down by the riverside.  Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS

Gonna put on that starry crown down by the riverside. [+ Down by the riverside 2x]
Gonna put on that starry crown down by the riverside.  Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS

I'm gonna walk with that Prince of Peace down by the riverside. [+ Down by the riverside 2x]
I'm gonna walk with that Prince of Peace down by the riverside.  Gonna study war no more.

CHORUS

Down By The Salley Gardens

Words & Music:

Traditional English

The October 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar has an instrumental arrangement of this for solo guitar.

     D       A      G  D

Down by the Salley Gardens

    G       A      D

My love and I did meet;

                A      G  D

She passed the Salley Gardens

      G       A         D

With little snow-white feet.

    Bm      G         A

She bid me take love easy,

        G       D  A        G

As the leaves grow on the tree;

    D          A        G  D

But I, being young and foolish,

      G         A     D

With her would not agree.

In a field by the river

My love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder

She laid her snow-white hand.

She bid me take life easy,

As the grass grows on the weirs;

But I was young and foolish,

And now am full of tears.

Down By The Station

Words & Music:

Slim Gaillard & Lee Ricks

Many thanks to correspondent Tom Krehbiel who gave me the lowdown on the correct songwriters for this tune.  It was written in 1948.  Slim Gaillard is more famously known for his 40s staple "Flat-Foot Floogie"
D                    G            D

Down by the station, early in the morning

D                            G             D

See the little pufferbellies lined up in a row.

D                      G               D

Hear the stationmaster blow his little whistle.

D                [n.c.]         D   A7 D

"Puff!  Puff!"  "Toot!  Toot!"  Off we go!!

Down by the station early in the morning,

See the little pufferbellies lined up in a row.

See the engine driver pull the little throttle;

"Puff!  Puff!"  "Toot!  Toot!"  Off we go!!

Down In The Valley

(original jail version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

G                             D7

Down in the valley, valley so low.

D7                                 G

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

G                                       D7

Hear the wind blow, dear, hear the wind blow.

D7                                 G

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

Give my heart ease, love, give my heart ease.

Think of me, darling, give my heart ease.

Write me a letter, send it by mail.

Send it in care of the Birmingham Jail.

Writing me a letter, containing three lines,

Answer my question, "Will you be mine?"

"Will you be mine, dear, will you be mine?"

Answer my question, "Will you be mine?"

Roses love sunshine, violets love dew.

Angels in Heaven know I love you.

Know I love you, dear, know I love you.

Angels in Heaven, know I love you.

This gloomy prison is far from you, dear.

But not forever, only a year.

I make this promise:  to go straight and true.

I'll spend my lifetime just loving you.

If you don't love me, love whom you please

Throw your arms round me, give my heart ease

Give my heart ease, dear, give my heart ease

Throw your arms round me, give my heart ease

Throw your arms round me, before it's too late

Throw your arms round me, feel my heart break

Feel my heart break, dear, feel my heart break

Throw your arms round me, feel my heart break

Down in the valley, valley so low.

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

Down In The Valley

(later version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D                             A7                                      D

Down in the valley, valley so low. Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

Hear the wind blow, dear, hear the wind blow.

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

Roses love sunshine, violets love dew.  Angels in heaven know I love you

Know I love you, dear, know I love you.  Angels in heaven, know I love you.

Down in the valley, walking between, telling our story, here's what it sings:

Here's what it sings, dear, here's what it sings,

Telling our story, here's what it sings:

Build me a castle forty feet high.  So, I can see her as she goes by,

As she goes by, dear, as she goes by.  So, I can see her as she goes by.

Bird in a cage, love, bird in a cage, dying for freedom, ever a slave;

Ever a slave, dear, ever a slave, dying for freedom, ever a slave.

Write me a letter, send it by mail, send it in care of the Birmingham jail.

Birmingham jail, love, Birmingham jail, send it in care of the Birmingham jail.

Writing this letter, containing three lines,

Answer my question, "Will you be mine?"

"Will you be mine, dear, will you be mine?"

Answer my question, "Will you be mine?"

If you don't love me, love whom you please,

But, throw your arms round me, give my heart ease.

Give my heart ease, dear, give my heart ease.

Throw your arms round me, give my heart ease.

Down in the valley, valley so low.  Hang your head over, hear the wind blow

Hear the wind blow, dear, hear the wind blow

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

D                    A7            D

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow.

Dr. Jazz

Words & Music:

Walter Melrose & Joseph "King" Oliver (1927)

D               Bb      A      D

Hello, Central, give me Doctor Jazz.

D               Bb         A      D   D7

He's got what I need, I'll say he has.

     G                        D            B7

When the world goes wrong and I've got the blues

E7                                A7

He's the guy who makes me get out both my dancin' shoes.

    D               Bb     A        D    D7

The more I get, the more I want, it seems.

  G                              F#7

I page old Doctor Jazz in all my dreams.

     B7

When I'm in trouble, bound and mixed,

E7

He's the guy who gets me fixed.

D               Bb      A      D

Hello, Central, give me Doctor Jazz.

© MCA Music Publishing  © Edwin H Morris & Co

Dragon Song

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

  Em     Am          Em            Am       C       D     G

A dragon stalked the hills and the glens of Dunkirk long ago.

  Em                      Am                   Em   D     Em

I shudder to think of the terror he wrought, a long time ago,

    D      Em   D     Em

Oh, yes, a long time ago.

G      D         Em             C        D           G

Let me sing this song to you, a song I'm sure you'll know.

     G                 Em               Am      D     Em

I'll sing of lords and kings and men, a tale of long ago,

    D      Em      D     Em

Oh, yes, a tale of long ago.

CHORUS:

Up stepped Lady Ellen's knight, his armor shone like gold.

He said, "I'll lay the damn beast down, if I may be so bold,

Oh, yes, if I may be so bold."

CHORUS:

So he doffed his cap and off he rode, upon his great white steed.

And in his hands a mighty sword, a sword he wouldn't need,

Oh, yes, a sword he wouldn't need.

CHORUS:

He rode and he rode for many a day, for the dragon's cave was far.

He said, "I'd get there faster if I had a motor car,

Oh, yes, if I had a motor car."

CHORUS:

The townsfolk stayed, the townsfolk stayed, awaiting his return.

When he appeared they all pressed close, his mighty tale to learn,

Oh, yes, his mighty tale to learn.

"The dragon's dead, the dragon's dead, I shot him from a tree."

That's all fine and well," they said, "but what of his family?

Oh, yes, but what of his family?"

"Don't fear I shot them all that day, my armor wasn't dented.

I shot them with a tommy gun, though it hasn't been invented,

Oh, yes, though it hasn't been invented."

The moral of this merry tale, a tale of mirth and fun.

Don't ever go on a dragon hunt, without a tommy gun,

Oh, yes, without a tommy gun.

CHORUS:

Drill Ye Terriers

Words & Music:

Thomas F. Casey (1888)

Am

Every mornin' 'bout seven o'clock,

           E

There were twenty terriers a-workin' on the rock.

    Am

The boss comes along and he says, "Keep still!

    E

And come down heavy on the cast-iron drill!"

CHORUS::

    Am       E         Am

And drill ye terriers, drill,

Am       G         Am

Drill ye terriers, drill.

         Am                   E

For it's work all day for the sugar in your tay,

E

Down behind the railway.

    Am       E         Am

And drill ye terriers, drill.

E   Am     E   Am

And blast, and fire.

Our boss was a fine man to the ground,

But he married a lady six-feet 'round.

She baked good bread and she baked it well.

But she baked it hard as the holes in hell.

CHORUS:

Our new foreman was Jim McCann.

By God, he was a damn mean man.

Last week a premature blast went off.

A mile in the sky went big Jim Goff.

CHORUS:

The next time payday came around,

A dollar short Jim Goff was found.

When he asked what for came this reply,

"You're docked for the time you was up in the sky."

CHORUS:

Drink To Me Only With Thine Eyes

Words & Music:

Traditional Tune/Ben Jonson Poem

Try to get a chance to see how this song is featured in the early Warner Bros. cartoon "I Love To Singa".  It is classic.

C           Dm   C          F         C/G    G7          C

Drink to me only with thine eyes, and I will pledge with mine;

C          Dm       C      F        C/G      G7       C

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, and I'll not look for wine.

C                        Em             Gm6  A7    D7      G7

The thirst that from the soul doth rise doth ask a drink divine;

C           Dm        C7     Fm     C/G       G7         C

But might I of Jove's nectar sup, I would not change for thine.

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, not so much honouring thee

As giving it a hope, that there it could not withered be.

But thou thereon didst only breathe, and sent'st it back to me;

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, not of itself, but thee.

Drowsy Maggie

Music:  Traditional

Tab by: Mac Billings

Part AA

  Em                        D         Em                D

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Em                          D         Em                D

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Part BB

  D       A         D                         A         G

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

|-----2-------0---|---0-2-3-5-------|-----2-------0---|-----------------|

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

|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|---2-------------|

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

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

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

D         A         D

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

|-----2-------0---|---0-2-3-5-------|-5---3-0-2---0---|-----------------|

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

|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|---2---2---2-----|

|-----------------|-----------------|-----------------|-----4-------4---|

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

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

Em

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

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

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

|-2---------------|

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

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

The Drunken Piper

(a.k.a. "Far Am Bi Mi Fhin" or "Where I Will Be?")

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish Gaelic

Natalie McMaster's version of this is a wonderful meshing of old & new.  Correspondent Gordon was kind enough to point out that this song was in Scottish Gaelic and not Irish Gaelic (he also corrected the English translation of the title!).   Also, there are only 57,000 Scottish Gaelic speakers left, so, if any of you folk singers want to get authentic, feel free to learn the language and add to the speaker base keeping the language alive!

CHORUS:

Am

Far am bi mi fhìn is ann a bhios mo dhòchas.

G
Far am bi mi fhìn is ann a bhios mo dhòchas.

Am

Far am bi mi fhìn is ann a bhios mo dhòchas.

Em                        Am

Far am bi mi fhin bigh mo dhochas ann.

VERSE 1:

Am

Siubhal air na cladaichean 's a'coiseachd air a'ghainmhich,

G

Siubhal air na cladaichean 's a'coiseachd air a'ghainmhich,

Am

Siubhal air na cladaichean 's a'coiseachd air a'ghainmhich,

Em                        Am

Far am bi mi fhin bidh mo dhòchas ann.

CHORUS:

VERSE 2:

Thèid mi fhin is Sine null gu taigh a'phìobair,

Thèid mi fhin is Sine null gu taigh a'phìobair,

Thèid mi fhin is Sine null gu taigh a'phìobair,

'S nì sinn brod an ruidhle leinn fhin air an làr.

CHORUS:

VERSE 3:

Is mar d'thoir am pìobair puirt dhuinn airson ruidhle,

Is mar d'thoir am pìobair puirt dhuinn airson ruidhle,

Is mar d'thoir am pìobair puirt dhuinn airson ruidhle,

Tha fìdheal aig a' chiobair is pìob aig a' cheard.

CHORUS:

ALT. VERSE 3:

Fhuair mi fios bho Shìne gu robh tromb is cìr aic'

Fhuair mi fios bho Shìne gu robh tromb is cìr aic'

Fhuair mi fios bho Shìne gu robh tromb is cìr aic'

Ged a bhiodh gach pìobair is fidhleir 'nan tàmh.

Translation notes by Philippa from Mudcat Café:

CHORUS:  "Wherever I am, is where I want to be."  {my interpretation.

"dochas" means "hope or expectation".  Another possible translation: "...is where my hopes lie"}  My own thoughts are:

"Where I will be and there would be my hope."

"Where I will be is where my hope will be."

Verse 1:  "Travelling the beaches & walking on the sand."

Verse 2:  "Sine [Eng.=Jean] and I will go to the piper's house and dance a reel on the floor."

Verse 3:  "As the piper gives us a tune for the reel, the shepherd has a fiddle & the craftsman has a pipe."

Alt. Verse 3:  "I heard from Sine that she had a jaw's harp & a comb, although every fiddler and piper would be there."

Drunken Sailor

Words & Music:

Traditional

Am

What shall we do with a drunken sailor?

G

What shall we do with a drunken sailor?

Am

What shall we do with a drunken sailor?

G              Am

Ear-lye in the mornin'?

CHORUS:

Way, hey, an' up she rises!  Way, hey, an' up she rises!

Way, hey, an' up she rises!  Ear-lye in the morning.

Put him in the longboat 'til he's sober.

Put him in the longboat 'til he's sober.

Put him in the longboat 'til he's sober.

Earl-eye in the morning.

CHORUS:

Now, pick and chose amongst the many verses of this song which you would like to sing!

•  Keep him there and make him bail 'er.

•  Give him a dose of salt and water.

•  Shave his belly with a rusty razor.

•  Trice him up in a runnin' bowline.

•  Tie him to the taffrail when she's yard-arm under.

•  Put him in the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him.

•  Take 'im and shake 'im and try an' wake 'im.

•  Give 'im a taste of the bosun's rope-end.

•  Stick on 'is back a mustard plaster.

•  Soak 'im in oil till he sprouts a flipper.

•  Put him in the guard room till he gets sober.

•  Put him in bed with the captain's daughter.

• 'Cause, she looks like an orangutan,

•  There she goes, swinging through the rigging,

Or make up your own!  The final verse should always be a reprise of the first verse with no chorus after it.
Dry Bones

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is an excellent game and song for young kids and one which I've used very successfully to teach the concept of "tempo" in the classroom.  For older students, it is a great exercise in transposition and the ascending and descending chords are a great example of how "F#" and "Gb" are the same chord, but this is how they are used in ascending and descending context.  Unfortunately, if I were to do so now, someone would bring me up on charges by focusing on the "tree" of the line "I hear the word of the Lord" and missing the "forest" of orally and kinetically teaching the concept of tempo and a general awareness of anatomy, to boot!  Again, I say, get over it.  If it really bothers you, change it to "I hear the word from above." or something equally inoffensive to you.

 D                     A7  D        A7                       D
Ezekiel connected them dry bones, Ezekiel connected them dry bones,

D                      G            D        A7          D

Ezekiel connected them dry bones, I hear the word of the Lord!

    D                           A7   D

The toe bone's connected to the foot bone.

    D#                           A#7   D#

The foot bone's connected to the ankle bone.

    E                            B7  E

The anklebone's connected to the leg bone.

    F                           C7   F

The leg bone's connected to the knee bone.

    F#                           C#7   F#

The knee bone's connected to the thigh bone.

    G                            D7  G

The thighbone's connected to the hip bone.

    G#                         D#7  G#

The hipbone's connected to the back bone.

    A                           E7       A

The backbone's connected to the shoulder bone.

    A#                               E#7  A#

The shoulder bone's connected to the neck bone.

    B                            F#7  B

The neck bone's connected to the head bone.

  B        F#7         B

I hear the word of the Lord!

     B                       F#7   B            F#7                           B

Them bones, them bones gonna walk around.  Them bones, them bones gonna walk around.

     B                       E               B        F#7         B

Them bones, them bones gonna walk around.  I hear the word of the Lord!

Them bones, them bones gonna walk around!  Them bones, them bones gonna walk around!

Them bones, them bones gonna walk around!  I hear the word of the Lord!

Disconnect them bones, them dry bones.  Disconnect them bones, them dry bones.

Disconnect them bones, them dry bones.  I hear the word of the Lord!

     B                                F#7  B

Your head bone disconnected from your neck bone.

     Bb                               F7  Bb

Your neck bone disconnected from your backbone.

     A                               E7 A

Your backbone disconnected from your hipbone.

     Ab                             Eb7  Ab

Your hipbone disconnected from your thighbone.

     G                                D7   G

Your thighbone disconnected from your knee bone.

     Gb                               Db7 Gb

Your knee bone disconnected from your leg bone.

     F                               C7   F

Your leg bone disconnected from your anklebone.

     E                                B7   E

Your anklebone disconnected from your foot bone.

     Eb                               Bb7 Eb

Your foot bone disconnected from your toe bone.

  D        A7          D

I hear the word of the Lord!

  D        A7          D

I hear the word of the Lord!

HAVE THE KIDS "PUT THEIR BONES TOGETHER"; WALK AROUND WITH THOSE BONES AND THEN "TAKE THEIR BONES APART" IN CONJUNCTION WITH THE MUSIC.  THE TEMPO AND VOLUME INCREASE DURING THE "CONNECTING" OF THE BONES AND DECREASE DURING THE "DISCONNECTING" OF THE BONES.
Dueling Banjos

Music:  Arthur Smith (by lawsuit)

Transcribed by: Victor Ochoa

There is an arrangement of this for two guitars in the November 2009 issue of Guitar World.

 Intro

  Q=80

  G                              G       C/G

 6/4                                  4/4

  Gtr I

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

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

|-^0------------|--------------------|--------------|

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

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

|-^3------------|----------------3-3-|-3-3-3--------|

|

| Gtr II

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

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

|---------------|-^0-----------------|--------------|

|---------------|-^0-----------------|--------------|

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

  G GsGs4   G

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

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

|---------------|---4-5-2-4-0-2--|-(2)------------|

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

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

                             G

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

|-------2---0-2--|-(2)-----------|----------------|

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

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

                G                             G           G

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

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

|-(2)---------|-0-0-2-4-0-4-2--|-(2)--------|-----------------|

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

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

  G                                                           G

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

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

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

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

|---0-2-3---3-2--|-(2)-----------|----------------|-----------------|

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

|

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

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

|----------------|-----------0-0-|-0-2-4-5---5-4--|-(4)-------------|

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

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

  G                                                           C

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

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

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

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

|---0-2-3---3-2--|-(2)-----------|----------------|-----------3-3---|

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

|

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

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

|----------------|-----------0-0-|-0-2-4-5---5-4--|-(4)-------------|

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

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

  C                          C                                G

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

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

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

|---0-2-3---3-2--|-(2)-----------|----------------|-----------------|

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

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

|

|----------------|---------------|-----2-3-5-3-2--|-(2)-------------|

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

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

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

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

  G                                                           D

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

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

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

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

|---0-2-3---3-2--|-(2)-----------|----------------|-----------------|

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

|

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

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

|----------------|-----------0-0-|-0-2-4-5---5-4--|-(4)-------------|

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

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

  D                          D                                G

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

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

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

|-0-2-4-----5-4--|-(4)-----------|----------------|-----------0-0---||

|----------------|---------------|----------------|-----------2-2---||

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

|

|----------------|---------------|---2-4-5-7-5-4--|-(4)-------------||

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

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

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

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

 Build Up

                                        H=H

    C/G                   C/G           G

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

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

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

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

|-2-3-2-----------2-2-|-2-3-2-----------2h3-|---2-3-0-2---0-----|

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

|

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

|-------0-0-0-1-0-----|-------0-0-0-1-0-----|---------------0h1-|

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

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

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

                      Q=120

                      G

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

|-3-0-1---0-----0h1-|-3-0-1---0-----0h1-|-3-0-1---0--------|

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

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

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

                                    H=H

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

|-0-----2h3h4-0---2---|-0-----2h3h4-0------||

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

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

 Main Duel

  Q=137

  $

  C                                 G

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

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

|-------------0-------2---0-------|-----0-------3-------2h3p2p0-----|

|-----2-----------------------2p0-|---------2-------0---------------|

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

  D                                 G

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

|-----2S3-----3-------2S3---------|-----0-------0-------0-----------|

|-----------------------------3S2-|-----0---2S3-----2S3---------0---|

|-0---------------0---------------|-------------------------0h2-----|

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

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

|

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

|---7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7-|---0-----0-----0---0-----0-----0-|

|-7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7---|-0-----0-----0---0-----0-----0---|

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

|-----7-----7---------7-----7-----|-----0-----0---------0-----0-----|

  C                                 G

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

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

|-------------0-------2---0-------|-----0-------3-------2h3p2p0-----|

|-----2-----------------------2p0-|---------2-------0---------------|

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

                           To Coda

  D                                 G

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

|-----2S3-----3-------3-----------|---------------------0------||

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

|-0-----------------------0h2-----|---------0h2----------------||

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

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

|

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

|---7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7-|---0-----0-----0---0--------||

|-7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7---|-0-----0-----0---0----------||

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

|-----7-----7---------7-----7-----|-----0-----0---------0------||

 Middle

  G

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

  C

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

|---5-----5-----5---5-----5-----5-|---5-----5-----5---5-----5-----5-|

|-5-----5-----5---5-----5-----5---|-5-----5-----5---5-----5-----5---|

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

|-----5-----5---------5-----5-----|-----5-----5---------5-----5-----|

  G

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

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

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

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

  D                                                             G

|---------------------------------|-----0---2---3---5---3---2-------||

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

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

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

|---------------------------------|-----------------------------2-2-||

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

|

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

|---7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7-|---7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7-||

|-7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7---|-7-----7-----7---7-----7-----7---||

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

|-----7-----7---------7-----7-----|-----7-----7---------7-----7-----||

 Bridge

    C/G                   C/G                 G

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

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

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

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

|-2-3-2-----------2-2-|-2-3-2-----------2h3-|---2-3-0-2---0-----|

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

|

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

|-------0-0-0-1-0-----|-------0-0-0-1-0-----|---------------0h1-|

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

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

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

  G

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

|-3-0-1---0-----0h1-|-3-0-1---0-----0h1-|-3-0-1---0--------|

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

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

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

                             D.S. al Coda

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

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

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

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

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

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

|

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

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

|-0-----2h3h4-0---2---|-0-----2h3h4-0------||

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

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

 Outro

  &amp;

  G                          N.C.

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

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

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

|---------0h2--------------|---------------------------|

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

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

|

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

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

|-0-----0-----0---0---0--0-|-0-0-0-0-0-3S4-(4)-3S4-----|

|--------------------------|-----------------------5-5-|

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

  Gtr II

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

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

|-3S4-----3S4-----3S4-----3S4-----3S4-----3S4-|-----3S4-----3S4-------0-2-----|

|---------------------------------------------|---------------------2---------|

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

  Gtr II

|-----------5-----------5---|-----5---------7-----*|

|-5-------5---5-------5-----|-2h5---------7---0---*|

|-------------------------6-|---------5-7-----0---*|

|---------------------------|---------------------*|

|-3b4-0-0-----3b4-0-0-------|-------4---------0---*|

Duke Of York

(a.k.a. "The Grand Old Duke Of York")

Words & Music:

Traditional

D

The grand old Duke of York,

D

He had a thousand men.

D

He marched them up the hill

D           A                 D

And then he marched them down again.

And when you're up, you're up.

And when you're down, you're down.

And when you're only halfway up,

You're neither up nor down.

MOTIONS:

Whenever you go "up", stand up.

Whenever you go "down", squat down.

Whenever you're "halfway", half-squat.
Duncan & Brady

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Covered by Bob Dylan, Leadbelly, Hoyt Axton and a host of others. Most pick & choose from the verses.  Some omit the chorus altogether.  David Hodge has an arrangement of this in the June 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  The venerable Mudcat Café provided the Leadbelly lyrics.

1.  Version 1 by David Hodge

D                    Em    A

Down in St. Louis at 12th & Carr,

D              Em    A7      D

Big Bill Brady was a-tendin' bar.

D                       Em          A

In walked old Duncan, a star on his chest

D                    Em       A7     D

Duncan said, "Brady, you're under arrest."

CHORUS:

D    G     A          D          G     E7       A

Brady, why didn't you run?  Brady, you should-a run.

D    G     A          D

Brady, why didn't you run

D                       Em     E7          A7

When you saw Old Duncan comin' in with his gun?

2.  Version 2 by Bob Dylan

C

Twinkle, twinkle, little star

G

'Long comes Brady in his 'lectric car

G

Got a mean look right in his eye

      C

Gonna shoot somebody jus' to watch him die

   F                   C

He been on the job too long

Duncan, Duncan was tending the bar

'Long came Brady with his shiny star

"Duncan," said Brady, "you are under arrest"

Duncan shot a hole right in Brady's chest

He been on the job too long.

Old King Brady was a big, fat man

Doctor looked down, and took hold of his hand

reached for his pulse, the doctor said

"I believe to my soul, king Brady, you're dead"

He been on the job too long

Up upon the hillside, eight hundred at hand,

vases of roses standing around

[...] horses and a rubber-tired hack

bring him down to the graveyard, it won't bring him back.

He been on the job too long

When the women all heard King Brady was dead,

They went home and they'd be back in red [raggin' red?]

Slippin' and a-slidin', shuffelin' down the street,

In their big mother hubbards and their stockin' feet.

He been on the job too long

"Brady, Brady, Brady, you know you done wrong

breakin' in here when this game's  goin' on

Bustin' down the window, tearin' down the door

Now you lyin' dead on the barroom floor

You been on the job too long."

Twinkle, twinkle, little star

'Long comes Brady in his 'lectric car

Got a mean look in his eye

Gonna shoot somebody jus' to watch him die

He been on the job too long.

   G                   C

He been on the job too long.

3.  Version 3 by Leadbelly

Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, little star

Up comes Brady in a 'lectric car

Got a mean look all 'round his eye

Gonna shoot somebody jus' to see them die

Duncan, Duncan was tending the bar

In walked Brady with a shining star

And Brady says, "Duncan you are under arrest

And Duncan shot a hole in Brady's breast.

Brady, Brady carried a '45,

Said it would shoot half a mile,

Duncan had a '44

That what laid Mr. Brady so low.

Brady fell down on the barroom floor,

"Please Mr. Duncan don' shoot me no more

Women all cryin, ain't it a shame,

Shot King Brady, goin' shoot him again.

"Brady, Brady, Brady, you know you done wrong

Walkin' in the room when the game was goin' on

Knockin down windows, breakin' down the door

Now you lyin' dead on the grocery [barroom] floor.

Women all heard that Brady was dead,

Goes back home and they dresses in red.

Come a snifflin' and a sighin' down the street,

In their big mother hubbards and their stockin' feet.

Note: Leadbelly omitted the first verse; others have added the

chorus:

'Cause he been on the job too long.

4. Version 4 by Leadbelly

Duncan, Duncan was tending the bar,

In walked Brady with a shining star,*

And Brady says, "Duncan you are under arrest,"

And Duncan shot a hole in Brady's breast.

Brady, Brady carried a '45,

Said it would shoot half a mile,

Duncan had a '44

That what laid Mr. Brady so low.

Brady fell down on the bar-room floor,

"Please Mr. Duncan don' shoot me no more,"

Women all cryin, ain't it a shame,

Shot King Brady, goin' shoot him again.

"Brady, Brady, Brady, you know you done wrong,

Walkin' in the room when the game was goin' on,

Knockin down windows, breakin' down the door,

Now you lyin' dead on the grocery floor.

Women all heard that Brady was dead,

Goes back home and they dresses in red.

Come a snifflin' and a sighin' down the street,

In their big mother hubbards and their stockin' feet.

or [Up drives Brady in his 'lectric car]

Dunderbeck's Machine

(a.k.a. "Denderbeck's Machine", "Dunderbeck's Terrible Mackine", "Johnnie Verbeck", "Mr. Johnny Trebeck" and more)

Words & Music:

Traditional

Wow.  There are so very many versions of this and they appear to vary by American region.  All I can do is post the version with the chords and then the lyric variations.  Choose the one which resonates with your childhood.  Except for the Oscar Brand version (which I transcribed), these are all from Mudcat Café.  Oscar Brand sang a version of this, if you need to hear one.  Or, if you know "The Son Of A Gambolier", this song uses the same tune.

1.  Dunderbeck's Machine (Oscar Brand)

INTRO:  D  Bdim7   A7  D  [also used as a transition out of the chorus]

      D                             A7         D

There was a man named Dunderbeck, invented a machine

    D                                   Em(E7)        A7

For grinding things to sausage meat and it was run by steam.

    G              D                     G(Em)         A7

Now kitchen cats & long-tailed rats will never more be seen.

        D                                A7           D

They'll all be ground to sausage meat in Dunderbeck's machine.

CHORUS:  [same chords]

Oh, Dunderbeck, oh, Dunderbeck, how could you be so mean?

For ever having invented the sausage meat machine!

Now kitchen cats & long-tailed rats will never more be seen.

They'll all be ground to sausage meat in Dunderbeck's machine.

One day a little boy walked into Dunderbecke's store.

A little piece of sausage meat was lying on the floor.

While the boy was waiting, he whistled up a tune.

The sausage meat got up and barked and ran around the room.

CHORUS:

One morning, something it went wrong; the machine, it wouldn't go.

So, Dunderbeck, he stepped inside, the reason for to know.

His wife, she had a nightmare; she was walking in her sleep.

She gave a yank and turned the crank and Dunderbeck was meat.

CHORUS:

2. Dunderbeck's Machine (Charley Noble)

(Anon. – Various sources Tune: The Son of a Gambolier)

      F                                 Bb

There was a man named Dunderbeck who in-vented a machine.

   C                            C7         F

It ground out perfect sausages, and it was run by steam,

F                                     Bb

Them pussy cats and long-tailed rats, no more they will be seen,

       C                        C7                       F

They's all ground up for sausage meat in Dunderbeck's ma-chine.

CHORUS:

F                             Bb

Oh, Mr. Dunderbeck, how could ye be so mean,

   C                       C7              F

To ever have invented that sausage meat ma-chine?

F                                     Bb

Them pussy cats and long-tailed rats, no more they will be seen,

       C                            C7                  F

They's all ground up for sausage meat in Dunderbeck's ma-chine.

Now, one fine day, a little boy came walking in the store.

There was a pile of sausages a-lying on the floor.

While he was a-waiting, he whistled up a tune,

And all them little sausages went dancing 'round the room.

CHORUS:

One night, the thing got busted, the darn thing would not go.

So, Dunderbeck, he crawled inside to find what made it so.

His wife she had a nightmare, she was a-walking in her sleep.

She gave the crank one heck of a yank, and Dunderbeck was meat!

CHORUS:  [new words]
Oh, Mr. Dunderbeck, how could ye be so mean?

Ain't you awful sorry now you invented that machine?

Them pussy cats and long-tailed rats, no more they will be seen,

They's all ground up for sausage meat in Dunderbeck's machine.

3.  Dunderbeck (Dick Wisan)

There was a man in our town, and Dunderbeck his name.

One day he invented a sausage meat machine.

And pussy cats and long-tailed rats, they'll never more be seen.

They'll all be turned to sausages in Dunderbeck's machine.

CHORUS:

    Oh, Dunderbeck, Oh Dunderbeck, how coud you be so mean?

    Ain't you sorry you ever invented that wonderful machine?

    For pussy cats and long-tailed rats, they'll never more be seen.

    They'll all be turned to sausages in Dunderbeck's machine.

One day, a little boy he came a walking in the store.

He ordered up some sausages and eggs a half a score.

The boy began to whistle, to whistle up a tune,

And all the little sausages went waltzing round the room.

CHORUS:

One night, the thing was busted; it quite refused to grind.

And Dunderbeck, he climbed inside the reason for to find.

His wife was having nightmares and walking in her sleep.

She gave the crank one hell[1] of a yank, and Dunderbeck was meat.

CHORUS:

[1]  If you are teaching this to children at Y-Camp, substitute: "one terrible yank".

4.  Dunderbeck (Andrea)

There was a big fat Dutchman, his name was Dunderbeck.

He was very fond of sausage meat, sourkraut and spat.

He owned the finest butcher shop, the finest ever seen.

And he took out a patent on the sausage meat machine.

CHORUS:

Oh, Dunderbeck, Oh Dunderbeck, how could you be so mean?

To ever have invented the sausage meat machine!

Now, all the rats and pussy-cats will never more be seen,

For they'll all be ground to sausage meat in Dunderbecks machine.

One day, a very little boy came walking in the store.

He ordered up some sausage meat and eggs, a half a score.

And while he was waiting, he whistled up a tune.

And all the eggs and sausage meat went dancing round the room.

CHORUS:

Something was the matter, the machine it would not go.

So, Dunderbeck, he crawled inside the trouble for to know.

His wife was having a nightmare, walking in her sleeeep.

She gave the crank an awful yank and Dunderbeck was meat!

CHORUS:

5.  Dunderbeck's Machine (Al Huber)

Oh, there was a little Deutscherman, his name was Dunderbeck.

He had a healthy appetite for sauerkraut and speck.

He had a little butcher shop the finest ever seen.

And he got himself a patent to make sausage by machine.

Oh, Dunderbck, oh, Dunderbeck, how could you be so mean?

Now, all the rats and pussy cats will never more be seen.

They're all ground up in sausage meat in Dunderbeck's machine.

6. Johnny Rebek - Sausage Machine I

CHORUS:

Oh, Mister Johnny Rebek, how could you be so mean?

I told you you'd be sorry for inventing that machine.

Now, all the neighbors cats and dogs will nevermore be seen.

They'll all be ground in sausages in Johnny Rebek's machine.

One day, a little boy came walking in the store.

He bought a pound of sausages, and laid it on the floor.

Then he started whistling, he whistled up a tune,

And all the little sausages went dancing around the room!

One day, the machine broke, the darn thing wouldn't go.

So, Johnny Rebek, he crawled inside to see what made it so.

His wife was having a nightmare, walking in her sleep,

She gave the crank a heck of a yank and Johnny Rebek was meat.

Sang occasionally at Chin-Be-Gota Scout camp near Antigo, Wis.  Vive L'avenir!  —Dave Scott

7.  Johnny Vorbeck - Sausage Machine II

CHORUS:

Mr. Johnny Vorbeck, how could you be so mean?

I told you'd be sorry for inventing that machine.

Now, all the neighbors cats and dogs will never more be seen.

They'll all be turned to sausages in Johnny Vorbeck's machine.

One day a little Dutch boy came wailing in the store.

He bought a pound of sausages and laid them on the floor.

He then began to whistle, he whistled up a tune.

And all the little sausages began dancing round the room.

CHORUS:

One day, the thing got busted, the darn thing wouldn't go.

So, Johnny Vorbeck, he climbed inside to see what made it so.

His wife she had a nightmare, while walking in her sleep.

She gave the crank A HECK OF A YANK -- and Johnny Vorbeck was meat!

CHORUS:

While this may or may not be sponsored by Bertha's Kitty Boutique it was sung at every Alexander family camp-out for more than thirty years (and still going). This was as much a tradition as taped versions of PHC (we camped out of reception range and taped favorite shows to play on Saturday afternoons). Don't know the origin or the tune but its easy to pick up.  —Mark Alexander and Family, Clifton Park New York

8. Johnny Rebec the Dutchman - Sausage Machine III

Johnny Rebec the Dutchman, what makes you be so mean?

I told you you'd be sorry for inventing that machine.

Now all the neighbor's cats and dogs will never more be seen.

They'll all be ground to sausages in Johnny Rebec's machine.

One day, the machine was broken, the darned thing wouldn't go.

So, Johnny Rebec crawled in to see what made it so.

Along came his wife a-walking down the street.

She gave the crank a heck of a yank and Johnny Rebec was meat.

Ohhh, Johnny Rebec the Dutchman, what makes you be so mean?

