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Take Me Home, Country Roads
Words & Music:

John Denver, Bill Danoff & Taffy Nivert

A transcription of this is in the March 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
G              Em

Almost heaven, West Virginia.

D                     C          G

Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River.

G                  Em

Life is old there, older than the trees,

D                           C              G

Younger than the mountains, blowing like a breeze.

CHORUS:

        G              D           Em         C

Country roads, take me home to the place, I belong.

     G                  D             C             G

West Virginia, Mountain Mama, take me home, country roads.

All my memories, gather 'round her.

Miner's lady, stranger to blue water.

Dark and dusty, painted on the sky.

Misty taste of moonshine, teardrops in my eye.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

  Em       D             G

I hear her voice; in the morning hours she calls me.

    C       G              D

The radio reminds me of my home far away.

     Em              F              C

And driving down the road I get the feeling.

       G                     D                D7

That I should have been home yesterday, yesterday.

CHORUS [2x]
Take Me Out To The Ballgame

Words & Music:

Jack Norworth & Albert Von Tilzer (1908)

This is the iconic, quintessential American baseball song and was featured in Ken Burns' documentary on the sport.  Everybody knows the chorus, but not the verses that set up the story.  Clayton Campbell is a champ for figuring out & sending me the chords and the words to the first verse!  Thanks, Clayton!

VERSE:

A                                                    D

Katie Casey was baseball mad, had the fever & had it bad.

E7                                            A

Just to root for the hometown crew, every sou Katie blew.

A                                                             D

On a Saturday, he, young beau, asked young Katie if she would go,

B7                       E7                     E#7      B7           E7

To see a show; but young Katie said, "No.  I'll tell you what you can do..."

CHORUS:

 A                  E    E7     A                  E   E7

"Take me out to the ball game.  Take me out with the crowd.  [alt:  "to the park".]
F#m                     Bm            D                 E7

F#m                                   Bm                B7

Buy me some peanuts and Crackerjack.  I don't care if I never ["we ever"] get back!

A                                 E    E7        A          A7          D    D7

A                                                E7                     A    D

So, it's root, root, root for the home team.  If they don't win, it's a shame.

         A    Adim7  A                    F#7        B7  E7   A

         A    D      Adim7  A             E#7        B7  E7   A
For it's one, two--, three strikes you're out at the old ball game!"

Katie Casey loved baseball games; knew the players, knew all their names.

You could see her there ev'ry day shout "Hurray!" when they'd play.

Her boyfriend by the name of Joe said, "To Coney Isle, dear, let's go,"

Then Katie started to fret and pout and to him I heard her shout:

CHORUS:

Katie Casey was sure some fan, she would root just like any man,

Told the umpire he was wrong all along, good and strong.

When the score was just two to two, Katie Casey knew what to do,

Just to cheer up the boys she knew, she made the game sing this song:

CHORUS:

Take This Hammer

Words & Music:

Traditional Work Song

D                                 A7

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

A7                                D

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

D                                 G

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

G            D  A7                       D

Tell him I'm a-gone, just tell him I'm a gone.

If he asks you, was I laughing.

If he asks you, was I laughing.

If he asks you, was I laughing.

Tell him I was crying, tell him I was crying.

If he asks you, was I running.

If he asks you, was I running.

If he asks you, was I running.

Tell him I was flying, tell him I was flying.

I don't want no cornbread and molasses.

I don't want no cornbread and molasses.

I don't want no cornbread and molasses.

They hurt my pride, they hurt my pride.

I don't want your old darn shackles

I don't want your old darn shackles

I don't want your old darn shackles

It hurts my leg, hurts my leg

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

Take this hammer, carry it to the captain.

Tell him I'm a-gone, just tell him I'm a gone.

Tam Pearce

Words & Music:

Traditional English West Country

I used to have this song listed as "Traditional Scottish", but correspondent Jon Richmond set me straight.  Not only is Widdecombe "...in the 'deep south'..."  But the dialect of this song is from Devonshire, England, not Scotland.  Just because they wear tams in Scotland, doesn't mean the name is from there...

C                             G7           C                            D7         G7

"Tam Pearce. Tam Pearce, lend me your grey mare, all along, down along, out along lea,

      C                 G7         Am

For I want for to go to Widdecombe Fair,

CHORUS:

Am

Wi' Bill Brewer, Jan Stewer, Peter Gurney, Peter Davy, Dan'l Whiddon,

                G7                      C  G7      C         G7            C

Harry Hawk, old Uncle Tam Cobbleigh and all--, old Uncle Tam Cobbleigh and all."

"And when shall I see again my grey mare?"  All along, down along, out along lea,

"By Friday soon, or Saturday noon,"

CHORUS:

Then Friday came, and Saturday noon, all along, down along, out along lea,

But Tam Pearce's old mare hath not trotted home.

CHORUS:

So Tam Pearce he got up to the top o' the hill, all along, down along, out along lea,

And he seed his old mare down a making her will.

CHORUS:

So Tam Pearce's old mare, her took sick and died. all along, down along, out along lea,

And Tam he sat down on a stone, and he cried.

CHORUS:

But this isn't the end o'this shocking affair, all along, down along, out along lea,

Nor, though they be dead of the horrid career.

CHORUS:

When the wind whistles cold on the moor of a night, all along, down along, out along lea,

Tam Pearce's old mare doth appear ghastly white.

CHORUS:

And all the long night be heard skirling and groans, all along, down along, out along lea,

From Tam Pearce's old mare in her rattling bones.

CHORUS:

Taps

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

Day is done.  Gone the sun,

C

From the lakes, from the hills, from the skies.

C      G     C      F

All is well, Safely rest.

F      C

God is nigh.

Correspondent Dana sent me these words, which used to be sung by the Mariner scouts.  Can anyone verify them?

Mariners we, brave and free,

As the sun sets beyond sail and sea.

Shipmates true, loyal crew,

We leave you.

Teach Your Children

Words & Music:

Graham Nash

For a while, this was everyone's favorite first song to learn on guitar.  It is in the February 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
D   G   D   A

D                   G                D                 A7

You who are on your road must have a code that you can live by.

And so become yourself because the past is just a good bye.

D                   G                     D                A

Teach your children well.  Their fathers' hell will slowly go by.

Feed them on your dreams.  The one they pick's the one you'll know by.

CHORUS:

D                       G                                 D

Don't you ever ask them why.  If they told you, you would cry.

D                         Bm  G  A7            D       G  D  A

So, just look at them and sigh-- and know they love you.

And you of the tender years

Can't know the fears that your elders grew by.

And so, please help them with your youth.

They seek the truth before they can die.

Teach your parents well.

Their children's hell will slowly go by.

And feed them on your dreams.

The one they pick's, the one you'll know by.

CHORUS:  [end on D]
The Teddy Bears' Picnic

Words & Music:

Jimmy Kennedy & John Walter Bratton

I cannot find the chords to this wonderful old chestnut anywhere.

If you go out in the woods today, you're sure of a big surprise.

If you go out in the woods today, you'd better go in disguise.

For every bear that ever there was

Will gather there for certain, because

Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.

CHORUS:

Picnic time for teddy bears,

The little teddy bears are having a lovely time today.

Watch them, catch them unawares,

And see them picnic on their holiday.

See them gaily dance about.

They love to play and shout and never have any cares.

At six o'clock their mommies and daddies will take them home to bed

Because they're tired little teddy bears.

If you go out in the woods today, you'd better not go alone.

It's lovely out in the woods today, but safer to stay at home.

For every bear that ever there was

Will gather there for certain, because

Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.

CHORUS:

Every teddy bear, that's been good is sure of a treat today.

There's lots of wonderful things to eat & wonderful games to play.

Beneath the trees, where nobody sees

They'll hide and seek as long as they please.

Today's the day the teddy bears have their picnic.

CHORUS:

Ten In The Bed

Words & Music:

Traditional Game

This is a one-chord song.  Pick your key.  Play the chord.

There were ten in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were nine in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were eight in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were seven in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were six in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were five in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were four in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were three in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There were two in the bed, and the little one said:

"Roll over!  Roll over!"

So, they all rolled over and one fell out.

There was one in the bed, and the little one said:

"Good-night!"

Ten Little Indians

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D

John Brown had a little Indian,

A7

John Brown had a little Indian,

D

John Brown had a little Indian,

A7                D

One little Indian boy.

One little, two little, three little Indians,

Four little, five little, six little Indians,

Seven little, eight little, nine little Indians,

Ten little Indian boys.

Ten little, nine little, eight little Indians,

Seven little, six little , five little Indians,

Four little, three little, two little Indians,

One little Indian Boy.

Terraplane Blues

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

      A

And I feel so lonesome you hear me when I moan.

       D                                   A

When I feel so lonesome you hear me when I moan.

         E                   D                      A

Who been drivin' my Terraplane for you since I been gone?

I'd said I'll flash your lights, mama, your horn won't even blow.

[spoken:  Somebody's been runnin' my batteries down on this machine.]

I even flash my lights, mama, this horn won't even blow.

Got a short in this connection – hoo-well, babe – it's way down below.

I'm 'on h'ist your hood, mama, I'm bound to check your oil.

I'm 'on h'ist your hood, mama-mmmmmm, I'm bound to check your oil.

I got a woman that I'm lovin' way down in Arkansas.

Now, you know, the coils ain't even buzzin',

Little generator won't get the spark.

Motor's in a bad condition, 

You gotta have these batteries charged.

But, I'm cryin', please, plea-hease don't do me wrong.

Who been drivin' my Terraplane, now, for you-hoo since I been gone?

Mr. Highwayman, plea-hease don't block the road.

Pluh-hee-hee, plea-hease, don't block the road.

'Cause she's re'ist'rin' ran a cold one hundred, 

And I'm booked and I got to go.

Mmmmmm-mmmmmmm.  Mmmm mmmmmm mmmmm.

You ooo ooo ooo hear me weep & moan.

Who been drivin' my Terraplane, now, for you-hoo since I been gone?

I'm 'on get deep down in this connection.

Keep on tanglin' with these wires.

And when I mash down on your little starter, 

Then your spark plug will give me fire.

I'm crying please, please don't do me wrong,

Who been drivin' my Terraplane, now, for you-hoo since I been gone?

Licks in Open D tuning version - no slide:

D |--X-------|
|--X--------|
|--5-----------------------|

A |--5-------|
|--5--3--5--|
|--8--5-----5--8--5-----5--|

F#|--6--5--6-|
|--0--------|
|--5-----7-----------7-----|

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

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

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

Terraplane Blues

(Foghat version tab)

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

(tabbed by Charlie Coombs)

Tune high E down to D

C7   F    G

D|- -7- -10- -12-

B|- -7- -10- -12-

G|- -8- -10- -12-

C7

Well I feel so lonesome - you'll hear me when I moan

F                                               C

Yes, I feel so lonesome - you'll hear me when I moan

G                                    F                C

Who been drivin' my Terraplane - for you since I been gone

  C riff I

A|-------6-3-| and repeat

E|-6-5-3-----|

I'd said I'll flash your lights, mama - and the horn won't even blow

I even flash my lights, mama - and this horn won't even blow

I got a short in this connection - way way down below

  C riff II

G|-------5-|

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

A|-3-6-7---| and repeat for this section

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

The coils ain't even buzzin' - the generator won't get that far

All in a bad condition, I gotta have the batteries charged

            F                               C

I'm cryin', please - plea-hease don't do me wrong

         G                   Eb F

Who been drivin' my Terraplane

INSTRUMENTAL OVER - Eb C F C G F C

Mr. Highway man, please don't block the road

Mr. Highway man, please, don't block the road

She ran a cold one hundred, Booked and I got to go

I'll get deep down in this connection - keep on tanglin' with your wires

And when I mash down on your starter, your spark plug will give me fire

I'm crying please, please don't do me wrong - who been drivin' my Terraplane...?

C F C G F C Eb C F C G F

  C riff III

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

B|-----------10-8-|

G|-----------10-8-|

D|-----------10-8-|

A|----------- ----| repeat and fade

E|-8-888-888- ----|
Tessie

a.k.a. Tessie (You Are The Only, Only Only)

Words & Music:

Will R. Anderson (1902)

This has become a classic simply by virtue of being spoofed.  It was originally from the Broadway show "The Silver Slipper".  However, Boston Red Sox fan club "The Royal Rooters" adopted it and changed the lyrics to heckle Honus Wagner & the Pittsburgh Pirates during the 1903 World Series.  "That damn Tessie song" did the trick and Boston took the series.  They kept the song as a good-luck charm and it worked as the Boston Red Sox dominated the early years of the 20th century.  The Rooters abandoned the song in 1918 and that was the last it was sung in Fenway until 2004, when the Dropkick Murphys resurrected their own punk-pub version.  Lo and behold, the Sox finally won the series for the first time since 1918.  (I'm an unabashed Boston homer and remembering that still makes me tear up with joy.)  Anyway, I just read the obit of Katherine Mary "Kitty" Dooley whose father John Dooley was one of the Royal Rooters and instrumental in bringing the Red Sox to Boston.  She & her sister "Lib" remained legendary Sox fans their whole lives.  Enjoy.

1. Original Broadway version:

(chords obtained with the help of the Levy Sheet Music Collection at Johns Hopkins University)

G

Tessie is a maiden with a sparkling eye;

G                         Am  D7/A  C/G  D7/F#

Tessie is a maiden with a laugh.

D7

Tessie doesn't know the meaning of a sigh;

D7                             G  G/B  A#dim7  G/B

Tessie's lots of fun & full of chaff.

G

But sometimes we have a little quarrel, we two.

G                              C  E7  Am

Tessie always turns her head away.

Am                          G

Then it's up to me to do as all boys do.

A7                              D  Daug

So, I take her hand in mine and say:

CHORUS:

G                    D

"Tessie, you make me feel so badly.

G

Why don't you turn around?

D7

Tessie, you know I love you madly.

         G                    G  D  Em7  D7

Babe, my heart weighs about a pound.

G                   D7         D#dim7

Don't blame me if I ever doubt you,

E7                  Am

You know I wouldn't live without you.

G                   G     C E7  A7 D7  G

Tessie, you are the only, only, on-----ly."

Tessie has a parrot that she loves quite well.

Polly's just a-learning how to woo.

Tessie tells him ev'rything she has to tell.

Polly thinks he knows a thing or two.

Tessie gave a party at her home one night.

Polly said he'd like to sing a song.

Tessie thought she'd never seen a bird so bright, 

When Polly started off in accents strong:

CHORUS:

2.  Dropkick Murphys variation (2004)

Words are by Jeff Horrigan, a writer for the Boston Herald.  Tabbed by James F Brown.  The song was written in hopes of breaking the 86-year curse of the Red Sox.

The Royal Rooters' heckling version in 1903 was specifically to Honus Wagner, the Pittsburgh Pirates' superstar shortstop.  It started "Honus, why do you hit so badly?  Go on and sit down"  Apparently, they sang it relentlessly.  This version accurately tells the whole story of the 1903 Series. And, yes, it is "Nuf Ced McGreevy" - spelled just that way by the man himself.  Michael T. "Nuf Ced" McGreevy was the owner of the Third Base Saloon, home of the Royal Rooters.  His nickname came about because whenever an argument got out of hand, he would bring it to an immediate end by slamming his hand on the bar and saying " 'Nuff said!".  Notes provided where needed.

F Bb F

Bb

"Tessie!" is the Royal Rooters rally cry.

F

"Tessie" is the tune they always sung.

F

"Tessie" echoed April through October nights

      Bb                            F

After serenading Stahl, Dinneen and Young. [3 star Red Sox in 1903]

Bb

Tessie is a maiden with a sparkling eye,

F

Tessie is a maiden with a love.

F

She doesn't know the meaning of her sight,

Bb                          F

She's got a comment full of love.  [who knows what these lines mean]

Bagpipe solo over:  Bb  F | F  Bb  F

And sometimes when the game is on the line,

"Tessie" always carried them away

Up the road from Third Base to Huntington [the Sox' 1903 ballpark]

The boys will always sing and sway.

CHORUS:

 [shouted]  Two! Three! Four!

Bb

"Tessie", Nuf Ced McGreevy shouted,

Eb

"We're not here to mess around.

Bb                  F

Boston, you know we love you madly.

         Bb                 F

Hear the crowd roar to your sound.

Bb

Don't blame us if we ever doubt you.

Eb

You know we couldn't live without you.

F                               Bb    F

Tessie, you are the only, only, on----ly!"

The Rooters showed up at the grounds one day;

They found their seats had all been sold.

McGreevy led the charge into the park;

Stormed the gates and put the game on hold.

The Rooters gave the other team a dreadful fright.

Boston’s tenth man could not be wrong.

Up from third base to Huntington, they’d sing another victory song:

CHORUS:

The Rooters gave the other team a dreadful fright.

Boston’s tenth man could not be wrong.

Up from third base to Huntington, they’d sing another victory song:

CHORUS:

PIANO SOLO:

CHORUS:  [these words only]

Don’t blame us if we ever doubt you,

You know we couldn’t live without you

Boston, you are the only, only, only.

Don’t blame us if we ever doubt you

You know we couldn’t live without you

Red Sox, you are the only, only, only.

There Is A Ship

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul & Mary

MORE COMPLEX CHORDS:

G     C  D7  G    C                  G

There is a-- ship-- and she sails the sea.

            G/F# Em7     Am7      D   D7

She's load--ed-- deep as deep can be.

           Bm7  Am7       Bm   C   G

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

  C    D7  G    C       G

I know not if I sink or swim.

I leaned my back against an oak.

Thinking that it was a trusty tree.

But first it bent and then it broke,

Just as my love proved false to me.

Oh, love is gentle, and love is kind.

The sweetest flow'r when first it's new.

But love grows old and waxes cold,

And fades away like the morning dew.

The water is wide, I cannot get o'er,

Neither have I the wings to fly,

Give me a boat that can carry two,

And both shall row my love and I.

SIMPLE CHORDS:

G          C                      G

There is a ship and she sails the sea.

             Em   Am              D7

She's loaded deep---- as deep can be.

           Bm   Em                  G

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

  C        G   C            G

I know not if---- I sink or swim.

There Is A Tavern In The Town

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C

There is a tavern in the town, in the town.

C                               G

And there my true love sits him down, sits him down.

    C                  F

And drinks his wine as merry as can be,

    G7                     C

And never, never thinks of me.

CHORUS:

C         G7

Fare thee well, for I must leave thee,

       C

Do not let this parting grieve thee,

    G7                                     C     F    C

And remember that the best of friends must part, must part.

C

Adieu, adieu, kind friends, adieu, yes, adieu.

                                         G7

I can no longer stay with you, stay with you,

     C                   F 

I'll hang my harp on the weeping willow tree,

    G7                         C

And may the world go well with thee.

He left me for a damsel dark, damsel dark.

Each Friday night they used to spark, used to spark.

And now my love who once was true to me

Takes this damsel on his knee

CHORUS:

And now I see him nevermore, nevermore.

He never knocks upon my door, on my door.

Oh, woe is me; he pinned a little note,

And these were all the words he wrote:

CHORUS:

Oh, dig my grave both wide and deep, wide and deep.

Put tombstones at my head and feet, head and feet.

And on my breast you may carve a turtledove,

To signify I died of love.

There Was A Crooked Man

Words & Music:

Traditional

      D

There was a crooked man

    G

Who walked a crooked mile.

   A7

He found a crooked sixpence

A7                D

Against a crooked stile.

He bought a crooked cat

Which caught a crooked mouse,

And they all lived together

In a crooked little house.

There Was A Man

(a.k.a. "There Was A Man & He Was Mad" - original version)

Words & Music:

Traditional

Thanks to Pete Seeger who did this original version on his album " American Folk, Game & Activity Songs For Children"
      C             F      C

There was a man and he was mad,
       C

And he jumped into the pudding bag!

The pudding bag, it was so fine,

That he jumped into a bottle of wine.

The bottle of wine, it was so clear,

He jumped into a bottle of beer.

The bottle of beer, it was so thick,

He jumped into a walking stick.

The walking stick, it was so narrow,

That he jumped into a wheelbarrow.

The wheelbarrow began to crack,

He jumped onto a horse's back.

The horse's back began to break, 

So, he jumped into a chocolate cake.

The chocolate cake became so rotten,

That he jumped into a bag of cotton.

The bag of cotton caught on fire

And blew him up to Jeremiah.  [Poof!]
Seeger goes on to have the audience fill in the blanks when he sings it again and leaves out the last word of each line.  It is, needless to say, a great song for making up your own verses, too!  (as someone did with the Bowdlerized version.)
There Was A Man

(a.k.a. "There Was A Man & He Was Mad" - Bowdlerized version)

Words & Music:

Traditional

      C             F      C

There was a man and he was mad,

       C

And he jumped into a heating pad!

The heating pad, it got so hot,

That he jumped into a honey pot!

The honey pot, it was so dark,

That he jumped into a doggie bark!

The doggie's bark, it was so loud

That he jumped into a big, white cloud.

The big white cloud, it was so high,

That he jumped 'way up to the top of the sky.

Another man was just as mad,

And he jumped into a shopping bag.

The paper bag, it was so narrow

That he jumped into a big wheelbarrow.

The big wheelbarrow ran away

And bumped into a cart of hay.

The cart of hay, well, it caught fire

And flew him up to Jeremiah.

Jeremiah was full of stones

And so they broke the madman's bones.

They Call The Wind Mariah

(a.k.a. "Mariah")

Words & Music:

Alan Jay Lerner & Frederick Loewe

   C                 Am              C             Am

A 'way out west they have a name for rain & wind & fire;

    C                 Am                 F        G7     C

The rain is Tess, the fire's Joe, & they call the wind Mariah.

  C              Am             C                   Am

Mariah blows the stars around & sets the clouds a-flyin';

  C              Am                   F     G7            C

Mariah makes the mountains sound like folks up there were dyin'.

CHORUS:

  Am     Em         F        G7     C

Maria, Mariah, they call the wind Mariah.

Before I knew Mariah's name, or heard her wail and whinin',

I had a gal and she had me, and the sun was always shinin'.

And then one day I left that gal, I left her far behind me,

And now I'm lost, I'm so darn lost, not even God can find me.

CHORUS:

Way out west they have a name for rain and fire only,

And when you're lost and all alone, there ain't no word for lonely.

Well I'm a lost and lonely man, without a star to guide me,

Mariah blow my love to me, I need a gal beside me.

CHORUS:

This Land Is Your Land

Words & Music:

Woody Guthrie

         F                      C

As I was walking that ribbon of highway

       G7                   C

I saw above me that endless skyway.

      F                    C  C/B  Am

I saw below me that golden val-----ley.

Dm            G7               C

This land was made for you and me.

CHORUS:

This land is your land, this land is my land.

From California to the New York Island.

From the Redwood Forest to the Gulf Stream Water,

This land was made for you and me.

I roamed and rambled and followed my footsteps

O'er the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts.

And all around me this voice was saying,

This land was made for you and me.

CHORUS:

The sun was shining and I was strolling,

With the wheat fields moving and the dust clouds rolling.

As the fog was lifting, a voice was calling:

"This land was made for you and me."

CHORUS:

This Little Light Of Mine

Words & Music:

Harry Dixon Loes

Since this was collected by John Lomax in 1939, it was widely thought to be a Traditional Spiritual.  However, it does not exist in any of the collections of jubilee or plantation songs from the 19th century.  So, Loes is most likely the actual songwriter (ca. 1920) and not just someone who was the first to copyright it.  Because it was considered traditional, many people have added their own lyrics to the song over the years.

CHORUS:

G

This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine.

Oh, this little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine.

This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine.

Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine.

Hide it under a bushel?  No!  I'm gonna let it shine.

Hide it under a bushel?  No!  I'm gonna let it shine.

Hide it under a bushel?  No!  I'm gonna let it shine.

Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine.

CHORUS:

Down in my heart, I'm gonna let it shine.

Down in my heart, I'm gonna let it shine.

Down in my heart, I'm gonna let it shine.

Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine.

CHORUS:

Don't let Satan blow it out, I'm gonna let it shine.

Don't let Satan blow it out, I'm gonna let it shine.

Don't let Satan blow it out, I'm gonna let it shine.

CHORUS:

This Old Man

Words & Music:

Traditional Children's

Correspondent David Coles notes that the version he learned has these rhymes for numbers 8, 9 & 10:  eight="on my gate", nine="on my twine" & ten="on my pen".

C                            F  C      G7    C     G  C  G7

This old man, he played one, he played knick-knack on my thumb.

CHORUS:  [sing after every numbered lines]

       C

With a knick-knack, paddy-whack, give a dog a bone.

G7                C  G    C

This old man came rolling home.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played two, he played knick-knack on my shoe.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played three, he played knick-knack on my knee.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played four, he played knick-knack on my door.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played five, he played knick-knack on my hive.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played six, he played knick-knack on my sticks.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played seven, he played knick-knack up in heaven.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played eight, he played knick-knack on my pate.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played nine, he played knick-knack on my spine.  CHORUS:

This old man, he played ten, he played knick-knack once again.  CHORUS:

Together with correspondent Susan Murphy, we think we have the motions to this song:

"knick" - while holding your left arm up at a 90-degree angle, hand in front of your face, touch your right hand to the left elbow.

"knack" - do same with your right arm & touch your left hand to the right elbow.

"paddy whack" - we're not sure...anyone remember?

"give a dog a bone" - throw an invisible bone over your shoulder.

"rolling home" - roll one arm over the other in front of your body.

ARE THERE OTHER MOTIONS WE MISSED?  PLEASE SEND 'EM IN!

This Train

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Am               Dm                 Am

This train don't carry no gamblers, this train.

Am                                  E       E7

This train don't carry no gamblers, this train.

Am

This train don't carry no gamblers,

F                    Dm

No crap shooters, no midnight ramblers.

Am               Dm                 Am

This train don't carry no gamblers, this train.

This train, don't carry no jokers, well, this train.

This train, don't carry no jokers, well, this train.

This train, don't carry no jokers,

No high-tone women, no cigar smokers, well

This train, don't carry no jokers, well, this train.

This train, done carried my mother, well, this train.

This train, done carried my mother, well, this train.

This train, done carried my mother,

My mother, my father, my sister and my brother,

This train, done carried my mother, well this train.

This train, she's bound for glory, well, this train

This train, she's bound for glory, well, this train

This train, she's bound for glory, well, this train

This train, she's bound for glory,

If you want to get to heaven then you've got to be holy, well,

This train, she's bound for glory, well, this train
Three Blind Mice

Words & Music

Traditional / Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart

Three blind mice!  Three blind mice!

*See how they run!  See how they run!

They all ran after the farmer's wife

She cut their tails off with a carving knife.

Have you ever heard such a tail in your life as three blind mice?

*subsequent parts enter here

Three Jolly Fishermen

Words & Music:

Traditional

      C                F  G7 C                            F  G7 C

There were three jolly fishermen.  There were three jolly fishermen.

C       F       C                       F        C

Fisher, fisher, men, men, men.  Fisher, fisher, men, men, men.

      C                F  G7 C

There were three jolly fishermen.

The first one's name was Jacob.  The first one's name was Jacob.

Jay, Jay, cub, cub, cub.  Jay, Jay, cub, cub, cub.

The first one's name was Jacob.

The second one's name was Isaac.  The second one's name was Isaac.

I---, I---, sic, sic, sic.  I---, I---, sic, sic, sic.

The second one's name was Isaac.

The third one's name was Abraham.  The third one's name was Abraham.

Abra-, Abra-, ham, ham, ham.  Abra-, Abra-, ham, ham, ham.

The third one's name was Abraham.

They all went down to Jericho.  They all went down to Jericho.

Jeri-, Jeri-, co, co, co.  Jeri-, Jeri-, co, co, co.

They all went down to Jericho.

They should have gone to Amster-shhh!. They should have gone to Amster-shhh!.

Amster, Amster, Sssh!  Sssh!  Sssh!  Amster, Amster, Sssh!  Sssh!  Sssh!

They should have gone to Amster-shhh!.

I must not say that naughty word.  I must not say that naughty word.

Naughty, naughty, word, word, word.  Naughty, naughty, word, word, word.

I must not say that naughty word.

I'm gonna say it anyway.  I'm gonna say it anyway.

Any, any, way, way, way.  Any, any, way, way, way.

I'm gonna say it anyway.

They should have gone to Amsterdam. They should have gone to Amsterdam.

Amster, Amster, dam, dam, dam.  Amster, Amster, dam, dam, dam.

They should have gone to Amsterdam.

Three Little Angels

Words & Music:

Traditional

D

Three little angels, all dressed in white.

D                              A

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a kite.

A

But the kite string broke and down they all fell.

A7

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to...

Two little angels, all dressed in white.

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a kite.

But the kite string broke and down they all fell.

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to...

One little angel, all dressed in white.

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a kite.

But the kite string broke and down they all fell.

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to...

Three little devils, all dressed in red.

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a thread.

But the thread, it broke and down they all fell.

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to...

Two little devils, all dressed in red.

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a thread.

But the thread, it broke and down they all fell.

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to...

One little devil, all dressed in red.

Trying to get to heaven on the end of a thread.

But the thread, it broke and down they all fell.

Instead of going to heaven, they all went to bed.

Three Ravens

Words & Music:

Traditional British

(Peter, Paul & Mary)

Dm   Dm7   Gm6   A   Dm   Dm/C   Dm/Bb   A

      Dm         Dm7        Gm6  A

There were three ravens sat on a tree.

Dm     Dm7        Gm6    A

Down-a-down, hey, down-a-down.

Dm            Dm7      Gm6        A

And they were black as they might be.

       F           A

With a down --------.

    F                       A           Dm       Dm7     Gm6       A

The one of them said to his mate, "What shall we for our breakfast take?"

       Dm                          A       Dm    Dm7    Gm    A

With a down--, derry, derry, derry down--, down.

Down in yonder green field,

Down-a-down, hey, down-a-down.

There lies a knight slain under his shield.

With a down --------.

Down their comes a fallow doe, as great with young as she might go.

With a down--, derry, derry, derry down--, down.

She lifted up his bloody head.

Down-a-down, hey, down-a-down.

And kissed his wounds that were so red.

With a down --------.

She got him up across her back & carried him to the earthen lac.

With a down--, derry, derry, derry down--, down.

She buried him before his prime.

Down-a-down, hey, down-a-down.

She was dead herself, ere evening time.

With a down --------.

God send every gentleman fine hawks, fine hounds & such a loving one.

With a down--, derry, derry, derry down--, down.

Hmmmm...

Thumbkin

(to the tune of Frere Jacques)

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is a great game for little kids and a wonderful teaching game for the hand & fingers.

D

Where is thumbkin?  Where is thumbkin?

D

Here I am!  Here I am!

D             G    D                  G     D

How are you today, sir?  Very well, I thank you! (or:  I say sir!)

D

Run and hide.  Run and hide.

Where is pointer?  Where is pointer?

Here I am!  Here I am!

How are you today, sir?  Very well, I thank you!  (or:  I say sir!)

Run and hide.  Run and hide.

Where is tallman?  Where is tallman?

Here I am!  Here I am!

How are you today, sir?  Very well, I thank you! (or:  I say sir!)

Run and hide.  Run and hide.

Where is ringman?  Where is ringman?

Here I am!  Here I am!

How are you today, sir?  Very well, I thank you! (or:  I say sir!)

Run and hide.  Run and hide.

Where is pinky?  Where is pinky?

Here I am!  Here I am!

How are you today, sir?  Very well, I thank you! (or:  I say sir!)

Run and hide.  Run and hide.

GAME:

Start with both hands behind your back.

"Here I am" = hold up first the left named finger, then the right named finger.

"How are you...?" = waggle the left named finger.

"Very well..." = waggle the right named finger.

"Run and hide" = hide first your left hand behind your back, then your right hand.

The Times They Are A-Changin'

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

     G             Em         C        G

Come gather 'round people wherever you roam

      G            Am       C             D

And admit that the waters around you have grown.

      G            Em             C               G

And accept it that soon you'll be drenched to the bone.

        G       Am           D

If your time to you is worth saving.

         D            D7                 GM7         D

Then you better start swimming or you'll sink like a stone,

        G      Em         C   D  G

For the times, they are a chan – gin'.

Come writers and critics who prophecize with your pen.

And keep your eyes wide, the chance won't come again.

And don't speak too soon, for the wheel's still in spin.

And there's no telling who that it's naming.

For the loser now will be later to win.

For the times they are a-changin'.

Come mothers and fathers throughout the land.

And don't criticize what you don't understand.

Your sons and your daughters are beyond your command.

Your old road is rapidly aging

Please get out of the new one if you can't lend a hand

For the times they are a-changin'

Come senators, congressmen please heed the call.

Don't stand in the doorway, don't block up the hall.

For he that gets hurt will be he who has stalled.

There's a battle outside and it's raging.

It'll soon shake your windows and rattle your walls.

For the times they are a-changin'.

The line it is drawn the curse it is cast.

The slow one now will later be fast.

As the present now will later be past.

The order is rapidly fading.

And the first one now will later be last.

For the times they are a-changin'.

Today

Words & Music:

Traditional

(New Christy Minstrels)

C      Am      C      Am

CHORUS:

  C             Am             Dm7          G7

Today while the blossoms still cling to the vine

     C          C/B  Am            Dm7              G7

I'll taste your strawberries, I'll drink your sweet wine

  C         C7            F         Fm

A million tomorrows shall all pass away,

C     C/B Am          Dm7         G7        C    Am     C   Am

Ere I for-get all the joy that is mine -- today.

I'll be a dandy & I'll be a rover

You'll know who I am by the song that I sing.

I'll feast at your table, I'll sleep in your clover

Who cares what tomorrow shall bring?

CHORUS:

I can't be contented with yesterday's glories.

I can't live on promises winter to spring.

Today is my moment & now is my story.

Who cares what tomorrow shall bring?

CHORUS:
Tom Dooley

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Tom Dula ("Tom Dooley") was, in fact, not guilty of the murder of Laura Grayson in 1866.  But, he was apparently an accomplice in covering up the crime.

CHORUS:

C                                                        G7

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley, hang down your head and cry.

G7                                               F        C

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley, poor boy you're bound to die.

  C                                             G7

I met her on the mountain, and there I took her life,

  G7                                   F       C

I met her on the mountain, stabbed her with my knife.

CHORUS:

Hand me down my banjo, I'll pick it on my knee,

This time tomorrow, it'll be no use to me.

CHORUS:

This time tomorrow, reckon where I'll be?

If it hadn't a-been for Grayson, I'd a-been in Tennessee.

CHORUS:

This time tomorrow, reckon where I'll be?

Down in some lonesome valley, hangin' from a white oak tree.

CHORUS:

Tom Dooley Original Lyrics
Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

You left her by the roadside where you begged to be excused;

You left her by the roadside, then you hid her clothes and shoes.

Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

You took her on the hillside for to make her your wife;

You took her on the hillside and therd you took her life.

You dug the grave four feet long and you dug it three feet deep;

You rolled the cold clay over her and tromped it with your feet.

Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

"Trouble, oh it's trouble a-rollin' through my breast;

As long as I'm a-livin', boys, they ain't a-gonna let me rest.

I know they're gonna hang me; tomorrow I'll be dead,

Though I never even harmed a hair on poor little Laurie's head."

Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

"In this world and one more, then reckon where I'll be;

If is wasn't for Sheriff Grayson, I'd be in Tennessee.

You can take down my old violin and play it all you please.

For at this time tomorrow, boys, it'll be of no use to me."

Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

"At this time tomorrow, where do you reckon I'll be?

Away down yonder in the holler, hangin' on a white oak tree.

Hang your head, Tom Dooley, hang your head and cry;

You killed poor Laurie Foster and you know you're bound to die.

Tongo

Words & Music:

Traditional Polynesian

CALL:
RESPONSE:

Tongo!
Tongo!

Jim-biddy-by-um, by-oo-way!
Jim-biddy-by-um, by-oo-way!

Tongo!
Tongo!

Oo-ah-lay!
Oo-ah-lay!

Mah-lay-pah-ma-lou-way!
Mah-lay-pah-ma-lou-way!
Mah-lay-pah-ma-lou-way!
Mah-lay-pah-ma-lou-way!
The song as listed above was learned orally, so I spelled the words best as I could phonetically.  Correspondent Rob Jones sent me the correctly spelled version below, AND included a MIDI file and music score, to boot!  Yay!

CALL:
RESPONSE:

Tongo!
Tongo!

Chimne ba e ba e o!
Chimne ba e ba e o!

M ba le kimbayo!
M ba le kimbayo!
Tongo!
Tongo!

Oo-ah-way!
Oo-ah-way!

Bale ka lowaway!
Bale ka lowaway!

Bale ka lowaway!
Bale ka lowaway!

Tony Chestnut

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

Tony Chestnut knows I love you.

G7          C

Tony knows, Tony knows!

C

Tony Chestnut knows I love you.

F           G7   C

That's what Tony knows!

MOTIONS:

"To-" - touch toes

"-ny" - touch knees

"Chest-" - touch chest

"-nut" - touch head

"knows" - touch nose

"I" - touch an eye

"love" - hug self

"you" - point to someone in the circle

SEE HOW FAST YOU CAN GO!

Too-Ra-Loo-Ra-Loo-Ra

Words & Music:

J. R. Shannon

Not Irish at all, but an American vaudeville tune written about "the auld sod".  It is still rather popular on St. Patrick's day!

A

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

D             A

Too-ra-loo-ra-li

A

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

D                   E7

Hush now, don't you cry

A

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

D             Bm

Too-ra-loo-ra-li

D                 A

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

          D     E    A

That's an Irish lullaby

Over in Killarney, many years ago,

My mother sang a song to me in tones so soft and low.

Just a simple little ditty in her good old Irish way.

And I'd give the world if I could hear that song of hers today.

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

Too-ra-loo-ra-li

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

Hush now, don't you cry

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

Too-ra-loo-ra-li

Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ra

That's an Irish lullaby

Train Is A-Comin'
Words & Music:

Traditional

D                   G   D

Train is a-comin'.  Oh, yes!

D                   G   D

Train is a-comin'.  Oh, yes!

D

Train is a-comin'.  

G          G7

Train is a-comin'.  

D                   G   D

Train is a-comin'.  Oh, yes!

[child's name] is the engineer.  Oh, yes!

[child's name] is the engineer.  Oh, yes!

[child's name] is the engineer.

[child's name] is the engineer.

[child's name] is the engineer.  Oh, yes!

Continue until every child has a job on the train, and the train is chugging around the room!   Some suggestions:


brakeman


fireman


conductor


ticket  seller


porter


cook


waiter/waitress


passengers


etc.

Turkey In The Straw

Words & Music:

John Renfro Davis

This was an early minstrel song.  According to contemplator.com, it was originally a fiddle tune named Natchez Under The Hill.  Words were added & it was published in 1834 as Old Zip Coon.  It was top of the charts during Andrew Jackson's presidency.  More notes from contemplator.com:  "...The first verse of Old Zip Coon is:  'There once was a man with a double chin / Who performed with skill on the violin, / And he played in time and he played in tune, / But he wouldn't play anything but Old Zip Coon.' [and]  According to Linscott, the tune is derived from the ballad My Grandmother Lived on Yonder Little Green which in turn derived from the Irish ballad The Old Rose Tree."  This has since become a favorite instrumental tune and is now associated everywhere with the ice cream trucks of summer.

   F                                                    C

As I was a-gwine down the road, with a tired team and a heavy load,

  F                                                                  C  F

I crack'd my whip and the leader sprung, I says, "Day-day" to the wagon tongue.

CHORUS:

F                                          Bb

Turkey in the straw (Turkey in the straw), Turkey in the hay, (Turkey in the hay)

F                                        C7

Roll 'em up and twist 'em up a high tuckahaw

    F                                 C      F

And twist 'em up a tune called Turkey in the Straw.

Went out to milk, and I didn't know how, I milked the goat instead of the cow.

A monkey sittin' on a pile of straw, A-winkin' at his mother-in-law.

CHORUS:

Met Mr. Catfish comin' down stream. Says Mr. Catfish, "What does you mean?"

Caught Mr. Catfish by the snout, And turned Mr. Catfish wrong side out.

CHORUS:

Came to a river and I couldn't get across, Paid five dollars for a blind old hoss;

Wouldn't go ahead, nor he wouldn't stand still,

So he went up and down like an old saw mill.

CHORUS:

As I came down the new cut road, Met Mr. Bullfrog, met Miss Toad

And every time Miss Toad would sing, Old Bullfrog cut a pigeon wing.

CHORUS:

Oh I jumped in the seat and I gave a little yell

The horses ran away, broke the wagon all to hell

Sugar in the gourd and honey in the horn

I never been so happy since the day I was born.

CHORUS:

The Twelve Days Of Christmas

Words & Music:

Traditional English Carol

       F                      C7                   F

On the First day of Christmas my true love sent to me...

  F  Bb     F    C    F 

A partridge in a pear tree.

       F                       C7                   F

On the Second day of Christmas my true love gave to me...

C7                     F    Bb   F    C7   F

Two turtle doves And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                         C7                F

On the Third day of Christmas my true love gave to me...

C7                 C7                 

Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                       C7                   F

On the Fourth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...

C7                  C7                 C7              

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                         C7                F

On the fifth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...

F    G7     C7

Five golden rings.

F                   Bb                 C7              

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                         C7                F

On the Sixth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...

C7                  F    G7     C7

Six geese a-laying, Five golden rings,

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

                 F                         C7        F

On the Seventh day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                      C7                   F    G7     C7

Seven swans a-swimming, Six geese a-laying, Five golden rings

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                          C7                F

On the Eighth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                     C7                      C7

Eight maids a-milking, Seven swans a-swimming, Six geese a-laying,

F    G7     C7

Five golden rings

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                         C7                F

On the Ninth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                   C7                     C7

Nine ladies dancing, Eight maids a-milking, Seven swans a-swimming

C7                  F    G7     C7

Six geese a-laying, Five golden rings,

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                         C7                F

On the Tenth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                   C7                   C7

Ten lords a-leaping, Nine ladies dancing, Eight maids a-milking,

C7                      C7                  F    G7     C7

Seven swans a-swimming, six geese a-laying, Five golden rings,

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                            C7                F

On the Eleventh day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                    C7                   C7

Eleven pipers piping, Ten lords a-leaping, Nine ladies dancing,

C7                     C7                      C7

Eight maids a-milking, Seven swans a-swimming, six geese a-laying,

F    G7     C7

Five golden rings,

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,    

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

       F                           C7                F

On the Twelfth day of Christmas my true love gave to me...
C7                        C7

Twelve drummers drumming, Eleven pipers piping, 

C7                   C7

Ten lords a-leaping, Nine ladies dancing, 

C7                     C7                      C7

Eight maids a-milking, Seven swans a-swimming, six geese a-laying,

F    G7     C7

Five golden rings,

F                   Bb                 C7

Four calling birds, Three French hens, Two turtle doves,

      F  Bb     F    C7   F

And a Partridge in a pear tree.

Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star
Words & Music:

Traditional

There is a terrific arrangement of this in various styles in the June 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
C        G       F      C

Twinkle, twinkle little star!

Dm    Am     G        C

How I wonder what you are.

C    Dm      Am       G

Up above the world so high,

C      Dm      Am     G

Like a diamond in the sky.

C        G       F      C

Twinkle, twinkle little star!

Dm    Am     G        C

How I wonder what you are!

