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"A" You're Adorable

Words & Music:

Buddy Kaye, Fred Wise & Sidney Lippman (1948)

Anyone have the chords for the verse?

When Johnny Jones was serenading Mary,

He sure could quote a lot of poetry.

But he'd much rather tell 'er

What he learned in his speller

When they both attended P.S. 33:

C                  A7

A you're adorable, B you're so beautiful,

D7

C you're a cutie full of charms.

Dm7                    Em7         A7

D you're a darling and E you're exciting and 

Dm7        G7      C  D9 G7

F you're a feather in my arms.

C                      A7

G you look good to me, H you're so heavenly,

D7

I you're the one I idolize.

Dm7                         Em7         A7

J we're like Jack and Jill, K you're so kissable,

Dm7      G7                 C

L is the love light in your eyes.

BRIDGE:

F6     Dm6    Em7   Am7

M----, N----, O---, P,

Dm7     G+        C

I could go on all day.

F6     Dm6    Em7    Cm

Q----, R----, S----, T,

G              D7                     G7

Alphabetically speaking, baby, you're OK!

C                        A7                         D7

U made my life complete, V means you're very sweet, W, X, Y, Z.

Dm7                Em7         A7

It's fun to wander through the alphabet with you

   Dm7      G7       C    D9 G7   C

To tell you what you mean to me!

Ach Du Lieber Augustin

Words & Music:

Traditional German

This song has the same tune as "Did You Ever See A Lassie?".  Notes from Marc De Bruyn (emdebe@village.uunet.be) - August 31, 2003:   "...Ach du lieber Augustin originated in Vienna during the Plague period of 1768-1769. Legend has it that one evening, Augustin hoisted one too many and decided on a nap halfway home. The morning corpse patrol threw his body on the cart with the other corpses and took him away. Fortunately Augustin awoke in the nick of time, to the horror of the mortician.  In no time at all, the rumor spread far and wide that wine was not only a cure but also a great prophylactic for the plague..."

CHORUS:

D                        A7        D

Ach, du lieber Augustin, Augustin, Augustin!

D                        A7        D

Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist hin!

A7            D             A7         D

Geld ist weg, Mädl ist weg, alles weg, alles weg!

D                        A7        D

Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist hin!

CHORUS:

Rock ist weg, Stock ist weg, Augustin liegt im Dreck.

Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist hin!

CHORUS:

Und selbst das reiche Wien, hin ist's wie Augustin!

Weint mit mir im gleichen Sinn, alles ist hin!

CHORUS:

Jeder Tag war ein Fest, jetzt haben wir die Pest!

Nur ein großes Leichenfest, das ist der Rest.

CHORUS:

Augustin, Augustin, leg' nur ins Grab dich hin!

Ach, du lieber Augustin, alles ist hin!"

CHORUS:

English Translation:

O, my dear friend Augustin, Augustin, Augustin!

O, my dear friend Augustin, I just can't win!

Money's gone, girlfriend's gone, I just can't win, Augustin!

O, my dear friend Augustin, I just can't win!

Coat is gone, staff is gone, Augustin's on his bum.

O, my dear friend Augustin, I just can't win!

Even that rich town Wien, broke is like Augustin!

Shed tears with thoughts akin, I just can't win!

Every day was a fest, now we just have the pest!

Now all the corpses rest, that is the rest.

Augustin, Augustin, lay down in your coffin!

O, my dear friend Augustin, I just can't win!"

Dutch version:

"In Holland we have still different lyrics to the same tune. It is a nursery rhyme made by Ms. Johanna Veth in 1906 or 1907. The lyrics are about 'Sinterklaas' or 'Saint Nicholas', which is a children's festivity typical of the Lowlands (The Netherlands and Belgium).  At 'Sinterklaas' children get presents and all kinds of sweets, but - as the song goes - only if they have been 'sweet'. Otherwise, Sinterklaas' helper, a big black man (a Moor from Africa) called Zwarte Piet (Black Peter) will put all naughty children in a big bag and Saint Nicholas and he will take them back to Spain on their steamship."

These are the Dutch lyrics:

Daar wordt aan de deur geklopt, hard geklopt, zacht geklopt,

Daar wordt aan de deur geklopt, wie zou dat zijn?

Wees maar gerust mijn kind.  Ik ben een goede vrind.

Want al ben ik zwart als roet, 'k Meen het toch goed.

Want ik kom van Sinterklaas, Sinterklaas, Sinterklaas.

'k Heb voor jou, m'n kleine baas, moois in mijn zak. 

Ben je wel zoet geweest?  Wees dan maar niet bevreesd!

Kijk, hier zendt Sint Nicolaas fijn speculaas!

Zwarte Piet, wees wel bedankt; wel bedankt, wel bedankt!

Nu zal ik aan 't leren gaan, daar kan j' op aan.

Borstplaatjes, groot in tal, 'k deel ze vanavond al

Met mijn lieve zusje klein.  Blij zal ze zijn! 

Vice Parody:

To be sung in a "German accent".

Ach, du lieber Augustin, slot machine run by steam.

Put a nickel in her und zee vot komms out!

Octember, Septober, no vander I'm sober!

If visky doesn't kill me I'll live till I die!

Ach, du lieber August, September, October,

No vonder ve are sober, we ain't got no beer

My little brother Heinrich, he leaned the vindow out

He fell the vindow out, we ain't got no beer!

American children's version:

Ach, du lieber Augustin, Augustin, Augustin!

Ach, du lieber Augustin, all is kaput!

Money gone, Honey gone.

Money gone, honey gone.

Ach, du lieber Augustin, my [or your] goose is cooked!

"See The Little Angels" parody:

See the little angels ascend up, ascend up

See the little angels ascend up on high.

Which end up?  As-cend up.  Which end up?  As-cend up.

See the little angels ascend up on high.

"Love To Be In Copenhagen" parody

Love to be in Copenhagen in the morning, in the morning.

Love to be in Copenhagen in the morning, ya, ya.

We climb the church steeple and spit at the people.

Love to be in Copenhagen in the morning, ya, ya.

[Two people sing this as a duet in which one singer must make a raspberry sound ("poop") by sticking out his or her tongue and vibrating it, followed by two falsetto eee-eee squeaks. Another person must sing the verses to that accompaniment.]

"Have You Ever Seen...?" Parody

Have you ever seen a horse fly, a horse fly, a horse fly?

Have you ever seen a horse fly? Now you tell us one.

Have you ever seen a shoe box, a shoe box, a shoe box?

Have you ever seen a shoe box? Now you tell us one.

Have you ever seen a chimney sweep, a chimney sweep, a chimney sweep?

Have you ever seen a chimney sweep? Now you tell us one.

Have you ever seen a dish mop, a dish mop, a dish mop?

Have you ever seen a dish mop? Now you tell us one.

[One recollection: "We used to sing this in college, between dinner and dessert on some rowdy nights. One table group would start by singing a verse, another table would sing a second verse, and so on; the object was to keep the song going as long as possible and be the group to come up with the last possible verse. The endless verses were made up on the spot."]

"Let Go The Reef Tackle" parody:

As collected by Harlow in CHANTEYING ABOARD AMERICAN SHIPS (1948), which is set to this tune.

Let go the reefy tackle, reef tackle, reef tackle

Let go the reefy tackle for my breeches are yammed! [jammed]

Harlow does not mention the connection, however, and other print versions of the song, in Doerflinger (1951) and Hugill (1961) have different tunes. But they do all make some reference to a "Dutch" (generically, Northern European) connection.

Roaring Jelly's "Lord Randal" parody:

Where the hell have you been, have you been, have you been?

O, where the hell have you been,Lord Randal, our son?

After You've Gone

Words & Music:

Henry Creamer & Turner Layton

There is an arrangement of this in the September 2005 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
Eb               Ebm

After you've gone and left me crying;

Bb                G7

After you've gone, there's no denying

C7               F7

You'll feel blue, you'll feel sad.

Bb                                      Bb7

You've missed the dearest friend you've ever had.

Eb                   Ebm

There'll come a time, don't you forget it,

Bb                  G7

There'll come a time when you'll regret it.

Cm   G7  Cm               Ab7

Some day, when you grow lonely,

Bb              D7                  Gm              A7

Your heart will break like mine and you'll want me only.

Bb             G7  C7             F7   Bb  Fm  Bb7

After you've gone, after you've gone away.

After we paid our dues together,

You should have stayed through all that nasty weather.

Someday, while you're feeling badly,

You'll need the only one that loves you so madly.

But I'll be gone, yes, I'll be gone to stay.

Yeah, after I've gone, after I've gone away.  [end on Eb]
A-Hunting We Will Go

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

C

We'll catch a fox inside a box,

C              G7      C

And then we'll let him go.

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

We'll catch a bear and wash his hair

And then we'll let him go.

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

We'll catch a snake and give him a shake

And then we'll let him go.

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

We'll catch a goose by her caboose

And then we'll let him go.

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

We'll catch a pig and dance a jig

And then we'll let him go.

A-hunting we will go!  A-hunting we will go!

We'll catch a fly and make him cry

And then we'll let him go.

KEEP THE SONG GOING AS LONG AS YOU CARE TO MAKE UP ANIMALS TO CATCH!!

Aiken Drum

(version 1)

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish

I've lost the original source of these notes:  These lyrics first appeared as a nursery rhyme In England in the mid-1800's as:  "Edrin Drum."  However, according to the Traditional Folksongs and Ballads of Scotland by John Loesberg, the tune dates to "at least the 18th  century or earlier."  Raffi even did a version of this song in the 1980's using Italian food based lyrics.  Yum.

CHORUS:

E                     A            E            B7

There was a man lived in the moon, in the moon, in the moon

      E               A                    E        B7    E

There was a man lived in the moon, and his name was Aiken Drum.

And he played upon a ladle, a ladle, a ladle.

He played upon a ladle, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his hat was made of good cream cheese,

Good cream cheese, good cream cheese.

His hat was made of good cream cheese, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his coat was made of good roast beef,

Good roast beef, good roast beef.

And his coat was made of good roast beef, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his button were made of penny loaves, penny loaves, penny loaves.

His buttons were made of penny loaves, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

Aiken Drum

(version 2)

Words & Music:

Traditional Scottish & American

When I was student teaching, the teacher had his Kindergarteners collaborate on a picture of what they thought Aiken Drum would look like.  A wonderful companion project to this song!  The word "turkey" is the clue that this is the American version of the traditional Scottish song.

C                                  G7                 C

There was a man lived in the moon, lived in the moon, lived in the moon.

C                     G7                   C        G7    C

There was a man lived in the moon, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

       C                      G7       C

And he played upon a ladle, a ladle, a ladle.

       C                                     G7    C

And he played upon a ladle, and his name was Aiken Drum.

And his hat was made of pudding, of pudding, of pudding.

And his hat was made of pudding and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his coat was made of turkey, of turkey, of turkey.

And his coat was made of turkey, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his belt was made of licorice, of licorice, of licorice.

And his coat was made of licorice, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his hair was made of spaghetti, spaghetti, spaghetti.

And his hair was made of spaghetti, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his pants were made of fish sticks, of fish sticks, of fish sticks.

And his pants were made of fish sticks, and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

And his buttons were made of walnuts, of walnuts, of walnuts.

And his buttons were made of walnuts and his name was Aiken Drum.

CHORUS:

USE YOUR IMAGINATION AND ADD WHAT YOU'D LIKE TO AIKEN!

Ain't Gonna Work Tomorrow

Words & Music:

Traditional American

  G

I ain't gonna work tomorrow.

  C                G

I ain't gonna work today.

  C                G

I ain't gonna work tomorrow,

               D       G

For that is my wedding day.

I love my Mama and Papa, too.

I love my Mama and Papa, too.

I love my Mama and Papa, too.

I've been all around this country.

I've been all around this world.

I've been all around this country, Lord,

For the sake of one little girl.

I'm leaving you this lonesome song.

I'm leaving you this lonesome song.

I'm leaving you this lonesome song.

'Cause I'm gonna be gone before long.

Ain't She Sweet?

Words & Music:

Jack Yellen & Milton Ager (1927)

From Marc De Bruyn in an August 23, 2003 post [on http://globalia.net/donlope/fz/songs/Ain't_She_Sweet.html]: "[This] was composed by Milton Ager (1893-1979) & Jack Yellen (1892-1991) in 1927. It became a song that was extraordinarily popular in the first half of the twentieth century, one of the smash hit songs that typified the Roaring Twenties. Like "Happy Days are Here Again" (1929), it became a Tin Pan Alley standard. Both Ager and Yellen were elected to membership in the Songwriters' Hall of Fame.  Milton Ager wrote "Ain't She Sweet" for his daughter Shana Ager, who later grew up and became Shana Alexander, whom many of you have seen on television and/or heard on radio as a political commentator.

    G     C#9 D7              G       C#9       D7

Oh, ain't she sweet?  See her walking down that street.

       G       B7   E7      E7+     A7    D7  G

Yes, I ask you very confidentially: ain't she sweet?

Oh ain't she nice?  Well, look her over once or twice.

Yes I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she nice?

BRIDGE:

G            C             G

Just cast an eye in her direction.

G            C                  G        D9  G7

Oh, me!  Oh, my!  Ain't that perfection?

Oh, I repeat: well, don't you think that's kind of neat?

Yes, I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she sweet?

Oh, ain't she sweet?  See her walking down that street.

Yes, I ask you very confidentially: ain't she sweet?

Oh ain't she nice?  Well, look her over once or twice.

Yes I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she nice?

Just cast an eye in her direction.

Oh, me!  Oh, my!  Ain't that perfection?

Oh, I repeat: well, don't you think that's kind of neat?

Yes, I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she sweet?

Oh, ain't she sweet?  See her walking down that street.

Yes, I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she sweet?

Well, I ask you very confidentially:  ain't she sweet?

Alabama Jubilee

Words & Music:

George Cobb & Jack Yellen

G   F#    F      E

You ought to see Deacon Jones when he rattles his bones;

A

Old Parson Brown dancing 'round like a clown.

D

Old Aunt Jemima, she's past ninety-three.

G                                                         G F# F

Shouting out full of pep, "Watch your step!  Watch your step!"

E

One-legged Joe spins around on his toe,

Am                                   Am7

Throws away his crutch and hollers, "Look at her go!"

G     B7          C         G                      A7      D7    G

Oh, honey!  Hail, hail, the gang's all here At the Alabama Jubilee!

Alt. Lyrics:

You oughta see Mr. Jones when he rattles the bones,

Old Colonel Brown movin 'round like a clown.

Miss Virgina, who is past eighty three,

Shouting out full of pep, full of pep

"Watch your step!  Watch your step!"

One-legged Joe dancin' around on his toe,

Threw away his crutches hollered, "Let 'em go!"

And cryin' "Hail, hail, the gang's all here for the Alabama Jubilee!"

Alberta

Words & Music:

Traditional American

There's a nice fingerstyle arrangement of this by David Hamburger in the January 2008 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
       E7

Oh, Alberta, where'd you stay last night?

      A7

Oh, Alberta, where'd you stay last night?

                 B7     A7            B7      E7

Come home this morning, clothes don't fit you right.

[alt: "Came home this morning, the sun was shining bright."]
Oh, Alberta, girl, you're on my mind.

Oh, Alberta, girl, you're on my mind.

Ain't had no loving in such a great long time.

If you don't love me, why don't you tell me so?

If you don't love me, why don't you tell me so?

I'm brokenhearted with no place to go.

Oh, Alberta, where you been so long?

Oh, Alberta, where you been so long?

Ain't had no loving since you've been gone.

Alice

Words & Music:

Traditional

Correspondent Rita learned this as "Mildred" instead of "Alice", ca. 1960, with the first line given in the more formal:  "Mildred, where art thou going?"

C             G7      C

"Alice, where are you going?"

    G                C

"Upstairs, to take a bath."

C

Alice, with legs like toothpicks

      G         D7    G7

And a neck like a giraffe!

G7

Ba-da-da-da-da-da-da!

C

Alice got in the bathtub,

G7                   C

Alice pulled out the plug.

[n.c. spoken]

Oh, my gracious!  Oh, my soul!

There goes Alice down the hole!

C             G7      C

"Alice, where are you going?"

G      G7     C

Blub!  Blub!  Blub!

All For The Best

Words & Music:

Stephen Schwarz (Godspell)

              C                                  D                      G7

When you feel sad or under a curse, your life is bad your prospects are worse.

             G7

Your wife is sighing, crying and your olive tree is dying.

C                       B7                     D7                      G7

Temples are graying and teeth are decaying and creditors weighing your purse.

                   C                                         D                  Dm7

Your mood and your robe are both a deep blue, you'd bet that Job had nothing on you.

Dm7               F    F#dim  C  Ab7  D7               G7

Don't forget that when you--- go to-- Heaven you'll be blessed.

G7                    C

Yes, it's all for the best!

[same chords]

Some men are born to live at ease, doing what they please,

     richer than the bees are in honey.

Never growing old, never feeling cold, pulling pots of gold from thin air.

The best in every town, best at shaking down, 

     best at making mountains of money.

They can't take it with them, but what do they care?

They get the center of the meat, cushions on their seat, 

     houses on a street where it's sunny.

Summers at the sea, winters warm and free, all of this and we get the rest.

But who is the land for, the sun and the sand for?

You guessed, it's all for the best!

NOW, TWO SINGERS REPEAT BOTH VERSES SIMULTANEOUSLY

CODA:

    D7           G7      C

You guessed it's all for the...  (You must never be distressed!)

D7        G7      C

Yes, it's all for the...  (All your wrongs will be redressed!)

D7        G7      C

Yes, it's all for the...  (Someone's got to be oppressed!)

D7        G7          C

Yes, it's all for the best!

All Good Gifts

Words & Music:

Stephen Schwartz (Godspell)

D   Dsus   Am   C   G   D   Em/D   Gm/D   D

   D                   Am          C                G

We plow the fields and scatter the good seed on the land.

    D             Em/D       Gm/D           D

But it is fed and watered by God's almighty hand.

   D                 Am          C                   G

He sends the snow in winter, the warmth to swell the grain.

    F#m             G            G#m              Cm/A   A

The breezes and the sunshine and soft, refreshing rain.

CHORUS:

D        GM7     CM7    FM7

All good gifts around us

D             GM7      CM7   FM7

Are sent from Heaven above

Bm            F#m/A     GM7       F#m      D       D/C   C   G   G/A   A

So, thank the Lord, oh, thank the Lord for all his love.

We thank thee then, O Father, for all things bright and good,

The seedtime and the harvest, our life our health our food,

No gifts have we to offer for all thy love imparts

But that which thou desirest, our humble thankful hearts!

CHORUS:  [these words are the canticle sung over the final chorus:]

I really want to thank you, Lord!

I want to thank you, Lord, thank you for all of your love!

I want to thank you, Lord!

I want to thank you, Lord, thank you, Lord!

Am   C   G   D   E/D   Gm/D   D

All I Want

(I Don't Want Your Millions, Mister)

Words:  Jim Garland (1930s)

Music:  "Greenback Dollar", Hoyt Axton

This tune was made famous by The Almanac Singers in 1941 (Woody Guthrie, Lee Hays, Millard Lampell, Pete Seeger).  I just heard it again from one of my new Rounder collections and thought it rather appropriate for this Age of AIG Anger.  There is a nice writeup of this song on www.geocities.com/Nashville/3448/alliwant.html where we learn that:  "...Lyrics as reprinted (with minor corrections by Manfred Helfert)in Ronald D. Cohen & Dave Samuelson, liner notes for "Songs for Political Action," Bear Family Records BCD 15720 JL, 1996, p. 86..."

CHORUS:

I don't want your millions, Mister, I don't want your diamond ring.

All I want is the right to live, Mister, give me back my job again.

I don't want your Rolls-Royce, Mister, I don't want your pleasure yacht.

All I want's just food for my babies, give to me my old job back.

We worked to build this country, Mister, while you enjoyed a life of ease.

You've stolen all that we built, Mister, now our children starve & freeze.

CHORUS:

Think me dumb if you wish, Mister, call me green, or blue, or red.

This one thing I sure know, Mister, my hungry babies must be fed.

Take the two old parties, Mister, no difference in them I can see.

But with a Farmer-Labor Party, we could set the people free.

CHORUS:

All My Trials

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul & Mary

C   C/B  Am    G7                    C

All-------- my trials, Lord, soon be over.

C                                Gm

I had a little book was given to me,

    C         Em              Dm

And every page-- spelled Liberty.

C   C/B  Am    G7                    C

All-------- my trials, Lord, soon be over.

If religion were a thing that money could buy,

The rich would lives and the poor would die.

All my trials, Lord, soon be over.

C                          Em             Dm

Too late, my brothers, too late but never mind.

All my trials, Lord, soon be over.

There is a tree in Paradise,

The Pilgrims call it the Tree of Life.

All my trials, Lord, soon be over.

Too late, my brothers, too late -- but never mind.

All my trials, Lord, soon be over.

C   C/B  Am    G7                    C

All-------- my trials, Lord, soon be over.

All Night, All Day

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

CHORUS:

C

All night, all day, O Lordy.

F                           C

Angels watching over me, my Lord.

C

All night, all day.

F      G7            C

Angels watching over me.

Now I lay me down to sleep, O Lordy.

Angels watching over me, my Lord.

Pray the Lord my soul to take.

Angels watching over me.

CHORUS:

If I die before I wake, O Lordy.

Angels watching over me, my Lord.

Pray the Lord my soul to take.

Angels watching over me.

CHORUS:

If I live another day, O Lordy.

Angels watching over me, my Lord.

Pray the Lord to guide my way.

Angels watching over me.

CHORUS:

All Through The Night

Words & Music:

Traditional Welsh

C         Am         F       G7

Sleep, my child, and peace attend thee

F   G7          C

All through the night.

C        Am     F        G7

Guardian angels God will send thee

F   G7          C

All through the night.

Soft and drowsy hours are creeping.

Hill and dale in slumber sleeping.

I, my longing vigil keeping

All through the night.

This great weary world in sleep lies

All through the night.

While my joy in thee wets my eyes

All through the night.

O'er thy spirit gently stealing

Visions of the light revealing.

Breathe a pure and holy feeling

All through the night.

Allentown Jail

Words & Music:

Irving Gordon

Bm D Bm F#  Bm D Bm A/F#/Bm A

     D            Bm         F#m       Bm     G  A     D

They locked up my darlin' in Allentown Jail.  Oh-oh-oh-oh!

    D          Bm          F#m        Bm     E        A    A7

And no one has come for to put up his bail.  Oh-oh-oh-oh!

     G          A                 D     F# Bm    G        D     D7

They say at the court house he'll never go free, never go free!

    G          A          D   F#    Bm          G         F#     Bm

For he stole a diamond, a beautiful diamond, to give, to give to me!

CHORUS:

Bm           D         Bm   A      Bm             F#        Bm

Somewhere in Allentown Jail---; my heart waits in Allentown Jail.

    A               D              Bm           F#m        Bm

You know, I'm gonna dance for you, mister, I'll sing you a song,

G  A     D

Oh-oh-oh-oh!

    D               Bm            F#m       Bm

But more than that, mister, would surely be wrong,

E        A     A7

Oh-oh-oh-oh!

    G               A             D      F# Bm

But more than that, mister, would surely be wrong,

G                 D      D7

Oh, oh, can't you see?

         G            A          D  F#     Bm

Well, my love stole a diamond, a beautiful diamond,

   G         F#     Bm

To give, to give to me!

CHORUS:  [2x]

Alouette

Words & Music:

Traditional French

C         G7           C               F     G7    C

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

C                       G7                C

Je te plumerai la tète, Je te plumerai la tète.

G7

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai le bet, Je te plumerai le bet.

Et le bet.  Et le bet.

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai le nez, Je te plumerai le nez.

Et le nez.  Et le nez.

Et le bet.  Et le bet.

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai le dos, Je te plumerai le dos.

Et le dos.  Et le dos.

Et le nez.  Et le nez.

Et le bet.  Et le bet.

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai les pattes, Je te plumerai les pattes.

Et les pattes.  Et les pattes.

Et le dos.  Et le dos.

Et le nez.  Et le nez.

Et le bet.  Et le bet.

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alouette, gentille Alouette, Alouette, je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai le cou, Je te plumerai le cou.

Et le cou.  Et le cou.

Et les pattes.  Et les pattes.

Et le dos.  Et le dos.

Et le nez.  Et le nez.

Et le bet.  Et le bet.

Et la tète.  Et la tète.  Alouette.  Alouette. Oh...!

Alphabet Song

(a.k.a. "Swingin' The Alphabet")

Words & Music:

The Three Stooges

Chords are in brackets so one does not confuse them with the letters of the alphabet song.

[C]

B-A, bay!

[C]

B-E, bee!

[G]

B-I, bickey-bye, B-O, bo!

       [C]

Bickey-bye-be-bo

 [F         G      C]

B-U, bickey-bye-bo-boo!

C-A, Say!

C-E, See!

C-I, Sickey-Sye, C-O, So!

Sickey-Sye-See-So

C-U, Sickey-Sye-So-Sue!

D-A, Day!

D-E, Dee!

D-I, Dickey-Dye, D-O, Do!

Dickey-Dye-De-Do

D-U, Dickey-Dye-Do-Doo!

Continue in similar fashion through all the consonants of the alphabet!

Amazing Grace

Words & Music:

John Newton

 D                  G         D                              A7

Amazing grace!  How sweet the sound that saved a wretch like me!

  D        D7        G      D          Bm         A7    D

I once was lost, but now am found; was blind, but now I see.

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear and grace my fears relieved.

How precious did that grace appear the hour I first believed.

Through many dangers, toils and snares I have already come.

'Tis grace that brought me safe thus far, and grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me, His word my hop secures.

He will my shield and portion be, as long as life endures.

When we've been there ten thousand years, bright shining as the sun,

We've no less days to sing God's praise than when we've first begun.

Amelia Earhart's Last Flight

Words & Music:

Red River Dave McEnery (1937)

Amelia's Medford, MA childhood home still stands and is a recognized historic site.  Thanks to songhound Ed Wojtowicz for spotting the misspelling of Fred Noonan's name as "Newman".  That's a *D'OH!* moment.

G

'Twas a ship out on the ocean.

G                        C

Just a speck against the sky.

 D                             G

Amelia Earhart flying out that day

G                                             C

With her partner Captain Noonan on the 2nd of July.

    D                           G

Her plane fell in the ocean far away.

CHORUS:

          C                    G

There's a beautiful, beautiful field

G                          D

Far away in a land that is fair.

G                                C

Happy landings to you, Amelia Earhart.

    D

Farewell, First Lady of the Air.

Well, half an hour later, an S.O.S. was heard.

The signal weak, but still the voice was brave.

In those shark infested waters,

Her plane when down that night,

In the blue Pacific to a watery grave.

CHORUS:

Now, you have heard my story

Of that awful tragedy.

We prayed she might fly home safe again.

Though in years to come others blazed a trail across the sea,

We'll ne'er forget Amelia and her plane.

CHORUS:

America

Words & Music:

Traditional

C  Am  Dm    G7

My country, 'tis of thee,

C     Am   Dm C  G7   C   F  C    G7  C

Sweet land of li—ber--ty, of thee I-- sing.

C               G7    C

Land where my fathers died,

F           G7

Land of the pilgrims' pride.

C    F  C      G7  C     F        G7 C

From ev'ry mountainside, let freedom ring!

My native country, thee.

Land of the noble free, thy name I love.

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills,

My heart with rapture thrills like that above.

Let music swell the breeze

And ring from all the trees, sweet freedom's song.

Let mortal tongues awake,

Let all that breathe partake,

Let rocks their silence break, the sound prolong.

Our fathers' God, to thee,

Author of liberty, to Thee we sing.

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light.

Protect us by Thy light, great God, our King!

America, The Beautiful

Words & Music:

Katharine Lee Bates

LOL.  This was posted for about a year with the following Freudian slip in verse 2:  "God meant thine every flaw” instead of "God mend thine every flaw”.  Thanks to sharp-eyed correspondent Steve Magnino for pointing it out.  But, I do find it an ironic mistake for the early 2000s.

     A            E                                   A

Oh, beautiful for spacious skies!  For amber waves of grain.

    A                E          F#dim            E

For purple mountains majesties above the fruited plain.

 A   E     D   E                          A

America!  America!  God shed His grace on thee.

A7   D                  A                           D      E       A

And crown thy good with brotherhood/sisterhood from sea to shining sea!

Oh, beautiful for pilgrim feet whose stern impassioned stress,

A thoroughfare for freedom beat across the wilderness!

America!  America!  God mend thine every flaw!

Confirm thy good in self-control, Thy liberty in law.

Oh, beautiful for heroes proved in liberating strife.

Who more than self their country loved and mercy more than life!

America!  America!  May God thy gold refine.

'Til all success be nobleness and every gain divine.

Oh, beautiful for patriot dream that sees beyond the years.

Thine alabaster cities gleam undimmed by human tears.

America!  America!  God shed His grace on thee.

And crown thy good with brotherhood/sisterhood from sea to shining sea!

The Animal Fair
Words & Music:

Traditional

  C                                                      G7

I went to the Animal Fair, the birds and the beasts were there

    G7

The big baboon by the light of the moon

                       C

Was combing his auburn hair.

    C                                                  G7

The monkey, he got drunk, and jumped on the elephant's trunk

G7

The elephant sneezed and fell to his knees

                            C

And that was the end of the monk,

C

The monk, the monk, the monk!

One group "vamps” the last line under the regular tune.  After once around, switch parts and sing it again!
Anne Boleyn

Words & Music:

Traditional

Em                                B7                                         Em

Within the Tower of London lodges life.  The ghost of Anne Boleyn walks they declare.

Em                                     B7                                      Em

Now, Anne Boleyn was once King Henry's wife.  Until he bid the headsman do her in.

     Am                             Em        C                                 B7

Now, Henry did her wrong long years ago.  And she comes up at night to tell him so.

CHORUS:

         Em   B7     Em             B7     Em         Am      Em

With her head tucked underneath her arm she walks the bloody Tower.

         Am          Em                        C        B7

With her head tucked underneath her arm at the midnight hour.

She comes to haunt King Henry, she means giving him what for.

Gadzooks!  She's going to tell him off, she's feeling very sore.

Then just in case the headsman wants to give her an encore,

She has her head tucked underneath her arm.

CHORUS

BRIDGE:

Em                      B7              Em               B7

The sentries think that it's a football that she carries in.

    Em                 B7                  Em            B7

And when they've had a few they shout, "Is Army going to win?"

         Am                                    Em                C

Oh, they think that it's Red Grange instead of poor old Anne Boleyn

         Em          B7             Em

With her head tucked underneath her arm.

Now, sometimes gay King Henry gives a spread 

For all his pals and gals -- a ghostly crew.

The headsman carves the joint and cuts the bread, 

Then in comes Anne Boleyn to queer the do.

She holds her head up with a wild war whoop [scream]
And Henry cries, "Don't drop it in the soup!"

CHORUS

One night she caught King Henry, he was in the canteen bar.

Said he, "Are you Jane Seymour, Anne Boleyn or Catherine Parr?

For by the Saints there, merry Anne, do I know who you are

With your head talked underneath your arm!"

Angels We Have Heard On High

Words & Music:

Traditional French Carol

The lyricist & composer of this carol are unknown, although the tune is based on the French carol "Les Anges Dans Nos Campagnes".  I am looking for a really nice arrangement of it for solo guitar.

D      F#m      A        D

Angels we have heard on high,

D   A   D       A         D

Sweetly singing o'er the plains,

Bm F#m  Bm        A     D

And the mountains in reply

D A D         A       D

Echoing their joyous strains.

CHORUS:

D B Em A D G A    D  A  D  G   D  A

Glo-----------ria in Excelsis Deo,

D B Em A D G A    D  A  D  G   D  A  D

Glo-----------ria in Excelsis De----o.

Shepherds, why this jubilee?

Why your joyful strains prolong?

Say what may the tidings be,

Which inspire your heav'nly song?

CHORUS:

Come to Bethlehem, and see

Him whose birth the angels sing;

Come, adore on bended knee

Christ the Lord, the newborn King.

CHORUS:

See within a manger laid:

Jesus, Lord of heav'n and earth!

Mary, Joseph, lend your aid,

With us sing our Savior's birth.

CHORUS:
The Ants Go Marching

Words & Music:

Traditional

Dm                                        Am

The ants go marching one by one, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

Dm                               F           A7

The ants go marching one by one, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

Dm                    A7              Dm                  A7

The ants go marching one by one, the little one stops to suck his thumb.

          Dm  A7  Dm   A7  Dm    A7      Dm     A7     Dm  A7     Dm

And they all go-- marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching two by two, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching two by two, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching two by two, the little one stops to tie his shoe.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching three by three, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching three by three, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching three by three, the little one stops to skin his knee.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching four by four, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching four by four, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching four by four, the little one stops to shut the door.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching five by five, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching five by five, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching five by five, the little one stops to check the hive.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching six by six, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching six by six, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching six by six, the little one stops to pick up sticks.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching seven by seven, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching seven by seven, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching seven by seven, the little one stops to go to heaven.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching eight by eight, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching eight by eight, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching eight by eight, the little one stops to shut the gate.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching nine by nine, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching nine by nine, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching nine by nine, the little one stops to take some time.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

The ants go marching ten by ten, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching ten by ten, Hurrah!  Hurrah!

The ants go marching ten by ten, the little one stops to start again.

And they all go marching down into the ground to get out of the rain.

Boom, boom, boom.

Apples And Bananas

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C                                           G7
I like to eat, I like to eat, I like to eat apples and bananas!

G7                                          C
I like to eat, I like to eat, I like to eat apples and bananas!

A more familiar version goes:

C                                    G7
I like to eat, eat, eat apples and bananas!

G7                           C
I eat, eat, eat apples and bananas!

Now, the song becomes like the Three Stooges' "Alphabet Song".  You change the vowel sounds in each verse to each long vowel sound in turn:

Ay layke tay ate, Ay layke tay ate,

Ay layke tay ate ay-pulls aynd bay-nay-nays.

Ay layke tay ate, Ay layke tay ate,

Ay layke tay ate ay-pulls aynd bay-nay-nays.

Ee leek tee eat, Ee leek tee eat,

Ee leek tee eat eeples eend beeneenees.

Ee leek tee eat, Ee leek tee eat,

Ee leek tee eat eeples eend beeneenees.

Eye like tie eit, Eye like tie eit,

Eye like tie eit eyeples eind by-nye-nyes.

Eye like tie eit, Eye like tie eit,

Eye like tie eit eyeples eind by-nye-nyes.

Oh loke tow oat, Oh loke tow oat,

Oh loke tow oat ohples ohnd boh-noh-nohs

Oh loke tow oat, Oh loke tow oat,

Oh loke tow oat ohples ohnd boh-noh-nohs

Ooo luke too oot, Ooo luke too oot,

Ooo luke too oot ooples oond boo-noo-noos.

Ooo luke too oot, Ooo luke too oot,

Ooo luke too oot ooples oond boo-noo-noos.

Okay, now that you've done this version, make up one of your own with other foodstuffs!

April Come She Will

Words & Music:

Paul Simon

G  C  G     C        G    C    G

A---- pril, come she will.

Am               Em       FM7          Em

When streams are ripe and swelled with rain.

C     D           G  G/F#  Em

May----, she will stay.

Am      Em    Am     Em    G    C    G

Resting in my arms again.

June, she'll change her tune.

In restless walks, she'll prowl the night.

July, she will fly.

And give no warning to her flight.

August, die she must.

The autumn winds blow chilly and cold.

September, I'll remember.

A love once new has now grown old.

A-Ram-Sam-Sam

Words & Music:

Traditional Morroccan

A

A-ram-sam-sam.  A-ram-sam-sam.

       E

Goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie,

A

Ram-sam-sam.

A

*A-ram-sam-sam.  A-ram-sam-sam.

       E

Goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie,

A

Ram-sam-sam.

A

A-raffi!  A-raffi!

       D

Goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie,

A

Ram-sam-sam.

A

A-raffi!  A-raffi!

       D

Goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie-goulie,

A

Ram-sam-sam.

*subsequent parts enter here

MOTIONS:

A-ram-sam-sam  =  pound one fist on top of the other, in time to the words.

Goulie...  =  Make motions with your hands as though you were pulling taffy.

A-raffi  =  raise both hands, palms facing front,  by each side of your face (like sign language clapping)

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

Words & Music:

Traditional, after Planxty
Dm              C    G          C

As I roved out, on a bright May morning,

   F        Em          Dm      G

To view the meadows and flowers gay;

F             Em         G        Dm

Whom should I spy but my own true lover

       F               G

As she sat under yon willow tree.

I took off my hat and I did salute her

I did salute her, most courageously.

When she turned around, well, the tears fell from her.

Saying, "False young man, you have deluded me."

"A diamond ring I owned I gave you,

A diamond ring to wear on your right hand."

"But the vows you made, love, you went and broke them...

And married the lassie that had the land."

"If I married the lassie that had the land, my love,

It’s that I’ll rue. ‘til the day I die.

When misfortune falls, sure no man can shun it...

I was a blind fool, I’ll ne’er deny."

Now at nights when I go to my bed of slumber.

The thoughts of my true love run in my mind.

When I turn around to embrace my darling...

Instead of gold, sure ‘tis brass I find.

And I wish the Queen would call home her army,

From the West Indies, Amerikay and Spain.

And every man to his wedded woman...

In hopes that you and I will meet again.

As I Roved Out, Alternate Version
Am                  G                     Am              G

And who are you, me pretty fair maid, and who are you, me honey?

    Am              G                     Am              G

And who are you, me pretty fair maid, and who are you, me honey?

    Am                Em                          G

She answered me quite modestly, "I am me mother's darling."

        Am         G                                      Am

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

And will you come to me mother's house, when the sun is shining clearly (repeat)

I'll open the door and I'll let you in, and divil 'o one  would hear us.

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

So I went to her house in the middle of the night, when the moon was shining clearly (repeat)

She opened the door and she let me in and divil the one did hear us.

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

She took me horse by the bridle and the bit, and she led him to the stable ( repeat )

Saying "There's plenty of oats for a soldier's horse, to eat it if he's able."

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

Then she took me by the lily-white hand and she led me to the table ( repeat )

Saying "There's plenty of wine for a soldier boy, to drink it if you're able."

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

Then I got up and made the bed, and I made it nice and aisy ( repeat )

Then I got up and laid her down, saying "Lassie, are you able?"

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

And there we lay till the break of day and divil a one did hear us ( repeat )

Then I arose and put on me clothes saying "Lassie, I must leave you."

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

And when will you return again and when will we get married ( repeat )

When broken shells make Christmas bells we might well get married.

With me too-ry-ay, fol-de-diddle-day, di-re fol-de-diddle dai-rie oh.

As Tears Go By

Words & Music by:

Mick Jagger

C         Dm             F     G7

It is the evening of the day.

C         Dm                 F     G7

I sit and watch the children play.

F             G          C    C/B    Am

Smiling faces I can see, but not for me.

F                           G7

I sit and watch as tears go by.

My riches cannot but me everything.

I want to hear the children sing.

Doing things I used to do, thinking of you.

I sit and watch as tears go by.

[Instrumental -- first two lines]

All I hear is the sound of rain falling on the ground.

I sit and watch as tears go by.

It is the evening of the day.

I sit and watch the children play.

Smiling faces I can see, but not for me.

I sit and watch as tears go by.

Ash Grove

("Llwyn Onn" in original Welsh)

Words & Music:

Traditional Welsh

Wow.  Look in your email and a new world is revealed.  Correspondent Marylee Armour (marmourm.blogspot.com) piqued my interest in the history of this song and why the preponderance of English versions has given way to Welsh.  I recalled an episode of "The Adventure Of English" that explained how the Welsh language was nearly wiped out by the imposition of English in schools.  In fact, the perjorative "to welsh" originally applied to schoolchildren who minded Teacher and outed fellow students who spoke Welsh instead of English.  The offending native speaker was made to wear a piece of wood around the neck with the initials "W.N." ("Welsh Not").  Luckily, the Welsh refused to let their native tongue die and, in the process, took back this wonderful Welsh song as their own.  The song (especially in native Welsh) is also sacred to several Pagan demoninations for its Earth, Ash & native Welsh connotations.  Thanks to the Touchstone Sacred Dance Library for the Welsh & alternate versions.

Version I learned at camp:

G7   C      G     C            F            G7

Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander

     C        C/B  Am        F  C  G7  C

When twilight is-- fading, I pensively roam.

Or [alt: "For"] at the bright noontide in solitude wander

Amid the dark shades of the lonely ash grove.

BRIDGE:

     C               F            G7         C

'Tis there where the blackbird is cheerfully singing,

     Am        F               G7         D7  G7

Each warbler enchants with the notes from a-- tree.

Ah, then think I little of sorrow or sadness.

The ash grove enchanting spells beauty for me.

The ash grove, how graceful, how plainly 'tis speaking.

The harp through it playing has language for me.

When over its branches, the sunlight is breaking.

A host of kind faces is gazing on me.

The friends of my childhood again are before me,

Each step brings a mem'ry as onward I roam.

With soft whispers 'round me, its leaves rustle o'er me.

The ash grove, enchanting, alone is my home.

Another English Version 1:

[from "Famous Songs Of Wales 1" ("Caneuon Enwog Cymru") ©1987 Gwynn]

Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander

When twighlight is fading I pensively rove;

Or at the bright moontide in solitude wander,

Amid the dark shades of the lonely Ash Grove;

'Twas there, while the blackbird was cheerfully singing,

I first met that dear one the joy of my heart!

Around us for gladness the bluebells were ringing,

Ah! then little thought I how soon we should part.

Still glows the bright sunshine o'er valley and mountain,

Still warbles the blackbird its note from the tree;

Still trembles the moonbeam on streamlet and fountain,

But what are the beauties of Nature to me?

With sorrow, deep sorrow, my bosom is laden,

All day I go mourning in search of my love!

Ye echoes! oh tell me, where is the sweet maiden?

"She sleeps 'neath the green turf down by the Ash Grove."

Another English Version 2:

The ash grove, how graceful, how plainly 'tis speaking,

The harp, wind through it playing has language for me.

Whenever the light through its branches is breaking

A host of kind faces is gazing on me.

The friends of my childhood again are before me,

Each step wakes a memory as freely I roam.

With soft whispers laden its leaves rustle o'er me,

the ash grove, the ash grove again alone is my home.

Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander

When twilight is fading I pensively rove.

Or at the bright noontide in solitude wander

Amid the dark shades of the lonely ash grove.

'Twas there while the blackbird was cheerfully singing

I first met that dear one, the joy of my heart.

Around us for gladness the bluebells were springing

The ash grove, the ash grove that sheltered my home.

My laughter is over, my step loses lightness,

Old countryside measures steal soft on my ears;

I only remember the past and its brightness,

The dear ones I mourn for again gather here.

From out of the shadows their loving looks greet me,

And wistfully searching the leafy green dome,

I find other faces fond bending to greet me,

the ash grove, the ash grove alone is my home.

Welsh words:

Yn Nyffryn Llwyn Onn draw mi welais hardd feinwen

A minnau'n hamddena 'rol byw ar y don;

Gwyn ewyn y lli oedd ei gwisg, a disgleirwen

A'r glasfor oedd llygaid Gwen harddaf Llwyn Onn.

A ninnau'n rhodiana drwy'r lonydd i'r banna,

Sibrydem i'n gilydd gyfrinach byd serch;

A phan ddaeth hi'n adeg ffarwelio a'r wiwdeg,

Roedd tannau fy nghalon yng ngofal y ferch.

Cyn dychwel i borthladd wynebwn y tonnau,

Ond hyfryd yw'r hafan 'rol dicter y don;

Bydd melys anghofio her greulon y creigiau--

Un felly o'wn innau 'rol cyrraedd Llwyn Onn.

A thawel mordwyo wnaf mwyach a Gwenno

Yn llong fach ein bwthyn a hi wrth y llyw;

A hon fydd yr hafan ddiogel a chryno

I'r morwr a'i Wenno tra byddwn ni byw.

Ashokan Farewell

Music:  Jay Unger

This sounds traditional, but it is not.  Notes from tabber Bo Parker:  "This is a lovely fiddle tune that sounds great on guitar. It was the theme song to an (American) public television series called _The (American) Civil War_.  It's a waltz with a very soulful melody - don't rush it. Notes in parentheses are ``optional.'' - I don't think they're in the original, but they sound good IMO. The chord progression is pretty straightforward, but note the unusual vi - V7 progression, instead of the usual ii - V7."
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A-Soalin'

Words & Music:

Traditional / arr. Peter, Paul & Mary

Forrest Roberts has tabbed Peter, Paul & Mary's guitar riff:

E----O---2---3-2-O---O---2---3-5-7---O---2---3-2-O---O---2---O---O-

B--O---O---O-------O---O---O-------O---O---O-------O---O---3---O---

G------------------------------------------------------------------

D----2---O---------------------------2-----------------------------

A------------3-2-3---2---O-------------------3-2-3---O-------------

E----------------------------3-2-0-----------------------3-2-O---H-

Em    D    Em     Bm       Em         D            Em           Bm

Hey!  Ho!  Nobody home.  *Meat, nor a drink, nor a money have I none.

Em         D    Em  Bm  Em    D    Em     Bm

Yet, shall I be merry.  Hey!  Ho!  Nobody home.

Em    D    Em

Hey!  Ho!  Nobody home.

CHORUS:

Em      D       Em   Bm     Em           D         Em   Bm

Soal, a soal, a soal cake.  Please, good missus, a soal cake.

   Em       Bm      G       Bm      Em       Bm       G           Bm

An apple, a pear, a plum, a cherry, any good thing to make us all merry,

Em      Bm     G       Bm    Em        Bm       G       Em

One for Peter, two for Paul, three for Him that made us all.

CHORUS:

God bless the master of this house and the mistress also,

And all the little children that 'round your table grow.

The cattle in your stable, the dog by your front door

And all that dwells within your gates, we wish you ten times more.

CHORUS:

Go down into the cellar and see what you can find.

If the barrels are not empty, we hope you will be kind.

We hope you will be kind with your apple and strawber'

For we won't come around until this time next year.

CHORUS:

The streets are very dirty, my shoes are very thin

I havd a little pocket to put a penny in.

If you haven't got a penny, a ha'penny will do.

If you haven't got a ha'penny then God bless you!

CHORUS:

Now to the Lord sing praises, all you within this place.

And with true love and brotherhood each other now embrace.

This holy tide of Christmas of beauty and of grace,

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy.

*This is a round.  Subsequent parts enter here.
A-Tisket, A-Tasket

Words & Music:

Traditional

G

A-tisket, a-tasket,

G

A green and yellow basket.

  C

I wrote a letter to my love 

    D7           G

And on the way I lost it.

GAME:

This game is just like "Lost My Gloves".

Everyone is sitting in a circle.

One person is on the outside of the circle, holding an object that stands for the "letter".

This person walks around the circle while the others sing the song.

When they get to the last words  ("lost it".)  "It” drops the object behind the person they are next to and runs!

This person picks up the object and tries to catch the "It" with it.

If the "It" makes it to the empty space and successfully sits, the person who was chasing them is now the new "It”.

If the "catcher" tags the "dropper" before he/she sits, the "dropper" is in the "Soup"  (sits in the middle of the circle until someone else is caught.)

Plus, this is also a kick-ass classic jazz standard by Ella Fitzgerald!

At The Zoo

Words & Music:

Paul Simon

To do this right, segue into it directly from "A Hazy Shade Of Winter”.

AM7                                 A7

Someone told me  it's all happening at the zoo.

D7              G        G/F#       Em

I do believe it.  I do believe it's true.

Em/F#   G

Mmm-mmm-mmmm.

G/F#    Em 

Mmm-mmm-mmmm.

Em/F#      G  

Woah----,  Woah.

G/F#    Em   Em/F#

Mmm-mmm-mmmm.

G                   G/F#  Em      Em/F#    G            G/F#  Em  Em/F#

It's a light and tumble-- journey from the East Side to the-- Park.

       G        G/F#  Em            D7    D  D7

Just a fine and fancy ramble to the zoo.

But you can take the crosstown bus if it's raining or it's cold.

And the animals will love it if you do---

       Em        A6     Em    AM7

If you do, now.

Someone told me it's all happening at the zoo.

I do believe it.  I do believe it's true.

The monkeys stand for honesty, giraffes are insincere,

And the elephants are kindly but they're dumb.

Orangutans are skeptical of changes in their cages,

And the zookeeper is very fond of rum.

Zebras are reactionaries, antelopes are missionaries,

Pigeons plot in secrecy, and hamsters turn on frequently.

What a gas!  You gotta come and see

At the zoo.

Auld Lang Syne
Words by Robert Burns

Traditional Scottish Tune

       C                 F     G7

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

    C                F

And never brought to mind,

       C                 Dm    G7

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

    F       G7        C

And days of auld lang syne.

CHORUS:

For auld lang syne, my dear. for auld lang syne.

We'll take a cup of kindness, yet, for auld lang syne!

And surely you'll be your pint stowp, and surely I'll be mine.

And we'll drink a richt guid willy waught, for auld lang syne.

CHORUS:

We twa hae run aboot the braes, and pu'd the gowans fine,

But we've wandered monie a wearie fit', since auld lang syne.

CHORUS:

We twa hae paided in the burn, frae morning sun till dine.

But seas a'tween us braid hae roared, since auld lang syne.

CHORUS:

And here's a hand, my trusty friend, and gie's a hand o' thine.

We'll take a cup o' kindness, yet. for auld lang syne.

CHORUS

Aunt Rhody

(a.k.a. "Go Tell Aunt Rhody")

Words & Music:

Traditional American

G                   D            G

Go tell Aunt Rhody, go tell Aunt Rhody, 

G                      C        D        G

Go tell Aunt Rhody the old gray goose is dead.

The one she was saving, the one she was saving,

The one she was saving to make a featherbed.

The gander's a-mourning, the gander's a-mourning, 

The gander's a-mourning because his wife is dead.

The goslings are weeping, the goslings are weeping, 

The goslings are weeping because their mammy's dead.

She died in the millpond, she died in the millpond, 

She died in the millpond from standing on her head.

She died of the smallpox, she died of the smallpox, 

She died of the smallpox that's what the doctor said.

Go tell Aunt Rhody, go tell Aunt Rhody, 

Go tell Aunt Rhody the old gray goose is dead.

Aura Lee 

Words & Music:

George R. Poulton & W. W. Fosdick

G                C                                G

As the blackbird in the spring, 'neath the willow tree, 

G                C               D7           G

Sat and piped, I heard him sing, sing of Aura Lee. 

G         G+        C         Cm     G

Aura Lee, Aura Lee, maid with golden hair 

G         E7    A7                 D7              G

Sunshine came along with thee, and swallows in the air.

In thy blush the rose was born; music when you spake.

Through thine azure eyes the moon sparkling seemed to break.

Aura Lee, Aura Lee, Birds of crimson wing.

Never song have sung to me as in that bright, sweet spring.

Aura Lee, the bird may flee, the willow's golden hair.

Swing through winter fitfully, on the stormy air.

Yet if thy blue eyes I see, Gloom will soon depart.

For the me, swett Aura Lee is sunshine through the heart

When the mistletoe was green, midst the winter's snows 

Sunshine in thy face was seen kissing lips of rose. 

Aura Lee, Aura Lee, take my golden ring. 

Love and light return with thee, and swallows with the spring.

The Austrian Yodeler

Words & Music:

Traditional Camp

[keep the beat -- beat 1=slap knees  beat 2=clap  beat 3=snap]

C       G7

Oh----, an--- 

C             G7                        C

Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

C                  G7                          C

When along came an avalanche, interrupting his cry:

C     F      G7

"Oh---lay----ah---.

C                    G7

Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

[n.c.]

Shhhh!
G7                   C

Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

[n.c.]

Shhhh!

C                    G7

Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

G7                   C

Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came a grizzly bear, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came a Saint Bernard, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came a maiden, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came her father, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!   Bang!  Bang!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!   Bang!  Bang!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came St. Peter, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!   Bang!  Bang!   Flutter!  Flutter!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!   Grr!   Pant!  Pant!   Kiss!  Kiss!   Bang!  Bang!   Flutter!  Flutter!

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Oh, an Austrian went yodeling on a mountain so high,

When along came a Girl Scout, interrupting his cry:

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!  Grr!  Pant!  Pant!  Kiss!  Kiss!  Bang!  Bang!  Flutter!  Flutter!  Cookies, anyone?

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Shhhh!  Grr!  Pant!  Pant!  Kiss!  Kiss!  Bang!  Bang!  Flutter!  Flutter!  Cookies, anyone?

"Oh-lay-ah.  Oh-de-lay-ah-kikee.  Oh-de-lay-ah-cuckoo."

Oh!

Motions:

"Oh---an---" and final "Oh!” in each verse = beat a tattoo on your thighs

"Ssssh!” = make avalanche motions with your palms down in from of you

"Grr!” = hold your hands in front of you like claws

"Pant!  Pant!” = let your hands droop like a dog panting

"Kiss!  Kiss!” = make kiss sounds

"Bang!  Bang!” = shoot guns

"Flutter!  Flutter!” = use your arms like wings

"Cookies, anyone?” = shrug your shoulders

Autumn To May

Words & Music:

Paul Stookey & Peter Yarrow

G(7)  C(8)  D(5)  C(3)  G(7)  C(8)  D(5)

    Em(7)        D(5)              Em(7)         D(10)

Oh, once I had a little dog -- his color, it was brown.

  Em(7)             D(5)          Em(7)              D(10)

I taught him for to whistle -- to sing and dance and run.

    G(7)               C(8)       D(5)      G(7)         Em(7)

His legs they were fourteen yards long, his ears so very wide.

  G(7)              C(8)   D(5)  Em(7)           D(5)

Around the world in half a day, upon him I would ride.

G(7)  C(8)     D(10)  Em(7)   C(8)      D(5)

Sing, tarry-oh-day--, sing--- Autumn to May.

Oh, once I had a little frog -- he wore a vest of red.

He'd lean upon a silver cane, a top hat on his head.

He'd speak of far-off places, of things to see and do.

And all the kings and queens he met while sailing in a shoe.

Sing, tarry-oh-day, sing Autumn to May.

Oh, once I had a flock of sheep -- they grazed upon a feather.

I kept them in a music box from wind or rainy weather.

And every day the sun would shine, they'd fly all through the town.

And bring me back some golden rings and candy by the pound.

Sing, tarry-oh-day, sing Autumn to May.

Oh, once I had a downy Swan -- she was so very frail.

She sat upon an oyster shell and hatched me out a snail.

The snail it changed into a bird -- the bird to butterfly.

And he who tells a bigger tale would have to tell a lie.

Sing, tarry-oh-day, sing Autumn to May.

Of course, you can play these chords anywhere on the fretboard, this is the Peter, Paul & Mary arrangement "up the neck”.  You can also capo up and play the "campfire version” of these chords.

Avalon

Words & Music:

Al Jolson, Bud DeSylva & Al Rose (1920)

There's an arrangement of this in the November 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
  Am               D7        G6

I found my love in Avalon, beside the bay.

  Am              D7            G6

I left my love in Avalon, and I sail'd away.

  Bm7              E7           Am7       Cm7

I dream of her and Avalon, from dusk 'til dawn.

G6               E7            Am7 D7 G6

So, I think I'll travel on, to A---va-lon.

Ev'ry morn my mem'ries stray

Across the sea where flying fishes play.

And as the night is falling,

I find that I'm recalling,

That blissful all enthralling day;

Beside the bay and I sailed away

I dream of her and Avalon from dusk 'til dawn.

So I think I'll travel on to Avalon.

A-Woonie-Koonie

Words & Music:

Traditional Camp

A-woonie-koonie-ki-eye-woonie.

A-woonie-koonie-ki-eye-woonie.

Eye-yi-yi-icky, eye-ki-ay-va.

Eye-yi-yi-icky, eye-ki-ay-va.

A-woo, a-woonie-geetchie.

(REPEAT THREE TIMES)

MOTIONS:

For each verse, the group is sitting in a circle and performing the hand motions in a steady four-beat as they sing.  The motions vary with each verse.

VERSE 1:  


BEAT 1:  Slap thighs


BEAT 2:  Clap hands

BEAT 3:  Slap Thighs

BEAT 4:  Clap hands

VERSE 2:


BEATS 1 & 2:  Slap own thighs


BEATS 3 & 4:  Slap thighs of neighbor to the right.  (Alternate slapping the thighs of the person on the right and the person on the left.)

VERSE 3:
Right arm straight out at the shoulder.


BEAT 1:  Touch right wrist with left hand.


BEAT 2:  Touch top of right elbow.


BEAT 3:  Touch right shoulder.


BEAT 4:  Cross right arm over left one.


Repeat and alternate with the left arm.
