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Hand Me Down My Walking Cane

(original version)

Words & Music:

Traditional (possibly James A. Bland)

E                                              B7              E

Oh, hand me down my walking cane.  Oh, hand me down my walking cane.

A                                   E

Hand me down my walking cane, Lord, I'm leaving on the midnight train.

       B7                     E

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Oh, hand me down my bottle o' corn.  Oh, hand me down my bottle o' corn.

Hand me down my bottle o' corn, I'm gonna get drunk as sure as you're born.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Oh, I got drunk and I landed in jail.  Oh, I got drunk and I landed in jail.

I got drunk and I landed in jail, had nobody for to go my bail.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Come on, baby, and go my bail.  Come on, baby, and go my bail.

Come on, baby, and go my bail and get me outta this Goddamn jail.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Oh, the meat was tough and the beans was bad.  Oh, the meat was tough and the beans was bad.

The meat was tough and the beans was bad, oh, my God, I can't eat that.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Oh, if I'd listened to what Mama said.  Oh, if I'd listened to what Mama said.

If I'd listened to what Mama said, I'd be home in a feather bed.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

If I should die in Tennessee, if I should die in Tennessee,

If I should die in Tennessee, just send my bones home C.O.D.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

But if I die in New York State, but if I die in New York State,

But if I die in New York State, just ship my body back by freight.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

The devil chased me 'round a stump, the devil chased me 'round a stump,

The devil chased me 'round a stump, I thought he'd catch me at every jump.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Oh, hell is deep, and hell is wide, oh, hell is deep, and hell is wide,

Oh, hell is deep, and hell is wide, ain't got no bottom, ain't got no side.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Now some folks say, it ain't no fun, now some folks say, it ain't no fun,

Now some folks say, it ain't no fun, when a song like this goes on and on.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Yes, on and on and on and on, yes, on and on and on and on,

Yes, on and on and on and on, on and on and on and on.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Hand Me Down My Walking Cane

("clean" version)

Words & Music:

Traditional (possibly James A.Bland)

E

Oh, hand me down my walking cane.

E           B7              E

Oh, hand me down my walking cane.

A                                   E

Hand me down my walking cane, Lord, I'm leaving on the midnight train.

       B7                    E

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Well, hand me down my rocking shoes.

Hand me down my rocking shoes.

Baby, hand me down my rocking shoes, we'll rock to the rhythm and blues.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Well, hand me down my white sports coat.

Hand me down my white sports coat.

Hand me down my white sports coat, we'll start rocking & boy, we'll go!

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Well, hand me down my walking bone.

Hand me down my walking bone.

Well, hand me down my walking bone, we'll start rocking,

We'll be a rolling stone.

'Cause all my sins are taken away.

Handsome Molly

Words & Music:

Traditional

This was part of Harvey Reid's two-chord "Song Train" in the September 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
D                                                  A

Well, I wish I was in London or some other seaport town;

A                                  D

I'd set my foot in a steamboat and sail the ocean 'round.

CHORUS:

D                                                        A

While sailing 'round the ocean, while sailing 'round the sea,

A                               D

I'd think of handsome Molly wherever she might be.

Her hair's black as a raven, her eyes as black as coal.

Her cheeks, they shone like lilies out in the morning glow.

I rode to church last Sunday, she passed me on by.

I saw her mind was changing by the roving of her eye.

CHORUS:

Don't you remember, Molly, you gave me your right hand?

Said if you ever married that I would be the man.

But, you broke your promise, go home with whom you please.

My poor heart is aching and you are at your ease.

CHORUS:

Hanging Johnny

Words & Music:

Great Big Sea

Well, they call me Hangin' Johnny

Away, boys, away!

Well, I never hanged nobody.

And it's hang, boys, hang.

Well, first I hanged me mother,

Away, boys, away!

Me sister and me brother.

And it's hang, boys, hang.

Well, next I hanged me granny.

Away, boys, away!

Well, I'd hang the Holy Family.

And it's hang, boys, hang.

Well, I never hangs for money.

Away, boys, away!

It's just that hanging's so bloody funny.

And it's hang, boys, hang.

Oh, they calls me Hangin' Johnny,

Away, boys, away!

Well, I never hanged nobody.

And it's hang, boys, hang.

Happy Trails

Words & Music:

Dale Evans

CHORUS:

D                     D6     Adim7  A

Happy trails to you until we meet again.

A                                 A+    D

Happy trails to you, keep smilin' until then.

D                   D7                  G

Who cares about the clouds when we're together?

     B7                              E7 A7

Just sing a song and bring the sunny weather

      D         B7          Em   A7  D

Happy trails to you till we meet again!

D               B7          Em

Some trails are happy ones, others are blue.

A7

It's the way you ride the trail that counts.

         D

Here's a happy one for you.

CHORUS:

The Happy Wanderer

(My Knapsack On My Back)

Words & Music:

Friedrich-Wilhelm Möller

The original title of this was "Der fröhliche Wanderer" (the happy wanderer) or "Mein Vater war ein Wandersmann" (my father was a wanderer).  It is also referred to as "Val-Deri, Val-Dera".  Contrary to popular belief, it is not a traditional  folk song, but a modern composition in the style of one.  You can either sing the chorus as written, or use the last half-line of each verse as the final line of the chorus following it.  [i.e. "Come join my happy song."]
  A                                         E7

I love to go a-wandering along the mountain track.

    E7        A                D        E7    A

And as I go I love to sing, my knapsack on my back!

CHORUS:

      E          A          E          A

Val-deri!  Val-dera!  Val-deri!  Val-dera-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!

      E          A       D        E7    A

Val-deri!  Val-dera!  My knapsack on my back.

I love to wander by the stream that dances in the sun.

So joyously it calls to me:  "Come join my happy song!"

CHORUS:  [last line can be:  "Come join my happy song!"]
I wave my hat to all I meet and they wave back to me.

And blackbirds call so loud and sweet, from every greenwood tree.

CHORUS:  [last line can be:  "...from every greenwood tree."]
High overhead the skylarks wing, they never rest at home.

But, just like me, they love to sing, as o'er the world we roam.

CHORUS:  [last line can be:  "...as o'er the world we roam."]
Oh, may I go a-wandering until the day I die.

And may I always laugh and sing, beneath the clear blue sky.

CHORUS:  [last line can be:  "...beneath the clear blue sky."]
 Hard Times Come Again No More

Words & Music:

Stephen Foster

This song has been covered by many artists, usually with the attribution "Traditional".  Well, it is a Stephen Foster song and is arranged for guitar in the July 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
       D                             A              D

Let us pause in life's pleasures and count its many tears,

G        D              A        D

While we all sup sorrow with the poor.

D                                 A            D

There's a song that will linger forever in our ears,

G   D                  A      D

Oh, hard times, come again no more.

CHORUS:

D                              G  D

'Tis the song, the sigh of the weary.

D                              E      A

Hard times, hard times, come again no more.

     D                            A             D

Many days you have lingered all around my cabin door.

G   D                 A       D

Oh, hard times, come again no more.

While we seek mirth and beauty and music light and gay.

There are frail forms fainting at the door.

Though their voices are silent, their pleading looks will say.

Oh, hard times, come again no more.

CHORUS:

There's pale drooping maiden who foils her life away

With a worn out heart, whose better days are o'er.

Though her voice it would be merry, 'tis sighing all the day,

Oh, hard times, come again no more.

CHORUS:

(Hard Times In The) Cryderville Jail

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D                        G            D                     A7

Cryderville Jail, is no jail at all.  Lice in that jail are chewin' the wall.

CHORUS:

     D    G                         D               A7          D

It's hard times in the Cryderville Jail. It's hard times, poor boy.

There's a big bullring in the middle of the floor, and a damned old jailer to open the door.

CHORUS:

Your pockets he'll pick, your clothes he will sell, your hands he will handcuff, Goddamn him to Hell!

CHORUS:

And here's to the cook, I wish he were dead, it's old boiled beef and old corn bread.

CHORUS:

The coffee is rough and the yards full of hogs, and we are guarded by two bulldogs.

CHORUS:

Our bed it is made of old rotten rugs, and when we lay down we are covered with bugs:

CHORUS:

The bugs they swear if we don't make bail, we are bound to get busy in Cryderville Jail.

CHORUS:

I wrote to my mother to send me a knife, for the lice and the chinches have threatened my life.

CHORUS:

Here's to the lawyer, he'll come to your cell, and swear he will clear you in spite of all Hell.

CHORUS:

Get all of your money before he will rest, then say, "Plead guilty, for I think it the best."

CHORUS:

Old Judges Simpkins will read us the law, the damndest fool judge that you ever saw.

CHORUS:

And there sits the jury, a devil of a crew, they'll look a poor prisoner through and through.

CHORUS:

And here's to the sheriff, I like to forgot, the damndest old rascal we have in the lot.

CHORUS:

Your privileges he will take, your clothes he will sell, get drunk on the money, Goddamn him to Hell!

CHORUS:

And now I have come to the end of my song, I'll leave it to the boys as I go along.

CHORUS:

As to gamblin' an' stealin', I never shall fail, and I don't give a damn for lying in jail.

CHORUS:

Hark To The Chimes

Words & Music:

Traditional

Hark to the chimes!

Come bow your head!

We thank Thee, Lord,

For this good bread.

Hark, The Herald Angels Sing

Words & Music:

Charles Wesley & Felix Mendelssohn

William H. Cummings adapted both Wesley's text & Mendelssohn's music for this classic carol.

F                      C     F    Bb     F   C    F

Hark the herald angels sing "Glory to the new born King

                    Dm    G7   C                 G7  C

Peace on earth and mercy mild  God an sinners reconciled"

  F           C7  F       C   F               C7  F   C

Joyful all ye nations rise_  Join the triumph of the skies

  Bb      F   Gm   D7  Gm     C7       F           C  F

With angelic host proclaim  "Christ is born in Bethlehem"

  Bb         F  Gm  D7  Gm    C7    F         C7    F

Hark the herald angels sing "Glory to the new born King"

Christ, by highest heaven adored; Christ the everlasting Lord;

Late in time behold him come, Offspring of the favored one.

Veiled in flesh, the Godheadd see; hail the incarnate Diety

Pleased as man with men to dwell, Jesus, our Immanuel

Hark the herald angels sing, "Glory to the new born King"

Hail! the heaven-born Prince of Peace. Hail the son of Righteousness

Light and life to all He brings, risen with healing in His wings

Mild He lays His glory by, born that man no more may die

Born to raise the sons of earth, born to five them second birth

Hark the herald angels sing, "Glory to the new born King"

Haul Away, Joe

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty

Am           Em             Dm            Am   Em

When I was a little lad, my mother always told me,

Am        Em        Dm    Em  Am

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

     Am           Em                   Dm                  Am Em

That if you never kiss the girls, your lips they will grow moldy.

Am        Em        Dm    Em  Am

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

King Louis was the king of France before the revolution,

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

But the people chopped his head off, which spoiled his constitution.

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Once I had a German girl, but she was fat and lazy,

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

And then I got a New York girl, she damn near drove me crazy.

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Way haul away, I'll sing to you of Nancy,

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Way haul away, she's just my cut and fancy.

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Way haul away, we'll sail the seas together,

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Way haul away, we'll haul for better weather.

Way haul away, well haul away Joe.

Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas

(from the film "Meet Me In St. Louis")

Words & Music:

Hugh Martin & Ralph Blane (1944)

Apparently, Martin wrote all the music & lyrics.  Blane accepted a writer's credit for his encouragement to Martin.

G        Em     Am           D7

Have yourself a merry little Christmas.

G        Em       Am    D7

Let your heart be light.

G        Em      Am               D7     B7   E7  A7  D7

From now on, our troubles will be out of sight.

G        Em     Am           D7

Have yourself a merry little Christmas.

G        Em       Am  D7

Make the Yuletide gay.

G        Em      Am               B7    Em         G

From now on, our troubles will be miles away.

BRIDGE:

C                   Bm         Am         D7  GM7

Here were are as in olden days, happy golden days of yore.

Em       F#7              Bm               D         Em    Am  D7

Faithful friends who are dear to us gather near to us once more.

G           Em       Am          D7

Through the years we all will be together

G      Em      Am  D7

If the Fates allow.

G      Em      Am            D7      Em

Hang a shining star upon the highest bough.

    C               Am           D7        G

And have yourself a merry little Christmas now.

He's Got The Whole World In His Hands

Words & Music:

Traditional

Chorus:

A

He's got the whole world in His hands, 

             E           A

He's got the whole world in His hands,

A

He's got the whole world in His hands, 

             E                  A

He's got the whole world in His hands.

He's got the wind and the rain in His hands,

He's got the sun and the moon in His hands,

He's got the wind and the rain in His hands,

He's got the whole world in His hands.

CHORUS:

He's got the little bitty baby in His hands,

He's got the little bitty baby in His hands,

He's got the little bitty baby in His hands,

He's got the whole world in His hands.

CHORUS:

He's got you and me, brother, in His hands,

He's got you and me, brother, in His hands,

He's got you and me, brother, in His hands,

He's got the whole world in his hands.

He's got everybody in His hands,

He's got everybody in His hands,

He's got everybody in His hands,

He's got the whole world in His hands.

CHORUS:

Head And Shoulders, Baby!

Words & Music:

Traditional

Head and shoulders, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Head and shoulders, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Head and shoulders, head and shoulders, head and shoulders baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Shoulders, knees, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Shoulders, knees, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Shoulders, knees, shoulders, knees, shoulders, knees, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Knees and toes, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Knees and toes, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Knees and toes, knees and toes, knees and toes, baby!

One!  Two!  Three!

Do it again and see how fast you can do the song and the motions!

Hand Game [in pairs, facing one another]:

"Head and shoulders" = touch your head and your shoulders

"Shoulders, knees" = touch your shoulders and your knees

"Knees and toes" = touch your knees and your toes

"baby" = clap your hands

"one" = right hand to right hand, then clap

"two" = left hand to left hand, then clap

"three" = right hand to right hand, NO clap

Head, Shoulders, Knees & Toes

Words & Music:

Traditional

Head, shoulders, knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

Head, shoulders, knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

Eyes and ears and mouth and nose!

Head, shoulders, knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

(hmm!), shoulders, knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

(hmm!), shoulders, knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

Eyes and ears and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), shoulders,  knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

(hmm!), (hmm!), knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

(hmm!), (hmm!), knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

Eyes and ears and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), knees and toes.  Knees and toes!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) and toes.  (hmm!) and toes!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) and toes.  (hmm!) and toes!

Eyes and ears and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) and toes.  (hmm!) and toes!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
Eyes and ears and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!) and ears and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) and mouth and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!) and nose!

(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
(hmm!), (hmm!), (hmm!) (hmm!).  (hmm!) (hmm!)
MOTIONS:

Point to each part of the body as you mention it or hum the body part name.

See how fast you can do the song with the motions!

The Hearse Song

Words & Music:

Traditional

Yes, this is one of those incredibly morbid songs that kids create, sing over and over and absolutely love.  Get over it.

        Am                                               E7

Did you ever see a hearse go by and thought you'd be the next to die?

Am                                                         E7

They wrap you up in bloody sheets and lower you down about eighty feet.

The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out; in your ear and out your mouth.

And one little worm that isn't so shy crawls in your ear and out your eye.

Am                        E7                 Am

Pray for the dead and the dead will pray for you.

Am                       E7              Am

Simply because they have nothing else to do,

[n.c. – spoken]

WE HOPE!!!

Anyway, that is the fairly benign version that I learned as a kid.  Now, they've added even more & goopier verses (personally, I'd pass on singing most of these to smaller kids - they cross over from cartoon to real.).  To whit:

OTHER VERSES:

The graveyard is a lonely place.  They lay you down and throw dirt in your face.

Everything's fine for about a week, until the coffin begins to leak.

Your eyes drop out and your teeth fall in.  The worms crawl over your mouth and chin.

They bring their friends and relatives, too.  Boy, can they make a mess of you!

They put you in a big black box & cover you up with dirt & rocks.

All goes well for about a week.  Then, your coffin begins to leak.

The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out.  The worms play pinochle on your snout.

They eat your eyes, they eat your nose, they eat the jelly between your toes.

A big green worm with rolling eyes crawls in your stomach & out your eyes.

Your stomach turns a slimy green & pus pours out like whipping cream.

You spread it on a slice of bread and that's what you eat when you are dead.

Hello Mudda!  Hello Fadda!

(to the tune of "Dance Of The Hours")

Words & Music:

Allan Sherman & Amilcare Ponchielli

D   A7   D   F#m   G   D   A7   D

       A               E7                             A

Hello, Muddah.  Hello, Faddah.  Here I am at Camp Grenada.

        C#m       D                                                    E7

Camp is very entertaining and they say we'll have some fun if it stops raining.

       A               E7                          A

I went hiking with Joe Spivey; he developed poison ivy.

      C#m            D               A                  E7               A

You remember Leonard Skinner; he got ptomaine poisoning last night after dinner.

All the counselors hate the waiters and the lake has alligators.

And the head coach wants no sissies; so, he reads to us from something called Ulysses.

Now I don't want this should scare ya' but my bunkmate has malaria.

You remember Jeffery Hardy; they're about to organize a searching party.

BRIDGE:

Am      Em                         Am      Em

Take me home, oh, Muddah, Faddah.  Take me home, I hate Grenada.

C     F     C      Am            F                 Am         E

Don't leave me out in the forest where I might get eaten by a bear.

Am      Em                      Am       Em       C                    F     C

Take me home - I promise I will not make noise, or mess the house with other boys.

    C                    F                     C         E7

Oh, please don't make me stay - I've been here one whole day.

Dearest Fadduh, Darling Muddah, how's my precious little bruddah?

Let me come home, if you miss me.  I would even let Aunt Bertha hug and kiss me.

Wait a minute, it's stopped hailing.  Guys are swimming, Guys are sailing.

Playing baseball, gee that's bettah - Muddah, Faddah kindly disregard this letter.

Hey, Laddy!

(a variant of "Hey Lolly!")

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is a call and response song with one person making up the rhyme and everyone else joining in on "hey, laddy, laddy-o!"  continue for as long as you can make up rhymes for the names of people in the room!  Clearly, this is a version of "Hey, Lolly!", but it is the one I learned as a kid and a good example of how songs mutate as they are passed along!

CHORUS:

C

Hey, laddy, laddy, laddy!

C                 G7

Hey, laddy, laddy-o!

G7

Hey, laddy, laddy, laddy!

G7                C

Hey, laddy, laddy-o!

I knew a girl, her name was Heidi!
[Hey, laddy, laddy-o!]
She wasn't neat, but she sure was tidy. 
[Hey, laddy, laddy-o!]
CHORUS:
I knew a boy, his name was John. 
[Hey, laddy, laddy-o!]
He goes around with one shoe on. 
[Hey, laddy, laddy-o!]
CHORUS:

Etc. etc.  Be creative with everyone in the room!
Hey, Lolly, Lolly

(Woody Guthrie version)

Words & Music:

Traditional

Arr. Woody Guthrie

CHORUS:

G                                             D

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

  G

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

  D

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

  G

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

A married man will keep your secret.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
A single boy will talk about you.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

A single man will keep your secret.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
A quiet man will talk about you.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

Well, a married man's an easy rider.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
A single boy gets all excited.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

Single boy walks on down street.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Married man's in his stockin' feet.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

Hey, Lolly, Lolly

(original version)

Words & Music:

Traditional

Once you get the hang of this, make up your own verses.

CHORUS:

G                                             D

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

                           G

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

                           D

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

                           G

Hey, lolly, lolly, lolly!  Hey, lolly, lolly, low!

Married men will keep your secret.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Single boys will talk about you.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

I have a girl, she's ten feet tall.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Sleeps in the kitchen with her feet in the hall.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

Two old maids a-sittin' in the sand.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Each one wishin' that the other was a man.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

Everybody sing the chorus.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Either you're against us or you're for us.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

The purpose of this little song.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
Is to make up verses as you go along.  [Hey, lolly, lolly, low!]
CHORUS:

High Barbaree

Words & Music:

Traditional English

arr. American Variation

The original English tune is called "The George Aloe And The Sweepstake", which dates to at least January 14, 1595, when "Soldier's Joy" was noted in the Stationers' Register to be sung to the tune. Other sources date the tune to 1590.  The American words refer to the notorious pirates of the Barbary Coast , who plagued American merchant ships.]

Em                                B7             Em
Look ahead, look astern, look the weather in the lee.
Em              D        C         B7
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
B7        Em             D                  C                B7
There's a lofty ship to starboard and she's sailing fast and free,
B7       Em                      D    Em
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
"Oh, are you a pirate or a man-o-war?" cried we.
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
"Oh, no! I'm not a pirate but a man-o-war," cried he.
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
"Then back up your topsails and heave your vessel to."
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
 "For we have got some letters to be carried home by you."
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
"We'll back up our topsails and heave our vessel to."
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
"For we have got some letters to be carried home by you."
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
For broadside, for broadside they fought all on the main;
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
Until at last the frigate shot the pirate's mast away.
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
"For quarter! For quarter!" the saucy pirates cried.
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
The quarter that we showed them was to sink them in the tide.
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
With cutlass and gun, oh, we fought for hours three;
Blow high! Blow low! And so sailed we.
The ship it was their coffin and their grave it was the sea.
Sailing down along the coasts of High Barbaree.
High-Priced Blues

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Try sliding into the chords, i.e. Db to D; Ab7 to A7; etc.

D                                    D7

I'll tell you something, ain't no joke,

D                      D7

High cost of livin' is keepin' me broke.

CHORUS:

G7                           D

Prices goin' higher, 'way up higher, 

                A7         G7          D    G7    D    A7

Prices goin' so high, what more can we do?

Walked in a meat market just about noon

Hear them hollerin', "Now the cow jumped over the moon."

CHORUS:

Johnny's gone to war, Jimmy's gone to sea,

But I tell you high prices is killin' me.

CHORUS:

Meat, Butter, and eggs gettin' higher still,

You don't even get go change out of a five-dollar bill.

CHORUS:  [last line is:]

Well, it's no disgrace to be poor, but it's a little unhandy for me.

The horses and the numbers; odds are still the same,

Looks like the prices would raise ten per cent on the game.

CHORUS:  [last line is:]

Prices goin' so high, I don't think I will work no more.

The Highwayman

Words & Music:

Old English Poem

Arr: Loreena McKennitt

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the ghastly trees

the moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon the cloudy seas

The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor

when the highwayman came riding, riding, riding,

the highwayman came riding up to the old inn door.

He'd a french cocked hat at his forehead a bunch of lace at his chin

a coat of claret velvet and breeches of brown doe-skin

They fitted with nary a wrinkle his boots were up to the thigh

and he rode with a jeweled twinkle his pistol butts a-twinkle

his rapier hilt a-twinkle under the jeweled sky.

And over cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard

and he tapped with his whip on the shutters but all was locked and barred

He whistled a tune to the window and who should be waiting there

but the landlord's black-eyed daughter Bess, the landlord's daughter

plaiting a dark red love knot into her long black hair.

"One kiss my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize tonight

But I should be back with the yellow gold before the morning light

Yet if they press me sharply and harry me through the day

Then look for me by the moonlight, watch for me by the moonlight

I'll come to thee by the moonlight though hell should bar the way."

He rose up right in the stirrups he scarce could reach her hand

But she loosened her hair in the casement his face burned like a brand

As a black cascade of purfume came tumbling over his breast

And he kissed its waves in the moonlight oh, sweet waves in the moonlight

He tugged at his rein in the moonlight and galloped away to the west.

He did not come at the dawning he did not come at noon

and out of the tawny sunset before the rise of the moon

When the road was a gypsy's ribbon looping the purple moor

a redcoat troop came marching marching, marching,

King George's men came marching up to the old inn door.

They said no word to the landlord they drank his ale instead

but they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed

Two of them knelt at the casement with muskets at their side

There was death at every window Hell at one dark window

for Bess could see through the casement the road that he would ride.

They had tied her up to attention with many a sniggering jest

They had bound a musket beside her with the barrel beneath her breast

"Now keep good watch" and they kissed her she heard the dead man say

"Look for me by the moonlight watch for me by the moonlight

I'll come to thee by the moonlight though hell should bar the way."

She twisted her hands behind her but all the knots held good!

but she writhed her hands 'til her fingers were wet with sweat or blood

They stretched and strained in the darkness and the hours crawled by like years

till now on the stroke of midnight Cold on the stroke of midnight

the tip of her finger touched it the trigger at least was hers.

Tot-a-lot, tot-a-lot had they heard it? The horse's hooves rang clear

Tot-a-lot, tot-a-lot in the distance were they deaf they did not hear?

Down the ribbon of moonlight over the brow of the hill

The highwayman came riding, riding, riding,

The redcoats looked to their priming she stood up straight and still.

Tot-a-lot in the frosty silence Tot-a-lot in the echoing night

nearer he came and nearer her face was like a light

Her eyes grew wide for a moment she drew a last deep breath

Then her finger moved in the moonlight her musket shattered the moonlight

shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him with her death.

He turned, he spurred to the west he did not know she stood

bowed with her head o'er musket drenched with her own red blood

Not till the dawn he heard it his face grew grey to hear

how Bess the landlord's daughter the landlord's black-eyed daughter

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

And back he spurred like a madman shrieking a curse to the sky!

With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!

Blood-red were the spurs in the golden noon wine-red was his velvet coat

When they shot him down in the highway down like a dog on the highway

And he lay in his blood in the highway with a bunch of lace at his throat.

Still on a winter's night they say when the wind is in the trees

When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon the cloudy seas

When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor

A highwayman comes riding, riding, riding,

A highwayman comes riding up to the old inn door.

Hobo's Lullaby

Words & Music:

Woody Guthrie

D                     G     A                          D

Go to sleep you weary hobo, let the towns drift slowly by.

D                       G        A          A7          D

Listen the steels rails humming, that's the hobo's lullaby.

D                 G      A              D

Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho, Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho.

D                 G      A    A7        D

Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho, Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho.

Do not think about tomorrow, 

Let tomorrow come and go.

Tonight, you've got a nice warm boxcar,

Safe from all this wind and snow.

I know the police cause you trouble,

They cause trouble everywhere.

But, when you die and go to heaven,

You'll find no policemen there.

Go to sleep you weary hobo,

Let the towns drift slowly by.

Listen the steels rails humming,

That's the hobo's lullaby.

Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho, Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho.

Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho, Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho-Ho.

Hokey-Pokey

Words & Music:

Traditional

             D

You put your right hand in, you put your right hand out,

D                                   A7

You put your right hand in, and you shake it all about!

A7

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

A7                    D

That's what it's all about!

You put your left hand in, you put your left hand out,

You put your left hand in, and you shake it all about!

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

That's what it's all about!

You put your right foot in, you put your right foot out,

You put your right foot in, and you shake it all about!

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

That's what it's all about!

You put your left foot in, you put your left foot out,

You put your left foot in, and you shake it all about!

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

That's what it's all about!

You put your head in, you put your head out,

You put your head in, and you shake it all about!

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

That's what it's all about!

You put your whole self in, you put your whole self out,

You put your whole self in, and you shake it all about!

You do the hokey-pokey and you turn yourself around.

That's what it's all about!

GAME:

All stand in a circle, facing in towards the middle.

When the song mentions a body part, you put that body part inside the circle or outside the circle, depending upon the instructions of the song.

To do the "Hokey-Pokey", poke your fingers in the air -- moving them up and down in time to the music -- and turn your body around in place.

Hold On

(a.k.a. "Gospel Plow")

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Am                                       E7                    Am

Mary wore three links of chain and every link was in my Jesus' name.

Am

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

     E7       Am

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Peter was so nice and neat, he wouldn't let Jesus wash his feet

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Peter got anxious and he said, "Wash my feet, hands and head."

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Jesus said, "If I wash them not, you'll have no father in this lot."

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Got my hand on the gospel plow, wouldn't take nothing for my journey now.

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Mary, Mark, Luke and John – all them prophets are dead and gone.

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Well, I've never been to heaven, but I've been told

The streets up there are lined with gold.

Keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

Hold on, hold on, keep your hand on-a that plow, hold on.

The Hole At The Bottom Of The Sea

Words & Music:

Traditional

          C                                                         G7

There's a hole, there's a hole, there's a hole at the bottom of the sea.

          G7                                                        C

There's a hole, there's a hole, there's a hole at the bottom of the sea.

          F               C               G7                        C

There's a hole, there's a hole, there's a hole at the bottom of the sea.

          C                                                 G7

There's a log in the hole, in the hole at the bottom of the sea,

          G7                                                 C

There's a log in the hole, in the hole at the bottom of the sea,

          F              C           G7                        C

There's a log, there's a log, in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a bump, there's a bump, there's a bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a frog, there's a frog, there's a frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a leg, there's a leg, there's a leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a foot, there's a foot, there's a foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a toe, there's a toe, there's a toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a wart, there's a wart, there's a wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a hair, there's a hair, there's a hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a flea, there's a flea, there's a flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a smile on the flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a smile on the flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

There's a smile, there's a smile, there's a smile on the flea on the hair on the wart on the toe on the foot on the leg on the frog on the bump on the log in the hole at the bottom of the sea.

A Hole In The Bucket

Words & Music:

Traditional American

          D                         G

There's a hole in the bucket, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza.

          D                         G    A7 D

There's a hole in the bucket, dear 'Liza, a hole.

So, fix it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

So, fix it, dear Henry, dear Henry, fix it.

With what shall I fix it, dear 'Liza dear 'Liza?

With what shall I fix it, dear 'Liza with what?

With a straw, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

With a straw, dear Henry, dear Henry, with a straw.

The straw is too long, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza.

The straw is too long, dear 'Liza, too long.

So, cut it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

So, cut it, dear Henry, dear Henry, cut it.

With what shall I cut it, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza?

With what shall I cut it, dear 'Liza with what?

With an axe, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

With an axe, dear Henry, dear Henry, with an axe.

The axe is too dull, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza.

The axe is too dull, dear 'Liza too dull.

So, hone it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

So, hone it, dear Henry, dear Henry, hone it.

On what shall I hone it, dear 'Liza dear 'Liza?

On what shall I hone it, dear 'Liza on what?

On a stone, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

On a stone, dear Henry, dear Henry, with a stone.

But, the stone is too dry, dear 'Liza dear 'Liza.

The stone is too dry, dear 'Liza too dry.

So, wet it, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

So, wet it, dear Henry, dear Henry, wet it.

With what shall I wet it, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza?

With what shall I wet it, dear 'Liza with what?

With water, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

With water, dear Henry, dear Henry, use water.

In what shall I fetch it, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza?

In what shall I fetch it, dear 'Liza in what?

In a bucket, dear Henry, dear Henry, dear Henry.

In a bucket, dear Henry, dear Henry, a bucket.

There's a hole in the bucket, dear 'Liza, dear 'Liza.

There's a hole in the bucket, dear 'Liza a hole.

Home On The Range

(version 1 - original)

 "Original" text by

Dr. Brewster Higley (1876)

G                            C                       G            A7       D7

Oh, give me a home where the Buffalo roam, where the Deer and the Antelope play;

      G                   C                       G          D7          G

Where never is heard a discouraging word, and the sky is not clouded all day.

CHORUS:

  G       D7  G            Em           A7       D7

A home! A home!  Where the Deer and the Antelope play,

      G                 C                          G          D7          G

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word, and the sky is not clouded all day.

Oh! give me a land where the bright diamond sand

Throws its light from the glittering streams,

Where glideth along the graceful white swan, like the maid in her heavenly dreams.

CHORUS:

Oh! give me a gale of the Solomon vale, where the life streams with buoyancy flow;

On the banks of the Beaver, where seldom if ever, any poisonous herbage doth grow.

CHORUS:

How often at night, when the heavens were bright, with the light of the twinkling stars

Have I stood here amazed, and asked as I gazed, if their glory exceed that of ours.

CHORUS:

I love the wild flowers in this bright land of ours,

I love the wild curlew's shrill scream;

The bluffs and white rocks, and antelope flocks that graze on the mountains so green.

CHORUS:

The air is so pure and the breezes so fine, the zephyrs so balmy and light,

That I would not exchange my home here to range forever in azures so bright.

CHORUS:

Home On The Range

(version 2)

New Words:

William & Mary Goodwin (1904)

    G                        C                       G            A7       D7

Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam, where the deer and the antelope play;

       G                 C                         G          D7         G

There, seldom is heard a discouraging word and the sky is not cloudy all day.

CHORUS:

  G       D7  G           Em           A7       D7

A home, a home, where the deer and the antelope play,

       G                    C                      G          D7         G

There, seldom is heard a discouraging word and the sky is not cloudy all day.

CHORUS:

Yes, give me the gleam of the swift mountain stream

And the place where no hurricane blows;

Oh, give me the park where the prairie dogs bark And the mountain all covered with snow.

CHORUS:

Oh, give me the hills and the ring of the drills

And the rich silver ore in the ground;

Yes, give me the gulch where the miner can sluice and the bright, yellow gold can be found.

CHORUS:

Oh, give me the mine where the prospectors find the gold in its own native land;

And the hot springs below where the sick people go

And camp on the banks of the Grande.

CHORUS:

Oh, give me the steed and the gun that I need to shoot game for my own cabin home;

Then give me the camp where the fire is the lamp and the wild Rocky Mountains to roam.

CHORUS:

Yes, give me the home where the prospectors roam -- their business is always alive

In these wild western hills, 'midst the ring of the drills,

Oh, there let me live till I die.

CHORUS:

Home On The Range

(version 3 - best known)

New Words:

John A. Lomax (1910)

G                            C                       G            A7       D7

Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam, where the deer and the antelope play,

      G                    C                      G             D7         G

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word and the skies are not cloudy all day.

CHORUS:

G     D7           G

Home, home on the range,

          Em           A7       D7

Where the deer and the antelope play;

      G                    C

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word

        G             D7         G

And the skies are not cloudy all day.

Where the air is so pure, the zephyrs so free, the breezes so balmy and light,

That I would not exchange my home on the range for all of the cities so bright.

CHORUS:

The red man was pressed from this part of the West, he's likely no more to return,

To the banks of Red River where seldom if ever their flickering camp-fires burn.

CHORUS:

How often at night when the heavens are bright

With the light from the glittering stars,

Have I stood here amazed and asked as I gazed if their glory exceeds that of ours.

CHORUS:

Oh, I love these wild flowers in this dear land of ours,

The curlew I love to hear scream,

And I love the white rocks and the antelope flocks

That graze on the mountain-tops green.

CHORUS:

Oh, give me a land where the bright diamond sand flows leisurely down the stream;

Where the graceful white swan goes gliding along like a maid in a heavenly dream.

CHORUS:

Home, Sweet Home

Words & Music:

John H. Payne & Henry R. Bishop

There is a very easy instrumental arrangement of this in the January 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
     C    F        C       G7            C

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

      C F     C               G  G7         C

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home.

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,

Which seek thro' the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere.

CHORUS:

F     G7           C                   G7            C

Home, home, sweet, sweet home, there's no place like home.

F     G7           C                   G7            C

Home, home, sweet, sweet home, there's no place like home.

I gaze on the moon as I tread the drear wild,

And feel that my mother now thinks of her child;

As she looks on that moon from our own cottage door,

Thro' the woodbine whose fragrance shall cheer me no more.

CHORUS:

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain.

Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again;

The birds singing gaily, that came at my call:

Give me them and that peace of mind, dearer than all.

CHORUS:

Hot Corn, Cold Corn

Words & Music:

Not Known

CHORUS:

G

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.

D

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.

G

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.

D                                                    G

Fare thee well, Uncle Bill, see you in the morning.  Yes, Sir!

Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.

Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.

Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.

See Uncle Bill, he's a raring and pitching.  Yes, Sir!

CHORUS:

Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again.

Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again.

Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again.

Ain't had a drink since I don't know when.  Yes, Sir!

CHORUS:

Yonder come the preacher and the children are crying.

Yonder come the preacher and the children are crying.

Yonder come the preacher and the children are crying.

Chickens are a hollering, toenails are a flying.  Yes, Sir!

CHORUS:

The House Carpenter

(a.k.a. "James Harris" or "The Daemon Lover")

Words & Music:

Melanie Ebener(?)

      Am        G       Am                  Am        G           Am

"Well met, well met, my own true love, well met, well met," cried he.

      Am     C               G          Em  Am          G       Am

"I've just returned from the salt, salt sea all for the love of thee."

"I could have married the King's daughter dear, she would have married me.

But I have forsaken her crowns of gold all for the love of thee."

"Well, if you could have married the King's daughter dear, I'm sure you are to blame.

For I am married to a house carpenter, and find him a nice young man."

"Oh, will you forsake your house carpenter and go along with me?

I'll take you to where the grass grows green, to the banks of the salt, salt sea."

"Well, if I should forsake my house carpenter and go along with thee,

What have you got to maintain me on and keep me from poverty?"

"Six ships, six ships all out on the sea, seven more upon dry land,

One hundred and ten all brave sailor men will be at your command."

She picked up her own wee babe, kisses gave him three.

Said, "Stay right here with my house carpenter and keep him good company.

Then she putted on her rich attire, so glorious to behold.

And as she trod along her way, she shown like the glittering gold.

Well, they'd not been gone but about two weeks, I know it was not three.

When this fair lady began to weep, she wept most bitterly.

"Ah, why do you weep, my fair young maid, weep it for your golden store?

Or do you weep for your house carpenter who never you shall see anymore?"

"I do not weep for my house carpenter or for any golden store.

I do weep for my own wee babe, who never I shall see anymore."

Well, they'd not been gone but about three weeks, I'm sure it was not four.

Our gallant ship sprang a leak and sank, never to rise anymore.

One time around spun our gallant ship, two times around spun she,

Three times around spun our gallant ship and sank to the bottom of the sea.

"What hills, what hills are those, my love, that rise so fair and high?"

"Those are the hills of heaven, my love, but not for you and I."

"And what hills, what hills are those, my love, those hills so dark and low?"

"Those are the hills of hell, my love, where you and I must go."

How Mountain Girls Can Love

Words & Music:

Ruby Rakes

CHORUS:

C              G

Get down boys, go back home,

D                    G

Back to the girl you love.

C                G

Treat her right, never wrong,

D                      G

How mountain girls can love.

G

Riding in the night in the high cold wind.

       D                          G

On the trail of that old lonesome pine.

G

Thinking of you and feeling so blue.

          D              G

Wondering why I left you behind.

CHORUS:

Do you remember the night when we strolled down the lane?

Our hearts were gay and happy, then.

And you whispered to me as I held you close,

"I hope this night will never end."

CHORUS:

How Much Is That Doggie In The Window?

Words & Music:

Bob Merrill

Songhound Joan sent along the first verse and showed the correct format for this song.  And she had an original recording to prove it!  

A                         E

I must take a trip to California

E                               A

And leave my poor sweetheart at home.

A                         E

If she has a doggie to protect her

E                           A

The doggie will have a good home.

CHORUS:

A                              E

How much is that doggie in the window?

E                        A

The one with the waggily tail.

How much is that doggie in the window?

I do hope that doggie's for sale.

I read in the papers there are robbers

With flashlights that shine in the dark.

My love needs a doggie to protect her

And scare them away with one bark.

CHORUS:

I don't want a bunny or a kitty.

I don't want a parrot that talks.

I don't want a bowl of little fishies.

You can't take a goldfish for a walk.

CHORUS:

A Hundred Pipers

Words & Music:

Traditional, The Isles

      G                   C                 G                   D

Wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a', wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a',

G                 C                         G                   D       G

We'll up an' gie them a blaw, a blaw, wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a'.

O it's owre the border awa', awa'; it's owre the border awa', awa'!

We'll on an' we'll march to Carlisle ha'

Wi' its yetts, its castle an' a', an a'.

CHORUS:

      G                   C                 G                   D       D7

Wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a', wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a',

G                 C                         D                   G

We'll up an' gie them a blaw, a blaw, wi' a hundred pipers, an' a', an' a'.

Oh! our sodger lads looked braw, looked braw,

Wi' their tartan kilts an' a', an' a',

Wi' their bonnets an' feathers an' glitt'rin' gear,

An' pibrochs sounding loud and clear.

Will they a' return to their ain dear glen?

Will they a' return oor Heilan' men?

Second sichted Sandy looked fu' wae.

An' mithers grat when they march'd away.

CHORUS:

Oh! wha' is foremos o' a', o' a',

Oh wha' is foremost o' a', o' a',

Bonnie Charlie the King o' us a', hurrah!

Wi' his hundred pipers an' a', an ' a'.

His bonnet and feathers he's waving high,

His prancing steed maist seems to fly,

The nor' win' plays wi' his curly hair,

While the pipers play wi'an unco flare.

CHORUS:

The Esk was swollen sae red an' sae deep,

But shouther to shouther the brave lads keep;

Twa thousand swam owre to fell English ground

An' danced themselves dry to the pibroch's sound.

Dumfoun'er'd the English saw, they saw,

Dumfoun'er'd they heard the blaw, the blaw,

Dumfoun'er'd they a' ran awa', awa',

Frae the hundred pipers an' a', an ' a'.

CHORUS:

Hush-A-Bye

Words & Music:

Traditional

Am    Dm    Dm/F    C    E    Am

Am          Dm

Hush-a-bye, don't you cry.

C     E                 Am

Go to sleep, you little baby.

Am             Dm

When you wake, you shall have

C       E             Am

All the pretty little horses.

C                  Am

Dapples and grays, pintos and bays

C       E            Am

All the pretty little horses.

Way down yonder in the meadow

Poor little baby crying mama.

Birds and the butterflies flutter all round his eyes.

Poor little baby crying mama.

Hush-a-bye, don't you cry.

Go to sleep, you little baby.

When you wake, you shall have

All the pretty little horses.

Dapples and grays, pintos and bays

All the pretty little horses.

Hush-a-bye, don't you cry.

Go to sleep, you little baby.

