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I Ain't Broke (But I'm Badly Bent)

Words & Music:

H. Payne

    G

I'm going back to the country

C               G

I can't pay the rent

C              G

No, I'm not completely broke

G

But brother I'm badly bent

             C                   G

I can't understand just where it went

        D                    G

I ain't broke, but I'm badly bent

Well, I had a lot of money

But to the city I went

I met this really good-looking girl

And that's where my money went

Now I know just where it went

I ain't broke, but I'm badly bent

When I get back to the country

I'll be living in a tent

Ma and Pa will sure be mad

At all the money I spent

They won't understand just where it went

I ain't broke, but I'm badly bent

Now everybody knows just where it went

Well, I ain't broke, but, brother, I'm badly bent

I Am A Man Of Constant Sorrow

(a.k.a A Man Of Constant Sorrow)

Words & Music:

Carter Stanley

I grew up on the Peter, Paul & Mary "A Maid Of Constant Sorrow" version (Ladies, simply substitute "maid" for "man").  The Soggy Bottom Boys' version from "O, Brother, Where Art Thou?" is transcribed in the March-April 2009 issue of Guitar Edge.  That version is in drop-D tuning and capoed III.

       A                D

I am a man of constant sorrow

           Bm             Em

I've known trouble all my days.

          A           D

I'm going back to California  [orig:  I’ll bid farewell to old Kentucky]

            Bm           Em

Place where I was partly raised.  [orig:  The state where I was born & raised]

All through this world I'm bound to ramble

Through storm & wind, through sleet & rain.

I'm bound to ride that northern railroad.

Perhaps I'll take the very next train.

Your friends, they say I am a stranger.

You'll never see my face no more.

There is a promise that's given:

We will sail God's golden shore.

I always thought I had seen trouble,

Now I know it's common run.

I'll hang my head and weep in sorrow,

Just to think on what you've done.

And when I'm in some lonesome hour,

And I am feeling all alone,

I'll weep the briny tears of sorrow,

And think of you so far a-gone.

For six long years I've been in trouble.

No pleasure here on earth I find.

For in this world I'm bound to ramble.

I have no friends to help me now.

It's fare thee well my own true lover.

I never expect to see you again.

For I'm bound to ride that northern railroad.

Perhaps I'll die upon this train.

You can bury me in some deep valley.

For many years where I may lay.

Then you may learn to love another.

While I am sleeping in my grave.

FIRST VERSE REPRISE:

I Believe I'll Dust My Broom

(original Robert Johnson version, a.k.a. "Dust My Broom")

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson (1936)

© (1978) 1990, 1991 Lehsem II, LLC/Claud L. Johnson

Administered by Music & Media International, Inc.

On his excellent blues guitar site, Olav Torvund says that Open E tuning (E B E G# B E) is traditional for this song, but notes that Davie Rubin claims that Robert Johnson used Aadd9 tuning (E B E D C# E).  Do NOT leave your guitar for long in either tuning.  The extra tight strings may warp your neck.

Correspondent John Renderio was kind enough to send along

his complete and correct bass tab for the ZZ Top cover of this tune, which is in open D tuning for all guitars (D A D F# A D).  Tab for the Robert Johnson version follows in Drop D tuning (easier on the guitar).  Rory Block teaches the RJ version of this song on her DVD from Homespun Tapes.

I(E)

I'm goin' get up in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

          IV(A)                      I(E)

I'm goin' get up in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

                V(B)                    IV(A)                     I(A)

Girlfriend, the black man you been lovin', girlfriend, can get my room.

I'm gon' write a letter, telephone every town I know.

I'm gon' write a letter, telephone every town I know.

If I can't find her in West Helena, she must be in East Monroe, I know.

I don't want no woman wants every downtown man she meet.

I don't want no woman wants every downtown man she meet.

She's a no good doney, they shouldn't allow her on the street.

I believe, I believe I'll go back home.

I believe, I believe I'll go back home.

You can mistreat me here, babe, but you can't when I go home.

And I'm gettin' up in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

I'm gettin' up in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

Girlfriend, the black man you been lovin', girlfriend, can get my room.

I'm gonna call up Chiney, see is my good girl over there.

I'm gonna call up China, see is my good girl over there.

'F I can't find her on Philippines' island, she must be in Ethiopia somewhere.

I Believe I'll Dust My Broom Robert Johnson Tab (Drop D)

[recording of 1st of 5 sessions, November 23 1936, San Antonio, Texas

from The Complete Recordings (CBS 467246 2 & Columbia/Legacy C2K-46222 & Columbia 4622 & Sony 64916), copyright notice]
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(I Believe I'll) Dust My Broom

(Elmore James version)

New Lyrics: Elmore James

(Based on Robert Johnson's "I Believe I'll Dust My Broom")

(Song Recorded - 1959)

    I(E)

I'm gettin' up soon in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

    IV(A)                                                  I(E)

I'm gettin' up soon in the mornin', I believe I'll dust my broom.

  V(B)                       IV(A)                            I(E)

I quit the best girl I'm lovin', now my friends can get in my room.

I'm gonna write a letter, telephone every town I know.

I'm gonna write a letter, telephone every town I know.

If I don't find her in Mississippi, she be in East Monroe I know.

And I don't want no woman wants every downtown man she meets.

No, I don't want no woman wants every downtown man she meets.

Man, she's a no good doney, they shouldn't allow her on the street.

I believe, I believe my time ain't long.

I believe, I believe my time ain't long.

I ain't gonna leave my baby and break up my happy home.

Dust My Broom Elmore James Tab

Tabbed by: Francisco & Vitor Ribeiro Suman

This is one of the most traditional blues tunes ever, and has been played in many different ways by a lot of different artists. By playing this Elmore James version you can have the idea of what to play if you want a different version. James used a bottleneck, his trademark. If you have one, use it, it will sound a lot better.

Symbols used:  --\-- Slide down     --/-- Slide up     --b-- Bend

Guitar 1 (solo) plays this:

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

B |---/12-12-12-12-12-12-12-12----15------15------------------|

G#|---/12-12-12-12-12-12-12-12--------15------15----11/12-----|repeat it

E |---/12-12-12-12-12-12-12-12-----------------------------12-| one more

B |-----------------------------------------------------------|   time

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

Then move to this:

E |-----------13-------------------------------------------------|

B |---------------13---------------------------------------------|

G#|---11/13-----------13\----------------------------------------|

E |---------------------------5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5\---|

B |---------------------------5-5-7-7-5-5-7-7-5-5-7-7-5-5-7-7\---|

E |---------------------------5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5\---|

Then move back to this one:

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

B |---/12-12-12-12-12-12-12-12----15------15------------------|

G#|---/12-12-12-12-12-12-12-12--------15------15----11/12-----|

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

B |-----------------------------------------------------------|

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

Then move to this:

E |-----------13---------------------------------------------------|

B |---------------13-----------------------------------------------|

G#|---11/13-----------13\------------------------------------------|

E |---------------------------7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7\--5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5\---|

B |---------------------------7-7-9-9-7-7-9-9\--5-5-7-7-5-5-7-7\---|

E |---------------------------7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7\--5-5-5-5-5-5-5-5\---|

Then you play this ending riff:

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

B |----------------------------------|

G#|----------------------------------|

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

B |---5-5-5-4-4-4-3-3-3-2------0-0---|

E |------------------------3b--------|

You can substitute for this one if you want too:

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

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

G#|------------------------------------|

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

B |---3---3-2---2-1---1-0--0-----------|

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

While guitar 2 (rhythm) plays E A and B chords (listen to the tune!)

Brasil gets the blues (too!)  Have fun folks!  Chico & Vitor

I Don't Want No More Of Camping Life

Words & Music:

Traditional

     D                              A7

They say the food at (camp name) is really mighty fine.

A7                                          D

How the heck could they know it tastes like turpentine?

CHORUS:

    A7                      D

Oh, I don't want no more of camping life!

D

Gee, ma, I wanna go, but they won't let me go,

D          A7       D  A7  D

Gee, ma, I wanna go hoooooome!

The say the rolls at (camp name) are really mighty fine.

But, one rolled off the table and killed a friend of mine!

CHORUS:

They say the water at (camp name) is really mighty clean.

Well, how the heck could they know it smells like gasoline?

CHORUS:

They say the air at (camp name) is really mighty neat.

Well, how the heck could they know it smells like dirty feet?

CHORUS:

Come up with as many verses as you can!

I Got Wings

(a.k.a. "I Got Shoes" & "Heaven, Heaven")

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

Correspondent RM wrote looking for more info on this and led me to learn that this has a zillion other versions and is also known as "I Got Shoes".  Marian Anderson sang it under the title "Heaven, Heaven".  Arrangements for this are scarce.  These chords are the only ones I could find and are at megachords.com & e-chords.com.

G     Em     G       Em     G            Em     G    Em

I got shoes, you got shoes, all o' God's people have shoes.

G             G7            C         D9

When I get to Heaven, gonna put on my shoes.

G              D11        G       D7      G

Gonna walk all over God's Heaven, Heaven, Heaven.

CHORUS:

            G7            C              D9

Everybody's talkin' 'bout Heaven and I'm goin' there.

G       D7            G    C        D7    G      C G

Heaven, Heaven, gonna walk all over God's Heaven.
[alt chorus:  "Everybody talkin' 'bout Heaven; ain't goin' there;

Heaven, gonna fly (walk, play, etc.) all over God's Heaven."]

I got wings, you got wings, all o' God's children got wings.

When I get to Heaven, gonna put on my wings

And gonna fly all over God's Heaven, Heaven, Heaven.

CHORUS:

I got a harp, you got a harp, all o' God's children got a harp.

When I get to Heaven, gonna put on my a harp

And gonna play all over God's Heaven, Heaven, Heaven.

CHORUS:

I got a robe, you got a robe, all o' God's children got a robe.

When I get to Heaven, gonna put on my a robe

And gonna shout all over God's Heaven, Heaven, Heaven.

CHORUS:

I Had But Fifty Cents

(a.k.a. "I took My Girl To A Dance One Night", "(When) I Had But Fifty Cents", "The Half Crown Song", "Only Half-A-Crown", "The Social Hop", "Eighteen Pence", "Pretty Little Dear", "Betsy Brown")
Words & Music:

Various Traditional

This is all Katie Crugnola's fault, but I thank her.  She wrote in, asking help to find this song.  So, of course, I just had to become obsessed with it.  There are variations from English-speaking nations all 'round the globe.  Audio of the two American versions can be found on the Max Hunter Folk Song Collection at Missouri State University.  Per this great drinking songs site (http://www.csufresno.edu/folklore/drinkingsongs/html/books-and-manuscripts/1960s/1961-songs-for-singing--frank-lynn/index.htm), it can be found under the title " I took My Girl To A Dance One Night" in Frank Lynn's Songs For Singin' (1961).  Meanwhile, the good folks at the Mudcat Café have discussed many versions of the song and revealed that some versions are two (or even three!) separate songs that were mashed-up in the early 20th century.  Enjoy!
1.  Version 1 - "I Had But Fifty Cents" as sung by Max Hunter, Springfield, Missouri on February 9, 1969 (Cat. #0687 (MFH #274) http://maxhunter.missouristate.edu/songinformation.aspx?id=687)

       Bb                                            F7

I took my girl to a dance one night, it was a social hop.

F7                                                       Bb

We danced until th' lights went out an' th' music had to stop.

  Bb                                          Eb

I took her to a restaurant, th' finest in th' state.

    Eb                                           Bb

She said she wasn't hungry, but this is what she ate:

  Bb                                          F

A dozen raw, a plate of slaw, a chicken and a roast.

     F                                                 Bb

Some applesass, and aparagrass and soft-shell crabs on toast.

  Bb                                               Eb

A box of stew, and crackers, too; her appetite was immense.

         Eb                                      F             Bb

When she asked for pie, I thought I'd die, for I had but fifty cents.

She said she wasn't hungry and didn't care to eat.

But I've got money in my clothes to bet she can't be beat.

She took it in so cozy, she had an awful tank.

She said she wasn't thirsty, but this is what she drank:

A whiskey skin, a glass of gin (which made me shake with' fear).

A ginger pop, with rum on top, a schooner then of beer.

A glass of ale, a gin cocktail; she should have had more sense.

When she called for more, I fell on th' floor, for I had fifty cents.

Of course I wasn't hungry and didn't care to eat.

Expecting every moment to be kicked out in th' street.

She said she'd fetch her family 'round some night, an' we'd have fun.

When I gave th' man fifty cents, this is what he done:

He tore my cloth'es, he smashed my nose, he hit me in th' jaw.

He gave me a prize of a two black eyes and with' me swept th' floor.

He took me where my pants hung loose and tossed me o'er th' fence.

Take my advice, don't try it twice, if you've got but fifty cents!

2. Version 2 - "I Had But Fifty Cents" as sung by Mrs. Pearl Brewer, Pocahontas, Arkansas on May 27, 1959 (Cat. #0347 (MFH #274) http://maxhunter.missouristate.edu/songinformation.aspx?ID=0347)

  G                                                      C

I took my girl to a fancy ball, I thought we'd have some fun.

     C                                               G

I'll tell you guys, to my surprise, this is what she done.

  G                                      C

I took her into a cafetery to give her a treat.

    C               G           D7               G

She said she wasn't hungry, but this is what she eat:

  G                                             C

A dozen raws, a plate of slaw, chicken and some shrimp.

    D7                                                     G

She called for pie, I thought I'd die, for I had but fifty cents!

She stepped up to th' fountain, before that I could think.

She said, she wasn't thirsty, but this is what she drank:

A bottle of pop with rum on top, coffee and some tea.

Ginger ale, I sure looked pale, for this was killing me.

She said she'd bring her family around and we would have some fun.

I handed him th' fifty cents an' this is what he done:

He mashed my nose, he tore my clothes, he rolled me on th' floor.

He give me th' prize of two black eyes an' kicked me out at th' door.

He took me where my clothes hung loose an' threw me over th' fence.

Take my advice and don't buy twice, when you got but fifty cents!

3. Version 3 - Australian version (http://warrenfahey.com/people/dd-18-pence.html - alas, no chords or audio) as "The Social Hop" (as collected by Mrs. Doris Day of Highett Road, Hampton, Victoria.)

THE SOCIAL HOP

(Eighteen Pence)

I took my girl to a dance one night, it was a social hop.

We stayed till the dance was over and the music it had stopped.

We went to a restaurant, the finest in the street,

She said she wasn't hungry but this is what she eats:

A lobster claw, some beef steaks raw, some pickles and toast.

Fish stew & trotters, too, and some corned beef & roast.

Applesauce and asparagus, her appetite was immense.

I nearly fell through the floor when she said she wanted more,

For I only had eighteen pence!

She said she'd bring the family around and we'd have some fun.

So, I gave the bloke the eighteen pence and this is what he done:

He broke me nose, tore me clothes and a swipe under the jaw.

Gave a surprise, with a pair of black eyes, then threw me on the floor.

He took me where my pants are loose and chuck me over the fence.

So, take my advice and consider it twice if you only have eighteen pence.

4.  Version 4 - Irish Version A, "The Half Crown Song" - perhaps a Galway tune.  Heard on the Flanagan Brothers (Joe Flanagan) recording of 1933.

I took my girl to a fancy ball, it was a social hop.

We stayed all night until the break of daylight, waiting for the music to stop.

Into a restaurant we went, the finest on the street.

She said she was not hungry, but this is what she eat:

A dozen raw, a plate of slaw, a chicken and a roast.

Asparagrass and applesauce, with soft-shell crab on toast.

An Irish stew and dumplings, too.  Her appetite made me frown.

When she called for pie, I thought I'd die, for I had but half a crown.

You bet I wasn't hungry. I didn't care to eat.

I've got money in my clothes, the best that can't be beat.

She took things so easy!  She had an awful tank.

She said she was not thirsty, but this is what she drank:

A glass of ale, a gin cocktail; it made me shake with fear.

A ginger pop with rum on top, and then a jug of beer.

A whiskey stein, a glass of wine; she sure could drink it down!

When she called for more, I fell on the floor, for I had but half a crown.

You bet I wasn't hungry. I didn't care to eat,

Expecting every moment to be kicked out in the street.

She said she'd bring her friends around someday and we'd have fun.

I showed the man my two and six, and this is what he done:

He smashed my nose. He tore my clothes. He hit me on the head.

He grabbed me by the collar then, 'til I was nearly dead.

He caught me where my pants hung loose. He turned me upside down.

Take my advice: don't try it twice, when you got but half a crown.

5.  Version 5 - Irish Version B the "Half-A-Crown" "sexy version" - also perhaps Galway.

Notes from Jim Carroll (Mudcat poster):  "...This is the song we recorded from Travellers and from West Clare, along with the notes we used for Vincie Boyle's version on the CD, 'Around The Hills of Clare'.

It can also be found on a shorter version on the Travellers' CD, From Puck to Appleby..."

The Half Crown

(Vincie Boyle & Miltown Malbay)

'Twas lately DeValera set out in the Dail,

Said the population of Ireland was beginning to fall;

And then to prevent it and not let it down,

To every child born he'd give a half crown.

I'm a young single man and I'm fed up of life,

I lately set out in search of a wife,

I married a widow and we both settled down,

And I'm doing my best for the blooming half crown.

The job, it proved harder than people may think.

The night we got married, sure, I ne'er slept a wink.

The wife, she keeps at me, she calls me a clown,

And said I'm doing nothing for the blooming half crown.

I'm a young married man and I'm tired of life;

Half killed and half crazy from this strap of a wife;

If we haven't a family 'tis me she will drown.

I'm in a hell of a fix for the blooming half crown.

Since the blooming thing started I'm nearly half dead;

Last night we broke down all the springs in the bed;

Said, she, "it's no us, for I'm now sixty three".

"Oh bedad then", says I, "there's no half crown for me".

So now I resemble a half hungry goose;

Every bone in my body disjointed and loose;

The people when pass me, they say with a frown;

"The cause of your death will be the half crown".

So all ye who're about to be wed;

Check your wife's age before going to bed;

Don't have her to tell you, as mine told me;

There's no half a crown from a three score and three.

A Children's Allowance of two shillings and sixpence for each child, introduced by Eamon deValera's newly elected Fianna Fa/il government in the early 1930s, gave rise to a number of songs and poems, and gave the term "making a half crown" a special meaning. This is one of those songs.

6.  Version 6 - The Betsy Brown/Pretty Little Thing Mash-up (recorded by Frank Crumit in the 1920s)

I Had But Fifty Cents

She's a pretty little dear and she lives uptown.

Her daddy is a butcher and his name is Brown.

Her beauty is of a high renown. She's the girl for me.

Her eyes are bright as diamonds. Her teeth are white as pearls.

I tell you, boy, she's handsome, and you bet she's one of the girls.

She's a pretty little dear and she lives uptown.

Her daddy is a butcher and his name is Brown.

Her beauty is of a high renown. She's the girl for me.

We're going to get married tomorrow night.

I asked her daddy and he said, "All right."

I feel so bully, I've a notion to get tight.

But I know that wouldn't do,

Because her dad's a square old chap. He's the richest man in town.

He's going to give me a house and lot, along with Betsy brown.

She's a pretty little dear and she lives uptown.

Her daddy is a butcher and his name is brown.

Her beauty is of a high renown. She's the girl for me.

I took my girl to a dance one night. It was a social hop.

We danced until the lights went out. The music had to stop.

I took her to a restaurant, the finest in the state.

She said she wasn't hungry, but this is what she ate.

A dozen raw potato slaw, chicken and a roast,

Apple sass, asperagas, soft shelled crabs on toast,

Two big stew, crackers too. Her appetite was immense.

When she asked for pie, I thought I'd die, for I had but fifty cents.

She's a pretty little dear, etc.

7.  Gerry B.'s nifty American version from Mudcat Café:

I took my girl to a fancy ball, it was a social hop.

We stayed until the lights went out, the music it did stop.

Then to a restaurant we went, the best one on the street;

She said she wasn't hungry, but this is what she eat:

A dozen rolls, a plate of slaw, a chicken and a roast,

Some applesass, asparagrass and soft shelled crabs on toast.

Next she tried some oysters fried, her appetite was immense!

When she called for pie I thought I'd die, for I had but fifty cents!

CHORUS:

Well, she is my hankie pankie, and I know she will come back;

I'll buy her a pair of brand new socks to wear on her poor old back,

A pound of cheese and a barrel of fleas to ride around the hack,

She is my 'Lizabeth Beecher from the County of Kalamazak.

Now after eating all of this, she smiled so very sweet;

She said she wasn't hungry and she wished that she could eat.

The very next order that she made, my heart within me sank!

She said she wasn't thirsty, but this is what she dranl:

A whiskey skin, a glass of gin, a schooner of lager beer,

A ginger pop with rum on top, and then some champagne clear,

A bottle of ale and a soda cocktail astonished all the gents!

When she called for more I fell on the floor,

for I had but fifty cents!

Now to finish up this delicate gal cleaned out an ice cream can.

She said, "Now Sam, I'll tell my ma you're such a nice young man".

She said she's bring her big sister along next she came for fun;

I handed the man the fifty cents, and this is what he done!

He broke my nose, he tore my clothes, he hit me in the jaw;

He gave me the prize of two black eyes, and with me swept the floor!

He took me where my pants were loose and fired me over the fence!

Take my advice, don't try it twice, if you have but fifty cents!

General Notes on the evolution of "Fifty Cents" song from the Mudcat Café:

"I Had But Fifty Cents" (from which the final two prodigious-eating verses were taken) and "Pretty Little Dear" (everything else in Frank Maher's text above) were originally two separate songs.

Evidently Frank Crumit was the one who crunched the two songs together as one. He recorded and copyrighted it in August 1926 as "Pretty Little Dear."

But "Betsey Brown" was a separate song in its own right, without the gorging. First to record it was Walter Morris for Columbia, Sept 1926. Al Hopkins and His Buckle Busters recorded it as "Betsy Brown" on October 23.

"Pretty Little Dear" was covered by half a dozen early country artists, and the melding of the two songs became standard. Yet they really don't sound very connected.

Meanwhile "(When) I Had But Fifty Cents" was recorded by numerous country artists beginning with Riley Puckett in 1924, Ernest Stoneman in 1925, Welby Toomey 1926, Bill Chitwood 1927 and so on. It generally did not have the "Pretty Little Dear / Betsy Brown" verses.

Gus Meade in his Country Music Sources traces "I Had But Fifty Cents" to a composition by Billy Mortimer - Dan Lewis 1881/Sam Devere, 18??).

He's less specific about "Betsy Brown," ("Pretty Little Dear"), but he traces it to an 1880 source whom / which he doesn't name.

I suppose this is another of those cases where two originally separate songs go on as one, like "Roll a Silver Dollar/Man Without a Woman." Myself, I like "Betsy Brown" in its original form, and prefer "I Had But Fifty Cents" as a separate pleasure, but that's just me.

I Know An Old Lady

Words & Music:

Shel Silverstein

D

I know an old lady who swallowed a fly.

A7

I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

A7             D

I guess she'll die!

D

I know an old lady who swallowed a spider.

     G                        A7

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

    D

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

     G                    A7

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

A7             D

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a bird.

How absurd!  They swallowed a bird!

She swallowed the bird to catch the spider

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a cat.

Fancy that!  She swallowed a cat!

She swallowed the cat to catch the bird.

She swallowed the bird to catch the spider

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a dog.

What a hog!  She swallowed a dog!

She swallowed the dog to catch the cat.

She swallowed the cat to catch the bird.

She swallowed the bird to catch the spider

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a goat.

Just opened her throat and swallowed that goat!

She swallowed the goat to catch the dog.

She swallowed the dog to catch the cat.

She swallowed the cat to catch the bird.

She swallowed the bird to catch the spider

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a cow.

I don't know how she swallowed that cow!

She swallowed the cow to catch the goat.

She swallowed the goat to catch the dog.

She swallowed the dog to catch the cat.

She swallowed the cat to catch the bird.

She swallowed the bird to catch the spider

That wriggled and wiggled and tickled inside her.

She swallowed the spider to catch the fly.

But, I don't know why she swallowed that fly.

I guess she'll die!

I know an old lady who swallowed a horse.

She's dead, of course!

I Know Where I'm Going

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

D      A         D                      G          A

I know where I'm goin' and I know who's goin' with me.

D            Bm           Em   A     G        A     D

I know who I love and my dear knows who I'll marry.

I have stockings of silk, shoes of bright green leather,

Combs to buckle my hair and a ring for every finger.

Some say he's black [alt: "poor"], but I say he's bonnie.

The fairest of them all: my handsome, winsome Johnny.

Feather beds are soft, and painted rooms are bonnie.

But I would give them all for my handsome, winsome Johnny.

Yes, I know where I'm goin' and I know who's goin' with me.

I know who I love and my dear knows who I'll marry.

I Love You Because

Words & Music:

Leon Payne (1949)

  D                    D7   G            D                           A7
I love you because you understand, dear, every single thing I try to do.

       D                          D7  G
You're always there to lend a helping hand, dear.

  D                A7                 D   G   D
I love you most of all because you're you.

D7   G                            Ddim D
No matter what the world may say about me,

  E7                                A7
I know your love will always see me through.

  D                        D7    G
I love you for the way you never doubt me,

     D              A7                     D   G   D
But, most of all, I love you 'cause you're you.

   D                  D7       G        D                              A7
I love you because my heart is lighter, every time I'm walking by your side.

   D                   D7       G             D            A7           D  A  D
I love you because the future's brighter, the door to happiness is open wide.

D7 G                               Ddim D
No matter what may be the style or season,

  E7                             A7
I know your heart will always be true.

  D                       D7       G
I love you for a hundred thousand reasons,

     D              A7                     D   G   D
But, most of all, I love you 'cause you're you.

    (Jim Reeves, Willie Nelson, Elvis Presley, etc.)

I Never Will Marry

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C                 G

One morning, as I rambled

    C           F

All down the seashore,

                C

The wind it did whistle

G                  C

And the waters did roar.

I heard a fair damsel

Make a pitiful sound.

She sounded so lonesome

In the waters around.

She plunged her fair body

In the waters so deep.

She closed her dear blue eyes

In the waters to sleep.

My love's gone and left me.

The one I adore.

He's gone where I never

Will see him no more.

I never will marry.

I'll be no man's wife.

I expect to live single

All the days of my life.

The shells in the ocean

Will be my deathbed.

The fish in deep water

Swim over my head.

I never will marry...

I Ride An Old Paint

Words & Music:

Traditional American

This song has been covered by many artists and used by several classical composers (Virgil Thomson, Aaron, William Grant Still) as the basis for works.  Not bad for an old "cowboy song".  Thanks again to Songhound Stephen Kermode for reintroducing me to it.

  G

I ride an old paint, I lead an old dam.

    D7                  G

I'm going to Montana to throw a houlihan.

     D7                        G

They feed in the coulees, they water in the draw,

      D7                          G

Their tails are all matted, their backs are all raw

CHORUS:

      D7                           G

Ride around, little doggies, ride around them real slow.

    D7                       G

The fiery and the snuffy are raring to go.

Old Bill Brown had a daughter and a son.

One went to Denver and the other went wrong.

His wife, she died in a poolroom fight.

And still he keeps singing from morning 'til night.

CHORUS:

Well, when I die, take my saddle from the wall

Put it on my pony and lead him from his stall.

Tie my bones to his back, turn our faces to the west

And we'll ride the prairie that we like the best.

CHORUS:  [2x]

Vocabulary:

"old paint" = a breed of horse  and  "old dam" = a female horse

"throw a houlihan" = a particular kind of lasso shot; specifically, "a right hand man throwing a left hand loop" [per Horsecity.com]
"feed in the coulees" - "coulees" is the correct spelling, like "Grand Coulee Dam".  It is a deep gulch or ravine, which is usually a floodplain (so, it is dry, but grassy in summer with the nutrients left there by floods).  This whole line means that the animals in the song graze on the grass in the coulee and drink water from the "draw" (a shallow, natural depression where the water drains to).

"dogies" - NOT "doggies".  "Dogies" are the motherless calves in the herd you are driving over the range.

"the fiery & the snuffy" - describing temperment.  In this case, hot-tempered, sullen or disagreeable cattle.
I Took A Trip

Traditional Game

"I took a trip, it was a very long trip; and with me. I took [X]."

This is the crux of the entire additive game.  Everyone sits in a circle.  The first person sings the line given above and puts whatever noun they like at the end of the sentence.  For example:  "I took a trip, it was a very long trip; and with me, I took pickles."

The next person will now take the pickles and add something else: "I took a trip, it was a very long trip; and with me, I took pickles and a snowshoe."  The next person takes these and adds one thing of their own: "I took a trip, it was a very long trip; and with me, I took pickles, a snowshoe and a steamboat."

And so on.  It is a great game for silliness and to sharpen memory skills, especially when outlandish things are taken on the trip.  I have heard of a version like "Baby, I Love You" [see] where you are not allowed to smile (or you are out), but that kind of takes the fun out of this game for me.

When someone misses, they start a new trip!

I Wanna Go Home

Words & Music:

Traditional Camp

C                    F  C     G                 C

Ten more days of frustration, then we go to the station,

C             F       G7         C

Back to civilization, I wanna go home.

CHORUS:

C F        C       F        C

I wanna go home, I wanna go home.

C                  F C     G7                    C

Back to mother and father, back to sister and brother,

C                  F    G7         C

Back to somebody other, I wanna go home.

Nine more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Eight more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Seven more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Six more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Five more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Four more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Three more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

Two more days of frustration...

CHORUS:

One more day of frustration...

CHORUS:

I Won't Grow Up

Words & Music:

Carolyn Leigh & Mark Charlap

  F          F#dim   F          F#dim

I won't grow up.  (I won't grow up.)

        Gm7           C7               Gm7           C7

I don't want to go to school. (I don't want to go to school.)

        Gm7           C7              Gm7           C7

Just to learn to be a parrot (Just to learn to be a parrot)

      F            F7           F            F7

And recite a silly rule. (And recite a silly rule.)

   Bb               Bbm6          Dm       Dm7        D7

If growing up means it would be beneath my dignity to climb a tree,

     Bm7b5                Bbm6                C7

I'll never grow up, never grow up, never grow up,

    F        [n.c.]       C7#5  F
Not me!  Not I!  Not me!  Not-- me!

I won't grow up, (I won't grow up)

I don't want to wear a tie. (I don't want to wear a tie)

And a serious expression (And a serious expression)

In the middle of July. (In the middle of July)

And if it means I must prepare to shoulder burdens with a worried air,

I'll never grow up, never grow up, never grow up

Not me!  Not I!  Not me!  So there!

BRIDGE:

Bb                    C7#5  F

Never gonna be a man, I---- won't!

Bb                       C7#5  F

Like to see somebody try and-- make me.

Bbm6                    Dm  Dm7     Gm7

Anyone who wants to try and make me turn into a man,

C7              C7#5

Catch me if you can!

I won't grow up, not a penny will I pinch.

I will never grow a mustache or a fraction of an inch.

'Cause growing up is awfuller than all the awful things that ever were.

I'll never grow up, never grow up, never grow up,

C7#5 F     C7#5  F   C7#5  F    C7#5 F

No-- sir!  Not-- I!  Not-- me!  So-- there!

I'd Like To Teach The World To Sing

Words & Music:

The New Seekers

    D                                  A

I'd like to teach the world to sing in perfect harmony.

    A7                             G             D

I'd like to hold it in my arms and keep it company.

    D                                  A

I'd like to build the world a home and furnish it with love,

     A               A7            G          A7     D

Grow apple trees and honeybees and snow-white turtle doves.

I'd like to see the world for once all standing hand in hand,

And hear them echo through the hills for peace throughout the land.

That's the song that I hear, let the world sing today.

A song of peace that echoes on and never goes away.

I'll Be Home For Christmas

Words & Music:

Kim Gannon & Walter Kent (1943)

C       Ebdim    Dm7     G7

I'll be home for Christmas.

Am/C    Gm6   A7 Dm7  Edim[or G7]
You can count on me.

F6[Dm7]     G7[Fm/D] C G/B Am

Please have snow and mistletoe,

    D7       Dm7      G9

[   D7       Am7  D7  Dm7/G  G7
And presents on-- the tree

Christmas Eve will find me

Where the love light gleams.

F6      Fm/D     C     A7+5[A7]
I'll be home for Christmas,

   D7   Dm7  G7    C  Ab7  CM79

[  Dm   Dm7  Ddim  C]
If only in-- my-- dreams

[use Dm7 to G7/Eb if you are singing it again]
I'm A Little Teapot

Words & Music:

Traditional

A                    D         A

I'm a little teapot, short and stout.

D          A       E7         A

Here is my handle, here is my spout.

A                          D       A

When I get all steamed up, hear me shout.

     D               E       A

Just tip me over and pour me out.

MOTIONS:

"Here is my handle" = make one arm into a teapot handle

"Here is my spout" = hold up your other hand like a teapot spout

"Tip me over" = bend at the waist in the direction of your "spout"

I'm A Nut

Words & Music:

Traditional

I'm a little acorn, small and round.

Lying on the cold, cold ground.

People come and step on me.

That's why I'm so cracked, you see.

CHORUS:

I'm a nut!  (Tch!  Tch!)

I'm a nut!  (Tch!  Tch!)

I'm a nut!  (Tch!  Tch!)

I'm a nut!  (Tch!  Tch!)

Called myself on the telephone

Just to hear my golden tone

Asked me out for a little date

Picked me up about half past eight

CHORUS:

Took myself to the movie show

Stayed too late and said, "Let's go!"

Took my hand and led me out

Drove me home and gave a shout!

CHORUS:

I'm Gonna Be An Engineer

Words & Music:

Peggy Seeger

G            G6             G              G6

When I was a little girl, I wished I was a boy.

G                G6                G              G6

I tagged along behind the gang and wore me corduroys.

G 

Ev'rybody said I only did it to annoy,

          A7               D7

but I was gonna be an engineer.

G                             A    B

Mama told me, "Can't you be a la - dy?

     C          G           Am          D7

Your duty is to make me the mother of a pearl.

G                                  B7    C7

Wait until you're older, dear, and may - be

G                   D7       G

You'll be glad that you're a girl."

Em          Bm      Em                         Bm

Dainty as a Dresden statue, gentle as a Jersey cow.

Cm                    G

Smooth as silk, gives creamy milk.

C             G

Learn to coo. Learn to moo.

Bm                             Am    D7

That's what to do to be a lady now.

When I went to school, I learned to write and how to read,

Some History, geography, and home economy.

And typing is a skill that every girl is sure to need

To while away the extra time until the time to breed.

And then they had the nerve to say, "What would you like to be?"

I says, "I'm gonna be an engineer!"

No, you only need to learn to be a lady.

The duty isn't yours for to try and run the world.

An engineer could never have a baby!

Remember, dear, that you're a girl.

S,o I become a typist and I study on the sly.

Working out the day and night so I can qualify,

And every time the boss come in, he pinched me on the thigh,

Says, "I've never had an engineer!"

You owe it to the job to be a lady.

It's the duty of the staff for to give the boss a whirl.

The wages that you get are crummy, maybe,

But it's all you get, 'cause you're a girl.

She's smart! (for a woman). I wonder how she got that way? 

You get no choice, you get no voice, 

Just stay mum, pretend you're dumb, 

That's how you come to be a lady today!

Then Jimmy came along and we set up a conjugation; 

We were busy every night with loving recreation. 

I spent my day at work so he could get his education, 

And now he's an engineer! 

He says "I know you'll always be a lady. 

It's the duty of my darling to love me all my life. 

Could an engineer look after or obey me? 

Remember, dear, that you're my wife!" 

As soon as Jimmy got a job, I studied hard again. 

Then, busy at my turret-lathe a year or so, and then, 

The morning that the twins were born, Jimmy says to them, 

"Kids, your mother was an engineer." 

You owe it to the kids to be a lady, 

Dainty as a dishrag, faithful as a chow. 

Stay at home; you got to mind the baby. 

Remember, you're a mother now. 

Every time I turn around there's something else to do- 

Cook a meal or mend a sock or sweep a floor or two. 

Listen in to Jimmy Young - it makes me want to spew! 

I was gonna be an engineer! 

I really wish that I could be a lady; 

I could do the lovely things that a lady's s'posed to do. 

I wouldn't even mind, if only they would pay me 

And I could be a person too! 

What price - for a woman? You can buy her for a ring of gold; 

To love and obey (without any pay); 

You get a cook and a nurse (for better or worse). 

You don't need a purse when a lady is sold. 

But now that times are harder and my Jimmy's got the sack, 

I went down to Vickers. They were glad to have me back; 

I'm a third-class citizen, my wages tell me that, 

But I'm a first class engineer! 

The boss, he says, "I pay you as a lady; 

You only got the job 'cause I can't afford a man. 

With you I keep the profits as high as may be; 

You're just a cheaper pair of hands!" 

You got one fault! You're a woman. You're not worth equal pay. 

A bitch or a tart, you're nothing but heart; 

Shallow and vain, you got no brain; 

Go down the drain like a lady today! 

I listened to my mother and I joined a typing pool; 

I listened to my lover and I put him through his school; 

If I listen to the boss, I'm just a bloody fool- 

And an underpaid engineer! 

I been a sucker ever since I was a baby, 

As a daughter, as a lover, as a mother and a "dear," 

But I'll fight them as a woman, not a lady, 

I'll fight them as an engineer.

I'm In Love With A Big, Blue Frog

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul & Mary

A
I'm in love with a big blue frog,
                      E   E7
A big blue frog loves me.
A           A7     D    Dm

It's not as bad as it appears,
         A7               E7       A
He wears glasses and he's six-foot three.

Well, I'm not worried about our kids

I know they'll turn out neat.

They'll be great looking 'cause they'll have my face,

Great swimmers 'cause they'll have his feet.

I'm in love with a big blue frog,

A big blue frog loves me.

It's not as bad as it appears,

He's got rhythm and a PhD.

Well, I know we can make things work

He's got good family sense.

His mother was a frog from Philadelphia

His daddy an enchanted prince.

The neighbors are against it and it's clear to me,

And it's probably clear to you,

They think the value on their property will go right down 

If the family next door is blue.

I'm in love with a big blue frog,

A big blue frog loves me.

I've got it tattooed on my chest,

           A     E7    A

It says:  "P. H. R. O. G."

     A       B7    A     E7    A

It's frog to me:  "P. H. R. O. G."!
I'm Looking Over A Four Leaf Clover

Words & Music:

Mort Dixon & Harry Woods (1927)

A    E7     Bm7-5  A  E7 A    E7   A   Cdim

I'm looking   o - ver a four-leaf clo - ver

 A  B7 Bm7-5       B7   F#7    B7

That I  o - ver - looked be - fore;

E7 Bm7-5     E7    Cdim      A6       Cdim     A6

One leaf is sun - shine, the sec - ond     is rain,

 B7   F#7    B7      Cdim       E7 Bm7-5      E7

Third is the ro - ses     that grow  in  the lane.

A   E7      Bm7-5     A    E7  A  E7    A   Cdim

No need ex - plain - ing, the one re - main - ing

A  B7    Bm7-5   B7 F#7   B7

Is some - bod - y I  a - dore.

D6 Bm7-5      Cdim    B7   Amaj7 C#m7-5 F#7

I'm look - ing o - ver   a four - leaf  clo - ver

(First Time:)

    D9 Bm7-5         E7  E7/6   A    Cdim  Bm7-5  E7

That I   o - ver - looked be - fore.

(Last Time:)

    D9 Bm7-5         E7  E7/6   A    Cdim   A6

That I   o - ver - looked be - fore.

[sing whole song twice - note different ending second time!]
I'm Looking Over My Dead Dog Rover

(Parody of "I'm Looking Over A Four Leaf Clover")

New Words:

Traditional Children's

Yes, it is another one of those morbid kids' tunes that they love to sing ad infinitum.  Enjoy!

I'm looking over my dead dog Rover, he's out on the kitchen floor.

One leg is broken, the other is maimed,

The third I ran over with my CoCo Puff train.

No use explaining, the parts remaining, they're mangled beyond repair.

I'm looking over my dead Dog Rover that I overlooked before.

OR:
I'm looking over my dead dog Rover, who I hit with a power mower.

One leg is missing the other is gone.

The third one is scattered all over the lawn.

No need explaining the one remaining, it's spinning on the carport floor.

I'm looking over my dead dog Rover, who I overlooked before.

OR:
I'm looking over my minced dog Rover, who I hit with a power mower:

My dog's not eating, he no longer barks,

He hit the propeller and turned into sparks.

No need explaining, there's no dog remaining.

He's part of the grass, you see,

I'm looking over my dead dog Rover, who I sent to eternity.

I'm On My Way

Words & Music:

Traditional

D                            A7

I'm on my way to the freedom land.

A7                           D

I'm on my way to the freedom land.

D                            G

I'm on my way to the freedom land.

G         D          A7             D

I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I asked my brother to come with me.

I asked my brother to come with me.

I asked my brother to come with me.

I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

If he won't come, I'll go alone.  If he won't come, I'll go alone.

If he won't come, I'll go alone.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I asked my sister to come with me.  I asked my sister to come with me.

I asked my sister to come with me.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

If she won't come, I'll go alone.  If she won't come, I'll go alone.

If she won't come, I'll go alone.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I asked my boss to let me go.  I asked my boss to let me go.

I asked my boss to let me go.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

If he says, "No," I'll go anyhow.  If he says, "No," I'll go anyhow.

If he says, "No," I'll go anyhow.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I'm on my way, and I won't turn back.  I'm on my way, and I won't turn back.

I'm on my way, and I won't turn back.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I'm on my way to the freedom land.  I'm on my way to the freedom land.

I'm on my way to the freedom land.  I'm on my way, great God, I'm on my way.

I've Been To London

Words & Music:

Traditional English

A                    D            A

I've been to London, I've been to Dover

A                       D

I've traveled this wide world all over.

D           A

Over, over, three times over

A                            E                A

Drink all the brandywine and turn the glasses over.

Sailing east, sailing west

Sailing o'er the ocean,

You'd better watch out when the boat begins to rock

Or you'll lose your girl in the ocean.

I've Been Working On The Railroad

Words & Music:

Traditional American

D                                  G                 D

I've been workin' on the railroad, all the live-long day.

D                                          A7

I've been workin' on the railroad, just to pass the time away.

A7                         D         G                       D

Don't you hear the whistle blowing?  Rise up so early in the morn.

Em                         D          A7               D

Don't you hear the captain shouting, "Dinah, blow your horn!"?

D                       G

Dinah, won't you blow?  Dinah, won't you blow?

A7                         D

Dinah, won't you blow your horn?

D                       G

Dinah, won't you blow?  Dinah, won't you blow?

A7                         D

Dinah, won't you blow your horn?

D

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah.

                            A7

Someone's in the kitchen, I know.

D                             G

Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah,

D                A7     D

Strumming on the old banjo.

    G         D

And singing, "Fee, fie, fiddle-e-i-o.

                    A7

Fee, fie, fiddle-e-i-o-o-o-o.

D         G

Fee, fie, fiddle-e-i-o."

D                A7     D

Strumming on the old banjo.

I've Got No Use For Women

Words & Music:

Gene Autry

D                                  G                      D

I have got no use for the women, a true one may never be found.

        G                      D                   Em                  A7

They'll stick by a man for his money and when it's gone, they turn him down.

         D                       G                       D

They're all alike at the bottom, selfish and gasping for all.

         G                        D           A7                         D

They'll stand by a man while he's winning and laugh in his face when he falls.

My pal was an straight, young cowpuncher, honest and upright and square.

But he turned to a gambler and gunman and a woman sent him there.

He fell with his evil companion, the kind that better off dead.

When a gambler insulted her picture, he hauled off and filled him with lead.

All through this long night they trailed him through mesquite and thick chaparral.

And I couldn't help cursing that woman as I saw him pitch, stagger and fall.

If she'd been the pal that she should have, he might have been raising a son.

Instead of out there on the prairie to die by a cruel Ranger's gun.

Death's slow sting did not trouble; his chances for life were too slim.

But where they were putting his body was all that worried him.

He lifted his head on his elbow, the blood from his wound flowed bright red.

He gazed at his pals grouped around him and whispered to them and said:

"O, bury me out on the prairie where the coyotes may howl over my grave.

Bury me out on the prairie and some of my bones please save.

Wrap me up in my blanket and bury me deep in the ground.

Cover me over with boulders of granite, gray and round."

So, we buried him out on the prairie where the coyotes can howl o'er his grave.

And his soul is now a resting from the unkind act she give.

Any one, another young puncher as he rides past that pile of stones

Recalls from the sinful woman and think of his moanful bones.

O, bury me out on the prairie,

Where the coyotes will howl o'er my grave.

I've Got Sixpence

Words & Music:

Alec Mac Master

Correspondent D. Wilson has sent along the following information on this song's writer.  I couldn't possibly do it justice by paraphrasing, so here is the background:  "...Written by a great old Milestone Inspector called Alec Mac Master- He sold the song for a pint in the Woodside Arms (Oban) - He was also 'nicked' for throwing a penny at Sir Harry Lauder (Obviously thought his talent over-rated) Lived in a Cave down Gallanach but was a great human being - Just thought it was worth a mention..."  Songhound Gary McGlauchlin corrected the chorus.

D                               A7

I've got sixpence, jolly, jolly sixpence!

D        G           D       A7     D

I've got sixpence to last me all my life.

         D                     G

I've got sixpence to spend and sixpence to lend

    A7                          D     A7   D

And sixpence to send home to my wife, poor wife.

CHORUS:

   A7              D              A7                        D

No cares have I to grieve me.  No pretty little girls to deceive me.

    G                  D            A7                     D

I'm happy as a lark (King), believe me, as we go rolling, rolling home.

Added:

Rolling Home (rolling home) Rolling Home (rolling home)

By the light of the sil - ver- ry moo-oo-oo-oon!

Happy is the day, when a soldier gets his pay, and he goes rolling, rolling home.

I've got fourpence, jolly, jolly fourpence!

I've got fourpence to last me all my life.

I've got fourpence to spend and fourpence to lend

And fourpence to send home to my wife, poor wife.

CHORUS:

I've got tuppence, jolly, jolly tuppence!

I've got tuppence to last me all my life.

I've got tuppence to spend and tuppence to lend

And tuppence to send home to my wife, poor wife.

CHORUS:

I've got nopence, jolly, jolly nopence,

I've got nopence to last me all my life,

I've got nopence to spend and nopene to lend,

And nopence to send home to my wife, poor wife.

CHORUS:

If I Had A Hammer

Words & Music:

Lee Hays & Pete Seeger

Sounghound Dan M. strikes again with the correct songwriters for this song.

C   Em   Am   G7

           C  Em  Am   G7            C   Em  Am

If I had a hammer, I'd hammer in the morning.

    G7            C  Am   Em  F         G7

I'd hammer in the evening all over this land.

               Am    F                  Am    F

I'd hammer out danger, I'd hammer out a warning,

F                          C       F             C

I'd hammer out the love between my brothers & my sisters,

F  G7         C  Em  Am  G7     C  Em  Am  G7

All over this land.             Ooooooooooooo.

If I had a bell, I'd ring it in the morning,

I'd ring it in the evening all over this land.

I'd ring out danger, I'd ring out a warning.

All over this land.             Ooooooooooooo.

If I had a song, I'd sing it in the morning.

I'd sing it in the evening all over this land.

I'd sing out danger, I'd sing out a warning,

I'd sing out the love between my brothers & my sisters

All over this land.             Ooooooooooooo.

Well, I've got a hammer & I've got a bell.

And I've got a song to sing all over this land.

It's the hammer of justice, it's the bell of freedom,

And the song about the love between my brothers & my sisters

All over this land.             Ooooooooooooo.

If I Had My Way

Words & Music:

Rev. Gary Davis

You can also just alternate the E & A chords for the whole verse.  The Em chord echoes the b3 (G) note that occurs in the vocal line.  Either works.

E  A  E  A  [etc.]
You read about Samson, you read about his birth.

Em A       Em  A  [etc.]
He was the strongest man that ever lived on earth.

E  A  E  A  [etc.]
One day as Samson was walking alone 

Em A       Em  A  [etc.]
He looked down on the ground & saw an old jawbone.

E  A  E  A  [etc.]
He lifted up that jawbone & swung it over his head.

Em A       Em  A  [etc.]
And when he got to moving, 10,000 was dead.

CHORUS:

A    A7     E  A  E

If I had my way----,

     Em7    A           E

If I had my way in this wicked world,

     E     G#m  C#m

If I had-- my-- way,

        F#        B7       E A  E  A  [etc.]
I would tear this building down.

Delilah was a woman, she was fine & fair.

She had such lovely looks & coal black hair.

Delilah, she climbed up on Samson's knee

And said, "Tell me where your strength lies, if you please."

She talked so fine, she talked so fair.

Samson said, "Delilah, cut off my hair.

Shave my head just as clean as your hand

And my strength will be that of a natural man."

CHORUS:

CODA:

        F#        B7       E  A  E  A  E  A  E

I would tear this building down.

If I Had Possession Over Judgment Day

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

Yeah, there’s a tab below.  But if you really want to learn how to play this and other Robert Johnson songs right, pick up Rory Block’s DVD on the subject from Homespun Tapes.  It improved my playing (and understanding) of the blues exponentially.

[often played in open G tuning:  D G D G B D, capo to taste - G is an open chord, C a barre on the 5th fret & D a barre on the 7th fret]
     G
If I had possession over Judgment Day,

     C                            G
If I had possession over Judgment Day,

          D                                       G
Lord, the woman I'm lovin' would have no right to pray.

And I went to the mountain, far as my eye could see.

Lord, I went to the mountain, far as my eye could see.

Some other man got my woman and the lonesome blues got me.

And I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

Lord, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

And I woke up this morning, my biscuit rollin' on.

Had to fold my arms and slowly walked away.

[spoken:  "I didn't like the way she done."]
Lord, I fold my arms and I slowly walked away.

Well, I said in my mind, "Your trouble gonna come some day."

Well, now run here baby, get down on bended knee.

Lord, now run here baby, get down on bended knee.

I wanna tell you all about the way they treated me.

If I Had Possession Over Judgment Day

Tuning: Open G Tuning (D G D G B D)

Capo: 2

Slide: Slide Required

d|--/12---12---12---/12---12---12---/12---0---------------------------------|

B|--/12---12---12---/12---12---12---/12---0---------------------------------|

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

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

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

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

d|------------------0---5~~~---/5---5---5---/5---5---5---0---3--------------|

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

G|--0---0---0---0---0----------/5---5---5---/5---5---5---0---3--------------|

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

                              If I had possession over Judgment Day

     (Repeat 3 times)

d|--!---------------------------------!---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5---/5---|

B|--!-@---0---/3--------------------@-!---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5---/5---|

G|--!-----0---/3---0-------0----------!---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5---/5---|

D|--!------------------0-------/3-----!-------------------------------------|

G|--!-@-----------------------------@-!-------------------------------------|

D|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

                                       If I had possession over Judgment Day

d|--0---0---0---------------------------------------------------------------|

B|--0---0---0---0---/3------------------------0---/3---/3---0---------------|

G|--0---0---0---0---/3---0-------0--------0---0---/3---/3---0------------0--|

D|---------------------------0-------/3-------------------------0---/3------|

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

d|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

B|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

G|--/7---7---7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5-------------|

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

G|--/7---7---7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5-------------|

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

   Lord, the little woman I'm lovin' have no right to pray

d|--!-------------------------------------!---------------------------------|

B|--!-@------------0--------------------@-!---0---/3---/3---0---------------|

G|--!-----0---/3---0-------0--------0-----!---0---/3---/3---0------------0--|

D|--!------------------0-------/3---------!---------------------0---/3------|

G|--!-@---------------------------------@-!---------------------------------|

D|--!-------------------------------------!---------------------------------|

        !(Repeat phrase at big repeat sign)

d|------!----/12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12----------|

B|--0---!-@--/12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12---12----------|

G|--0---!-------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

G|------!-@-----------------------------------------------------------------|

D|------!-------------------------------------------------------------------|

        ! And I went to the mountain lookin' far as my eyes could see

                                                         (Big Repeat Sign) !

d|--------------------------------!--------------------------------------!-!

B|-----------0--------------------!-@---0---/3---/3---0----------------@-!@!

G|--0---/3---0-------0--------0---!-----0---/3---/3---0------------0-----!-!

D|---------------0-------/3-------!-----------------------0---/3---------!-!

G|--------------------------------!-@----------------------------------@-!@!

D|--------------------------------!--------------------------------------!-!

                                                                           !

d|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

B|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

G|--/7---7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---------|

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

G|--/7---7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---------|

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

   Some other man got my woman   and the -'a lonesome blues got me

d|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

B|--!-@------------0----------------@-!---0---/3---/3---0-------------------|

G|--!-----0---/3---0------------0-----!---0---/3---/3---0------------0------|

D|--!------------------0---/3---------!---------------------0---/3----------|

G|--!-@-----------------------------@-!-------------------------------------|

D|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

d|------5---------------------------5---------------------------------------|

B|------5-----5---5---5---5---------5---------------------------------------|

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

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

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

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

 and I rolled and I tumbled and I cried the whole night long

d|--!--------------------------------------!--------------------------------|

B|--!-@---0---/3---/3---0----------------@-!--------------------------------|

G|--!-----0---/3---/3---0------------0-----!--------------------------------|

D|--!-----------------------0---/3---------!--------------------------------|

G|--!-@----------------------------------@-!--------------------------------|

D|--!--------------------------------------!--------------------------------|

d|--!-----5---5---5---7---5---5---5---7-----!-------------------------------|

B|--!-@---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---@-!-------------------------------|

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

D|--!---------------------------------------!-------------------------------|

G|--!-@-----------------------------------@-!-------------------------------|

D|--!---------------------------------------!-------------------------------|

      and I rolled and I tumbled and I cried the whole night long

d|--!-------------------------------------!---7---7---7---9---7---10---9---7-|

B|--!-@------------0--------------------@-!---7---7---7---7---7----7---7---7-|

G|--!-----0---/3---0-------0--------0-----!---7---7---7---7---7----7---7---7-|

D|--!------------------0-------/3---------!----------------------------------|

G|--!-@---------------------------------@-!----------------------------------|

D|--!-------------------------------------!----------------------------------|

                                             Boy, I woke up this morning

                                     (Repeat 3 times)

d|--5---5---5---7---5---8---7---5---!---------------------------------!-----|

B|--5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---!-@---0---/3---0----------------@-!-----|

G|--5---5---5---5---5---5---5---5---!-----0---/3---0------------0-----!-----|

D|----------------------------------!------------------0---/3---------!-----|

G|----------------------------------!-@-----------------------------@-!-----|

D|----------------------------------!---------------------------------!-----|

    my biscuit was gone

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

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

     Had to fold my arms and I slowly walked away

    (Repeat 3 times)

d|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

B|--!-@---0---/3---0----------------@-!-------------------------------------|

G|--!-----0---/3---0------------0-----!-------------------------------------|

D|--!------------------0---/3---------!-------------------------------------|

G|--!-@-----------------------------@-!-------------------------------------|

D|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

     (Spoken) I didn't like the way she done

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

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

     Had to fold my arms and I slowly walked away

d|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

B|--!-@---0---/3---0----------------@-!---0---/3---/3---0-------------------|

G|--!-----0---/3---0------------0-----!---0---/3---/3---0------------0------|

D|--!------------------0---/3---------!---------------------0---/3----------|

G|--!-@-----------------------------@-!-------------------------------------|

D|--!---------------------------------!-------------------------------------|

d|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

B|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

G|--/5---5---5---5---5---/7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5--------|

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

G|--/5---5---5---5---5---/7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5--------|

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

 I said in my mind "Yo," trouble gon' come some day

d|----------------------------!--------------------------------------!------|

B|--0---/3---0----------------!-@---0---/3---/3---0----------------@-!------|

G|--0---/3---0------------0---!-----0---/3---/3---0------------0-----!------|

D|---------------0---/3-------!-----------------------0---/3---------!------|

G|----------------------------!-@----------------------------------@-!------|

D|----------------------------!--------------------------------------!------|

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

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

     Now run here baby set down on my knee

d|-------------------------------------/19---19---19---19---18---18---16----|

B|--0---/3---/3---0----------------0---/19---19---19---19---18---18---16----|

G|--0---/3---/3---0------------0---0----------------------------------------|

D|--------------------0---/3------------------------------------------------|

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

                                          Now run here baby set down

d|--16---14---14---12---12---12---------------------------------------------|

B|--16---14---14---12---12---12---0---/3---0----------------0---/3---0------|

G|--------------------------------0---/3---0------------0---0---/3---0------|

D|---------------------------------------------0---/3--------------------0--|

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

             on my knee

d|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

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

D|--/3----------------------------------------------------------------------|

G|-------------------/7---7---7---7---7---7---7---/5---5---5---5---5--------|

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

                   I wanna tell you all about the way they treated me

                                 (Outro:)

d|-----------------------------------------------------5~~~-----------------|

B|--0---/3---/3---0----------------0---0---0---0---0------------------------|

G|--0---/3---/3---0----------------0---3---2---1---0------------------------|

D|--------------------0---/3---0-------------------0------------------------|

G|--------------------------------------------------------------------------|

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

| /  slide up

|   slide down

| h  hammer-on

| p  pull-off

| ~  vibrato

| +  harmonic

| x  Mute note

| @  Repeat at next @

============================================================================

If I Were Free

Words & Music:

Jesse Winchester

CHORUS:

C         G                C C7

If I were free to speak my mind,

            F              G G7

I'll tell a tale to all mankind,

           C      C7            F

Of how the flowers do bloom and fade,

          C   G              C

Of how we fought, and how we paid.

C          G                 C C7

This weary world has had its fill,

            F            G G7

Of words of war on every hill.

             C C7              F

The time has come for peaceful days,

             C G             C

And peaceful men of peaceful ways.

CHORUS:

When all mankind has ceased to fight,

I'll raise my head in thanks each night,

For this return, and all it means,

For golden days and peaceful dreams.

CHORUS:

If I Were Not A...

Words & Music:

Traditional

First, decide what two-syllable profession you are.  At camp, this song was "If I were not a camper" and that is the example I'll use for this song.  Place as many people in line as you have verses.  Make up your own silly verses!  Or, cop some off the web if you don't want to make up your own.

CHORUS:

   C      F     C                         F        C

If I were not a camper, there's something else I'd be.

   C      F     C    [n.c]
If I were not a camper...

Person 1 speaks:

An Archer I would be!

Shoot the bow, the mighty mighty bow!  (shoot a mighty bow)

Shoot the bow, the mighty mighty bow!  (shoot a mighty bow)
CHORUS: (all sing)

Person 2 speaks:

A Birdwatcher I'd be!

Hark!  A lark!  Flying through the park!  Splat!

    (look through binoculars, then clean your head)

Hark!  A lark!  Flying through the park!  Splat!

    (look through binoculars, then clean your head)

Now, the Birdwatcher and the Archer say their lines together.

CHORUS: (all sing)

Person 3 speaks:

A farmer I would be!

Sow the seed, and fertilize the weeds!  (sow seeds)

Sow the seed, and fertilize the weeds!  (sow seeds)
Now, the Farmer and the Birdwatcher say their lines together.

Then, the Farmer, the Birdwatcher and the Archer say their lines together.

CHORUS: (all sing)
Person 4 speaks:

A Carpenter I'd be!

2 x 4, nail it to the floor  (nail the board to the floor)

2 x 4, nail it to the floor  (nail the board to the floor)

Now, the Carpenter and the Farmer say their lines together.

Then, the Carpenter, the Farmer and the Birdwatcher say their lines together.

Finally, the Carpenter, the Farmer, the Birdwatcher and the Archer say their lines together.

CHORUS: (all sing)

Okay, you get the idea.  Here are some other professions:

Well, Superman, I'd be!

It's a bird!  It's a plane!  Where's Lois Lane?

  ("fly", then shade your eyes to look for Lois Lane)

A Stewardess I'd be!

Coffee, tea or me, sir?  Here's your paper bag.

  (say "blech" into the bag)

[*note:  this actually dates from a real 1970s airline ad - you can tell by the stewardess' reaction that even little girls of that era hated that ad*]

A Weightlifter I'd be!

Here a muscle, there a muscle, here a muscle, too!  Dahhh...
  (point to your head)

A Fry Cook I would be!

Fry, baby, fry.  Whoops!  I burned my buns!
  (point to your butt & make a sizzling sound)

A Soda Jerk I'd be!

Ooshy-Gooshy!  Ooshy-gooshy!  Mmmm!  Good ice cream!
  (scoop a cone & eat it)

A Politician I would be!

Raise the taxes, lower the pay, vote for me on Election Day!
  (do the politician grin and wave)

End on everyone singing the CHORUS:

If You're Happy And You Know It

Words & Music:

Traditional

              C                                        G7

If you're happy and you know it, say, "Amen!"  (yell "Amen!")
              G7                                     C

If you're happy and you know it, say, "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
              F                                           C

If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it,

              G7                                      C

If you're happy and you know it, say, "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands.  (clap your hands twice!)
If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands.  (clap your hands twice!)
If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it.

If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands.  (clap your hands twice!)
G7       C               G7 C

Say "Amen!" (yell "A---men!")
If you're happy and you know it, stamp your feet.  (stomp your feet twice!)
If you're happy and you know it, stamp your feet. (stomp your feet twice!)
If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it.

If you're happy and you know it, stamp your feet. (stomp your feet twice!)
G7          C             G7          C

Clap your hands!  (clap your hands twice!)
G7       C               G7 C

Say "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
If you're happy and you know it, snap your fingers.  (snap your fingers twice!)
If you're happy and you know it, snap your fingers.  (snap!  snap!)

If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it.

If you're happy and you know it, snap your fingers.  (snap!  snap!)

G7              C             G7          C

Stamp your feet. (stomp your feet twice!)
G7          C             G7          C

Clap your hands!  (clap your hands twice!)
G7       C               G7 C

Say "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
If you're happy and you know it, sing a song. (sing "Tra-la-la!")
If you're happy and you know it, sing a song. (sing "Tra-la-la!")
If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it.

If you're happy and you know it, sing a song. (sing "Tra-la-la!")
G7            C               G7       C

Snap your fingers. (snap your fingers twice!)
G7              C               G7          C

Stamp your feet. (stomp your feet twice!)
G7          C               G7      C

Clap your hands!  (clap your hands twice!)
G7       C               G7 C

Say "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
If you're happy and you know it, wear a smile.  (say "Wheeeee!")
If you're happy and you know it, wear a smile. (say "Wheeeee!")
If you're happy and you know it, then you really ought to show it.

If you're happy and you know it, wear a smile. (say "Wheeeee!")
G7       C               G7 C

Sing a song. (sing "Tra-la-la!")
G7            C               G7       C

Snap your fingers. (snap your fingers twice!)
G7              C               G7          C

Stamp your feet. (stomp your feet twice!)
G7          C               G7      C

Clap your hands!  (clap your hands twice!)
G7       C               G7 C

Say "Amen!" (yell "Amen!")
The Impossible Dream

(from "Man Of La Mancha")

Words & Music:

Joe Darion & Mitch Leigh

A favorite tune of Teddy's.  R.I.P.

A9   A      A9        A6    A     D9    D        D9      D 

To dream the impossible dream, to fight-- the unbeatable foe.

   C#m        C#m7      D6            Bm           Bm7/E          E7

To bear with unbearable sorrow, to run where the brave dare not go.

A9      A    A9         A6   A     D9  D                      D9  D

To right the unrightable wrong, to love pure and chaste from afar.

   C#m           C#m7         D6        Bm         Bm7/E      E7 

To try when your arms are too weary, to reach the unreachable star.

Bm7/5-      A                    F#m

This is my quest, to follow that star.

              C#m                     D6

No matter how hopeless, no matter how far.

                 F#m                       F

To fight for the right without question or pause.

      A+         A          A+         F#m      G

To be willing to march into hell for a heavenly cause.

      Bm                   G                     C#

And I know if I'll only be true to this glorious quest,

        D6                          B7            Dm         Bm7/5-  E7

That my heart will lie peaceful and calm when I'm laid to my rest.

          A9   A          A9         A

And the world---- will be better for this:

         D9  D              D9           D

That one man--, scorned and covered with scars

      C#m             C#m7          D6

Still strove with his last ounce of courage

   A   F#m        D     D9  Bm7/5-  A

To reach-- the un-reach-a---ble---  star.

In And Out The Window

Words & Music:

Traditional

   D

Go in and out the window,

   A7             D

Go in and out the window,

   D

Go in and out the window,

    A7               D

And see what you can see!

Now, stand and face a partner,

Now, stand and face a partner,

Now, stand and face a partner,

And see what you can see!

GAME:

VERSION ONE:

•  All stand in a circle with hands joined and arms held high to form the "windows".

•  One person weaves in and out of people in the circle, going under the joined hands during verse 1.

•  During verse 2, this person stands in front of someone else in the circle.

•  This person takes the place of the original "weaver".

VERSION TWO:

•  Same as version one, except that after the "weaver" chooses a partner, they both go around the circle during the next round.

•  Then, each partner chooses a new partner (total of four) for the third round.

•  Continue in such fashion until no one is left!
In Back Of The Bread

Words & Music:

Traditional

In back of the bread is the flour.

In back of the flour is the mill.

In back of the mill is the sun and rain,

And the Father's will.

"The Irish Rover"

Words & Music:

Traditional

There is a single-line arrangement of this for acoustic guitar in the January 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

       C                                    F

On the fourth of July, eighteen hundred and six,

       C             Am            G

We set sail from the sweet Cobh of Cork.

        C                            F

We were sailing away with a cargo of bricks

        C          G           C

For the grand city hall in New York.

         C                      G

'Twas an elegant craft, she was rigged fore and aft

    C                 G

And how the wild wind drove her.

          C                                       F

She could stand a great blast in her twenty-seven masts

       C                     G C

And we called her "The Irish Rover".

We had one million bags of the best Sligo rags,

We had two million barrels of stones.

We had three million sides of old blind horses hides,

We had four million barrels of bones.

We had five million hogs, six million dogs,

We had seven million barrels of porter.

We had eight million bales of old nanny goat tails

In the hold of "The Irish Rover".

There was Barney McGee from the banks of the Lee,

There was Hogan from County Tyrone.

There was Johnny McGuirk who was scared stiff of work,

And a chap from Westmeath called Malone.

There was Slugger O'Toole who was drunk as a rule,

And fighting Bill Tratcy from Dover.

And your man Mick McCann from the banks of the Bann

Was the skipper of "The Irish Rover".

We had sailed seven years when the measels broke out

And our ship lost it's way in the fog.

Then the whole of the crew was reduced down to two

Just myself and the captain's old dog.

The ship struck a rock, Lord what a shock!

The boat, it was flipped right over.

Turned nine times around and the poor old dog was drowned

I'm the last of "The Irish Rover".

The Irish Washerwoman

Music:  Traditional Irish

This tab is by Malcolm Hannah (notes are his).  Jay Buckey also has arrangements for various instruments on his site.

Thanks to those who responded to my posting of a traditional Scots tune.

Here's a traditional Irish jig (6/8 time) with suggested chords.

Play part 1 twice then part 2 twice.  The note marked with * should be

played only when going into part 2; otherwise (when repeating part 1) play

the two notes in the Intro bar.  Try it: you'll see what I mean.

Part 2 is mostly played with a half-barre at fret 7.

PART 1:

                                                        Intro bar

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

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

                                                       G|------------------|

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

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

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

                                                         .  .  .  .  .  .

G        G         G        G         Am       Am        Am       C

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

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

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

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

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

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

.  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .

G        G         G        G         C        D         G        G     *

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

0-----------------|0-----0--3--1--0--|1--0--1-----3--1--|0--------------8--|

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

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

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

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

.  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .

PART 2:

G        G         G        G         D        D         Em       D

------------------|---------7--------|------------------|------------------|

8-----8--8-----8--|8-----8-----10-8--|7-----7--7-----7--|7-----7--10-8--7--|

---7--------7-----|---7--------------|---7--------7-----|---7--------------|

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

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

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

.  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .

Em       D         C        G         C        D         G

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

---8--8-----8--8--|---8--8-----8--8--|------------------|------------------|

9--------7--------|------------------|------------7-----|---0--0--0--------|

------------------|10-------9--------|10-9--10-7-----10-|9-----------------|

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

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

.  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  .  .
Istanbul (Not Constantinople)

Words & Music by

Jimmy Kennedy & Nat Simon

Am

Istanbul was Constantinople, now it's Istanbul, not Constantinople.

       E7

Been a long time gone, old Constantinople.

          Am                   Dm      Am

Now, it's Turkish delight on a moonlit night.

Am

Every gal in Constantinople lives in Istanbul, not Constantinople.

       E7                                         Am         E7   Am

So, if you've a date in Constantinople, she'll be waiting in Istanbul.

     Am

Even old New York was once New Amsterdam.

Bm7-5                                                             E7

Why they changed it I can't say, people just liked it better that way

    Am

So, take me back to Constantinople.

        Am

No, you can't go back to Constantinople.

          E7

Now, it's Istanbul, not Constantinople.

        Am

Why did Constantinople get the works?

       E7                        Am

That's nobody's business but the Turks!

It Ain't Gonna Rain No Mo'

(original version)

Words & Music:

Wendall Hall

Wow.  Find one recording and you are introduced to a whole new set of takes on a simple song.  This is the version I transcribed form the Wendall Hall 1920s recording (believed to be 1923 or 1924) I found.  I've also included some of the many lyric variations below.  Have fun!

The butterfly flits on wings of gold and the June Bug wings of flame.

The bedbug has no wings at all, but it gets there just the same.

CHORUS:

C

Oh, it ain't gonna rain no more, no more.

                       G7

It ain't gonna rain no more.

G7

But how in the world can the old folks tell

G7                       C

It ain't a-gonna rain no mo'?

Well, a bullfrog sittin' on a lily pad, lookin' up at the sky.

The old lily pad broke and the frog fell in, water all in his eye.

CHORUS:

Oh, the mosquito, he fly high, mosquito, he fly low.

If old Mr. Skeeter light on me, he ain't a-gonna fly no mo'.

CHORUS:

Say, I saw a sign in a hardware store: "Boy wanted, sixteen years".

Now, that's too long to wait for a boy, it brings eyes to my tears.

CHORUS:

Well, I went to call on Susie and she met me at the door.

Her shoes & stockings in her hand and her feet all over the floor.

CHORUS:

Well, a man laid down by the sewer, um-hmm, & by the sewer, he died.

Now, at the coroner's inquest, um-hmm, they called it "Sewer-cide".

CHORUS:

Well, little black & white animal out in the woods; now, ain't that little cat pretty?

Well, I went right over to pick it up, but it wasn't that kind of a kitty.

CHORUS:

Additional lyric variations for "It Ain't Gonna Rain No Mo'"

CHORUS VARIATIONS:

It ain't gonna rain no mo' no mo', It ain't gonna rain no mo'.

But how in the heck can you wash your neck if it ain't gonna rain no mo'.

OR:

It isn't going to rain anymore, anymore, it isn't going to rain anymore,

the grammer's good but the songs a bore, so we'll sing it like before

VERSE VARIATIONS:

The night was dark and dreary, and the air was full of leaks(??)

Well the old man stood out in the storm and his shoes were full of feet.

Well, here’s a verse about a man and a trombone. Well, the words to it are few.

He blew, he blew, he blew, he blew; he blew, he blew, he blew.

The shades of night were falling fast, when for a kiss he asked her.

She must have answered yes because the shades came down still faster.

Well, Mary had a brand new Ford, she liked it very well.

She drove it in to a telephone pole and now it looks like ... rain

A golf ball sailing through the air went by a man a humming.

He heard the caddy holler, "Fore!", and thought three more were comin'.

On mules, we find two legs behind and two we find before.

We stand behind before we find what the two behind be for.

Well, Sally had a little mule, she called him "Gentle Abel".

One day she tried to pull his tail and he kicked her in the stable.

Peanut sittin' on a railroad track, it's heart was all a-flutter.

The train came roarin' round the bend; "WOO!  WOO!" - peanut butter.

OR:
A peanut sittin' on a railroad track, his heart was all a-flutter.

Along came engine number ten, "Toot-toot!" - peanut butter.

This song is almost over, we're goin for a ride

If you want to hear us sing some more, just play the other side!

Rich man rides in a taxi, poor man rides on a train,

A hobo he just walks the tracks, but he gets there just the same.

How much wood could a woodchuck chuck if a woodchuck could chuck wood?

If you put a saw in his tiny paw, a ton of wood he could!

It Ain't Gonna Rain

(Kids' "On & On" version)

Words & Music:

Wendall Hall

This is the version I learned as a kid (I thought it was a "Traditional" camp song.).  Then I found a recording of the original Wendall Hall version and was introduced to a host of variations on the original version (see).  The tune and the tune for "There Ain't No Bugs On Me" are nearly identical.

C

It ain't gonna rain no more, no more.

F

It ain't gonna rain no more.

G7

How in the heck can I wash my neck

G7                        C

If it ain't gonna rain no more?

Repeat over and over, going faster and faster until you cannot sing it anymore!

It's Been A Long, Long Time

Words & Music:

Sammy Cahn & Jule Styne

C                C/B               Am7           Am7/G

Kiss me once and kiss me twice and kiss me once again,

     G      C     Edim G7

It's been a long, long time.

Dm                Dm+7                 Dm7            Dm6

Haven't felt like this, my dear, since can't remember when.

            Dm7   G9   C

It's been a long, long time.

       G     Em7           Em7-5                A7sus4   A7

You'll never know how many dreams I've dreamed about you,

    Dm7           Dm7-5             G7sus4   G7

Or just how empty they all seemed without you,

    C                C/B               Bm7-5          A7

So, kiss me once and kiss me twice and kiss me once again 

            Dm7   Fdim Em7-5  A7

It's been a long, long time,

            Dm7   Fdim  C

It's been a long, long time.

It's Raining

Words & Music:

Traditional

Arr: Peter Paul & Mary

CHORUS:

G7    C  Am         C  Am       C   Am     C

It's raining, it's pouring, the old man is snoring

Am        C         Am                  C          Am        C   C7

Bumped his head and he went to bed & he couldn't get up in the morning.

Am    C    Am   C   Am     C         G7     C  Am  Em  G7

Rain rain, go away, come again some other day. 

[spoken over "day":] "Hey, I got an idea!  We could all play hide and go seek inside.  Now, everybody hide and I'll be it!"

Cm     Gm    Cm      Gm  Cm     Gm     Cm    Gm

Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight,

Cm      Gm  Cm       G7  Cm        G7              Cm  Am  C  D

Wish I may, wish I might have the wish I wish tonight.

CHORUS:

[spoken over "day":]  "Five, Ten, Fifteen, Twenty, Twenty-five, Thirty, Thirty-Five, Forty."

Cm     Gm      Cm             Gm    Cm     Gm     Cm    Gm

Lady Bug, Lady Bug, fly away home.  Your house is on fire,

Cm      Gm  Cm       G7   Cm        G7            Cm  Am  C  D

And your children-------, they will burn.  They will burn.

CHORUS:

[spoken over "day":]  "Forty-Five, Fifty, Fifty-five, Sixty, Sixty-five, Seventy, Seventy-five, Eighty."

      Cm     Gm    Cm      Gm           Cm     Gm     Cm    Gm

No, I won't be my father's Jack.  No, I won't be my mother's Jill,

Cm      Gm  Cm       G7  Cm  G7            Cm  Am  C  D

I'll be a fiddler's wife and fiddle when I will. 

CHORUS:

[spoken over "day":]  "Eighty-Five, Ninety, Ninety-five, a Hundred.  Anyone round my base is it!  Ready or not, here I come!  Olly, Olly, Infree!"

Itsy-Bitsy Spider

Words & Music:

Traditional

    C                         F           C

The itsy-bitsy spider climbed up the waterspout.

C                      F                 C

Down came the rain and washed the spider out.

C                   F                C

Up came the sun and dried up all the rain.

C                                 F      G7     C

And the itsy-bitsy spider climbed up the spout again.

MOTIONS:

LINE 1:  Put fingertips together and "climb" them in front of you.

LINE 2:  Drizzle both hands down like rain.

LINE 3:  Arc both hands up to look like the rising sun.

LINE 4:  repeat Line 1 motions.
