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O, Come, All Ye Faithful

(Adeste Fideles)

Words & Music:

Frederick Oakeley, John Reading (1751) & John Francis Wade (1743)

According to Wikipedia, it is now thought that the tune "Adeste Fidelis" is not a 13th century Latin hymn, but was indeed written by Wade in 1743.  Oakeley & Reading set the words to it eight years later.

G              D         D  G   D   Am G  D

O come, all ye faithful. Joyful and triumphant,

Em  D    A   D G6   D  G  D A7  D  D7

O-- come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem.

G    D7  G D7   G    D    G   Em      Am  D

Come and behold Him, born the King of angels.

CHORUS:

G      D   G    A7  D    G      D   G D7 G   D

O come let us adore Him, O come let us adore Him,

G Am   G   Am A7 D  G Am G  D7  G

O come let us adore Him, Christ the Lord.

Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation,

Sing, all yea citizens of heav'n above;

Glory to God, all glory in the highest.

CHORUS:

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, born this holy morning,

Jesus, to Thee be glory giv'n;

Word of the Father now in flesh appearing.

CHORUS:

O Death

(Ralph Stanley version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

What is this that I can see with icy hands taking hold on me?

I am Death and none can excel.  I'll open the doors to heaven and hell.

CHORUS:

O, death. O death.  Can't you spare me over 'til another year?

O, death, someone would pray, couldn't you call some other day?

God's children prayed, the preacher preached,

The time of mercy is out of your reach,

CHORUS:

I'll fix your feet so you can't walk.  I'll lock your jaw so you can't talk.

Close your eyes so you can't see, this very hour, come go with me.

CHORUS:

Death, I come to take the soul, leave the body and leave it cold,

To drop the flesh off of the frame, the earth and worms both have a claim.

CHORUS:

Mother, come to my bed, place a cold towel upon my head.

My head is warm, my feet is cold, Death is moving upon my soul.

CHORUS:

Oh, death, how you treating me.  Close my eyes so I can't see.

You hurt my body, you make me cold, you ruined my life right out of my soul.

CHORUS:

Oh, death, please consider my age, please don't take me at this stage,

My wealth is all at your command, if you will move your icy hand.

CHORUS:

The old, the young, the rich or poor, all alike with me, you know;

No wealth, no land, no silver, no gold, nothing satisfies me but your soul.

CHORUS:

O Death

(Camper Van Beethoven version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

INTRO:

Am   Am7   Am   Em   D   C   G   Am

   Am      Am7       Am

My name is Death and I excel.
      D                 C      G  Am
I can open the gates to Heaven or Hell.

       Am7      Am       Em

Cast a-side the flesh of thee.

D              C   G   Am

Cast aside and set you free.

CHORUS:  [2x]
Am D  Am      Em D  Am

Oh-oh Death!  Oh-oh Death!

          D                    C    D  Am   C  D  Am  G

Can't you spare me over till a-noth-er year?

I lock their jaws so they can't talk,

Stiffen their legs so they can't walk,

Close their eyes so they can't see,

The chill you feel, it comes from me.

CHORUS:  [2x]
INSTRUMENTAL OVER:

Am   D   Am   Em   D   Am   D   C   D   Am   C   D   Am   G

Oh, Mama, mama, come to my bed,

Place a cold rag on my head.

My eyes are aching and I cannot see.

I feel the sheet pulling over me.

CHORUS:  [2x]
O, How Lovely Is The Evening

(originally:  "O ,Wie Wohl Ist Mir Am Abend")

Words & Music:

Traditional German Round and dance

O how lovely is the evening,

*Is the evening,

When the bells are sweetly ringing,

Sweetly ringing,

Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding dong!

O wie wohl ist mir am Abend,

*Mir am Abend

Wenn zur Ruh die Glocken läuten,

Glocken läuten:

Bim, bam, bim, bam, bim, bam!

*subsequent parts enter here

DANCE

1st phrase action: circle Left with 18 small walking steps, smooth and unaccented.

2nd phrase action: circle Right with 18 steps as before.

3rd phrase action: facing center, swing joined hands in (ding/Bim) and out (dong/bam)

while stepping into the center on Right foor (ding/bim) and back out on Left foot (dong/bam).

For the canonic dance you need three concentric circles of dancers, the inner circle begins the song and action. Then the 1st circle sings the 2nd phrase, the middle circle begins the song & action, etc.

To conclude, have the inner circle continue with the arm swinging 3rd phrase until all

have joined in singing this phrase a few times.

O Tannenbaum

Words & Music

Ernst Anschütz (1824), Traditional German Tune

  D          A7 D               Em              A7  D

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum, wie treu sind deine Blätter!

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum, wie treu sind deine Blätter!

   G                    A7                               D

Du grünst nicht nur zur Sommerzeit, nein auch im Winter, wenn es schneit.

D          A7 D               Em              A7  D

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum, wie treu sind deine Blätter!

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Du kannst mir sehr gefallen!

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Du kannst mir sehr gefallen!

Wie oft hat nicht zur Weihnachtszeit ein Baum von dir mich hoch erfreut!

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Du kannst mir sehr gefallen!

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Dein Kleid will mich was lehren.

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Dein Kleid will mich was lehren.

Die Hoffnung und Beständigkeit gibt Trost und Kraft zu jeder Zeit.

O Tannenbaum, o Tannenbaum!  Das soll dein Kleid mich lehren.

O Christmas Tree

English lyrics:

Unknown

O Christmas tree, O  Christmas tree, with faithful leaves unchanging.

[alt:  "...how lovely are your branches!"]

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, with faithful leaves unchanging,

Not only green in summer's heat, but also winter's snow and sleet;

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, with faithful leaves unchanging,

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, of all the trees most lovely.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, of all the trees most lovely;

Each year you bring to me delight, gleaming in the Christmas night.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree of all the trees most lovely.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, your leaves will teach me also,

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, your leaves will teach me also,

That hope and love and faithfulness are precious things I can possess.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, your leaves will teach me also,

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, how lovely are your branches.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, how lovely are your branches.

In summer sun or winter snow, a coat of green you always show.

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree, how lovely are your branches.

O'Reilly

(Irish version of "MacTavish")

Words & Music:

Traditional

  C

O'Reilly is dead and O'Really don't know it.

  G7

O'Really is dead and O'Reilly don't know it.

        C

They're both lying dead in the very same bed,

    G7                         C

And neither one knows that the other one's dead!

Oats, Peas, Beans & Barley Grow

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

C

Oats, peas, beans, and barley grow,

F                                    G7

Oats, peas, beans, and barley grow,

      C

Can you or I or anyone know

      G7                                 C

How oats, peas, beans, and barley grow?

C                               F                          G7 

First the farmer sows her seed, stands erect and takes her ease.

    C                                   G7                    C

She stamps her foot & claps her hands & turns around to view her lands.

CHORUS:

Next the farmer waters the seed, stands erect and takes her ease,

She stamps her foot & claps her hands & turns around to view her lands.

CHORUS:

Next the farmer hoes the weeds, stands erect and takes her ease,

She stamps her foot & claps her hands & turns around to view her lands.

CHORUS:

Last the farmer harvests her seed, stands erect and takes her ease,

She stamps her foot & claps her hands & turns around to view her lands.

CHORUS:

According to the KIDiddles site (www.kididdles.com/lyrics/o001.html), this can also be a motion song or game.  Here are their instructions:

Children stand in a circle, holding hands. One child is selected to be Farmer", and stands in the center of the ring.

Actions:

Chorus: While singing the chorus, children circle around the Farmer to the right.

Verse 1: The Farmer performs the activities described in the first verse: first sowing the seed; then standing at ease; stamping their foot; clapping their hands; and finally, views their lands by turning around inside the circle while shading their eyes. At the end of the verse, the Farmer points their finger at one of the children in the ring, who then becomes the new Farmer for the next round of the chorus and the second verse.

Verse 2: The Farmer performs the activities described in the second verse: watering the seed; standing at ease; stamping their foot; clapping their hands; and , views their lands by turning around inside the circle while shading their eyes. At the end of the verse, the Farmer points their finger at one of the children in the ring, who then becomes the new Farmer for the next round of the chorus and the third verse.

Verse 3: The Farmer performs the activities described in the third verse: At the end of the verse, the Farmer points their finger at one of the children in the ring, who then becomes the new Farmer for the next round of the chorus and the fourth verse.

Verse 4: The Farmer performs the activities described in the fourth verse: At the end of the verse, the Farmer points their finger at one of the children in the ring, who then becomes the new Farmer for the next round of the chorus and the fourth verse.

Repeat the game until all children have had the opportunity to be Farmer.

Octopus' Garden
Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

A     F/G  A          F/G   Em   E+   A    F#m   D   E

A              F#m                 D                      E      E7

I'd like to be under the sea in an octopus' garden in the shade.

A               F#m                           D                      E

He'd let us in, knows where we've been in his octopus' garden in the shade.

F#m                               F#m/E  D        E

I'd ask my friends to come and see--- an octopus' garden with me.

A              F#m                 D        E             A

I'd like to be under the sea in an octopus' garden in the shade.

We would be warm below the storm in our little hideaway beneath the waves.

Resting our head on the seabed in an octopus' garden near a cave.

We would sing and dance around because we know we can't be found

I'd like to be under the sea in an octopus' garden in the shade.

D    Bm7    G    A    D    Bm7    G    A    D    E

We would shout and swim about the coral that lies beneath the waves.

Oh, what joy for every girl and boy knowing they're happy and they're safe.

We would be so happy you and me; no-one there to tell us what to do.

I'd like to be under the sea in an octopus' garden with you,

In an octopus' garden with you,

      D        E           A   Bb    A

In an octopus' garden with you.

Ode To Joy

(from Symphony #9 in Dm, 4th movement)

Music:  Ludwig van Beethoven

[tabbed by:  The BeRzErKeR!?!?]

There is a transcription of this for acoustic solo guitar in Guitar World.

e|--------------------------------|------------------------------------|

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

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

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

A|-3---------------3--------------|-3---------------3------------------|

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

   p   i   p   i   p   i   p   i

e|--------------------------------|------------------------------------|

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

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

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

A|-3---------------3--------------|-3---------------3------------------|

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

e|-----------------0--------------|---------0^--1---0------------------|

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

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

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

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

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

e|---------0^--1---0--------------|------------------------------------|

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

G|-----0---------------1-------1--|-2-------2-------0------------------|

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, Chester!

Words & Music:

Traditional

Oh, Chester, have you heard about Harry?

Just got back from the army.

I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have you heard about Harry?

Just got back from the army.

I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] heard about Harry?

Just got back from the army.

I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about Harry?

Just got back from the army.

I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about [pull hair]?

Just got back from the army.

I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about [pull hair]?

Just got [slap back] from the [slap arm, then point to yourself]
I hear he knows how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about [pull hair]?

Just got [slap back] from the [slap arm, then point to yourself]
I [cup ear] he [touch nose] how to wear his clothes.

Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about [pull hair]?

Just got [slap back] from the [slap arm, then point to yourself]
I [cup ear] he [touch nose] how to [gesture up & down your body w/both hands]
Hip-hip-hooray for the army!

Oh, [thump chest], have [point] [cup ear] about [pull hair]?

Just got [slap back] from the [slap arm, then point to yourself]
I [cup ear] he [touch nose] how to [gesture up & down your body w/both hands]
[slap each hip in turn]- hooray for the [slap arm, then point to yourself]!
Oh, Dear!  What Can The Matter Be?

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

C 

Oh, dear! What can the matter be?

G7 

Dear, dear! What can the matter be?

C 

Oh, dear! What can the matter be?

Dm          G7          C

Johnny's so long at the fair.

   C             G7       C

He promised he'd buy me a gift that would please me,

    Dm                      G7 

And then for a kiss, oh, he vowed he would tease me.

   C             G7       C

He promised he'd buy me a bunch of blue ribbons,

   Dm        C      G7    C

To tie up my bonnie brown hair.

CHORUS:

He promised he'd bring me a basket of posies,

A garland of lilies, a garland of roses,

A little straw hat to set off the blue ribbons,

That tie up my bonnie brown hair.

CHORUS:

Oh, Dem Golden Slippers

Words & Music:

James A. Bland

Bland was an African-American composer who produced nearly all of his output of now classic American songs (including, ironically, "Carry Me Back To Old Virginny") between 1878 & 1881 when he was one of the most famous and highest-paid minstrel men in America.  This song was originally a parody of the Fisk Jubilee Singers' spiritual "Golden Slippers".  Its minstrel show origins are reflected in the original spelling out of the patois (i.e. "dem" for "them and "gwine" for "going"")  I've found a version of the original, but kept this one, because it is considered racist now and is hard for 21st century readers to suss out.

       A                                                                        E7

Oh, my golden slippers are laid away, 'cause I don't 'spect to wear 'em ‘til my wedding day.

E7                                                                        A

And my long-tailed coat that I love so well, I will wear up in the chariot in the morn.

And my long white robe that I bought last June, I'm gonna get changed 'cause it fits too soon,

And the old grey horse that I used to drive, I will hitch him to the chariot in the morn.

CHORUS:

A                          D

Oh, them golden slippers!  Oh, them golden slippers!

E7                                 A

Golden slippers I'm gonna wear, because they look so neat.

A                          D

Oh, them golden slippers!  Oh, them golden slippers!

E7                                                 A

Golden slippers I'm gonna wear to walk the golden street.

Oh, my ol' banjo hangs on the wall,

'Cause it ain't been tuned since' way last fall,

But the folks all say we'll have a good time,

When we ride up in the chariot in the morn.

There's old Brother Ben an' his sister Luce,

They will telegraph the news to Uncle BaccoJuice

What a great camp meetin' there will be that day

When we ride up in the chariot in the morn.

CHORUS:

So, it's good-bye, children, I will have to go,

Where the rain don't fall and the wind don't blow

And your Ulster coats, why, you will not need,

When you ride up in the chariot in the morn;

But your golden slippers must be nice and clear

And your age must be just sweet sixteen,

And your white kid gloves you will have to wear

When you ride up in the chariot in the morn.

CHORUS:

Oh, Freedom

Words & Music:

Traditional American

G   C   G         D   G

Oh, freedom!  Oh, freedom!

Bm  C   G        D7

Oh, freedom over me.

    G7                             C7           G

And before I'd be a slave, I'll be buried in my grave.

       G          D7          G

And go home to my Lord and be free.

No more moanin', no more moanin'

No more moanin' over me!

And before I'd be a slave, I'll be buried in my grave.

And go home to my Lord and be free.

No more weepin', no more weepin',

No more weepin' over me!

And before I'd be a slave, I'll be buried in my grave.

And go home to my Lord and be free.

No more shootin', no more shootin', 

No more shootin' over me!

And before I'd be a slave, I'll be buried in my grave.

And go home to my Lord and be free.

There'll be singin', there'll be singin'

There'll be singin' over me!

And before I'd be a slave, I'll be buried in my grave.

And go home to my Lord and be free.

Oh, Mary, Don't You Weep

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

D            A7                                   D

If I could I surely would stand on the rock where Moses stood.

G                  D                    A7        D

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary, don't you weep.

CHORUS:

D                   A7

Oh, Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn.

A7                  D

Oh, Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn.

G                  D                    A7        D

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary, don't you weep.

Moses stood on the Red Sea shore, smiting that water with a two-by-four

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary don't you weep.

CHORUS:

Mary wore three links of chain, every link was freedom's name

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary don't you weep.

CHORUS:

One of these nights about twelve o'clock, this old world's gonna reel and rock

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary don't you weep.

CHORUS:

God gave Noah the rainbow sign, "No more water, but fire next time!"

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary don't you weep.

CHORUS:

I may be right & I may be wrong, I know you're gonna miss me when I'm gone.

Pharoah's army got drownded.  Oh, Mary don't you weep.

CHORUS:

Oh! Susanna

Words & Music:

Stephen Foster

This 1848 tune was a huge hit for Stephen Foster as was adopted by the California Gold Rush miners as their "unofficial anthem" in 1849.

G                          A7          D7

I come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee,

G                          Em        D7     G

I'm goin' to Louisiana, my true love for to see,

G                                       A7             D7

It rained all night the day I left; the weather it was dry,

G                                  Em   D7        G

The sun so hot I froze to death Susanna don't you cry.

CHORUS:

C                 G         A7      D7

Oh, Susanna!  Oh, don't you cry for me.

     G                         Em    D7    G

I've come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee.

I had a dream the other night, when every thing was still;

I thought I saw Susanna, a-coming down the hill.

The buckwheat cake was in her mouth, the tear was in her eye,

Says I, "I'm coming from de South, Susanna, don't you cry."

CHORUS:

I soon will be in New Orleans, and den I'll look all round,

And when I find Susanna, I'll fall upon the ground.

But if I do not find her, this darkie'll surely die,

And when I'm dead and buried, Susanna, don't you cry.

CHORUS:

Oh, You Can't Get To Heaven

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Obviously, the chorus to this is lifted from "Down By The Riverside".  It seems to be a later addition to the call & response tune, since the original tune can stand alone without it.

CALL:
RESPONSE:

       D

Oh, the preacher went down 
Oh, the preacher went down
       G         D

To the cellar to pray 
To the cellar to pray 

   A7

He fell asleep
He fell asleep
       D

And he stayed all day
And he stayed all day
        G                         D

Oh, the preacher went down to the cellar to pray

   A7                 D

He fell asleep and he stayed all day.

              G         A7      D

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:  [both parts together]

              G

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

              D

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

              A7                D

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
In a putt-putt car 
In a putt-putt car 

'Cause a putt-putt car
'Cause a putt-putt car
Won't go that far
Won't go that far
Oh, you can't get to heaven in a putt-putt car

'Cause a putt-putt car won't go that far.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
On roller skates 
On roller skates 

'Cause you'll roll right by
'Cause you'll roll right by
Those pearly gates
Those pearly gates
Oh, you can't get to heaven on roller skates

'Cause you'll roll right by those pearly gates

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

If you get there 
If you get there 

Before I do 
Before I do 

Please bore a hole 
Please bore a hole 

And pull me through 
And pull me through 

If you get there before I do.

Please bore a hole and pull me through.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
In a trolley car  
In a trolley car  

'Cause a trolley car 
'Cause a trolley car 

Won't go that far  
Won't go that far  

Oh, you can't get to heaven in a trolley car

'Cause a trolley car won't go that far.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
In a rocket ship 
In a rocket ship 

'Cause a rocket ship 
'Cause a rocket ship 

Won't make the trip! 
Won't make the trip! 

Oh, you can't get to heaven in a rocket ship,

'Cause a rocket ship won't make the trip.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
On a pair of skis,  
On a pair of skis,  

'Cause you'll schuss right through  
'Cause you'll schuss right through  
St. Peter's knees  
St. Peter's knees  

Oh, you can't get to heaven on a pair of skis,

'Cause you'll schuss right through St.Peter's knees.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
In a limousine  
In a limousine  

'Cause the Lord don't sell 
'Cause the Lord don't sell 

No gasoline  
No gasoline  

Oh, you can't get to heaven in a limousine,

'Cause the Lord don't sell no gasoline.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:

Oh, you can't get to heaven  
Oh, you can't get to heaven  
With Superman.  
With Superman . 

'Cause the Lord, He is  
'Cause the Lord, He is  

A Batman fan. 
A Batman fan.
Oh, you can't get to heaven with Superman

'Cause the Lord, he is a Batman fan.

I ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more.

CHORUS:
Old Blue

Words & Music:

Martha Lou Gaches & W. S. Stevenson

This southern song singing the praises of a talented & valuable hound dog is an American classic.  Peter, Paul & Mary's live cover of it ("In Concert") is both an hilarious satire and a scathing indictment of the early rock & roll industry.

D

I have a dog, and his name is Blue

D                     A       D

I have a dog, and his name is Blue

D

I have a dog, and his name is Blue

D                           A         D

Betcha five dollars, he's a good dog, too.

CHORUS:

          D         Bm             A         D

Singing, "Here, Old Blue, you're a good dog, you!"

Shouldered my axe and I tooted my horn,

Went to find a 'possum in the new-grown corn.

Old Blue treed and I went to see,

Blue had a 'possum up a tall oak tree.

Mmm, boy!  I roasted 'possum all nice & brown.

Sweet potatoes & all around.

CHORUS:

Old Blue died and he died so hard,

Made a big dent in my backyard.

Dug his grave with a silver spade,

Lowered him down with a link of chain.

Every link did call his name.

CHORUS:

Now, when I get to heaven, first thing I'll do.

When I get to heaven, first thing 'awm do.

When I get to heaven, first thing I'll do, 

Pull out my horn & call Old Blue.

CHORUS:

I say, "Here, Old Blue, I'm a-coming there, too."

Old Brown's Daughter
Words & Music:

Great Big Sea

I'm still looking for the chords to this...

There is an ancient party at the other end of town.

And he keeps a little grocery store, the ancient's name is Brown.

And he has a lovely daughter, such a treat I never saw.

Oh, I only hope someday to be the old man's son-in-law.

Well, Old Brown he sells from off his shelf most anything you please.

He's got juice tarts for the little boys, lollipops and cheese.

And his daughter minds the store, and it's a treat just to see her serve

I'd like to run away with her but I don't have the nerve.

CHORUS:

And it's old Brown's daughter is a proper sort of girl.

Old Brown's daughter is a fair as any pearl.

I wish I were a Lord Mayor, a Marquis or and Earl.

And blow me if I wouldn't marry old Brown's girl.

Blow me if I wouldn't marry old Brown's girl.

Well, poor old Brown now has trouble with the gout.

He grumbles in his little parlour when he can't get out.

Oh, and when I make a purchase, lord, and she hands me the change,

That girl she makes pulverized, I feel so very strange.

CHORUS:

But Miss Brown she smiles so sweetly when I say a tender word.

Ah, but old Brown says that she must wed a Marquis or a Lord.

And I don't suppose it's ever one of those things I will be.

But by jingo next election I will run for Trinity.

CHORUS:

The Old Chisholm Trail

Words & Music:

Harry "Haywire Mac" McClintock

This song is believed to have acquired at least 143 verses over the years.  Here are 11 from the Cowboy Lyrics site.  Harry McClintock was the real deal cowboy, by the way.

      D

Well, come along, boys, and listen to my tale;

Tell you of my troubles on the old Chisholm Trail.

CHORUS:

        G6    G6/A              D

Come, a-ti-yi-yippy, yippy yay, yippy yay.

       G6    G6/A         D  G  D

Come a-ti-yi yippy, yippy yay.

With a ten-dollar horse and a forty-dollar saddle, I

started in herding these Texas cattle.

CHORUS:

I'm up in the morning before daylight;

Before I sleep the moon shines bright.

CHORUS:

Oh, it's bacon and beans most every day;

We'll soon be eating this prairie hay.

CHORUS:

With my seat in the saddle and my hand on the horn,

I'm the best cowpuncher that ever was born.

CHORUS:

No chaps, no slicker, and it's pourin' down rain;

I swear I'll never night-herd again.

CHORUS:

A stray in the herd and the boss said, "Kill it!"

So I shot it in the rump with the handle of a skillet.

CHORUS:

I went to the boss to draw my roll,

And he had me figured out nine dollars in the hole.

CHORUS:

Me and my boss, we had a little spat,

So, I hit him in the face with my ten-gallon hat.

CHORUS:

I'm going to sell my horse, going to sell my saddle,

'Cause I'm tired of punching these Longhorn cattle.

CHORUS:

With my knees in the saddle and seat in the sky,

I'll quit punchin' cows in the sweet by-and-by.

CHORUS:

Old Dan Tucker

Words & Music:

Daniel Decatur Emmett (1843)

This song is perfect for making up your own verses and, as a result, you can find many, many verses on the ‘net.  It was a popular Gold Rush song and is still great for folk dancing.

D                                                        A7

Old Dan Tucker was a mighty man; he washed his face in a frying pan.

D                                                                A7     D

He combed his hair with a wagon wheel and he died of a toothache in his heel.

CHORUS:

D                   G                A7               D

Get out the way for Old Dan Tucker!  He's too late to get his supper.

Supper's over and breakfast's cookin'!  Old Dan Tucker just stands there a-lookin'.

Old Dan Tucker went to town, ridin' a mule and leadin' a hound.

The hound, he barked and the mule, he jumped and he threw Old Dan out over a stump.

CHORUS:

I came to town the other night, I heard the noise and saw the fight.

The watchman was a'runnin' around; cryin', "Old Dan Tucker's come to town!"

CHORUS:

Now, Old Dan, he went down to the mill to get some meal to put in the swill.

The miller swore by the point of his knife, he'd never seen such a man in his life.

CHORUS:

Now, Old Dan Tucker, he's a nice old man.  He used to ride our darby ram.

He sent him whizzing down the hill.  If he hadn't got up, he'd be lying there still.

CHORUS:

Old Dan begun in early life to play the banjo and the fife.

He'd play the children all to sleep and then into his bunk he'd creep.

CHORUS:

Old Home Place

Words & Music:

Traditional American

          G        B7          C         G

It's been ten long years since I left my home

G                         D

In the hollow where I was born.

          G         B7              C          G

Where the cool fall nights make the wood smoke rise

G                  D         G

And the fox hunter blows his horn.

I fell in love with a girl from the town.

I thought that she would be true.

Then I ran away to Charlottesville

And worked in a sawmill, too.

CHORUS:

D                          G

What have they done to the old home place?

A                    D

Why did they tear it down?

    G         B7       C           G

And why did I leave my plow in the field

G              D          G

And look for a job in the town?

Well, the girl ran off with someone else,

The tariffs took all my pay.

And here I stand where the old home stood

Before they took it away.

Now, the geese fly south and the cold wind moans

As I stand her and hang my head.

I've lost my love, I've lost my home,

And now I wish I was dead.

CHORUS:

Old Joe Clark

Words & Music:

Traditional American

There are a zillion verses for this.  Feel free to send any along!  You can also sub a V chords (E or E7 or Em) for the bVII (G) chord.  Either works. It's a matter of personal preference.  There is a nice arrangement of this by Craig Dobbins in the December 2005 issue of Acoustic Guitar and a different arrangement for solo guitar in the October 2005 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
A                                                   G

Old Joe Clark's a fine old man, tell you the reason why.

A                                               G      A

He keeps good likker 'round his house, good old Rock & Rye.

CHORUS:

A                                             G

Fare ye well, Old Joe Clark!  Fare ye well, I say.

[alt: Fare thee well, Old Joe Clark.  Goodbye, Betsy Brown.]

A

Fare ye well, Old Joe Clark!  I'm a-goin' away.

[alt: Fare thee well, Old Joe Clark.  I'm gonna leave this town.]

Old Joe Clark used to clean the bar. Liquor was his pay.

Never saved a golden eagle. Drank it all away.

CHORUS:

Old Joe Clark, the preacher's son, preached all over the plain.

The only text he ever knew was high, low, Jack and the game.

CHORUS:

Old Joe Clark had a mule, his name was Morgan Brown.

And every tooth in that mule's head was sixteen inches 'round.

CHORUS:

Old Joe Clark had a yellow cat, she would neither sing or pray.

She stuck her head in the buttermilk jar & washed her sins away.

CHORUS:

Old Joe Clark, he had a house, fifteen stories high.

And every story in that house was filled with chicken pie.

CHORUS:

Old MacDonald

Words & Music:

Traditional Game

Of course, you can add verses with whatever animals, things or beings you want Old MacDonald to have on his farm.  Just make sure you keep the song additive.  For real variation, say what the animals say in a foreign language or two.  Above all, have fun with this song!

D             G     D         A7  D

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I-E-I-O!

And on his farm he had some chicks, E-I-E-I-O!

D

With a cluck-cluck here, and a cluck-cluck there

Here a cluck, there a cluck, everywhere a cluck-cluck

D             G     D        A7  D

Old MacDonald had a farm E-I-E-I-O!

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I-E-I-O!

And on his farm he had some cows, E-I-E-I-O!

With a moo-moo here, and a moo-moo there

Here a moo, there a moo, everywhere a moo-moo

With a cluck-cluck here, and a cluck-cluck there

Here a cluck, there a cluck, everywhere a cluck-cluck

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I-E-I-O!

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I-E-I-O!

And on his farm he had some pigs, E-I-E-I-O!

With an oink-oink here, and an oink-oink there

Here an oink, there an oink, everywhere an oink-oink

With a moo-moo here, and a moo-moo there

Here a moo, there a moo, everywhere a moo-moo

With a cluck-cluck here, and a cluck-cluck there

Here a cluck, there a cluck, everywhere a cluck-cluck

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I-E-I-O!

For an easier version, don't make it a cumulative, or additive, song.  Just sing the sound effect of whatever animal you sing about in that verse, instead of adding that sound to all the other sounds that have gone before.

Old Roger

Words & Music:

Traditional

This song was originally called "Cromwell is dead" and referred to the overthrow of Oliver Cromwell and the restoration of the monarchy.  This is the American version.

Old Roger is dead and lies in his grave. lies in his grave. lies in his grave.

Old Roger is dead and lies in his grave, Hee!  Hi!  Lies in his grave.

They planted an apple tree over his head, over his head, over his head.

They planted an apple tree over his head.  Hee!  Hi!  Over his head.

The apples got ripe and they all tumbled down, all tumbled, all tumbled down.

The apples got ripe and they all tumbled down  Hee!  Hi!  All tumbled down.

There came an old lady a pickin' 'em up,  pickin' 'em up,  pickin' 'em up.

There came an old lady a pickin' 'em up.  Hee!  Hi!   Pickin' 'em up.

Old Roger gets up and gives her a thump, gives her a thump, gives her a thump.

Old Roger gets up and gives her a thump.  Hee!  Hi!  Gives her a thump.

Which makes the old lady go hippity-hop, hippity-hop, hippity-hop.

Which makes the old lady go hippity-hop.  Hee!  Hi!  Hippity-hop.

Old Shep

Words & Music:

Clyde "Red" Foley & Arthur Willis (1933)

Based on a true story.  See http://www.roadsideamerica.com/story/4367

     C       A           D

When I was a lad and Old Shep was a pup,

     G         G7           C  F#dim  G

O'er hills and meadows we'd roam.

       C           A       D

Just a boy and his dog, we both full of fun;

   G         G7     C       F  C

We grew up together that way.

  G            G7          C

I remember the time at the old swimming hole,

                  A              D   G

When I would have drowned beyond doubt.

C              A             D

Shep was right there, to the rescue he came,

   G             G7             C   F  C

He jumped in and helped pull me out.

So the years rolled along, and at last he grew old,

His eyesight was fast growing dim.

Then one day the doctor looked at me and said

"I can't do no more for him, Jim."

With a hand that was trembling, I picked up my gun,

I aimed it at Shep's faithful head.

Just couldn't do it, I wanted to run,

And I wished they'd shoot me instead.

I went to his side, and sat on the ground,

He laid his head on my knee.

I stroked the best pal, that a man ever found,

I cried so - I scarcely could see.

Old Sheppie, he knew, he was going to go,

For he reached out and licked at my hand.

He looked up at me, just as much as to say,

We're parting, but you understand.

C           A              D           D7

Old shep is gone where the good doggies go,

      G              G7          C   F#dim  G

And no more with Old Shep will I roam.

       C           A                           D

But if dogs have a heaven, there's one thing I know,

    G           G7       C  F  C

Old Shep has a wonderful home.

Old Slewfoot

Words & Music:

Edwin Manney, Howard Hausey & James Webb

A

High upon a mountain, tell me, what do you see?

A                        D               A

Bear tracks, bear tracks looking back at me.

A

Better get your rifle boys, before it's too late.

A                               D              A

The bear's got a little pig and headed for the gate.

CHORUS:

     E                               A

He's big around the middle, and he's broad across the rump

        E                            A

Running ninety miles an hour, taking thirty feet a jump

A

He ain't never been caught, he ain't never been treed

A                         D        A

Some folks say he looks a lot like me.

Saved up my money and I bought me some bees

Started growing honey way up in the trees

Saved up my money but the honey's all gone

Old Slewfoot's gone and made himself a home.

CHORUS:

Winter's coming on and it's forty below

River's froze over, so where can he go?

We'll run him up the gully, and we'll chase him in the well

Shoot him in the bottom just to listen to him yell.

CHORUS:

Old-Time Religion

(original version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American

CHORUS:

             C                               F          C

Give me that old time religion, give me that old time religion,

             G                       F      G        C

Give me that old time religion, it's good enough for me.

It was good for our mothers.  It was good for our mothers.

It was good for our mothers.  And it's good enough for me.

CHORUS:

It has saved [alt: served] our fathers.  It has saved our fathers.

It has saved our fathers.  And it's good enough for me.

CHORUS:

Makes me love everybody.  Makes me love everybody.

Makes me love everybody.  And it's good enough for me.

CHORUS:

It will do when I am dying.  It will do when I am dying.

It will do when I am dying.  And it's good enough for me.

CHORUS:

It will take us all to heaven.  It will take us all to heaven.

It will take us all to heaven.  And it's good enough for me.

CHORUS:

Old-Time Religion

(pretty good Pagan version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American / new lyrics by many

As I edited the punctuation on the "20 zillion verses" version, I noticed that some of the verses were beautifully crafted for Pagans and the movable feasts that make up the Wheel of the Year.  Here they are.  I've added verses for the missing holidays but would love more, if anyone is game.

General Circle:

Meeting at the Sacred Hour by the Bud and Branch and Flower

[alt:  "Meeting at the Sacred Hour by the Oak and Ash and Flower"]

Folks are raising up the power and that's where I want to be.

Imbolc (a.k.a. Candlemas, Groundhog Day, ca. 2 February)

At last, the Imbolc Sun is outing, deep underground the seeds are sprouting.

Let's have no more Winter pouting.  That's good enough for me.

Ostara (a.k.a. Vernal or Spring Equinox, Easter, ca. 21 March)

Pagans gather in the clearing for the end of winter's nearing,

And the maiden is appearing, bringing promises of spring.

Light and darkness stand together, leafing birch and flow'ring heather.

Brethren clad in fur and feather, tell us spring has come again.

Beltane (a.k.a. May Day, Roodmas, ca. 1 May)

Oh, look, the Beltaine fires are risin'.  Yes, the Beltaine fires are risin'

Purifyin' my horizon.  That's good enough for me.

There'll be no more second-guessing, purify what has been stressing

'Round the Maypole, weaving blessings; it's good enough for me.

Litha (a.k.a. Summer Solstice, Mid-Summer Night, ca. 21 June)

Let us celebrate Mid-Summer with a circle that's a hummer.

Summer's going, what a bummer!  But it's good enough for me.

From here on out, the day is croaking.  So, let's be merry, let's be joking!

For, now, the Holly beats the Oak King; butit's good enough for me.

Lammas (a.k.a. Lughnasdh, Loaf Mass, ca. 1 August)

Let us gather 'round the county, be you miscreant or Mountie,

And celebrate our bounty.  It's good enough for me.

Mabon (a.k.a. Autumnal Equinox, Gabrielmas, ca. 21 September)

Light & dark again are equal, it's our Equinoxic sequel.

The nippy air is Winter's prequel, but it's good enough for me.

Samhain (a.k.a. Halloween, All Hallow's Eve, ca. 31 October)
As the waning year is ending, young and old souls now are blending,

Voices round the circle sending Samhain joy across the worlds.

Let us get our prayers started for our own Beloved Departed.

To them our love is still imparted, they're good enough for me!

We have lots of fun at Samhain.  Everyone has fun at Samhain.

Except, perhaps, a cowan.  But, that's okay by me.

Yule (a.k.a. Winter Solstice, Mid-Winter Night, ca. 21 December)

Through the endless night we shiver, flames around the Yule log quiver

As we aim to praise the Giver of the Sun on Solstice Morn.

Just For Fun

Let us all join with the Dryads.  Let us all join with the Dryads.

Trees may not quite be the Triad, but they're good enough for me.

Old-Time Religion

(Pete Seeger version)

Words & Music:

Traditional American / new lyrics by Pete Seeger

Now, if you want to be precise about it, a good chunk of the theology below is dated, stereotyped and incorrect.  But, the rhymes and humor are quite intact.  If this truly offends any fellow Pagans enough to spend your energy on it, then drop me a line and I will move this one, too.  Else, share a laugh with the Gods.

        C                        F             C

We will pray to Aphrodite, she's beautiful but flighty.

       G                             F     G         C

In her silken see-thru nightie she's good enough for me.

We will pray to Zarathrustra, pray just like we used-to,

I'm a Zarathrustra booster, he's good enough for me.

We will pray just like the Druids, drinking strange fermented fluids,

Go dancing naked through the woods, they're good enough for me.

We will pray to the god Buddha, of gods there is none cuter,

Come in silver, brass or pewter, he's good enough for me.

We will pray with those Egyptians, who built pyramids to put our crypts in

Covered up with strange inscriptions, they're good enough for me.

We will pray to Ra and Ahmen just like Tutankhamen,

And teach our friends embalming, they're good enough for me.

Hare Krishna he must be laughed on, to see me dressed in saffron,

With my hair only half-on he's good enough for me.

I will rise up at early morning, when my Lord gives me the warning,

That the solar age is dawning, he's good enough for me.

We won't worship like the Persians, we'll sacrifice no virgins,

Please control your carnal urgin's, it's good enough for me.

We will all worship the Mother, not the womb of any other.

Virgin, crone and mother, she's good enough for me.

We will pray for New Age Aquarians, and hang out in Planetariums,

Lotta um are Unitarians, they're good enough for me.

We will pray to a god named Odin, in their wooden boats go floatin'

Filled Europe with forbodin' he's good enough for me.

We will pray to the Quakers, oft confused with the Shakers,

Of war they are not makers, they're good enough for me.

We will pray to the god Shiva, the one with many sleeva's

Who destroys all disbelivas, he's good enough for me.

We will pray to Reverend Moony, all our friends will think we're loony.

As we sing this crazy tune-y, but he's good enough for me.

On The Amazon

Words & Music:

Don McLean

Em               B       Em             B

There's a danger zone -- not a stranger zone

Em              Am               C              B

Than the little plot I walked on that I call my home.

Em            B         Em              B

Full of eerie sights -- weird & skeerie sights.

Em            Am          C          B          Em

Every vicious animal that creeps and crawls and bites.

G7         C     A7          D7      G

On---- the Amazon, the prophylactics prowl.

G7     C     A7        D7      G

On the Amazon, the hypodermics howl.

G7     C     A7                D7                  F7(4)  G#(7)

On the Amazon, you'll hear the scarab scowl and sting.

G7

Zodiacs on the wing.

All the stalactites and vicious vertebrae

Hunt the stalagmites while laryngitis slay
G7      C       A7               D7    F#dim   G7

All the parasites that come from Paraguay in spring.
         F   Fm   C    C/B    C/Bb    A7

Snarling equinox among the rocks will seize you.
        Dm7       Gdim  Bb7             A7     A7(add 6)

And the Farenheit comes out at night to freeze you.

Wild duodenum are lurking in the trees.
And the jungle swarms with green apostrophes.

G7      C         A7      D7

Oh, the Amazon is calling me.

C      A7      D7      G(7)

       Em    A7          D7     G7

On the Amazon, the pax vobiscom bite.

       Em    A7       D7      G7

On the Amazon, the epiglottis fight.

       Em    A7        D7         G7        Fdim

On the Amazon, the hemispheres at night all slink

G7

Where the agnostics drink.

        G         Em            A7        D7

All the hippodromes that lie concealed in mud

        G          Em            A7      D7

Hunt the metronomes that live in swamp & flood.

         G          Em            A7          Fdim        D7

Then the kodachromes come out and drink their blood, poor ginks!

        C          Cm                  G   F#dim  Fdim   E7

While velocipedes among the weeds will scare------------ you

        A              Am               Gdim   D7

And the menopause with hungry jaws will dare-- you.

          G      Em          A7        D7

Frenzied adenoids infest the hills and slopes.

     G        Em           A7     D7

Everyone avoids the deadly stethoscopes.

        G     Em  A7   D7

Oh, the Amazon is calling...

         G     Em  A7   D7

Yes, the Amazon is calling...

        G     Em  C  D7   G   C   D7   G

Oh, the Amazon is calling me------------.

On The Willows

Words & Music:

Stephen Schwarz

(Godspell)

AM7                   AM9/G#

On the willows there, we hung up our lyres.

AM7/F#                B

For our captors there required 

Bm7   Bm7/E

Of us songs

Bm7     Bm7/E       AM9

And our tormentors’ mirth.

On the willows there, we hung up our lyres.

For our captors there required 

Of us songs

And our tormentors’ mirth.

         A       E/G#    F#m        GM7      C6

Saying, "Sing -- us ---- one of the songs of Zion.

A    E  F#m        GM7      C6

Sing us one of the songs of Zion.

A    E  F#m        GM7

Sing us one of the songs of Zion."

    F#m7       GM7

But how can we sing?

F#m7            GM7

Sing the Lord's song,

F#m7 Dm/E    Em

In a foreign land?

AM9

On the willows there,

AM9/G#         AM9    AM9/G#    A

We hung up our lyres.

On Top Of Old Smokey

Words & Music:

Traditional American

              D                        A

On top of Old Smokey, all covered with snow,

A              E    E7                A

I lost my true lover for courting too slow.

Now, courting's a pleasure and parting is grief,

And a false-hearted lover is worse than a thief.

A thief will just rob you and take what you have, [alt: "all you save"]
But a false-hearted lover will lead you to the grave.

And the grave will decay you and turn you to dust;

Not one girl in a hundred a poor boy can trust.

[alt: Not one boy in a hundred a poor girl can trust.]

They'll hug you and kiss you and tell you more lies

[alt: They'll swear that they love you and tell you more lies]

Than crossties on a railroad or stars in the sky.

So, come all you young maidens and listen to me,

Never place your affection on a green willow tree.

For the leaves they will wither, and the roots they will die,

You'll all be forsaken and never know why.

On top of Old Smokey all covered with snow,

I lost my true lover for courting too slow.

On Top Of Spaghetti

(To The Tune Of "On Top Of Old Smokey")

Words & Music:

Traditional American

             D                        A

On top of spaghetti, all covered with cheese,

A              E        E7             A

I lost my poor meatball, when somebody sneezed.

It rolled off the table, and on to the floor,

And then my poor meatball rolled out of the door.

It rolled in the garden, and under a bush,

And then my poor meatball was nothing but mush.

The mush was as tasty, as tasty could be,

And then the next summer, it grew into a tree.

The tree was all covered, all covered with moss,

And on it grew meatballs with tomato sauce.

So, if you eat spaghetti all covered with cheese,

Hold on to your meatball whenever you sneeze!

Once I Had A Sweetheart

Words & Music:

Traditional

David Hodge has a wonderful arrangement of this in the October 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

Am                       E          Am

Once I had a sweetheart, now I have none.

Am                       E          Am

Once I had a sweetheart, now I have none.

     D        Am            D        Am

He's gone and left me; he's gone and left me,

     D        Am              E       Am

He's gone and leaves me to sorrow and moan.

Last night in sweet slumber, I dreamed I did see,

Last night in sweet slumber, I dreamed I did see,

My own precious jewel sat smiling by me.

My own precious jewel sat smiling by me.

But when I awakened, I found it not so,

But when I awakened, I found it not so.

My eyes like some fountain, the tears overflow,

My eyes like some fountain, the tears overflow.

I'll venture through England, through France, and through Spain,

I'll venture through England, through France, and through Spain.

All my life I will venture the watery main.

All my life I will venture the watery main.

Once I had a sweetheart, now I have none.

Once I had a sweetheart, now I have none.

He's gone and left me; he's gone and left me,

He's gone and leaves me to sorrow and moan.

One Finger, One Thumb

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

One finger, one thumb, keep moving;

C

One finger, one thumb, keep moving;

C

One finger, one thumb, keep moving;

C            G         C

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands. keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands. keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands. keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, stand up, sit down, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, stand up, sit down, keep moving.

One finger, one thumb, one hand, two hands, one arm, two arms. one leg, two legs, stand up, sit down, keep moving.

We'll all be happy and gay!

The Oompa Loompa Song

Words & Music:

Leslie Bricusse & Anthony Newley

Am                         G          Am7     F          E7

Oompa Loompa doompety doo, I've got a perfect puzzle for you.

Am                         G          Am          E7        Am

Oompa Loompa doompety dee, if you are wise you'll listen to me.

F                                    C       G                    C

What do you get when you guzzle down sweets? Eating as much as an elephant eats.

F                                 C

What are you at, getting terribly fat?

B7                          A7 B7     [n.c.]

What do you think will come of that?  I don't like the look of it.

Am                        G             Am      F           E7

Oompa Loompa doompety da, if you're not greedy, you will go far.

Am                          G    Am             E7              Am

You will live in happiness, too, like the Oompa Loompa doompety do.

Oompa Loompa doompety doo, I've got another puzzle for you.

Oompa Loompa doompedah dee, if you are wise you'll listen to me.

Gum chewing's fine when it's once in a while.

It stops you from smoking and brightens your smile.

But it's repulsive, revolting and wrong.

Chewing and chewing all day long, the way that a cow does.

Oompa Loompa doompety da, given good manners you will go far.

You will live in happiness, too, like the Oompa Loompa doompety do.

Oompa Loompa doompety doo, I've got another puzzle for you.

Oompa Loompa doompety dee, if you are wise you'll listen to me.

Who do you blame when your kid is a brat?  Pampered and spoiled like a siamese cat.

Blaming the kids is a lie and a shame.

You know exactly who's to blame the mother and the father.

Oompa Loompa doompety da, if you're not spoiled then you will go far.

You will live in happiness, too, like the Oompa Loompa doompety do.

Oompa Loompa doompety doo, I've got another puzzle for you.

Oompa Loompa doompedah dee, if you are wise you'll listen to me.

What do you get from a glut of TV?  A pain in the neck and an IQ of three.

Why don't you try simply reading a book.  Or could you just not bear to look.

You'll get no, you'll get no, you'll get no, you'll get no, you'll get no commercials.

Oompa Loompa doompety da, if you like reading you will go far.

You will live in happiness, too, like the Oompa, Oompa Loompa doompety do.

Our Boys Will Shine
Words & Music:

Traditional American

(has been adopted by many schools as a fight song)

D                            G             D

Our boys will shine tonight, our boys will shine!

D                            G              A7

Our boys will shine tonight, right down the line!

D                            G             D

Our boys will shine tonight, our boys will shine!

         G                                    A7            D

When the sun goes down and the moon comes up, our boys will shine!
