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The Gang That Sang "Heart Of My Heart"

(a.k.a. "Heart Of My Heart")

Words & Music:

Ben Ryan (The Four Aces)

This tune made it all the way to #7 in 1953 and is most commonly known by "Heart Of My Heart" instead of its full title.  Kraziekhat was kind enough to transcribe this '50s wonder.

C      D7    C       D7  G         D7  G

"Heart Of My Heart", I-- love that melody.

G      D7    G      Fdim       C    Dm7   C

"Heart Of My Heart" --- brings back those memories

A7   Gdim    A7          D7     Fdim   D7

When we were kids on the corner of the street.

D       Cdim      D7

We were rough and ready guys,

     G       Cdim  Dm7   G    Fdim G7

But, oh, how we--- could harm-on---ize.

C      D7    C       D7    G            D7     G7

"Heart Of My Heart", meant friends were dearer then.

Fdim       G7  Bm7  E7

Too bad we had to-- part.

  A7     Fdim       A7

I know a tear would glisten

   D         D7     

If once more I could listen

F       Fdim      G           Fdim  C    F C G7 C

To that gang that sang "Heart Of My Heart".

BOTH VERSES REPRISE:

Garbageman's Daughter

Words & Music:

Traditional

Make up more verses!!!  Any profession is fair game – just don't forget the sound effect to go with the job.  Modern professions could add an interesting twist to this song.

       G                          Am

I'm in love with the garbageman's daughter  [Slop!  Slop!]
    D7                G

Who lives down by the swill.

        G                      Am

Were it not for her garbageman father  [Slop!  Slop!]
       D7                G

I'd be loving her there, still!

I'm in love with the preacherman's daughter  [Amen!]
Who lives down by the church.

Were it not for her preacherman father  [Amen!]
I'd be loving her there, still!

I'm in love with the lumberjack's daughter  [Chop!  Chop!]
Who lives down by the mill.

Were it not for her lumberjack father  [Chop!  Chop!]
I'd be loving her there, still!

General Taylor

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty / arr. Great Big Sea

This is usually done a capella rather than with the chords here.

      C              G          C

Well, General Taylor gained the day.

G          C          F           G

Walk him along; John, carry him along.

      F       C         G          C

Well, General Taylor he gained the day.

C         F      G      C

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

CHORUS:

Tell me where you're stormy.

Walk him along; John, carry him along.

Tell me where you're stormy.

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

We'll dig his grave with a silver spade.

Walk him along; John, carry him along.

His shroud of the finest silk will be made.

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

CHORUS:

We'll lower him down on a golden chain.

Walk him along; John, carry him along.

On every inch we'll carve his name.

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

CHORUS:

General Taylor he's all the go.

Walk him along; John, carry him along.

He's gone where the stormy winds won't blow.

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

CHORUS:

General Taylor he's dead and he's gone.

Walk him along, John, Carry him along

Well General Taylor he's long dead and gone.

Carry him to his bury'n ground.

CHORUS:  [2x]

Geordy's Lost His Penker

(English Version of "Johnny's Got His Marble")

Words & Music:

Traditional English / Don McLean

Relax.  It is just a song about losing your favorite shooting marble in the sewer.  Anything else is your own imagination.

C                         G7

Geordy's lost his penker, Geordy's lost his penker,

C                          F         G7    C

Geordy's lost his penker, doin' the double-wrought.

It ran right down the cundy, he lost it up the cundy,

It ran right down the cundy, doin' the double-wrought.

He went and got a clathesprop, he went and got a clathesprop,

He went and got a clathesprop, doin' the double-wrought.

He rammed it up the cundy, he rammed it up the cundy,

He rammed it up the cundy, doin' the double-wrought.

But, he couldn't fetch it, but, he couldn't fetch it,

But, he couldn't fetch it, doin' the double-wrought.

He went and got a broomstick, he went and got a broomstick, 

He went and got a broomstick, doin' the double-wrought.

He rammed it up the cundy, he rammed it up the cundy, 

He rammed it up the cundy, doin' the double-wrought.

But, he couldn't fetch it, but, he couldn't fetch it,

But, he couldn't fetch it, doin' the double-wrought.

He went for the policeman, he went for the policeman, 

He went for the policeman, doin' the double-wrought.

He tied him to the clathesprop, he tied him to the clathesprop, 

He tied him to the clathesprop, doin' the double-wrought.

He rammed him up the cundy, he rammed him up the cundy, 

He rammed him up the cundy, doin' the double-wrought.

But, he couldn't fetch it, but he couldn't fetch it,

But, he couldn't fetch it, doin' the double-wrought.

He went and got gunpowder, he went and got gunpowder, 

He went and got gunpowder, doin' the double-wrought.

He tied it to the clathesprop, he tied it to the clathesprop, 

He tied it to the clathesprop, doin' the double-wrought.

He rammed it up the cundy, he rammed it up the cundy, 

He rammed it up the cundy, doin' the double-wrought.

Oh, Geordy's found his penker, Geordy's found his penker,

Geordy's found his penker, doin' the double-wrought.

'Twas in his bloody pocket, 'twas in his bloody pocket, 

'Twas in his bloody pocket, doin' the double-wrought.

Get On Board, Little Children

Words & Music:

Traditional American

    G

The gospel train's a-comin';

                  D7

I hear it just at hand.

  G                 C

I hear the wheels a-rumblin'

    C       D7          G

And rollin' through the land.

CHORUS:

G      C

Get on board, little children;

       G

Get on board, little children.

       C

Get on board, little children;

        C        D7     G

There's room for many a-more.

I hear that train a-comin';

She's comin' round the curve.

She's loosened all her steam and breaks

And strainin' ev'ry nerve.

CHORUS:

The fare is cheap and all can go;

The rich and poor are there.

No second class aboard this train;

No difference in the fare.

CHORUS:

Ghost Chickens In The Sky

(parody of "Ghost Riders in the Sky")

Original Words & Music:

Stan Jones

New Words:  Dan Seibel

Em                            G

A chicken farmer went out one dark and dreary day,

Em

Resting by the coop as he went along his way,

Em

When all at once a rotten egg hit him in the eye,

   C                                     Am              Em

It was the sight he dreaded most:  Ghost Chickens in the Sky!

The farmer had raised chickens since he was twenty-four,

Workin' for KFC for thirty years or more.

Killin' all those chickens, and sendin' 'em on to fry.

Now they all want revenge, Ghost Chickens in the Sky!

CHORUS:

Em                G

Bawk, Bawk, Bawk, BAWWWWK!

G                 Em

Bawk, Bawk, Bawk, BAWWWWK!

C                     Em

Ghost Chickens in the Sky!

Their feet were black and scaley, their eyes were burnin' red.

They had no meat nor feathers; these chickens all were dead!

They plucked that farmer up, and he died there by the claw.

They cooked him "Extra Crispy," and ate him with cole slaw!

CHORUS:  [repeat several times - make the "Bwaks" louder each time!]
Ghost Of Tom

Words & Music:

Traditional Round

Dm       F        A        Dm

Have you seen the ghost of Tom?

*Long white bones with skin all gone.

Oooooo!  

Wouldn't it be chilly with no skin on?

*subsequent parts enter here.

Ghost Riders In The Sky

Words & Music:

Stan Jones

Em                                 G

An old cowpoke went riding out one dark and windy day.

  Em 

Upon a ridge he rested as he went upon his way.

     Em           (C/E)          (A/E)            (C/E)

When all at once a mighty herd of red-eyed cows he saw

C                        (Am)      Em

Coming through the ragged sky, and up a cloudy draw.

Their brands were still on fire and their hooves were made of steel.

Their horns were black and shiny and their hot breath he could feel.

A bolt of fear went through him as they rumbled through the sky.

Then he saw the riders coming hard, and he heard their mournful cry.

CHORUS:

         G             Em   (D)

Yippe-ai-ay, yippee-ai-oh!

C           (Am)    Em

Ghost riders in the sky.

As the riders loped on by him, he heard one call his name.

If you want to save your soul from hell, a riding on this range.

Then cowboy change your ways today or with us you will ride.

Trying to catch the devil's herd, across these endless skies.

The Ghost Song

Words & Music:

Traditional

The woman stood at the old church door.

WHOO...WHOO...YAAAAAHHH!!!

And she had not been there before.

WHOO...WHOO...YAAAAAHHH!!!

Oh, six long corpses were carried in.

WHOO...WHOO...YAAAAAHHH!!!

So very long and very thin.

WHOO...WHOO...YAAAAAHHH!!!

The woman to  the corpses said,

WHOO...WHOO...YAAAAAHHH!!!

"Will I be thus when I'm dead?"

[At this point, SCREAM! - very loudly & without warning!]

Ging-Gang-Goolie

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

Ging-gang-goolie-goolie-goolie-goolie-watcha

C         G7              C

Ging-gang-goo,  Ging-gang-goo.

*Ging-gang-goolie-goolie-goolie-goolie-watcha

Ging-gang-goo,  ging-gang-goo.

Oh, hayla!  Oh, hayla-shayla!

Oh, hayla-hayla-shayla-roo.

Shally-walla-shally-walla-shally-walla-shally-walla.

Ging-gong, ging-gong, ging-gong... [to beginning again]

*subsequent parts enter here

The Girl I Left Behind Me

(a.k.a. "Brighton Camp" or "Brighten Camp")

Words & Music:

Traditional

It is believed that this song originated in Dublin and "crossed the pond" to America as early as 1650.  It was popular among soldiers on both sides during America's Civil War and further migrated west in 1880s.  Each of the three verses in this song reflect those three eras of the song.

Irish Lyrics:

A                       E                  D                A

The dames of France are fond and free, and Flemish lips are willing,

    A                 D         E                A

And soft the maids of Italy and Spanish eyes are thrilling.

      A                                                             E

Still, though I bask beneath their smile, their charms fail to bind me.

    A                      D                   E             A

And my heart falls back to Erin's Isle, to the girl I left behind me.

American Lyrics:

I'm lonesome since I crossed the hill   And o'er the moor and valley

Such heavy thoughts my heart do fill since parting with my Sally

I seek no more the fine and gay  For each does but remind

How swift the hours did pass away with the girl I've left behind me.

Bob Wills' 1940's-era lyrics:

If ever I get off of the trail and the Indians, they don't find me

I'll make my way straight back again, to the girl I left behind me.

Oh, that girl, that purdy little girl, the girl I left behind me

With rosy cheeks and curly hair, the girl I left behind me.

English version:

I'm lonesome since I crossed the hill and o'er the moorland sedgy.

Such heavy thoughts my heart do fill, since parting with my Betsey.

I seek for one as fair and gay, but find none to remind me.

How sweet the hours I passed away with the girl I left behind me.

O ne'er shall I forget the night, the stars were bright above me

And gently lent their silv'ry light when first she vowed to love me

But now I'm bound to Brighton camp kind heaven then pray guide me

And send me safely back again, to the girl I left behind me

Her golden hair in ringlets fair, her eyes like diamonds shining

Her slender waist, her heavenly face, that leaves my heart still pining

Ye gods above oh hear my prayer to my beauteous fair to find me

And send me safely back again, to the girl I left behind me

The bee shall honey taste no more, the dove become a ranger

The falling waters cease to roar, ere I shall seek to change her

The vows we made to heav'n above shall ever cheer and bind me

In constancy to her I love, the girl I left behind me.

"Songs Of The Seventh Cavalry" version:

The hours sad I left a maid, alingering farewell taking

Whose sighs and tears my steps delayed, I thought her heart was breaking

In hurried words her name I blest I breathed the vows that bind me

And to my heart in anguish pressed the girl I left behind me

Then to the east we bore away to win a name in story

And there where dawns the sun of day there dawned our sun of glory

The place in my sight when in the host assigned me

I shared the glory of that fight sweet girl I left behind me

Though many a name our banner bore of former deeds of daring

But they were of the day of yore in which we had no sharing

But now our laurels freshly won with the old one shall entwine me

Singing worthy of our size each son sweet girl I left behind me

The hope of final victory within my bosom burning

Is mingling with sweet thoughts of thee and of my fond returning

But should I n'eer return again still with thy love i'll bind me

Dishonors breath shall never stain the name I leave behind me

The Girl In The Blue Velvet Band

Words & Music:

Bill Monroe

    C           G         C

One night while out for a ramble

    F                   C

The hour was just about nine

  F                     C

I met a young maiden in 'Frisco

                 G          C

On the corner of Geary and Pine

On her face there was beauty of nature

And in it, her eyes seem to expand

Her hair was so rich and so brilliant

Entwined in a blue velvet band.

We strolled down the long street together

In my pocket she placed her small hand

Planted the evidence on me

That girl in the blue velvet band

Then I heard the wild scream of the sirens

And the girl in the blue velvet band

She left me to face all the troubles

With a diamond that was worth ten grand

They sent me to San Quentin for stealin'

God knows I'm an innocent man

For the guilty one now she lies dyin'

That girl in the blue velvet band.

Last night while bedtime was ringin'

I was standin' close to the bars

I fancied I could hear her voice callin'

From far out on the ocean of stars

I'll be out in a year then I'm leavin'

But I'll carry that name of a man

Who spent ten years in prison

For the girl in the blue velvet band

And when I get out I'll endeavor

To live in some other land.

And I'll bid farewell to old Frisco

And the girl in the blue velvet band.

Git Along, Little Dogies

(Night-Herding Song)

Words & Music:

Traditional Cowboy

   C       F           G7          C

As I was a-walking one morning for pleasure,

             F         G7         C

I spied a cowpuncher a-strolling along.

C                   F            G7          C

His hat was throwed back and his spurs was a-jingling,

C           F               G7           C

And as he approached he was singing this song.

CHORUS:

        C7             F

Whoopee ti yi yo, git along, little dogies,

     C7                  F

It's your misfortune and none of my own,

        C              G7           C

Whoopee ti yi yo, git along, little dogies,

    C           F          G7          C

You know that Wyoming will be your new home.

It's early in spring that we round up the dogies,

We mark them and brand them and bob off their tails;

We round up the horses, load up the chuck wagon,

And then throw the dogies upon the long trail.

CHORUS:

Your mother was raised away down in Texas,

Where the jimson weed and the sand-burrs grow,

Now we'll fill you up on prickly pear and cactus,

Till you are all ready for Idaho.

CHORUS:

Oh, you'll be soup for Uncle Sam's soldiers,

It's "Beef, more beef," I hear them cry.

Git along, git along, git along little dogies,

You'll be beef steers by and by.

CHORUS:

Some fellows goes up the trail for pleasure,

But that's where they've got it most awfully wrong,

For you haven't an idea the trouble they give us,

As we go a-driving them dogies along.

CHORUS:

Give Me Oil In My Lamp

Words & Music:

Traditional American

        C                       F                 C                 G7

Give me oil in my lamp, keep me burning.  Give me oil in my lamp, I pray.

        C                       F                 C                G7       C

Give me oil in my lamp, keep me burning.  Keep me burning 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

C                 F                 G7                      C    G7 C

Sing, "Hosanna!"  Sing, "Hosanna!"  Sing, "Hosanna!" to the King of Kings.

C                 F                 G7                      C

Sing, "Hosanna!"  Sing, "Hosanna!"  Sing, "Hosanna!" to the King.

Make me a fisher of men, keep me seeking.  Make me a fisher of men, I pray!

Make me a fisher of men, keep me seeking.  Keep me seeking 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

Give me joy in my heart, keep me singing.  Give me joy in my heart, I pray.

Give me joy in my heart, keep me singing.  Keep me singing 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

Give me love in my heart, keep me serving.  Give me love in my heart, I pray.

Give me love in my heart, keep me serving.  Keep me serving 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

Give me peace in my soul, keep me praising.  Give me peace in my soul, I pray.

Give me peace in my soul, keep me praising.  Keep me praising 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

Place your faith in my heart, keep me trusting.  Place your faith in my heart, I pray.

Place your faith in my heart, keep me trusting.  Keep me trusting 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

Hide your Word in my heart, keep me learning.  Hide your Word in my heart, I pray.

Hide your Word in my heart, keep me learning.  Keep me learning 'til the break of day.

CHORUS:

The Glory Of Love

Words & Music:

William Hill

Covered by Big Bill Broonzy, Kid Ory, Benny Goodman & a slew of others.  These chords are courtesy of Jumbo Jim's.

 D             G     G9    G     D         Am7   D7  G

You've got to give a lit - tle,     take a lit - tle,

    G+7      G7          C       Cm     G

And let your poor heart break a little.

           G/F#  Em  D9             D7       G    G/F# Em  Am7  D7

That's the story of,    that's the glory of love.

D              G      G9     G    D        Am7   D7    G

You've got to laugh a lit - tle,     cry a lit - tle,

  G+7      G7         C    Cm      G

Until the clouds roll by a little.

           G/F#  Em  D9             D7        G   Am7  D7  G   G+7  G7

That's the story of,    that's the glory of love.

BRIDGE:

    C      C/B        Am7    Am7/G  G 

As long as there's the two of us,

               D7                 G    G+7   G7

We've got the world and all it's charms.

     C        C/B      Cm7            A7

And when the world is through with us,

                        D7   D+

We've got each other's arms.

D             G      G9   G   D        Am7   D7   G

You've got to win a lit - tle,  lose a lit - tle,

G+7      G7              C       Cm      G

Yes, and always have the blues a little.

           G/F#  Em  D9             D7        G

That's the story of,    that's the glory of love.

CODA:

 G            G/F#  Em  D9             D7

   That's the story of,    that's the glory of,

 G            G/F#  Em  D9             D7

   That's the story of,    that's the glory of,

 G            G/F#  Em D9 

   That's the story of,    

            D7       G     Am7 - Bm7 - Am7 - Cm - G

That's the glory of love

Go Down, Moses

Words & Music:

Traditional Spiritual

     Em     B7     Em      C7     B7            Em

When Israel was in Egypt's land.  Let my people go.

Em         B7        Em        C7        B7            Em

Oppressed so hard they could not stand.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

E        Am      B7          Em

Go down, Moses, 'way down in Egypt's Land.

Em       C7         B7            Em

Tell Old Pharaoh to let my people go.

"Thus spoke the Lord", bold Moses said.  Let my people go.

"If not, I'll smite your first born dead."  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

The Lord told Moses what to do.  Let my people go.

To lead the children of Israel through.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

No more shall they in bondage toil.  Let my people go.

Let them come out with Egypt's spoil.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

They journeyed on at his command.  Let my people go.

And came at length to Canaan's land.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

We need always weep and mourn.  Let my people go.

And wear these slav'ry chains forlorn.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

Oh, let us all from bondage flee.  Let my people go.

And let us all in Christ be free.  Let my people go.

CHORUS:

Go Tell It On The Mountain

(easier chords)

Words & Music:

Traditional (arr. Peter, Paul & Mary)

C   F              C         G7                 C  G  F   G

Go, tell it on the mountain, over the hills and everywhere!

C   F              C                   G7     C

Go, tell it on the mountain, to let my people go.

C                                  F      C      G7

Who's that yonder dressed in red?  Let my people go!

C                                     F             G7

Must be the children that Moses led.  Let my people go!

C                 C7               F                         D7

Who's that yonder dressed in red?  Must be the children that Moses led.

C   F              C                   G7     C

Go, tell it on the mountain, to let my people go!

CHORUS

Who's that yonder dressed in white?  Let my people go!

Must be the children of the Israelites.  Let my people go!

Who's that yonder dressed in white?

Must be the children of the Israelites.

Go, tell it on the mountain, to let my people go!

CHORUS

Who's that yonder dressed in black?  Let my people go!

Must be the hypocrites turning back.  Let my people go!

Who's that yonder dressed in black? Must be the hypocrites turning back.

Go, tell it on the mountain, to let my people go!

CHORUS [2x]

Go Tell It On The Mountain

(truer chords)

Words & Music:

Traditional (arr. Peter, Paul & Mary)

CHORUS:

D                 Bm        Em              F#m  G   A7

Go tell it on the mountain, over the hill & eve--ry--where.

D  F#7            G   E+7      D      A7     D   A

Go tell it on the mountain, to let my people go.

VERSE:

D                  Bm         D     G      A7     D

Who's that yonder, dressed in red?  Let my people go.

D                         Bm          Em     Em7    A7

Must be the children that Moses led.  Let my people go.

D                  D7               G                         Em    Em7

Who's that yonder, dressed in red?  Must be the children that Moses led.

D                 G         A7 D      A7     D  A7

Go tell it on the mountain, to let my people go.

CHORUS:

Who's that yonder, dressed in white?  Let my people go.

Must be the children of the Israelites.  Let my people go.

Who's that yonder, dressed in white?

Must be the children of the Israelites.

Go tell it on the mountain, to let my people go.

CHORUS:

Who's that yonder, dressed in black?  Let my people go.

Must be the hypocrites turning back.  Let my people go.

Who's that yonder, dressed in black?

Must be the hypocrites turning back.

Go tell it on the mountain, to let my people go.

CHORUS:

G  A  D

God Bless America

Words & Music:

Irving Berlin

D   A      G   A   Em          D

God Bless America, land that I love.

D       G             D

Stand beside her, and guide her

D                     A7          D

Thru the night with a light from above.

         A7                D

From the mountains, to the prairies,

       A7                D    D7

To the oceans white with foam,

G   D      A7  D  G   D     A7    D

God bless America, my home, sweet home.

God Bless America, land that I love

Stand beside her, and guide her

Through the night with the light from above.

From the mountains, to the prairies,

To the ocean, white with foam

G   D      A7  D   G  D      A    A7

God bless America, my home, sweet home.

G   D      A7  D   G  D     A7    D

God bless America, my home, sweet home.

God Bless My Underwear

(parody of "God Bless America")

Words by Samuel Trevor Francis

Music By Thomas J. Williams, based on a Traditional Welsh hymn

Now, the "Words & Music" attribution was sent by the correspondent who sent me this song.  Does this mean that Irving Berlin lifted a traditional Welsh hymn for "God Bless America"?

D    A        G    A     Em      D

God, bless my underwear, my only pair.

D       G             D

Stand beside them and guide them,

D                A7          D

As they sit in a heap by the chair.

         A7             D

From the washer, to the clothesline,

      A7                    D  D7

To my dresser drawer, to my rear!

G    D        A7   D     G  D A  A7

God, bless my underwear, my only pair.

G    D        A7   D    G  D    A7 D

God, bless my underwear or I'll be bare!

God Gave The Wise Ones
Words & Music:

Traditional

SIMPLE CHORDS:

G            D               G           C                  G

God gave the wise ones their wisdom, and to the poets their dreams.

G             D            G             C           Am                    D7

To father and mother their love for each other; but, He left me out, so it seems.

I went around broken-hearted; thinking love was an empty affair.

But when God gave me you; it was then that I knew

He had given me more than my share.

MORE COMPLEX CHORDS:

C            G7             C  C7       F                  C

God gave the wise men their wisdom, and to the poets their dreams.

   C          G7           C    G7  C    F C         D7                    G7

To father and mother their love for each other; but, He left me out, so it seemed.

C        G7          C   C7            F                   C

I went around broken-hearted; thinking life was an empty affair.

         C   G7   C  G7          C           F

But when God gave me you, it was then that I knew

       D7       G7           C

He had given me more than my share.

God Has Created A New Day

Words & Music by

Marie E. Gaudette

Special kudos go to correspondent Stephen Fosdick, who did a considerable amount of research to discover the true songwriter of this grace.  It was first published in 1968.
God has created a new day

Purple and green and gold.

Grant that the sunset may find us

Worthy its gifts to hold.

Goin' To The Zoo

Words & Music:

Tom Paxton

C                                      F             G7

Daddy's takin' us to the zoo tomorrow, zoo tomorrow, zoo tomorrow.

C                                          F      G7        C

Daddy's takin' us to the zoo tomorrow, and we can stay all day.

CHORUS:

                   F                         C

We're goin' to the zoo, zoo, zoo.  How about you, you, you?

             G7                                 C    G7   C

You can come too, too, too.  We're goin' to the zoo, zoo, zoo.

See the elephant with the long trunk swingin'.  Great big ears and the long trunk swingin'.

Snuffin' up the peanuts with the long trunk swingin' and we can stay all day.

CHORUS:

Great big bear, all huff-puffa-puffin' his coat's too heavy, he's a -huff-puffa-puffin'

Don't get too near the huff-puffa-puffin' or you won't stay all day!

CHORUS

Seals in the pool, all honk-honk-honkin', swimmin' around and honk-honk-honkin'

Little baby seals all honk-honk-honkin' and we can stay all day.

CHORUS

See all the monkeys, they're skritch-skritch-scratchin',

Jumpin' around and skritch-skritch-scratchin'

Hangin' by their long tails, skritch-skritch-scratchin' and we can stay all day.

CHORUS

[slower]

We stayed all day, and I'm gettin' sleepy. (*Yawn!*)  I'm gettin' sleepy.

Home already and I'm sleep, sleep sleepy, 'cause we have stayed all day.

CHORUS:

We've been to the zoo, zoo, zoo.  How about you, you, you?

You came too, too, too.  We've been to the zoo, zoo, zoo.

[a tempo]

Daddy's takin' us to the zoo tomorrow, zoo tomorrow, zoo tomorrow.

Daddy's takin' us to the zoo tomorrow, and we can stay all day.

ORIGINAL CHORUS [2x]

Going To Kentucky

Words & Music:

Traditional

      D                                     G

I was going to Kentucky, I was going to the fair.

   A7                                    D

To see the senorita, with flowers in her hair.

So, shake it, shake it, shake it.  Shake it if you can.

You can shake it like a milkshake and do the best you can.

Oh, rumble to the bottom, and rumble to the top.

And turn around and turn around until you make a stop!

GAME:

All stand in a circle around one person.

Those in the circle join hands & walk in time to the music for the first two lines of the song.

The person in the middle dances until  the line  "And turn around..."

During the last two lines of the song, the person in the middle covers eyes and turns around with  a pointed finger at arm's length.  

On the last word "Stop!", the person in the middle stops.  The person pointed to is "It", and takes their place in the center of the circle.

The Golden Vanity

Words & Music:

Traditional

      G                       D                Em

There was a ship that sailed along the lowland sea,

        C           A            D          D7

And the name of the ship was the Golden Vanity.

         G                               D          Em

And they swore she would be taken by the Spanish enemy,

       C                D7       G   C                D7      G

As she sailed along the lowland, oh, sailed along the lowland sea.

Then up spoke our cabin boy, and boldly out spoke he,

And he said to our captain, "What would you give to me,

If I swam along side of the Spanish enemy,

And sank her in the lowland, oh, sank her in the lowland sea?"

"Oh, I will give you silver, and I will give you gold,

And my own fair young daughter your bonnie bride shall be,

If you swim along side of the Spanish enemy,

And sink her in the lowland, oh, sink her in the lowland sea."

So the boys they made him ready, and overboard sprang he,

And he swam along side of the Spanish enemy.

And with his brace and auger in her side he bore holes three,

And sank her in the lowland, oh, sank her in the lowland sea.

Then quickly he swam back to the cheering of the crew,

But the captain would not heed him, for his promise he did rue,

And he scorned his poor entreatings when loudly he did sue,

And left him in the lowland, oh, left him in the lowland sea.

Then 'round-a-bout he turned, and swam to the port side,

And up unto his messmates full bitterly he cried,

"Messmates, draw me up, for I'm drifting with the tide,

And sinking in the lowland, oh, sinking in the lowland sea.

Well, his messmates drew him up, but on the deck he died.

And they stitched him in his hammock that was so fair and wide.

And they lowered him overboard and he drifted with the tide,

And sank into the lowland, oh, sank into the lowland sea.

Goober Peas

Words & Music:

Traditional American

"Goober Peas" was slang for peanuts in the years just before the American Civil War.  For Southern soldiers, it was also an easily foraged, nutritious staple.

C                       F             C

Sitting by the roadside on a summer's day.

C                                        G

Chatting with my messmates passing time away.

C                    F              C

Lying in the shadows underneath the trees.

C                F        C      G7     C

Goodness, how delicious!  Eating goober peas!

CHORUS:

C           F           G7            C

Peas, peas, peas, peas, eating goober peas.

C                F        C      G7     C

Goodness, how delicious!  Eating goober peas!

When a horseman passes, the soldiers have a rule,

To cry out their loudest, "Mister, here's your mule!"

But another custom, enchantinger than these,

Is wearing out your grinders, eating goober peas.

CHORUS:

Just before the battle, the General hears a row.

He says "The Yanks are coming, I hear their rifles now!"

He looks down the roadway and what'd you think he sees?

The Georgia Militia eating goober peas.

CHORUS:

I think my song has lasted almost long enough.

The subject's interesting, 

But the rhymes are mighty rough.

I wish this war was over, so free from rags and fleas.

We'd kiss our wives and sweethearts

And gobble goober peas.

CHORUS:

Good King Wenceslas

Words & Music:

Traditional English

David Hodge has an arrangement of this, along with a nice discussion of how to create an arrangement of a traditional carol, in the December 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  His version is in C. Good King Wenceslas was a real person:  Wenceslaus I, Duke of Bohemia, who ruled from 921 until his death in 935.  Believe it or not, he is a direct ancestor of mine.

G              Em              C               G 

Good King Wenceslas looked out on the Feast of Stephen,

G                 Em          C                  G 

When the snow lay round about deep and crisp and even.

G                  Em              C                    G 

Brightly shown the moon that night though the frost was cruel;

G               Em            D                C         G

When a poor man came in sight Gathering winter fu--------el.

"Hither, page, and stand by me, if thou know'st it, telling,

Yonder peasant, who is he?  Where and what his dwelling?"

"Sire, he lives a good league hence, underneath the mountain;

Right against the forest fence by Saint Agnes' fountain."

"Bring me flesh, and bring me wine, bring me pine logs hither:

Thou and I will see him dine, when we bear them thither."

Page and monarch, forth they went, forth they went together;

Thro' the rude wind's wild lament and the bitter weather.

"Sire, the night is darker now, and the wind blows stronger;

Fails my heart, I know not how, I can go no longer."

Mark my footsteps, good my page; tread thou in them boldly:

Thou shalt find the winter's rage freeze thy blood less coldly."

In his master's steps he trod, where the snow lay dinted;

Heat was in the very sod which the saint had printed.

Therefore, Christian men, be sure, wealth or rank possessing,

Ye who now will bless the poor, shall yourselves find blessing.

Good Morning, Good Day, Good Afternoon

Words & Music:

Kristin Carole Hall

As a class with Kindergarteners, I'd teach them how to make up songs.  They'd come up with the gist of what they wanted and I'd turn it into a song.  This one is about a fellow teacher.

D

Dave is such a silly guy

        A7

He goes crazy all the time

A7

When you say, "Hello!" he says, "Goodbye!"

       D

And says to you this line:

CHORUS:

      A7

"Good morning, good day, good afternoon, 

     D

Good evening, good night, good bye!"

A7

This is what Dave would say to you

            G      A7    D

'Cause he's such a silly guy!

Dave was once good England's queen

'Cause he made a funny face.

Although he was so lean & mean

He always had good taste.

CHORUS:

He ate burnt pizza everyday,

And washes it down with glue.

Then, he goes in the hall to play

And steals all of our shoes!

CHORUS:

Good Morning To You

Words & Music:

Traditional

Good morning to you!

Good morning to you!

We're all in our places with bright, shining faces!

This is the way to start the new day!

Good Night, Ladies

Words & Music:

Traditional American

C                                G7
Good night, ladies!  Good night, ladies!
C           F              C      G7      C
Good night, ladies!  We're sad to see you go.
C                      G7          C
Merrily we roll along, roll along, roll along.
C                     F        G7        C
Merrily we roll along o'er the deep blue sea.

Farewell, ladies!  Farewell, ladies!

Farewell, ladies!  We're sad to see you go.

Merrily we roll along, roll along, roll along.

Merrily we roll along o'er the deep blue sea.

Sweet dreams, ladies!  Sweet dreams, ladies!

Sweet dreams, ladies!  We're sad to see you go.

Merrily we roll along, roll along, roll along.

Merrily we roll along o'er the deep blue sea.
Goodbye, Old Paint

Words & Music:

Traditional American (Jess Morris?)

CHORUS:

D   G                     D       D7   G

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne.

      G       C   G         C      D  C  G

I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne, I'm off to Montan'.

D   G                     D       D7   G

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

Old Paint's a good pony, he paces when he can,

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

CHORUS:

Go hitch up your hosses and give them some hay

And seat yourself by me as long as you'll stay.

We spread down the blanket on the green, grassy ground.

While the horses and cattle were a-grazin' around.

CHORUS:

My hosses ain't hungry, they won't eat your hay

My wagon is loaded and rolling away.

My foot's in the stirrup, the reins in my hand,

Good mornin', young lady, my hosses won't stand.

[alt: "My foot's in the stirrup, my bridle's in hand.

Goodbye, little Annie, my horses won't stand."]
CHORUS:

The last time I saw her was late in the fall.

She was a ridin' Old Paint and a-leadin' Old Ball.

CHORUS:

Oh, when I die, take my saddle down from the wall;

Put it on my pony, lead him from the stall.

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

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

CHORUS:

Goodnight, Irene

(a.k.a. "Irene" & "Good Night, Irene")

Words & Music:
Huddie William "Leadbelly" Ledbetter & John Lomax

This was Leadbelly's signature song and, according to John & Alan Lomax, they delivered a petition for Leadbelly's release from Angola prison to Louisiana Governor O.K. Allen on the flip side of a recording of "Goodnight Irene".  Notice the vast difference in the storyline in Leadbelly's own versions and what the song has become.

1.  Leadbelly's original "Irene" version:

CHORUS:

G          D                 G

Irene, Goodnight. Irene, Goodnight.

                     C              D                     G

Goodnight Irene, Goodnight Irene, I kiss [gets] you in my dreams.

Stop ramblin', stop gamblin', stop stayin' out late at night.

Go home to your wife and family; sit down by the fireside bright.
CHORUS:

You caused me to weep and you caused me to moan.

You caused me to leave my home.

Last words I heard her say, "I want you to sing this song."

CHORUS:

I love Irene, God knows I do; love her 'til the sea run dry.

And if Irene ever turns her back on me, I'm gonna take morphine and die.

CHORUS:

2.  Leadbelly's "asked for your hand" version:

Asked your mother for you, she told me that you was too young.

I wished to the Lord that I never seen your face.

I'm sorry you ever was born.

CHORUS:

G          D                 G

Irene, Goodnight. Irene, Goodnight.

                     C              D              G

Goodnight Irene, Goodnight Irene, I gets you in my dreams.

Stop ramblin', stop gamblin', stop stayin' out late at night.

Go home to your wife and family; sit down by the fireside bright.
CHORUS:

Sometimes I lives in the country, sometimes I lives in town.

Sometimes I has a great notion to jump in the river & drown.

CHORUS:

Stop ramblin' & stop gamblin', quit stayin' out late at night.

Go home to your wife and family; sit down by the fireside bright.

CHORUS:

I love Irene, God knows I do; love her 'til the sea runs dry.

If Irene turns her back on me, I'm gonna take morphine & die.

[no final CHORUS - this version ends on the word "die"]
3.  Usual version  [pick & choose which verses you prefer]:

CHORUS:

G          D                 G

Irene, Goodnight. Irene, Goodnight.

                     C                 D             G

Goodnight Irene, Goodnight Irene, I'll see you in my dreams.

Last Saturday night I got married; me and my wife settled down.

Now, me & my wife have parted; I'm gonna take another stroll downtown.

CHORUS:

Some folks, they like their sugar & some folks, they like their wine.

Some folks love their music and they sing it all the time.

CHORUS:

Stop ramblin', stop gamblin', stop stayin' out late at night.

Go home to your wife and family & stay by the fireside bright.

CHORUS:

Sometimes I live in the country, sometimes I live in town.

Sometimes I take a fool notion to jump in the river and drown.

CHORUS:

I love Irene, I swear I do; love her 'til the sea runs dry.

And if Irene ever turns her back on me, I'm gonna take morphine & die.

CHORUS:

The Goose Round

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Why shouldn't my goose 

*Sing as well as thy goose?

When I paid for my goose,

Twice as much as thine!

*subsequent parts enter here

Gopher Guts

Words & Music:

Traditional American

[spoken:]  What are we having for breakfast?
C

Great big gobs of greasy, grimy gopher guts.

G7                     C

Mutilated monkey meat, little turdy birdie feet.

C

French-fried eyeballs floating in a pool of mud,

F                         G7      C

That's what we'll have to eat!    Yum!

[spoken:]  What are we having for lunch?
Great big gobs of greasy, grimy gopher guts.

Mutilated monkey meat, little turdy birdie feet.

French-fried eyeballs floating in a pool of mud,

That's what we'll have to eat!    Yuck!

[spoken:]  What are we having for supper?
Great big gobs of greasy, grimy gopher guts.

Mutilated monkey meat, little turdy birdie feet.

French-fried eyeballs floating in a pool of mud,

And I forgot my spoon!

C              C7

But, they have straws...DARN!

Grand Old Flag

Words & Music:

George M. Cohan

This is the complete version of the song.  Most people only sing the chorus as the simpler version of the song.  The second verse is interesting; promoting peace among all Americans, regardless of personal differences.  Love it.

CHORUS:

         G     C   G              D7          G

You're a grand old flag, you're a high-flying flag, 

      G D7     G     Ddim7   D7

And forever in peace may you wave.

Am7        D7 Am  D7     G    B7 Em       A7                       D7

You're the emblem of the land I love, the home of the free and the brave.

      G     C     G     D7        G    D       G

Every heart beats true 'neath the Red, White & Blue, 

G7            E7               Am

Where there's never a boast or brag.

D7         G   D7 G          D7

But should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

          A7         C     D7  G    Ddim 7  D7

Keep your eye on the grand old flag!

There's a feeling comes a-stealing, and it sets my brain a-reeling,

When I'm listening to the music of a military band.

Any tune like "Yankee Doodle" simply sets me off my noodle,

It's that patriotic something that no one can understand.

"Way down South, in the land of cotton",

Melody untiring, ain't that inspiring?

Hurrah! Hurrah! We'll join the Jubilee!

And that's going some, for the Yankees, by gum!

Red, white and blue, I am for you!  Honest, you're a grand old flag!

CHORUS:

I'm a cranky hanky panky, I'm a dead square, honest Yankee,

And I'm mighty proud of that old flag that flies for Uncle Sam.

Though I don't believe in raving ev'ry time I see it waving,

There's a chill runs up my back that makes me glad I'm what I am.

Here's a land with a million soldiers,

That's if we should need 'em, we'll fight for freedom!

Hurrah! Hurrah! For every Yankee tar and old G.A.R.

Ev'ry stripe, ev'ry star. red, white and blue,

Hats off to you!  Honest, you're a grand old flag!

CHORUS:  [2x]

Grandfather's Clock

Words & Music:

Henry Clay Work (late 1800s)

   D             A             D            G

My grandfather's clock was too tall for the shelf, 

       D            A            D

So, it stood ninety years on the floor.

                 D             A          G

It was taller by half than the old man himself,

          D             A            D

Though it weighed not a penny-weight more.

       D                         G               D

It was bought on the morn of the day that he was born,

                   E            A

And was always his pleasure and pride

       D       A      D             G             D   A   D

But it stopped short, never to go again, when the old man died.

CHORUS:

       D

Ninety years without slumbering (tick, tock, tick, tock)

    D

His life, seconds numbering (tick, tock, tick tock)

       D       A      D             G             D   A   D

But it stopped short, never to go again, when the old man died.

He watched as its pendulum swing to & fro,

Many hours had he spent while a boy.

And in childhood & manhood the clock seem to know

And it shared both his grief and his joy.

For it struck twenty-four when he entered at the door

With a blooming and beautiful bride.

But it stopped, short, never to go again, when the old man died.

CHORUS:

My grandfather said that of those he could hire

Not a servant so faithful he found.

For it wasted no time and had but one desire,

At the close of each week to be wound.

And it kept in its face not a frown upon its face,

And its hand never hung by its side.

But it stopped, short, never to go again, when the old man died.

CHORUS:

Green Grow The Rushes-Ho

Words & Music:

Traditional English

This is an example of a traditional old English Pagan song which was "Christianized" over the years. While I've seen a new version rewritten in the πtradition of Asatru, I'd love the original words if anyone has them!

D                              G        A7          D

I'll sing you one-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

D                   G    D                                                G             A7       D

What is your one-ho?  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you two-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your two-ho?  Two, two the lily-white boys all clothed in green-ho!

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you three-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your three-ho? Three, three, the rivals be.

Two, two the lily-white boys.  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you four-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your four-ho?  Four, for the Gospel makers.

Three, three, the rivals be.  Two, two the lily-white boys.

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you five-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your five-ho?  Five for the symbols at your door.

Four, for the Gospel makers.  Three, three, the rivals be.

Two, two the lily-white boys.  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you six-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your six-ho?  Six for the six proud walkers.

Five for the symbols at your door.  Four, for the Gospel makers.

Three, three, the rivals be.  Two, two the lily-white boys.

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you seven-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your seven-ho?  Seven for the stars in the sky.

Six for the six proud walkers.  Five for the symbols at your door.

Four, for the Gospel makers.  Three, three, the rivals be.

Two, two the lily-white boys.  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you eight-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your eight-ho?  Eight for the April rainers.

Seven for the stars in the sky.  Six for the six proud walkers.

Five for the symbols at your door.  Four, for the Gospel makers.

Three, three, the rivals be.  Two, two the lily-white boys.

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you nine-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your nine-ho?  Nine for the nine bright shiners.

Eight for the April rainers.  Seven for the stars in the sky.

Six for the six proud walkers.  Five for the symbols at your door.

Four, for the Gospel makers.  Three, three, the rivals be.

Two, two the lily-white boys.  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you ten-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your ten-ho?  Ten for the ten commandments.

Nine for the nine bright shiners.  Eight for the April rainers.

Seven for the stars in the sky.  Six for the six proud walkers.

Five for the symbols at your door.  Four, for the Gospel makers.

Three, three, the rivals be.  Two, two the lily-white boys.

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you eleven-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your eleven-ho?  Eleven for the ones who went to heaven.

Ten for the ten commandments.  Nine for the nine bright shiners.

Eight for the April rainers.  Seven for the stars in the sky.

Six for the six proud walkers.  Five for the symbols at your door.

Four, for the Gospel makers.  Three, three, the rivals be.

Two, two the lily-white boys.  One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

I'll sing you twelve-ho!  Green grow the rushes-ho!

What is your twelve-ho?  Twelve for the twelve apostles.  

Eleven for the ones who went to heaven.  Ten for the ten commandments.  

Nine for the nine bright shiners.  Eight for the April rainers.  

Seven for the stars in the sky.  Six for the six proud walkers.  

Five for the symbols at your door.  Four, for the Gospel makers.  

Three, three, the rivals be.  Two, two the lily-white boys.

One is one and all alone and evermore shall it be so.

Greenback Dollar

(Hoyt Axton/Ken Ramsey version)

Words & Music:

Unknown

(arr: Hoyt Axton & Ken Ramsey (1950s))

The Kingston Trio's cover of this version is  probably its most famous.

Em                    G         Em                G 

Some people say I'm a no-count, others say I'm no good,

    C7                      G

But I'm just a natural-born travelin' man,

D                         Em

Doin' what I think I should, oh yeah,

D                       Em

Doin' what I think I should.

CHORUS:

      G            C            G         C

And I don't give a damn about a greenback dollar,

G         C         G

Spend it fast as I can,

C      G      C           G          C

For a wailin' song, and a good guitar,

      D                           Em 

The only thing that's I understand, Poor boy,

      D                         Em

The only thing that I understand.

When I was a little babe, my mama said, "ey son,

Travel where you will, and grow to be a man,

And sing what must be sung, poor boy,

Sing what must be sung."

CHORUS:

Now that I'm a grown man, I've travelled here and there,

I've learned that a bottle of brandy and a song,

The only ones who ever cared, poor boy,

The only ones who ever cared

CHORUS:

Greenback Dollar

(Clarence Ashley version)

Words & Music:

Unknown

(arr: Clarence Ashley (1933))

Many Thanks to the "Grateful Dead Lyric & Song Finder" page and its great discussion of this song for clearing up the discrepancies I kept finding  between versions.  There were two that I know of, with this preceeding the more famous Hoyt Axton-Ken Ramsey version.  This version has is arranged by Scott Nygaard in the April 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
       G                             C                    G

Once I loved a darling seaman and he thought the world of me.

[alt:  Some folks say you love another and you care no more for me.]
      C                G             D                 G

'Til another girl persuaded; now, he cares no more for me.

CHORUS:

        G

I don't want your greenback dollar.

        C                   G

I don't want your watch and chain.

      C               G

All I want is you, my darling.

          D             G

Won't you take me back again?

Papa says we cannot marry, mama says you'll never do.

If you ever learn to love me, I will run away with you.

CHORUS:

Many an hour we spent together  [alt: Many an hour with you I rambled]
Down beside the deep blue sea

If in your heart to love another, in my grave I'd rather be

CHORUS:  [new words]
I don't want your greenback dollar, I don't want your watch and chain.

All I want is my 32/20, just to shoot out your dirty brain.

Greenland Whale Fisheries

(1. modern folk version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty

This is a traditional sea shanty; however, unlike most of them (which can trace their roots to the 1830s-1850s), this shanty was first published as a ballad before 1725.  There are many variations and covers and David Hodge has an arrangement of it in the March 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

      G        C           G                           Am         D

'Twas eighteen hundred and fifty-three and on June the thirteenth day,

         G       Am        C      D

That our gallant ship, her anchor weighed,

        G         Am     D                       G         C    D7 G

And for Greenland bore away, brave boys, and for Greenland bore a--way.

[alt:  And from England bore away...]
        E         B7     E

And for Greenland bore a-way.

Our captain stood on the quarterdeck

With a spyglass in his hand,

"It's a whale, and a whale, and a whalefish," cried he,

Where she blows at every span, brave boys,

Where she blows at every span.

Then the boats were launched and the men on board

With the whalefish well in view,

And well-prepared were all our jolly shipmates

For to strike where the whalefish blew, brave boys,

For to strike where the whalefish blew.

Then the whale was struck and the line played out,

But he gave such a flourish with his tail,

He capsized our boat, and we lost five men,

And we never did catch that whale, brave boys,

And we never did catch that whale.

Well, then, the loss of that whalefish,

It grieved our hearts full sore,

But oh! The loss of our five shipmates,

That grieved us ten times more, brave boys,

That grieved us ten times more.

"Up anchor, up anchor," our captain cried,

"Let us leave this cold country,

Where the storm and the snow and the whalefish do blow,

And the daylight's seldom seen, brave boys,

And the daylight's seldom seen."

(2. 1833 Bengal Journal version, per Bob Pfeiffer)

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty

This lyric version came from The Mudcat Café.  Your source for all things DigiTrad!

         D  A7          D                   D           A7

'Twas in 17 hundred and 84 and of March the seventeenth day

        D                          G           D         A7    D          A7

That we weighed our anchors to our bow and for Greenland bore away, brave boys!

        D       A7      D

And for Greenland bore away.

Bold Stevens was our captain's name & our ship the "Lion" so bold

And we, poor souls, our anchors weighed

To face the storms and cold, brave boys, to face the storms and cold.

And when we arriv-ed in that cold countree

Our goodly ship to moor

We wished ourselves safe back again

With those pretty girls on shore, brave boys, ith those pretty girls on shore.

Our boatswain in the maintop stood

With a spyglass in his hand

"A whale, a whale my lads," he cried

And she spouts at every span, brave boys, and she spouts at every span.

Our captain walked the quarter-deck

And a fine little man was he

"Overhaul, overhaul, let your davit tackles fall

And launch your boats for sea, brave boys, and launch your boats for sea."

We struck that whale, and down she went

But she gave a flourish with her tail

And the boat capsized, and four gallant men were drown'd

And we never caught that whale, brave boys, and we never caught that whale.

Well, the losin' of those gallant men

It grieves my heart full sore

But the losin' of a hundred-barrel whale

Well it grieves me ten times more, brave boys, well, it grieves me ten times more.

The winter star doth now appear

So boys, we'll anchors weigh

It's time to leave this cold countree

And homeward bear away, brave boys, and homeward bear away.

Oh, Greenland is a dreadful place

A land that's never green

Where there's ice and there's snow and the whale-fishes blow

And daylight's seldom seen, brave boys, and daylight's seldom seen.
(3. "Greenland Whale Fishery" version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty

Per The Mudcat Café, this was printed in Patrick Shuldham-Shaw and Emily B. Lyle, The Greig-Duncan Folk Song Collection, vol 1., version A.

No longer we will stay on shore since we are so deep in debt

And a voyage to Greenland we will go

Some money for to make, brave boys, some money for to make.

It was the year of eighteen five and March the twentieth day

When our gallant ship from her anchor swayed

To the seas she bore away, brave boys, to the seas she bore away.

It's Bollard was our captain's name and our ship the Lion bold

We're away to some far north cold country

Where the snow forever lies, brave boys, where the snow forever lies

When we did arrive in this far country where the snow for ever lies

Where the hail, wind and snow, and the big whales blow

And the daylight never dies, brave boys, and the daylight never dies

Our mate was up in the crow's nest high with a spy glass in his hand

"Oh a whale, oh a whale, oh a whale fish," he cried

"And he blows at every span, brave boys, and he blows at every span"

Our captain on the deck did run and a clever little man was he

"Overhaul, ovehaul, from the davits let them fall

And lower your boats to the sea, brave boys, and lower your boats to the sea"

The boats being launched and the lines paid out and every boat her crew

There have orders been given to all steersmen

To steer where the whale fish blew, brave boys, to steer where the whale fish

blew.

Oh we steered east and we steered west and it's all to catch the whale

But he capsized our boats and we lost five men

Nor did we catch the whale, brave boys, nor did we catch the whale

When this sad news to our captain came, he called up his old ship's crew

For the losing of his five 'prentice boys

He down his colors drew, brave boys, he down his colors drew.

Alas, alas, don't be dismayed for the losing of five men

For Providence will have its own way

Let a man do all that he can, brave boys, let a man do all that he can.

(4. "Greenland Fisheries" version)

Words & Music:

Traditional Sea Shanty

1. 'Twas in eighteen hundred and fifty-three

And of June the thirteenth day,

That our gallant ship her anchor weighed,

And for greenland bore away, brave boys,

And for greenland bore away.

2. The lookout in the crosstrees stood

With spyglass in his hand;

There's a whale, there's a whale, there's whalefish he cried

And she blows at every span, brave boys

She blows at every span.

3. The captain stood on the quarter deck,

And a fine little man was he;

"Overhaul, overhaul! Let your davit tackles fall,

And launch your boats for sea, brave boys

And launch your boats for sea.

4. Now the boats were launched and the men aboard,

And the whale was full in view.

Resolv-ed was each seaman bold

To steer where the whalefish blew, brave boys

To steer where the whalefish blew.

5. We stuck the whale the line paid out,

But she gave a flourish with her tail,

The boat capsized and four men were drowned,

And we never caught that whale, brave boys,

And we never caught that whale.

6. "To lose the whale," our captain said,

It grieves my heart full sore,

But oh! to lose (those) four gallant men

It grieves me ten times more brave boys

It grieves me ten times more.

7. The winter star doth now appear,

So, boys we'll anchor weight;

It's time to leave this cold country

And homeward bear away, brave boys

And homeward bear away.

8. Oh Greenland is a dreadful place

A land that's never green

Where there's ice and snow, and the whalefishes blow

(and the) daylight's seldom seen brave boys

But the daylight's seldom seen.

Greensleeves

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Found in A Handful of Pleasant Delites, by Clement Robinson & Divers Others, 1584

Wow.  There are more verses to this than you can imagine.  It is the quintessential "you done me wrong" song, except that it originated in the 1580s and has made its way down the ages.  (one would think he'd get the idea...but I digress.)  The tune, of course, has done double duty for the Christmas Tune "What Child Is This?" – most likely during Puritan times when all things secular were rather frowned upon.  I'll spare you the ancient spelling of the words.  Pick which verses you like and put a chorus between.  The John Gay version used in The Beggar's Opera (1712) uses only the first verse & chorus.  Loreena McKennit's 2001 version uses verses 1, 2 and the alternate version of 4.

Am                 G               Am              E

Alas, my love, you do me wrong, to cast me off discourteously.

Am                   G                Am       E       Am

For I have loved you well and long, delighting in your company.

CHORUS:

G                             Am               E

Greensleeves was all my joy.  Greensleeves was my delight.

G                                      Am         E    Am

Greensleeves was my heart of gold, and who but my Lady Greensleeves.

I have been ready at your hand, to grant whatever thou wouldst crave,

I have both wagered life and land, your love and good-will for to have.

CHORUS:

I bought three kerchers to thy head, that were wrought fine and gallantly;

I kept them both at board and bed, which cost my purse well-favour'dly.

CHORUS:

I bought thee petticoats of the best, the cloth so fine as fine might be:

I gave thee jewels for thy chest; and all this cost I spent on thee.

CHORUS:

Thy smock of silk both fair and white, with gold embroidered gorgeously;

Thy petticoat of Sendall right; and this I bought thee gladly.

[alt:  A petticoat of sendell right, with gold embroidered gorgeously.

A petticoat of silken white, and these I bought thee gladly.]

CHORUS:

Thy girdle of gold so red, with pearls bedecked sumptuously,

The like no other lasses had; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

Thy purse, and eke thy gay gilt knives, thy pin-case, gallant to the eye;

No better wore the Burgesses' wives; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

Thy crimson stockings all of silk, with gold all wrought above the knee,

Thy pumps as white as was the milk, and yet thou wouldst not love me.

CHORUS:

Thy gown was of the grassy green, thy sleeves of satin hanging by;

Which made thee be our harvest queen; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

Thy garters fringed with the gold, and silver aglets hanging by;

Which made thee blithe for to behold; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

My gayest gelding thee I gave, to ride wherever liked thee;

No lady ever was so brave; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

My men were clothed all in green, and they did ever wait on thee;

All this was gallant to be seen, and yet thou wouldst not love me.

CHORUS:

They set thee up, they took thee down, they served thee with humility;

Thy foot might not once touch the ground; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

For every morning, when thou rose, I sent thee dainties, orderly,

To cheer thy stomach from all woes; and yet thou wouldst not love me!

CHORUS:

Thou couldst desire no earthly thing, but still thou hadst it readily.

Thy music still to play and sing; and yet thou wouldst not love me.

CHORUS:

And who did pay for all this gear, that thou didst spend when pleased thee?

Even I that am rejected here, and thou disdainst to love me!

Well, I will pray to God on high, that thou my constancy mayst see,

And that yet once before I die, thou wilt vouchsafe to love me.

CHORUS:

If you intend thus to disdain, it does the more enrapture me,

And even so, I still remain a lover in captivity.

CHORUS:

Ah, Greensleeves, now farewell, adieu, to God I pray to prosper thee,

For I am still thy lover true, come once again and love me.

CHORUS:

Your vows you've broken, like my heart, oh, why did you so enrapture me?

Now, I remain in a world apart but my heart remains in captivity.

CHORUS:

Guantanamera

(original Spanish version)

Words & Music:

Joseito Fernandez

This song, surprisingly, dates from 1928.  Its Cuban composer honed his musical talents as a newsboy on the streets of Havana, making up jingles to better hawk his papers. An arrangement of this version is in the October 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
D    Em    A    D    Em    A

CHORUS:

G             A       D         A

Guantanamera, guajira guantanamera,

D         Em  A       D         Em    A

Guantanamera, guajira guantanamera.

          D      Em     A         D         Em    A

Yo soy un hombre sincero, de donde crece la palma,

          D      Em     A         G            A

Yo soy un hombre sincero, de donde crece la palma,

            D       Em    A           D         Em   A

Y antes des morirme guiero, echar mis versos de alma,

CHORUS: [2x]
Mi verso es de un verde claro y de un carmin encendido.

Mi verso es de un verde claro y de un carmin encendido.

Mi verso es de un ciervo herido que busca en el monte amparo.

CHORUS:

Con los pobres de la tierra quiero yo mi suerte echar.

Con los pobres de la tierra quiero yo mi suerte echar.

El arroyo de la sierra me complace mas que el mar.

CHORUS:

Guantanamera

(English version)

Words & Music:

Joseito Fernandez

In some versions, the chorus is repeated at the beginning & end of each verse.  This song, surprisingly, dates from 1928.  Its Cuban composer honed his musical talents as a newsboy on the streets of Havana, making up jingles to better hawk his papers.  I do not know who provided the English version.

D    Em    A    D    Em    A

CHORUS:

G             A       D       A

Guantanamera, guajira guantanamera,

D         Em  A       D      Em  A

Guantanamera, guajira guantanamera.

          D      Em       A        D        Em   A

Yo soy un hombre sincero, de donde crece la palma,

          D      Em       A        G             A

Yo soy un hombre sincero, de donde crece la palma,

            D       Em    A           D         Em  A

Y antes des morirme guiero, echar mis versos de alma,

CHORUS:

I'm just a man who is trying to do some good before dying,

To ask each man and his brother, to bear no ill toward each other.

This life will never be hollow, to those who listen and follow.

CHORUS:

I write my rhymes with no learning, and yet with truth they are burning,

But is the world waiting for them or will they all just ignore them?

Have I a poet's illusion, a dream to die in seclusion?

CHORUS:

A little brook on a mountain, the cooling spray of a fountain,

Arouse in me an emotion, more than the vast boundless ocean,

For there's a wealth beyond measure, in little things that we treasure,

CHORUS:

The Gypsy Rover

(a.k.a. "The Whistling Gypsy", "Gypsy Laddie", "Johnny Faa", "Gypsy Davy", "Down By The Clydee" and others)

Words & Music:

Traditional

The original song dates from the 1600s in Scotland and was set to the then widely known tune "Lady Cassillis' Lilt".  There are easily a dozen versions of this song circulating, including a modernized version for 20th century Aussies by Alan Foster.  Note that "The Wraggle, Taggle Gypsies, O!" is a different song.  The most common modern version is Leo Maguire's adaptation.

    G                C        G                                Em D

The gypsy rover came over the hill, down through the valley so shady,

   G                             Em                      G       C          G C G

He whistled and he sang 'til the greenwoods rang, and he won the heart of a la--dy.

Chorus:

G               C     G                    Em D

Ah-de-do, ah-de-do-da-day, ah-de-do, ah-de-da-ay

   G                             Em                      G       C          G C G

He whistled and he sang 'til the greenwoods rang, and he won the heart of a la--dy.

She left her father's castle gates, she left her own fine lover

She left her servants and her state to follow the gypsy rover.

CHORUS:

Her father saddled up his fastest steed and roamed the valleys all over

Sought his daughter at great speed and the whistling gypsy rover.

CHORUS:

He came at last to a mansion fine, down by the river Claydee

And there was music and there was wine, for the gypsy and his lady.

CHORUS:

"He is no gypsy, my father" she said, "but lord of these lands all over,

And I shall stay 'til my dying day with my whistling gypsy rover."

CHORUS:

