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MacTavish

(Scottish version of "O'Reilly")

Words & Music:

Traditional

   C

MacTavish is dead and his brother don't know it.

    G7

His brother is dead and MacTavish 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!

Mademoiselle From Armentieres

(basic version)

Words & Music:

True Origin Unknown, but WWI British

Most agree that this song's origins are a British Indian Army song called "Skiboo".  Some claim that the WWI version was written behind the lines in 1915 by by Edward Rowland and a Canadian composer, Lt. Glitz Rice.  Others claim that the writer was Alfred J. Walden (using the pen name Harry Wincott).  Regardless, there are countless variations of the song ranging from Edwardian prim to John Valby-like bawdy.  This one you can sing with the kids.

G                              D7

Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

D7                             G

Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

G                 D7             G                  D7

Mademoiselle from Armentieres is just sixteen plus forty years.

[or:  She hasn't been kissed for forty years.]

G      C       A7 D7  G

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Magdalena Hagdalena

[to the tune of "Shortnin' Bread"]

[a.k.a. "Old Catalina", "Adelina Madelina", "Katalina Matalina", "Hageleena Mageleena", "Oh, Catalina Magdalena", "Maggalina Haggalina", "Catalina Madalina", "Catalina Mackalina"]

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is the consummate "changed by oral tradition" camp song.  It had been on my list, but correspondent Nina Duval got me to do some research and post it.  If your version isn't here, please send it to me!  Make up new verses!

1. Magdalena Hagdalena

CHORUS:

Magdalena Hagdalena Ookatalka Walkatalka Oka Poka Noka was her name.

She had two hairs on the top of her head, 

One was alive and the other one was dead.

CHORUS:

She had two eyes at the top of her head,

One was green and the other one was red!

CHORUS:

She had a big nose in the middle of her face,

Wasn't very pretty and it took a lot of space!

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in the middle of her mouth,

One pointed north and the other pointed south.

CHORUS:

She had two knees in the middle of her belly, 

One was peanut butter and the other one was jelly.

CHORUS:

She had two feet as big as a mat,

One took a shower while the other took a bath!

CHORUS:

2. Old Catalina

Nina Duval mentioned that Steve Martin sang this in the movie "The Man With Two Brains" as a sobriety test when stopped by a cop for DUI.

CHORUS:

Old Catalina Fatalina Homasodil Watasodil

Hogan Logan Pogan was her name.

She had ten hairs on her head,

Five pointed north and the others pointed south.

CHORUS:

A poor truck driver hit poor Catalina

And the trunk driver had to get a new machine.

CHORUS:

[add whatever verses you care to.  Make up some new ones!]

3. Adelina, Madelina

CHORUS:

Adelina, Madelina Whoops Diner Waffle Iron

Hokum Stokum Pokum was her name.

She had two teeth in her mouth,

One pointed north and the other pointed south.

CHORUS:

She had ten hairs on her head,

Five pointed north and the others pointed south.

CHORUS:

4. Katalina Matalina

CHORUS:

Katalina Matalina Upsadina Walkadina

Hoca Poca Loca was her name. 

Her head was shaped like a baseball bat.

And right on top was a funny, old hat.

CHORUS:

She had two hairs in her head. 

One was alive and the other was dead.

CHORUS:

She had two eyes in her head. 

One was purple and the other was red.

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in her mouth. 

One pointed north and the other pointed south.

CHORUS:

Her neck was as long as a ten foot pole. 

And right in the middle was a big, black bow.

CHORUS:

Her hips were like two ships in port. 

One headed south and the other headed north.

CHORUS:

Her feet were as flat as a bathroom mat. 

How did they ever get like that. 

CHORUS:

But she had a heart, so I'm told. 

That was made of purest gold.

CHORUS:

5. Hageleena Mageleena

CHORUS:

Hagaleena Magaleena Upa Staka Waka Taka 

Oka Poka Loka was her name. (Clap Clap) 

There was a funny girl, she had a funny name.

She got it from her pappy just the same, same, same.

CHORUS:

She had two hairs in the middle of her head 

One was alive (put one finger on top of your head) 

And the other one was dead (put another finger on top of your head) 

CHORUS:

She had two eyes in the front of her head 

One was green and the other was red.

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in the front of her mouth 

One pointed north (put one finger against your mouth, pointing north) 

And one the other pointed south (put another finger against your mouth, pointing south) 

CHORUS:

She had two lips, two beautiful lips,

Shaped just like two battleships. 

CHORUS:

Her nose was so long that when she sneezed 

It got caught in between her knees. 

CHORUS:

Her ears stuck out like the sails of a boat 

Her Adam’s apple wandered up and down her throat. 

CHORUS:

She had two arms in the middle of her body 

One knew judo (horizontal karate chop motion) 

And the other knew karate (vertical karate chop motion) 

CHORUS:

She loved to polish her fingernails 

She bought her polish in ten gallon pails. 

CHORUS:

She had two feet size twelve and a half 

One took a shower (kick out one foot) 

And the other took a bath (kick out the other foot) 

CHORUS:

Her feet were flat as bathroom mats 

I forgot to ask how they got like that. 

CHORUS:

A semi-truck hit Mag-a-leena (slow down during this line) 

(back to original tempo) Completely destroyed that poor machina! 

CHORUS:

6. Oh, Catalina Magdalena

CHORUS:

Oh, Catalina Magdalena Lubincino Wobble-ino

Hogan Pogan was her name.

She had two hairs on the top of her head

One was blue and the other was red.

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in the middle of her mouth

One pointed north and the other pointed south.

CHORUS:

She had two ears like sails on a boat, 

Her Adam's apple traveled up and down her throat.

CHORUS:

She had two hips like battle ships, 

One stayed home and the other took trips.

CHORUS:

Now prairie flowers smell so sweet, 

You gotta have a gas mask to smell her feet.

CHORUS:

She had a thing they they called a nose,

She washed it out with a garden hose."

7. Maggalina Haggalina

CHORUS:

Maggalina Haggalina Ookataka Wakataka Okomokopoko was her name, her name!

She had two hairs on the top of her head, (two fingers on top of head)

One was alive, the other was dead! (wave one finger, then the other)

CHORUS:

She had two eyes in the middle of her head, (point to eyes)

One was green and the other was red! (point to one eye, then the other)

CHORUS:

She had two holes at the end of her nose; (point to one nostril)

One was open and the other was closed! (close other nostril with a second finger)

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in the middle of her mouth, (point to teeth)

One pointed north and the other pointed south! (point one finger up, the other down)

CHORUS:

She had two hands on the ends of her arms, (shake arms)

One rang bells and the other rang charms! (shake one arm, then the other)

CHORUS:

She had two knees in the middle of her legs, (slap knees)

One liked bacon and the other liked eggs! (slap one knee, then the other)

CHORUS:

She had two feet sized forty-four and a half... (stomp feet)

One took a shower and the other took a bath! (stomp one foot, then the other)

CHORUS:

She had two kids just the other day, (pretend to rock a baby)

They took one look and they ran away! (run on the spot)

CHORUS:

A ten-ton truck hit poor Maggalina... (act VERY sad)

The old truck driver had to buy a new machina! (sing happily!)

CHORUS:

She had two hips like battleships,

One fought battles and the other sunk ships.

8. Catalina Madalina

CHORUS:

Catalina Madalina Oppsa dina walla dina oaka poka loka was her name.

She had two eyes in the front of her head.

One was blue and the other was red.

CHORUS:

She had two hairs on the top of her head.

One was alive and the other was dead.

CHORUS:

She had two teeth in the front of her mouth.

One pointed north and the other pointed south.

CHORUS:

She had two feet as flat as a mat.

I forgot to ask her how they got like that.

CHORUS:

[sing slowly]

A ten-ton truck hit my Madalina, that was the end of that machine.

Oooh!

[sing really fast]

Catalina Madalina oopsa dina walla dina oaka poka loka was her name.

9. Catalina Mackalina

According to correspondent Rita, this version dates back 50 years to her youth!  I had thought that this dated to the '70s, but it goes back to at least the early '60s.  Add whatever verses suit your fancy or make up your own new ones!

CHORUS:

Catalina Mackalina Who-ben-steiner Wobble-deiner

Hogan Logan Pogan was her name.

She had two teeth in the front of her mouth,

One went north and the other south!

CHORUS:  [etc.  do what you will from here!]

Magic Penny

Words & Music:

Malvina Reynolds

D

Love is something if you give it away,

A7            D

Give it away, give it away.

D

Love is something if you give it away,

A7                D

You end up having more.

G                D

It's just like a magic penny.

A7                    D

Hold it tight and you won't get any.

G                            D

Send it, spend it and you'll have so many,

        A7

They'll go all over the floor.

D

Love is something if you give it away,

A7            D

Give it away, give it away.

D

Love is something if you give it away,

    G      A7     D

You end up having more.

Mairzy Doats

(a.k.a. "Mares Eat Oats")

Words & Music:

Milton Drake, Al Hoffman and Jerry Livingston

F        C7    F          C7

I know a ditty nutty as a fruitcake,

F          C7       F

Goofy as a goon and silly as a loon.

Am           E9      Am             D7

Some call it pretty, others call it crazy,

G7                     C7

But they all sing this tune:

CHORUS:  [2x]
F                                                   F#dim7

Mairzy doats and dozy doats and liddle lamzy divey.

  Gm7            C7            F

A kiddley divey, too, wouldn't you?

       Cm7         F7        Cm7           F7

If the words sound queer and funny to your ear,

  Bb

A little bit jumbled and jivey.

       Dm7       G7       Dm7      G7

Sing, "Mares eat oats and does eat oats

    C      Gm7       C7

And little lambs eat ivy"

CHORUS:  [2x, then this transition:]  Gm7 C7 F F#dim7

  Gm7             C7            F

A kid'll eat ivy, too, wouldn't you?

Make Me A Pallet On Your Floor

(a.k.a. "Pallet On Your Floor")

Words & Music:

Traditional

The February 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar has an arrangement of the Mississippi John Hurt version of this song.

CHORUS:

  C                       G

Make me a pallet on your floor.

  C                       G 

Make me a pallet on your floor.

                      B7         C 

Make it soft, make it low, so my good gal will never know.

  G        D              G 

Make me a pallet on your floor.

These blues are everywhere I see.

Weary blues are everywhere I see.

Blues all around me, everywhere I see.

Nobody's had these blues like me.

CHORUS:

Come, all you goodtime friends of mine.

Come, all you goodtime friends of mine.

When I had a dollar you treated me just fine.

Where'd you go when I only had a dime?

CHORUS:

I'd be more than satisfied

If I could catch a train and ride.

When I reach Atlanta and have no place to go.

Won't you make me a pallet on your floor?

CHORUS:

Make New Friends

Words & Music:

Traditional

Make new friends, *but keep the old.

One is silver and the other gold

*subsequent parts enter here

Making Rain

Traditional Game

This is a game of sound without words.  It works best on a wooden floor.  Everyone stands in a circle.  The leader starts a motion, and the motion goes around the circle like "The Wave" at a ballpark – you don't start it until the person on your left does.  This way, the sound moves and builds.  You are making a rainstorm together.  Don't speak, just listen.

The motions are, in order:

1. Rub palms together (rising wind)

2. Snap fingers (first drops of rain)

3. Pat hands on thighs (harder rain)

4. Pat hands on thighs & stomp feet on floor simultaneously (adding thunder to rain)

5. Just pat hands on thighs (thunder moves on)

6. Snap fingers (rain is stopping)

7. Rub palms together (winds moving on)

8. Put hands at your sides (storm moves on)

9. When everyone is silent, you say, "And that's making rain."

Mama Don't 'Low

Words & Music:

Smiley Burnette

G

Mama don't 'low no banjo playing 'round here.

G                                       D

Mama don't 'low no banjo playing 'round here.

      G

Well, I don't care what Mama don't 'low,

      C

Gonna play my banjo, anyhow.

C                  D                    G

Mama don't 'low no banjo playing 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no guitar playing 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no guitar playing 'round here.

Well, I don't care what Mama don't 'low,

Gonna play my guitar, anyhow.

Mama don't 'low no guitar playing 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no talking 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no talking 'round here.

Well, I don't care what Mama don't 'low,

Gonna shoot my mouth off, anyhow.

Mama don't 'low no talking 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no singing 'round here.

Mama don't 'low no singing 'round here.

Well, I don't care what Mama don't 'low,

Gonna sing my head off, anyhow.

Mama don't 'low no singing 'round here.

Mamá Paquita

Words & Music:

Traditional Brazilian

You can find the tune for this traditional Carnival Song can be found in Nelson Gonzalez' book Tres Guitar Method.  This book is part of the Google Books project (p. 21).  The chords given are inferred from the tune.

C

Mamá Paquita, Mamá Paquita,

C                              Dm

Mamá Paquita buy your baby a papaya.

G

A ripe papaya, and a banana,

G7                                  C

A ripe banana that your baby will enjoy.

Ma-ma-ma-ma, Ma-má Paquita, Mamá Paquita,

Mamá Paquita says, "I haven't any money

To buy papayas and a banana.

"Let's go to Carnival and dance the night away!"  Cha-cha-cha!

Mari Mac

Words & Music:

Traditional

(arr. Great Big Sea)

(increase tempo as song goes along!)

G   A  Em (4x)

Em

There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac.

D

Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track.

Em

Lot of other fellas try to get her on her back.

        G                     A              Em

But I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early.

CHORUS:

Em

Mari Mac's mother's making Mari Mac marry me.

D

My mother's making me marry Mari Mac.

Em

Well, I'm gonna marry Mari for when Mari's takin' care of me.

      G              A            Em

We'll all be feeling merry when I marry Mari Mac.

Now, Mari and her mother are an awful lot together.

In fact, you hardly see ever the one without the other.

And people often wonder if it's Mari or her mother

Or both of them together I am courting.

CHORUS:

Well, up among the heather in the hills of Bonifee,

I had a bonnie lass sitting on me knee.

A bumblebee stung me right above me knee,

Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee.

CHORUS:

Well, I said "Wee bonnie lassie, where you going to spend the day?"

She said "Among the heather in the hills of Benifee,

Where all the boys and girls are making out so free,

Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee."

CHORUS:

The wedding's on a Wednesday, everything's arranged.

Soon her name be changed to mine unless her mind be changed.

And making the arrangements, I'm feeling quite deranged.

Marriage is an awful undertaking.

CHORUS:

Sure to be a grand affair, grander than a fair.

Going to be a fork and plate for every man that's there.

And I'll be a bugger if I don't get my share.

If I don't we'll be very much mistaken.

CHORUS:

There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac.

Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track.

Lot of other fellas try to get her on her back.

I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early.

CHORUS:

Marvelous Little Toy

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul, & Mary

     C            G               C                  G

When I was just a wee little lad, full of health and joy,

   F               C                  G            G7

My father homeward came one night and gave to me a toy.

  C           G                 C      C7   F

A wonder to behold it was, with many colors bright,

        F             C                G                 G7

And the moment I laid eyes on it, it became my heart's delight.

CHORUS:

        C                    G

It went zip when it moved and pop when it stopped,

C            C7    F

Whir when it stood still,

  F               C                  G       G7    C

I never knew just what it was, and I guess I never will.

The first time that I picked it up, I had a big surprise,

'Cause right on the bottom were two big buttons that looked like big green eyes.

I first pushed one and then the other, then I twisted its lid,

And when I put it down again, this is what it did.

CHORUS:

It first marched left and then marched right, and then marched under a chair

And when I looked where it had gone, it wasn't even there.

I started to cry, but my daddy laughed 'cause he knew that I would find

When I turned around my marvelous toy would be chugging from behind.

CHORUS:

The years have gone by too quickly it seems, I have my own little boy,

And yesterday I gave to him my marvelous little toy.

His eyes nearly popped right out of his head and he gave a squeal of glee.

Neither one of us know just what it is, but he loves it just like me.

It still goes . . .

CHORUS:

Mary Had A Little Lamb

Words & Music:

Sarah Josepha Hale (1830), Tune Unknown

Stevie Ray Vaughan has a great blues cover of this on his album Texas Flood.  That version is fully transcribed in the November 2006 issue of Guitar One.  Mary was a real person - one Mary Elizabeth Sawyer, born in 1812 - and her birthplace survived in Sterling, MA until 2008, when it was torched by a couple of dink boys.  History lost forever...
C                       G7           C

Mary had a little lamb, little lamb, little lamb.

C                           F          G7       C

Mary had a little lamb, its fleece was white as snow.

Everywhere that Mary went, Mary went, Mary went,

Everywhere that Mary went, the lamb was sure to go.

It followed her to school one day, school one day, school one day.

It followed her to school one day, which was against the rules.

It made the children laugh and play, laugh and play, laugh and play.

It made the children laugh and play, to see a lamb at school.

And so the teacher turned it out, turned it out, turned it out,

And so the teacher turned it out, but still it lingered near

And waited patiently about, patiently about, patiently about,

And waited patiently about 'til Mary did appear.

"Why does the lamb love Mary so?  Love Mary so? Love Mary so?"

"Why does the lamb love Mary so?", the eager children cry.

"Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know."

"Loves the lamb, you know, loves the lamb, you know"

"Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know.", the teacher did reply.

Me And My Arrow

(from "The Point")

Words & Music:

Harry Nilsson

BbM7             F7

Me and my Arrow, straighter than narrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow

Me and my Arrow, taking the high road

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

Em7                       A7                 D             B7

And in the morning when I wake up she may be gone, I don't know.

Em7                       A7             D     B7      Dm7   F7

And if we make up just to break up, I'll carry on, oh, yes I will.

BbM7Me and my arrow, Do-do-loo-do, do-do do-do do do,

F7

Straighter than narrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

BbM7                        F7

Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.
Me and my arrow, Do-do-loo-do, do-do do-do do do,

Straighter than narrow.

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

Me And The Devil Blues

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

Tabbed by:  Markus Tron

Notes from Markus Tron:  "...I think Johnsons guitar is in standard tuning, with a capo on the first fret (= B flat). I play it in A. The above is a very easy way to play that Robert Johnson song.  For a more detailed transcription I would recommend:  Scott Ainslie's "Robert Johnson complete guitar transcription".  It's NOT a book for beginners!..."  Also, I highly recommend Rory Block's DVD's on Robert Johnson from Homespun Tapes.

INTRO:

e -|-9-9-9-9-9----|-8-8-8-8-8----|-7-7-7-7-7----|-5----5-5--5-5--5-5--5------|-

B -|-8-8-8-8-8----|-7-7-7-7-7----|-6-6-6-6-6----|-5--------------------------|-

G -|-9-9-9-9-9----|-8-8-8-8-8----|-7-7-7-7-7----|-6--------------------------|-

D -|--------------|--------------|--------------|------5-5--4-4--3-3--2------|-

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

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

FIRST VERSE:

e -|-8/9---------------------|---|-

B -|-7/8---------------------|---|-

G -|-8/9---------------------|---|-

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

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

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

    Early this morning

e -|-8/9~------------------------|-9-9-9-9-9-8-8-8-8-9-9-8-8-9-|-

B -|-7/8~------------------------|-8-8-8-8-8-7-7-7-7-8-8-7-7-8-|-

G -|-8/9~------------------------|-9-9-9-9-9-8-8-8-8-9-9-8-8-9-|-

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

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

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

    when you knocked upon my door.

e -|-2-----------------------|---|-

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

G -|-2----2----2----2--------|---|-

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

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

E -|------2----2----2--------|---|-

    Early this morning

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

B -|-------------------------|-8-8-8-8--8-8-8-8-|-

G -|--2-----2-----2----2-----|-6-6-6-6--6-6-6-6-|-

D -|-------------------------|-7-7-7-7--7-7-7-7-|-

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

E -|--2-----2-----2----2-----|------------------|-

    when you knocked upon my door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

    And I said "Hello Satan    I believe it's time to go"

e -|-------5-5--5-5--5-5--|-----|-

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

G -|--2-------------------|-1-1-|-  [to blues turnaround of choice]

D -|--2----5-5--4-4--3-3--|-2-2-|-

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

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

------------------------

additional lyrics:

Me and the Devil was walking side by side.

Me and the Devil was walking side by side.

I'm goin' to beat my woman until I get satisfied.

She say you don't see why that I will dog her 'round.

She say you don't see why that I will dog her 'round.

It must be that ol' evil spirit so deep down in the ground.

You my burn my body down by the highway side.

You my burn my body down by the highway side.

So my old evil spirit can get a Greyhound bus and ride.

------------------------

/  : pick first note and slide up to second without picking second note.

\  : pick first note and slide down to second without picking second note.

~  : slight vibrato.

h  : hammer on.

p  : pull off.

d  : dampen (with left or right hand) as soon as you play next note

Mean To Me

Words & Music:

Roy Turk & Fred E. Ahlert (1929)

D7+    G       Em   Am       D7     G       Em

You're mean to me.  Why must you be mean to me?

C          Gdim   G  Dm E7 Am       D7        G   Em

Gee, honey, it seems to me you love to see me cryin'.

A7   A+  D7         G    Em  Am

I don't know why I stay home each night

D7       G          Em     C             Gdim      G  Dm E7

When you say you'll phone, you don't and I'm left alone,

Am          D7        G

Singing the blues and sighin'.

G   GM7   G7      C D7    Em    G   C

You treat me coldly each day in the year.

Dm     E7  Am      F7     E7    A7          Am7   D7+

You always scold me--- whenever somebody is near, dear

G       Em Am    D7        G       Em

It must be great fun to be mean to me.

[1st time transition:]
C         Gdim     G    Dm   E7       Am       D7   G  C7  G  D7 D7+

You shouldn't, for can't you see what you mean to-- me?

[repeat whole song]

[last time ending:]
C         Gdim     G    Dm   E7       Am       D7    G

You shouldn't, for can't you see what you mean to--- me?

Men From Nairobi

(a.k.a. "We're The Men From Nairobi")

Words & Music:

Traditional

I don't know this song at all (and am vaguely discomfited by it), but have had several requests for it.  Can someone please send along the chords & tune?

We're the men from Nairobi and our team's a good one.

We play the Watusi, they're seven feet tall.

The cannibals may eat us, but they'll never beat us.

'Cause we're from Nairobi, the best of them all.

CHORUS:

Sooooo, Sing Along, Sing Along, Sing Along, Sing Along,

Oh, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwawah!

So, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwa, Umgahwawah!

They sent fifty men down from Kilimanjaro,

But they didn't have what it takes.

We took all the losers out into the jungle,

And left them tied up for the snakes.  What a bite!

[alt:  They sent seventeen soldiers fron Kilimanjaro,

But they didn't have what it takes, Bang! Bang!!

They sent missionaries from Lower Uganda,

But they all got eaten by snakes!!]

CHORUS:

The men from 'round Kenya know our team's a good one.

We played them 'bout this time last year.

Their number one hero was disqualified when he

Fell on a Nairobi spear.  What a shaft!

CHORUS:

When we played the Pygmies from East Southern Congo

In spite of the odds they won.

They shot ninety baskets right over our defense

By using a ten-foot blowgun

CHORUS:

When we played Zimbabwe, in the second quarter

Tarzan swung in looking grim.

He misjudged his distance and bounced off the backboard

And landed hung up on the rim.

The Mermaid

Words & Music:

Traditional

D                       G      D            G        A7           D

'Twas Friday night when we set sail, and we were not far from the land.

D                        G          D          G          A7           D

When the captain spied a lovely mermaid with a comb and a glass in her hand.

CHORUS:

D                                                     A7

Oh, the ocean waves may roll, and the stormy seas may blow, 

      D                  G               D

While we poor sailors go skipping to the top, 

D       G           A7         D

And the landlubbers lie down below, below, below,

        G           A7         D

And the landlubbers lie down below.

Then up spoke the captain of our gallant ship, and a well-spoken man was he,

"I have mea wife in Salem Town, and tonight she a widow will be."

CHORUS:

Then up spoke the cook of our gallant ship and a well-spoken cook was he.

"I care much more for my kettles and my pots than I do for the bottom of the sea."

CHORUS:

Then up spoke the cabin boy of our gallant ship and a well-spoken youth was he.

"There's nary a soul in Salem Town who cares a wee bit for me."

CHORUS:

Then 3 times round, went our gallant ship and three times round went she;

Then 3 times round, went our gallant ship & she sank to the bottom of the sea.

CHORUS:

Mi Caballo Blanco

Words & Music:

Traditional Spanish

Em            Am     B7           Em

Es mi caballo blanco como un amanecer,

Am               Em     B7

Siempre juntitos vamos, es mi amigo mas fiel.

CHORUS:

Am          Em          B7        Em

Mi caballo, mi caballo, galopando va.

Am          Em          B7         Em

Mi caballo, mi caballo, se va y se va.

En alas de una dicha mi caballo corrió,

En alas de una pena el también me llevó.

CHORUS:

Hasta que a Dios le pido que lo tenga muy bien.

Si a su lado me llama, en mi blanquito iré.

CHORUS:

Michael Finnegan

Words & Music:

Traditional
      D

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

G               A7

He had whiskers on his chinnegan.

    D

The wind blew them out and blew them in again.

D        A7      D         A7  D

Poor old Michael Finnegan! Be--gin again!!!!

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

He drank through all his good ginnegan.

And so he wasted all his tinnegan.

Poor old Michael Finnegan!  Begin again.

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

He kicked up an awful dinnegan.

Because they said he must not sin again.

Poor old Michael Finnegan!  Begin again.

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

He went fishing with a pin again.

Caught a fish and dropped it in again.

Poor old Michael Finnegan!  Begin again.

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

Climbed a tree and barked his shin again,

Took off several yards of skin again.

Poor old Michael Finnegan!  Begin again.

There was an old man named Michael Finnegan,

He grew fat and then grew thin again,

Then he died and had to begin again.

Poor old Michael Finnegan!  Begin again.

Make up your own verses!  It's a wonderful rhyming exercise.

Michael, Row The Boat Ashore

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

C                                  F C

Michael, row the boat ashore.  Allelujah!

C        Am      F                 C  G   C

Michael, row the boat ashore.  Allelu-----jah!

River Jordan is chilly and cold.  Allelujah!

Chills the body, but not the soul.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Sister help to trim the sail.  Allelujah!

Sister help to trim the sail.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

River Jordan is deep and wide.  Allelujah!

Milk and honey on the other side.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

River Jordan is chilly and cold.  Allelujah!

Chills the body, but warms the soul.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Michael's boat is a music boat.  Allelujah!

Michael's boat is a music boat.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

If you get there before I do,  Allelujah!

Tell my people I'm coming, too.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Midnight On The Stormy Deep

Words & Music:

Traditional American(?)

             D      A      D

Was midnight on the stormy deep.  My solitary watch I keep.

                G            D

But to think of her I left behind

                      A        D

And asked if she'd be true and kind.

I never shall forget the day,

That I was forced to go away.

In silence there my head she'd rest

And hold me to her loving breast.

Oh, Willie, don't go back to sea.

There's other girls as good as me.

But none can love you true as I.

Pray don't go where the bullets fly.

The deep, deep sea may us divide.

And I may be some other's bride.

But still my thoughts will sometimes stray

To thee when thou art far away.

I never have proved false to thee.

The heart I gave was true as thine.

But you have proved untrue to me,

I can no longer call thee mine.

Then fare thee well, I'd rather make.

My home upon some icy lake.

Where the southern sun refuse to shine,

Than to trust a love so false as thine.

Miss Lucy

Words & Music:

Traditional

I've consolidated the versions of these to one entry with variations.  Same chords for all.

Lyric Version 1:

G                                              D7

Miss Lucy had a steamboat, the steamboat had a bell.

     G                           C         D7

Miss Lucy went to heaven and the steamboat went to...

Hello, operator, give me number nine.

And if you disconnect me, I'll kick you in the...

Behind the refrigerator, there was a piece of glass.

Miss Lucy sat upon it and she broke her little...

Ask me no more questions, I'll tell you no more lies.

The boys are in the bathroom, zipping up their ...

Flies are in the butter, bees are in the bark.

The boys and girls are kissing in the D-A-R-K, dark!

Lyric Version 2:

G                                        D7

Miss Lucy had a baby, she named him Tiny Tim.

    G                         C      D7       G

She put him in the bathtub to see if he could swim.

He drank up all the water, he ate up all the soap.

He tried to eat the bathtub, but it wouldn't go down his throat.

He floated up the river, he floated down the lake.

And now Miss Lucy's baby has got a belly ache.

Miss Lucy called the doctor, Miss Lucy called the nurse.

Miss Lucy called the lady with the alligator purse.

"Measles." said the doctor,  "Mumps." said the nurse.
"A virus." said the lady with the alligator purse.

"Penicillin." said the doctor,  "Bed rest." said the nurse.

"Pizza." said the lady with the alligator purse.

"He'll live." said the doctor,  "He's alright." said the nurse.

"I'm leaving." said the lady with the alligator purse.

Miss Lucy slapped the doctor, Miss Lucy smacked the nurse.

Miss Lucy thanked the lady with the alligator purse.

Miss Lucy gave me peaches, and then she gave me pears.

And then she gave me fifty cents and kicked me up the stairs.

My mother was born in England, my father was born in France.

And I was born in diapers, all because I had no pants!

Oxnate's Lyric Version:

Be sure to shout "Mumps!" and "Castor Oil!"

Miss Lucy had a baby, she named him Tiny Tim.

She put him in the bathtub to see if he could swim.

He drank up all the water, he ate up all the soap.

He tried to eat the bathtub, but it wouldn't go down his throat.

He floated up the river, he floated down the lake.

And now Miss Lucy's baby has got a belly ache.

Miss Lucy called the doctor, Miss Lucy called the nurse.

Miss Lucy called the lady with the alligator purse.

"Measles." said the doctor,  "Mumps!" cried the nurse.

"Nonsense." said the lady with the alligator purse.

"Penicillin." said the doctor,  "Castor Oil!" cried the nurse.

"Pizza." said the lady with the alligator purse.

"He'll live." said the doctor,  "He's alright." said the nurse.

"I'm leaving." said the lady with the alligator purse.

Miss Lucy slapped the doctor, Miss Lucy smacked the nurse.

Miss Lucy thanked the lady with the alligator purse.

Miss Lucy gave me peaches, and then she gave me pears.

And then she gave me fifty cents and kicked me up the stairs.

My mother was born in England, my father was born in France.

And I was born in diapers, all because I had no pants!

Miss Mary Mac

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Miss Mary Mac, Mac, Mac

All dressed in black, black, black.

With silver buttons, buttons, buttons

All down her back, back, back.

She asked her mother, mother, mother

For 50 cents, cents, cents.

To see the elephants, elephants, elephants

Jump over the fence, fence, fence.

They jumped so high, high, high

They reached the sky, sky, sky

They never came back, back, back

Till the 4th of July, July, July.

Make up your own verses to continue the hand game as long as you can!

Mississippi Mud

Words & Music:

James Cavanaugh & Harry Barris (1927)

Most of us know this tune from The Muppet Show or Less Than Jake's recent a capella cover.  I recall playing it in marching band 'way back in the day.  Mudcat Café has all the words - which are a bit updated for the 21st century (insert "darkies" for "people" and you have the original '20s version in all its racist "glory".).  Thanks to Jim Bottorff for the chords!

         C                     Ab7

When the sun goes down and the tide goes out,

    C      C7      B7    Bb7      A7

The people gather 'round and they all begin to shout,

D7           G+

"Hey!  Hey!  Uncle Dud!

       C        Cdim      C    Cdim   C      Cdim C

It's a treat to beat your feet on the Mississippi Mud.

Cdim   C        Cdim      C    Cdim   C      Cdim G7

It's a treat to beat your feet on the Mississippi Mud".

C            Ab7          C  C7  B7  Bb7 A7

What a dance do they do!  Lordy, how I'm tellin' you!

Dm         A7      Dm  A7           Dm      A7             Dm  A7

They don't need no band.  They keep time by clappin' their hand.

        F          F#dim  C            A7

Just as happy as a cow--- chewin' on a cud,

         D7                            G7          C

When the people beat their feet on the Mississippi Mud.

BRIDGE:

Am E7  Am  E7   Am   F7   Am  E7    Am  E7   Am   F7

Lordy, how they play it!  Goodness, how they sway it!

D7         G7         C        Cdim      C         Eb7   D7  G7

Uncle Joe, Uncle Jim, how they pound the mire with vigor and vim!

Am    E7   Am E7 Am      F7   Am    E7 Am E7  Am    F7

Joy!  That music thrills me!  Boy!  It nearly kills me!

D7          G7             C         Cdim    C         Eb7  D7 G7

What a show when they go!  Say, they beat it up either fast or slow!

VERSE 1 & VERSE 2 REPRISE & OUT:
Mister Sun

Words & Music:

Traditional Children's

           A         B7

Oh, Mister Sun, Sun, Mister Golden Sun,

E7                   A

Please shine dawn on me.

A                    B7

Oh, Mister Sun, Sun, Mister Golden Sun,

                E7

Hiding behind a tree.

A                         E

These little children are asking you

   A                         E

To please came out so we can play with you.

          A         B7

Oh Mister Sun, Sun, Mister Golden Sun,

E7           A

Please shine down on me.

Oh Mister Moon, Moon, bright and silvery moon.

Please shine down on me.

Oh Mister Moon, Moan, bright and silvery moon.

Come from behind that tree.

I like to ramble, I like to roam,

But I like to find myself at home.

When the moan, moan, bright and silvery moon,

Comes shine down on me.

The Mockingbird Song

Words & Music:

Traditional

C                  G7

Hush, little baby, don't say a word.

G7                     C

Mama's gonna buy you a mockingbird.

If that mockingbird don't sing,

Mama's gonna buy you a diamond ring.

If that diamond ring turns brass,

Mama's gonna buy you a looking glass.

If that looking glass gets broke,

Mama's gonna buy you a billy goat.

If that billy goat won't pull,

Mama's gonna buy you a cart and bull.

If that cart and bull turns over,

Mama's gonna buy you a dog named Rover.

If that dog named Rover won't bark,

Mama's gonna buy you a horse and cart.

If that horse and cart falls down,

You'll still be the sweetest little baby in town.

Moon River

Words & Music:

Johnny Mercer & Henry Mancini

Andy Williams' signature song.  In my family, it was a fun thing to teach it to any passing 3-year-old family member and see whether they would belt it out or be non-plussed by the whole thing.  Very fun.  This is sometimes capoed 1.

C    Am     FM7          C

Moon River, wider than a mile,

    FM7             C          Bm7-5  E7

I'm crossing you in style some day.

    Am    C7/G       F    Fm

You dream maker, you heartbreaker,

    Am7         D7         Dm7        G7

Wherever you're going, I'm going your way.

Two drifters off to see the world.

There's such a lot of world to see.

      Am Am7/G   D7/F# Fm           C

We're af-ter the same---- rainbow's end.

F                 C    F               C

Waitin' round the bend, my huckleberry friend,

Am   Dm7   G7     C

Moon River--- and me.

The More We Get Together

Words & Music:

Traditional Children's

I loved the use of this in a commercial for NASCAR.  Very funny.

    G                       D7        G

The more we get together, together, together,

    G                         D7            G

The more we get together, the happier we'll be.

    D7               G               D7             G

For your friends are my friends, and my friends are your friends.

G                         D7            G

The more we get together, the happier we'll be.

Morning Has Broken

Words & Music:

Traditional / Arr. Cat Stevens

D   G   A   F#  Bm   G7   C   F   C 

[n.c.]      C  Dm   G              F   C

Morning has broken, like the first morning.

(C)           Em Am  D7sus4    D     G

Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird.

C              F    C                  Am  D

Praise for the singing, praise for the morning.

G               C     F   G7             C  F

Praise for them springing fresh from the world.

G  E   Am   G   C  G7sus4

Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit from heaven.

Like the first dewfall, on the first grass.

Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden.

Sprung in completeness where his feet pass.

Am   F#   Bm   G   D   A7   D

            D   Em    A           G   D

Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning

            F#m   Bm     E7       A

Born of the one-- light, Eden saw play

D             G  D                Bm  E

Praise with elation, praise every morning

A          D G   A7         D

God's recreation of the new day

G   A   F#  Bm   G7   C    F

Am  F#  Bm  G    D    A7   D

Morning Is Here

Words & Music:

Traditional

Morning is here!

Come bow your head.

We thank Thee, Lord, 

For this good bread.
Noontime Is Here

Noontime is here!

Come bow your head.

We thank Thee, Lord, 

For this good bread.

Evening Is Here

Evening is here!

Come bow your head.

We thank Thee, Lord, 

For this good bread.
Morningtown Ride

Words & Music:

Malvina Reynolds

G             G7       C              G      G7

Train whistle blowin', makes a sleepy noise;

C                G           Am                D

Underneath their blankets go all the girls and boys.

CHORUS:

G                 G7      C             G    G7

Rockin', rollin', ridin', out along the bay,

C             G      Em    D          G  D

All bound for Morningtown, many miles away.

Driver at the engine, Fireman rings the bell,

Sandman swings the lantern to show that all is well.

CHORUS:

Maybe it is raining where our train will ride;

All the little travelers are warm and snug inside.

CHORUS:

Somewhere there is sunshine, somewhere there is day,

Somewhere there is Morningtown, many miles away.

CHORUS:  [2x]

Motherless Child

Words & Music:

Traditional

(Peter, Paul & Mary)

    Am      Em          Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    Dm      F           Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    Am      Em          Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

  Dm   C        E

A long way from home.

  Dm   E7       Am

A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.  Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.

Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.  Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.

Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.  Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.

Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.  Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.

Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.  Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.

Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along. 

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along.

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along.

Help me find my way back home.  Help me find my way back home.

ALT. CHORDS:

    A       F#m         A          F#m         E       Bm          A          F#m

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.  Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    A       F#m         A          F#m       Bm            E

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.  A long way from home.

  E    E7       A

A long way from home.

Mountain Dew

(a.k.a. "Good Old Mountain Dew", "The Real Old Mountain Dew")

Words & Music:

Bascom L. Lunsford, Lulu Belle & Scott Wiseman (1939)
G

Down the road here from me there's an old hollow tree

          C                    G

Where you lay down a dollar or two.

G

If you hush up your mug they will fill up your jug

          D7      (C)       G

With that good old mountain dew.

CHORUS:

G                                           C                       G

They call it that good old mountain dew and them that refuse it are few.

G                                                              D7      (C)       G

You may go round the bend, but you'll come back again for that good old mountain dew.

Way up on the hill there's an old whiskey still that is run by a hard working crew.

You can tell if you sniff and you get a good whiff

That they're making that old mountain dew.

CHORUS:

The preacher came by with a tear in his eye; he said that his wife had the flu.

We told him he ought to give her a quart of that good old mountain dew.

CHORUS:

Well, my brother Mort is sawed off and short; he measures just four foot two.

But he thinks he's a giant when they give him a pint of that good old mountain dew!

CHORUS:

My uncle Bill has a still on the hill where he runs off a gallon or two.

The birds in the sky get so high they can't fly on that good old mountain dew.

CHORUS:

My aunt Jane has a brand new perfume; it has such a sweet smelling p.u.

Imagine her surprise when she had it analyzed; it was good old mountain dew!

CHORUS:

Mister Roosevelt told me just how he felt the day that the dry law went through;

"If your likker’s too red, it’ll swell up your head

Better stick to that mountain dew!"

CHORUS:

Mr. Grinch

Words & Music:

Theodore Geisel (Dr. Seuss)

         Am            Dm   G       Am     D     E

You're a mean one, Mr. Grinch!  You really are a heel!

E         Am          Dm                G              C        F  E

You're as cuddly as a cactus, you're as charming as an eel, Mr. Grinch!

[n.c.]                     E7           Am  Dm  Am  Dm

You're a bad banana with a greasy black peel.

You're a monster, Mr. Grinch!  Your heart's an empty hole!

Your brain is full of spiders,

You've got garlic in your soul, Mr. Grinch!

I wouldn't touch you with a thirty-nine-and-a-half foot pole.

You're a foul one, Mr. Grinch!  You have termites in your smile.

You have all the tender sweetness of a seasick crocodile, Mr. Grinch.

Given a choice between the two of you, I'd take the seasick crocodile.

You're a rotter, Mr. Grinch!  You're the king of sinful sots.

Your heart's a dead tomato

Splotched with moldy purple spots, Mr. Grinch.

You're a three-decker sauerkraut and toadstool sandwich

With arsenic sauce.

You nauseate me, Mr. Grinch, with a nauseous super "naus".

You're a crooked dirty jockey and you drive a crooked hoss, Mr. Grinch.

Your soul is an appalling dump heap

Overflowing with the most disgraceful assortment

Of rubbish imaginable mangled up in tangled up knots.

You're a foul one, Mr. Grinch!  You're a nasty wasty skunk

Your heart is full of unwashed socks,

Your soul is full of gunk, Mr. Grinch.

The three words that best describe you are as follows, and I quote:

"Stink, stank, stunk!"

Mr. Wolf

Words & Music:

Traditional Game

Another fun game, kind of like "Mother, May I?" meets "Red Light, Green Light".  "Mr. Wolf" stands at one end, facing away from the group.  The group shouts, "What time is it, Mr. Wolf?" and Mr. Wolf replies "It's one o'clock."  Then, everyone takes one step forward.  Repeat this ritual for "two o'clock"  "three o'clock" etc.

At any time, Mr. Wolf may answer instead, "It's dinner time!" and turns around to chase the group.  If Mr. Wolf catches someone, that person becomes the new Mr. Wolf.  If everyone makes it back to the starting line without being captured, Mr. Wolf has to start again.

I've heard of variations where people take one step for each hour on the clock.  For example, two steps for two o'clock, five steps for five o'clock, etc.

Mrs. O'Leary's Cow

Words & Music:

Traditional

Late last night, while we were all in bed.

Old Lady Leary lit a lantern in the shed.

And when the cow kicked it over, she winked her eye and said, 

"There'll be a hot time in the old town tonight!"

DIVIDE THE GROUP IN TWO PARTS.

AT THE END OF THE SONG, ONE PART YELLS "FIRE!",

THE OTHER GROUP YELLS  "WATER!".

AND EACH GROUP TRYING TO OUTSHOUT THE OTHER.

Muffin Man
Words & Music:

Traditional English

D

Do you know the Muffin Man,

    G               A7

The Muffin Man, the Muffin Man?

D

Do you know the Muffin Man

    G        A7    D

Who lives in Drury Lane?

Yes, I know the Muffin Man,

The Muffin Man, the Muffin Man?

Yes, I know the Muffin Man

Who lives in Drury Lane?

GAME:

As all stand in a circle and sing the first verse, the person chosen as "The Muffin Man" skips around the outside of the circle.  At the end of the first verse, s/he stops next to the person s/he chooses to be "The Muffin Man" for the next round.  To indicate that choice, s/he sings the second verse to the chosen person.

Mulberry Bush

Words & Music:

Traditional

C

Here we go 'round the Mulberry bush, 

    F                  G7

The Mulberry bush, the Mulberry bush.

C

Here we go 'round the Mulberry bush, 

   F     G7     C

So early in the morning.

This is the way we wash the clothes,

Wash the clothes, wash the clothes.

This is the way we wash the clothes

So early in the morning.

This is the way we iron the clothes,

Iron the clothes, iron the clothes.

This is the way we iron the clothes

So early in the morning.

This is the way we scrub the floor,

Scrub the floor, scrub the floor.

This is the way we scrub the floor

So early in the morning.

This is the way we sweep the house,

Sweep the house, sweep the house.

This is the way we sweep the house

So early in the morning.

MAKE UP WHATEVER HOUSEHOLD CHORES YOU LIKE!

GAME:

* For the first verse, all join hands and skip in a circle.

* For each subsequent verse, pantomime the indicated chore.

Mules

(to the tune of "Auld Lang Syne")

Words & Music:

Traditional

   C                 F      G7

On mules we find two legs behind,

    C               F

And find two legs before.

         C       Am       Dm    G7

When you stand behind the two behind

    Am        G7      C

You find what they be for!

"The Muppet Show" Theme

Words & Music:

Jim Henson & Sam Pottle

C    F       Am       G

It's time to play the music,

It's time to light the lights,

C    C/B     Am       Am/G           D7            G7

It's time to meet the Muppets on the Muppet Show tonight!

It's time to put on makeup,

It's time to dress up right,

C    C/B     Am        Am/G           F      G      C

It's time to raise the curtain on the Muppet Show tonight!

BRIDGE:

    F     Fm     C            F           E7    Am

Why do we always come here? I guess we'll never know.

     F      E7      A7         D7                G7

It's like a kind of torture to have to watch the show.

C               F

And, now, let's get things started.

C             F

Why don't you get things started?

C            F

It's time to get things started 

       C                 D7             F              Dm7

On the most sensational, inspirational, celebrational, Muppetational,

D7              Dm7      G7     C

This is what we call the Muppet Show!

Music Alone Shall Live

Words & Music:

Traditional German Round (originally)

C                F           G7        C

All things shall perish from under the sky.

C       F

*Music alone shall live,

G7     C

Music alone shall live,

C      F

Music alone shall live,

G7       C

Never to die!

*subsequent parts enter here
French Version:

Tout doit sur terre mourir un jour,

Mais la musique,

Mais la musique,

Vive toujours!

German Version:

Himmel und Erde müssen vergebn.

Aber die Musica,

Aber die Musica,

Aber die Musica bleibert bestehn!
My Body Needs Calamine Lotion

(parody of "My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean")

Words & Music:

Originally Traditional Scottish (new lyricist unknown)
Feel free to make up more verses to this.  (Please send 'em along for posting, if you do!)

   D          G       D

My body needs Calmine lotion.

   D          G            A7

My body's all red, you can see.

    D         G             D

The flowers I picked for my mommy,

       G         A7       D

Turned out to be poison ivy!

CHORUS:

D            G            A7                        D

Don't touch, don't touch, don't touch the leaves of three, of three!

D            G            A7                        D

Don't touch, don't touch, don't touch the leaves of three!

My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean

Words & Music:

Originally Traditional Scottish

(pub. In 1882 by Charles E. Pratt

under the pseudonyms J.T. Wood & H.J. Fulmer)

   D           G        D                      G        A7

My Bonnie lies over the ocean.  My Bonnie lies over the sea.

D              G        D           G             A7        D

My Bonnie lies over the ocean.  Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me!

CHORUS:

D           G           A7                      D

Bring back, bring back, bring back my Bonnie to me, to me!

D           G               A7                      D

Bring back, bring back, oh, bring back my Bonnie to me!

Last night as I lay on my pillow, last night as I lay on my bed,

Last night as I lay on my pillow, I dreamed that my bonnie was dead.

CHORUS:

Oh, blow ye the winds o'er the ocean and blow ye the winds o'er the sea.

Oh, blow ye the winds o'er the ocean and bring back my bonnie to me.

CHORUS:

The winds have blown over the ocean, the winds have blown over the sea.

The winds have blown over the ocean and brought back my bonnie to me!

CHORUS:

My Father Shot A Kangaroo

Words & Music:

Traditional

C  B7 C   G

My father shot a kangaroo,

G      F#7  G C

Wasn't that a hell of a thing to do?

[alt. version:  "Wasn't that a terrible thing to do?"]

F              C

He gave me the toughest part to chew,

G7 C     G7 C

My kang--a--roo!

[n.c. - spoken]

Second verse, same as the first!

A little bit louder and a little bit worse!

Follow those instructions and repeat ad infinitum...!

My Lagan Love

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

A     G      A                 G           A       D    A

Where Lagan streams, sing lullabies, there blows a lily fair.

A   G        A               G        A        D      A

The twilight gleam is in her eye, the night is on her hair.

A           D    A            D               Bm       E7  A

And, like a love-sick leannán sí, she hath my heart in thrall,

Am           A          G       A       D       A

No life have I, no liberty, for love is Lord of all.

And often when the beetle's horn hath lulled the eve to sleep,

I steal unto her shieling lorn and through the dooring peep.

There by the cricket's singing stone, she spare the bogwood fire

And sings in sad, sweet undertone the song of heart's desire.

Her welcome like her love for me is from deep within.

Her warm kiss is felicity that knows no taint of sin.

And when I set my foot to go, 'tis leaving love and light

To feel the wind of longing blow from out of darkest night.

leannán sí is pronounced:  lenanshee

My Little Red Wagon

(a.k.a. "Bumping Up & Down In My Little Red Wagon"

Words & Music:

Traditional

This is another version of "Little Red Wagon".  While that version is primarily a bus song for older kids, this one is a development song for toddlers.

C

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

F                       (G7 - or can stay on F)

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

C

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

F         G7    C

Won't you be my darlin'?

One wheel's off & the axel's broken.

One wheel's off & the axel's broken.

One wheel's off & the axel's broken.

Won't you be my darlin'?

Freddie's gonna fix it with his hammer.

Freddie's gonna fix it with his hammer.

Freddie's gonna fix it with his hammer.

Won't you be my darlin'?

Laura's gonna fix it with her pliers.

Laura's gonna fix it with her pliers.

Laura's gonna fix it with her pliers.

Won't you be my darlin'?

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

Bumping up & down in my little red wagon.

Won't you be my darlin'?

My Old Kentucky Home

(a.k.a. "Poor Uncle Tom, Goodnight")

Words & Music:

Stephen Foster

This is Kentucky's state song.  "Poor Uncle Tom, Goodnight" was the original 1850 title.  The publisher renamed it "My Old Kentucky Home" in 1853.  I've given both the original words (in all their antebellum "glory") and the modern lyrics, which were revised by House Resolution 159 in 1986.  Jay Buckey has arrangements of this on his site.

Original Lyrics (1853)

The sun shines bright in the old Kentucky home,

'Tis summer, the darkies are gay;

The corn-top's ripe and the meadow's in the bloom,

While the birds make music all the day.

The young folks roll on the little cabin floor,

All merry, all happy and bright;

By 'n' by Hard Times comes a-knocking at the door,

Then my old Kentucky home, goodnight.

CHORUS:

Weep no more, my lady.  Oh! weep no more today!

We will sing one song for the old Kentucky home,

For the Old Kentucky Home far away.

They hunt no more for the possum and the coon,

On meadow, the hill and the shore,

They sing no more by the glimmer of the moon,

On the bench by the old cabin door.

The day goes by like a shadow o'er the heart,

With sorrow, where all was delight,

The time has come when the darkies have to part,

Then my old Kentucky home, goodnight.

CHORUS:

The head must bow and the back will have to bend,

Wherever the darky may go;

A few more days, and the trouble all will end,

In the field where the sugar-canes grow;

A few more days for to tote the weary load,

No matter, 'twill never be light;

A few more days till we totter on the road,

Then my old Kentucky home, goodnight.

CHORUS:

Revised Lyrics (1986)

    G                       C            G

The sun shines bright in My Old Kentucky Home,

G                A7         D

'Tis summer, the people are gay;

    G                       C               G

The corn-top's ripe and the meadow's in the bloom

G                    D             G

While the birds make music all the day.

    G                       C            G

The young folks roll on the little cabin floor,

G              A7        D

All merry, all happy and bright;

G                            C               G

By 'n' by hard times comes a-knocking at the door,

G                    D          G

Then My Old Kentucky Home, good night!

CHORUS:

G       C        G          C               G

Weep no more, my lady!  Oh, weep no more today!

G                            C            G

We will sing one song for My Old Kentucky Home.

G                   D         G

For My Old Kentucky Home, far away.

My Ship Sailed From China

Words & Music:

Traditional

   A

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

    E                       A

All laden with presents for you and for me.

   A                         D        A

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

       E                       A

When I found myself going like this,

A

And this, and this, and this....

(move right arm as though fanning self)

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

All laden with presents for you and for me.

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

When I found myself going like this,

And this, and this, and this....

(move right and left arms as though fanning self)

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

All laden with presents for you and for me.

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

When I found myself going like this,

And this, and this, and this....

(move right and left arms as though fanning self, also move right foot)

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

All laden with presents for you and for me.

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

When I found myself going like this,

And this, and this, and this....

(move right and left arms as though fanning self, also move right and left feet)

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

All laden with presents for you and for me.

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

When I found myself going like this,

And this, and this, and this....

(move right and left arms as though fanning self, also move right and left feet; now move your head, too) 

My ship sailed from China with a cargo of tea,

All laden with presents for you and for me.

It brought me a flag, just imagine my bliss

When I found myself going like this,

And this, and this, and this....

(move right and left arms as though fanning self, also move right and left feet and move your head; now, move your butt, too.)
