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Jacob's Ladder 

Words & Music:

Traditional Gospel

additional lyrics by Pete Seeger

A                               E7                      A

We are climbing Jacob's ladder, we are climbing Jacob's ladder,

A               D       A                 E7       A

We are climbing Jacob's ladder, brothers, sisters, all.

Every rung goes higher and higher, every rung goes higher and higher,

Every rung goes higher and higher, brothers, sisters, all.

Every new one makes us stronger, every new one makes us stronger,

Every new one makes us stronger, brothers, sisters, all.

We have toiled in dark and danger, we have toiled in dark and danger,

We have toiled in dark and danger, brothers, sisters, all.

We are dancing Sarah's circle, we are dancing Sarah's circle,

We are dancing Sarah's circle, brothers, sisters, all.

Every round a generation, every round a generation,

Every round a generation, brothers, sisters, all.

We are climbing Jacob's ladder, we are climbing Jacob's ladder,

We are climbing Jacob's ladder, brothers, sisters, all.

Other versions replace "brothers, sisters, all" with either "children of the Lord" or "children of the Cross".

Jamaica Farewell (Down The Way)

Words & Music:

Traditional Caribbean

C                      F

Down the way where the nights are gay

        Em         Dm           C

And the sun shines daily on the mountaintop.

  C                 F

I took a trip on a sailing ship,

           Em        Dm       C

And when I reached Jamaica, I made a stop.

         C               Dm

But, I'm sad to say, I'm on my way,

  G7                C

I won't be back for many a day.

   C                         Dm

My heart is down, my head is turning around.

         C              G7      C

I had to leave a little girl in Kingstontown.

C                         Dm

My heart is down, my head is turning around.

         C              G7      C

I had to leave a little girl in Kingstontown.

Java Jive

Words & Music by:

Ben Oakland and Milton Drake

D      Fdim  D6  A7  Em7  A7

I love cof--fee, I-- love tea,

Gdim  Edim     Em7   A7    D        D6

I---- love the Java Jive & it loves me

D          D7          G        Gm7

Coffee and tea and the java and me,

  D      A7     G      A7     D    Fdim   A7

A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup, a cup!

I love java sweet and hot,

Whoops, Mister Moto, I'm a coffee pot!

Shoot me the pot, and I'll pour me a shot,

A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup, a cup! 

D9    G7

Oh--! Slip me a slug from the wonderful mug

    G7                      D

And I'll cut a rug 'til I'm snug in a jug.

  D        Bm7         Fdim   A7    Em7   A7

A slice of onion and a raw--- one.  Draw one! 

Bm7     A7      Cdim  A7

Waiter, waiter, percolator! 

I love coffee, I love tea, I love the Java Jive and it loves me 

Coffee and tea and the java and me, A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup, a cup! 

Boston bean, soy bean, green bean, cabbage n' greens,

You know that I'm not keen about a bean, unless it is a chili chili bean, boy! 

I love java sweet and hot; whoops, Mister Moto, I'm a coffee pot!

You shoot me the pot, and I'll pour me a shot, A cup, a cup, a cup,

'An dat zat bootle! 

Blow me a slug from that wonderful mug and I'll cut a rug that's snug in a jug 

Drop a nickel in my pot, Joe, takin' it slow.  Waiter, waiter percolator!

I love coffee, I love tea, I love the Java Jive an' it loves me 

Coffee and tea and the java and me, A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup - BOY! 

Jefferson And Liberty

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish Tune/American Lyric Variation

This song refers to the contentious election of 1800 & the people's feelings for President-Elect Thomas Jefferson.  Many people felt that laws passed during President Adams' administration, particularly the Alien & Sedition Acts, had infringed on their constitutional rights.  These people looked to Jefferson as a symbol of freedom from oppressive government. Jefferson was elected in what has been called the "Revolution of 1800."

Em                                             D

The gloomy night before us flies, the reign of terror now is o'er;

    Em                                         B7             Em

Its gags, inquisitors, and spies, its herds of harpies are no more!

CHORUS:

Em                        G                                   D

Rejoice! Columbia's sons, rejoice!  To tyrants never bend the knee!

     Em        D                 G            Am           B7   Em

But, join with heart and soul and voice, for Jefferson and Liberty!

No lordling here, with gorging jaws shall wring from industry the food;

Nor fiery bigot's holy laws lay waste our fields and streets in blood.

CHORUS:

Here strangers, from a thousand shores compelled by tyranny to roam,

Shall find, amidst abundant stores a nobler and a happier home.

CHORUS:

Here art shall lift her laureled head, wealth, industry, and peace divine;

And where dark, pathless forests spread, rich fields and lofty cities shine.

CHORUS:

His country's glory, hope, and stay, in virtue and in talents tried,

Now rises to assume the sway, o'er freedom's temple to preside.

CHORUS:

From Europe's wants and woes remote, a friendly waste of waves between,

Here plenty cheers the humblest cot, and smiles on every village green.

CHORUS:

Here free as air, expanded space, to every soul and sect shall be

That sacred privilege of our race the worship of the Deity.

CHORUS:

Let foes to freedom dread the name; but should they touch the sacred tree,

Twice fifty thousand swords would flame for Jefferson and Liberty.

CHORUS:

From Georgia to Lake Champlain, from seas to Mississippi's shore,

Ye sons of freedom loud proclaim the reign of terror is no more.

CHORUS:

Jennie Jenkins

Words & Music:

Traditional

D                        A7

Will you wear red, oh my dear, oh my dear?

    D                         A7

Oh, will you wear red, Jennie Jenkins?

      D                        G

No, I won't wear red, it's the color of my head.

CHORUS:

     D                       G

I'll buy me a fol-de-rol-di, til-de-tol-di,

G              D

Seek-a-double, use a cozy roll to find me,

D A7                  D

Roll, Jennie Jenkins, roll.

Will you wear white, oh my dear, oh my dear?

Will you wear white, Jennie Jenkins?

No, I won't wear white for the color's too bright.

CHORUS:

Will you wear blue, oh my dear, oh my dear?

Will you wear blue, Jennie Jenkins?

No, I won't wear blue 'cause blue won't do.

CHORUS:

Will you wear pink, oh my dear, oh my dear?

Will you wear pink, Jennie Jenkins?

No, I won't wear pink, I'd rather drink ink.

CHORUS:

Will you wear green, oh my dear, oh my dear?

Will you wear green, Jennie Jenkins?

No, I won't wear green, it's the color of a bean.

CHORUS:

Will you wear rose, oh my dear, oh my dear?

Will you wear rose, Jennie Jenkins?

No, I won't wear rose, it's the color of my nose.

CHORUS:

Jesse James

Words & Music:

Traditional American (1800s)

      C                   F             C                            G   G7

Jesse James was a lad, he killed many a man.  He robbed the Glendale train.

C                          F                         C        G7        C

He stole from the rich & he gave to the poor; he'd a hand & a heart & a brain.

CHORUS:

    F                   C                                             G    G7

Oh, Jesse had a wife to mourn for his life. Three children, they were brave.

         C            C7          F           C                    G7           C

But that dirty little coward that shot Mister Howard Has laid poor Jesse in his grave.

It was on a Wednesday night, the moon was shining bright, when they robbed the Glendale train.

With the agent on his knees, he delivered up the keys to the outlaws Frank and Jesse James.

[alt last two lines: "The people, they did say for many miles away

It was robbed by Frank & Jesse James.]

CHORUS:

It was on a Saturday night when Jesse was at home, talking to his family brave.

Robert Ford came along like a thief in the night & laid poor Jesse in his grave.

CHORUS:

It was Robert Ford, that dirty little coward.  I wonder how he feels?

For he ate of Jesse's bread & he slept in Jesse's bed, then he laid poor Jesse in his grave.

CHORUS:

The people held their breath when they heard of Jesse's death,

They wondered how he ever came to fall.

Robert Ford, it was a fact, shot Jesse in the back while Jesse hung a picture on the wall.

CHORUS:

Oh, Jesse was a man, a friend of the poor, he'd never rob a mother or a child.

He stole from the rich and he gave to the poor; so, they shot Jesse James on the sly.

CHORUS:

Well, this song was made by Billy Gashade as soon as the news did arrive.

He said there was no man with the law in his hand who could take Jesse James when alive.

CHORUS:

Jesus Met The Woman

Words & Music:

Peter, Paul & Mary

D                          D7

Jesus met the woman at the well.

G                          D

Jesus met the woman at the well.

D                          F#   Bm

Jesus met the woman at the well.

       E7                             A

And he told her everything she'd ever done.

He said, "Woman, woman, where is your husband?"

He said, "Woman, woman, where is your husband?"

He said, "Woman, woman, where is your husband?

Now, I know everything you've ever done."

She said, "Jesus, Jesus, I ain't got no husband."

She said, "Jesus, Jesus, I ain't got no husband."

She said, "Jesus, Jesus, I ain't got no husband.

And you don't know everything I've ever done."

He said, "Woman, woman, you've got five husbands."

He said, "Woman, woman, you've got five husbands."

He said, "Woman, woman, you've got five husbands.

And the one you have now – he's not your own."

She said, "This man, this man, must be a prophet."

She said, "This man, this man, must be a prophet."

She said, "This man, this man, must be a prophet.

He done told me everything I've ever done."

Jesus met the woman at the well.

Jesus met the woman at the well.

Jesus met the woman at the well.

And he told her everything she'd ever done.

Jingle Bell Rock

Words & Music:

Joseph Beal & James Boothe

D            DM7          D

Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell rock.

D           D#o7      Em7         A7

Jingle bell swing and jingle bell ring.

Em7         A7         Em7        A7   Em7                 A7

Snowin' and blowin' up bushels of fun; now, the jingle hop has begun!

Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell  rock

Jingle bells chime in jingle bell time

Em7         A7          Em7         A7     Em7     A7     D

Dancin' and prancin' in Jingle Bell Square in the frosty air!

BRIDGE:

G                      G#o7                D

What a bright time, it's the right time to rock the  night away!

E                                A [stop chord]

Jingle bell time is a swell time to go glidin' in a one-horse sleigh!

D        DM7          D                                     B7

Giddyup jingle horse, pick up your feet - jingle around the clock.

G                     Gm              Em         A7          D

Mix and a-mingle in a-jinglin' beat - that's the jingle bell rock!

REPEAT ENTIRE SONG [last line is:]

Em7        A7           Em7        A7

That's the jingle bell, that's the jingle bell,

Em7        A7          D

That's the jingle bell rock!
SUGGESTED CHORD FINGERINGS     

  D     DM7   D#o7    Em7    A7      G    G#o7     E     B7     Gm

|-5-|  |-5-|  |-5-|  |-7-|  |-5-|  |-3-|  |---|  |-7-|  |-7-|  |-3-|

|-7-|  |-7-|  |-7-|  |-8-|  |-5-|  |-3-|  |-3-|  |-9-|  |-7-|  |-3-|

|-7-|  |-6-|  |-5-|  |-7-|  |-6-|  |-4-|  |-4-|  |-9-|  |-8-|  |-3-|

|-7-|  |-7-|  |-7-|  |-9-|  |-5-|  |-5-|  |-3-|  |-9-|  |-7-|  |-5-|

|-5-|  |-5-|  |-6-|  |-7-|  |-7-|  |-5-|  |---|  |-7-|  |-9-|  |-5-|

|---|  |---|  |---|  |---|  |-5-|  |-3-|  |-4-|  |---|  |-7-|  |-3-|

Tab as performed by Bobby Helms (1957)   

INTRO       _____              _____              _____    _____    _____     _____

  |     |   |        |     |   |        |     |   |     |  |     |   |      |

|14----14-14-------14----14-14------|14----17-10----12-13----12-10------|

|15----15-15-------14----14-14------|15-------10----12-13----12-10----12|

|-----------------------------------|---------------------------------12|

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

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

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

                                        _____    

  |         |         |         |        |     |   |         |         |

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

|10---------------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|11---------------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|-----------------------------------|-------7--5--------4---------------|

|-----------------------------------|----------------------------7------|

|-----------------------------------|-----------------------------------|       RIFF 1 (Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell  rock...)     D6

   _____

   |     |  |         |         |

|------10---------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|------12---------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|------11---------------------------|-----------------------------------|

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

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

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

|-----------------------------------|-----------------------------------|       RIFF 2 (Jingle bells swing and jingle bells  ring...)     A9

   _____

   |     |  |         |         |

|------17-17------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|------14-14------------------------|-----------------------------------|

|------16-16------------------------|-----------------------------------|

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

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

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

|-----------------------------------|-----------------------------------|       RIFF 3 (Snowin' and blowin' up bushels of  fun...)     A9

   _____

   |     |  |         |         |

|------17-17-------17---------------|-----------------------------------|

|------14-14-------14---------------|-----------------------------------|

|------16-16-------16---------------|-----------------------------------|

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

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

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

|-----------------------------------|-----------------------------------|       RIFF 4 (Jingle around the clock...)      B7                                   G

             _____    _____     _____                       _____

  |        |  |   |  |  |  |  |  |  |   |         |        |     |   |   

|-------------------5--5--5--7--7--7|-7-------10-------12----12-10------|

|----------7--7--7--7--7--7-10-10-10|-8--------8--------8-----8--8------|

|----------8--8--8------------------|-9--------9--------9-----9--9------|

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

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

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

   Gm                                   Em7               A7

                      _____

  |         |        |     |   |         |         |         |         |

|---------10-------12----12-10------|-7-----------------5---------------|

|11-------11-------11----11-11------|-8-----------------5---------------|

|12-------12-------12----12-12------|-7-----------------6---------------|

|-----------------------------------|-9-----------------5---------------|

|-----------------------------------|-7-----------------7---------------|

|-----------------------------------|-------------------5---------------|

RIFF 5 (That's the jingle bell rock...)      D

             _____    _____    _____

   |        |     |   |     |  |     |   |         |         |         |

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

|---------12----12-10----10--8-----8|-7---------------------------------|

|---------12----12-11----11--9-----9|-7---------------------------------|

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

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

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

RIFF 6 (In the frosty air...)      D7                                   G

             _____    _____    _____

   |        |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |  |   |         |         |        |   

|-------------------8--8--8-10-10-10|10---------------------------------|

|---------10-10-10-10-10-10-13-13-13|12---------------------------------|

|---------11-11-11------------------|-----------------------------------|

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

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

|-----------------------------------|-----------------------------------|       CODA

    _____              _____    _____    _____     _____

  |     |   |        |     |   |     |  |     |   |     |  |         |   

|14----14-14-------14----14-14----17|13----10-12----10----------10------|

|15----15-15-------15----15-15------|13----10-12----10----------10------|

|-----------------------------------|---------------------------11------|

|-----------------------------------|---------------------------12------|

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

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

Jingle Bells

(a.k.a. "One Horse Open sleigh")

Words & Music:

James Lord Pierpont (1857, Boston)

C                                             F

Dashing through the snow, in a one-horse open sleigh,

                   G7                   C

O'er the fields we go, laughing all the way,

C                                      F

Bells on bobtails ring, making spirits bright,

                  G7                               C

What fun it is to ride and sing a sleighing song tonight, oh

CHORUS:

C                                          C7

Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way,

F              C               D7             G7       

Oh what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open sleigh, hey,

C                                          C7

Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way,

F              C               G7             C

Oh what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open sleigh.  

A day or two ago, I thought I'd take a ride,

And soon Miss Fanny Bright was seated by my side;

The horse was lean and lank; misfortune seemed his lot;

He got into a drifted bank, and we, we got upsot.

CHORUS:

A day or two ago, the story I must tell

I went out on the snow and on my back I fell;

A gent was riding by in a one-horse open sleigh,

He laughed as there I sprawling lie, but quickly drove away.

CHORUS:

Now the ground is white, go it while you're young,

Take the girls tonight and sing this sleighing song;

Just get a bob-tailed bay, two-forty as his speed

Hitch him to an open sleigh and - crack! - you'll take the lead.

John Barleycorn

Words & Music:

Traditional English

Arr.: Steve Winwood

This is an old, old song from The Isles and a wonder metaphor for planting to harvest.  It is ideally done a capella - check out the version by Finest Kind - but I've included the Steve Winwood arrangement chords for instrumentalists.  A guitar arrangement of this is in the September 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
[capo 7]


D   C   G   Am A5      Am A5  [2x]

      D          Am       C   G      Am A5   Am A5


There were three men came out of the west


      D     C  Am  G  Am A5     Am A5


Their fortunes for to try.


    D           Am         C  G   Am A5   Am A5


And these three men made a solemn vow:


     D  C  Am   G    Am A5     Am A5


John Barleycorn must die.


C                                     Am       Am7 Am


They've plowed, they've sown, they've harrowed him in,


       C      D      Esus4  E  Esus4  E


Threw clods upon his head.


    Dm          Am         C  G   Am A5   Am A5


And these three men made a solemn vow:


     D  C  Am   G    Am A5   Am A5


John Barleycorn must die

 D   C  G   Am A5      Am A5  [3x]

They let him lie for a very long time,


'Til the rains from heaven did fall.


And little Sir John sprung up his head


And so amazed them all.


They let him stand 'til Midsummer's Day


'Til he looked both pale and wan.


And little Sir John's grown a long, long beard


And so become a man.

 They've hired men with scythes so sharp


To cut him off at the knee.


They rolled him and tied him by the waist


Serving him most barbarously.


They've hired men with sharp pitchforks


Who pricked him to the heart.


And the loader he has served him worse than that


For he's bound him to the cart.


They've wheeled him around and around in the field


'Til they came onto a barn.


And there they made a solemn oath


On poor John Barleycorn.


They've hired men with the crab tree sticks


To cut him skin from bone.


And the miller he has served him worse than that


For he's ground him between two stones.


And little Sir John and the nut brown bowl


And his brandy in the glass.


And little Sir John and the nut brown bowl


Proved the strongest man at last.


The huntsman, he can't hunt the fox


Nor so loudly to blow his horn.


And the Tinker he can't mend kettle nor pots


Without a little Barleycorn.

John Brown's Baby

Words & Music:

Traditional

G

John Brown's baby had a cold upon its chest.

C                       G

John Brown's baby had a cold upon its chest.

G

John Brown's baby had a cold upon its chest.

         D              C           G

So, they rubbed it with camphorated oil.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a cold upon its chest.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a cold upon its chest.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a cold upon its chest.

So, they rubbed it with camphorated oil.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its chest.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its chest.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its chest.

So, they rubbed it with camphorated oil.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

So, they rubbed it with camphorated oil.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

So, they (rub chest) it with camphorated oil.

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

John Brown's (pretend to rock a baby) had a (cough) upon its (thump chest).

So, they (rub chest) it with (sniff and make a face) oil.

John Henry

Words & Music:

Traditional American

First, we offer the "modern" version -- short, sweet and p.c., per Bruce Springsteen:

D                                                         A

Well, John Henry was a little baby sittin' on his daddy's knee.


                           A                    Bm7

He picked up a hammer and a little piece of steel.


           D                     A             D      Bm7

And cried, "Hammer's gonna be the death of me.  Lord!  Lord!

D                     A        D

Hammer's gonna be the death of me."

Now, we offer the original, traditional version.  Lots of verses, 19th century prosody, incorrect language and all (same chords):

John Henry was a li'l baby, uh-huh, sittin' on his mama's knee, oh, yeah,

Said: "De Big Bend Tunnel on de C & O road gonna cause de death of me,

Lawd, Lawd. Gonna cause de death of me.

John Henry, he had a woman, her name was Mary Magdalene,

She would go to de tunnel and sing for John,

Jes' to hear John Henry's hammer ring, Lawd, Lawd,

Jes' to hear John Henry's hammer ring.

John Henry had a li'l woman, her name was Lucy Ann,

John Henry took sick an' had to go to bed, Lucy Ann drove steel like a man,

Lawd, Lawd, Lucy Ann drove steel like a man.

Cap'n says to John Henry, "Gonna bring me a steam drill 'round,

Gonna take dat steam drill out on de job, gonna whop dat steel on down, Lawd, Lawd,

Gonna whop dat steel on down."

John Henry tol' his cap'n, Lightnin' was in his eye;

Cap'n, bet yo' las' red cent on me,

Fo' I'll beat it to de bottom or I'll die, Lawd, Lawd,

I'll beat it to de bottom or I'll die."

Sun shine hot an' burnin', wer'n't no breeze a-tall,

Sweat ran down like water down a hill, dat day John Henry let his hammer fall,

Lawd, Lawd, dat day John Henry let his hammer fall.

John Henry went to de tunnel, an' dey put him in de lead to drive,

De rock so tall an' John Henry so small, dat he lied down his hammer an' he cried,

Lawd, Lawd, dat he lied down his hammer an' he cried.

John Henry started out on de right hand, de steam drill started on de lef'---

"Before I 'd let dis steam drill beat me down, I'd hammer my fool self to death,

Lawd, Lawd, I'd hammer my fool self to death."

White man tol' John Henry, "Nigger, damn yo' soul,

You might beat dis steam & drill of mine, when de rocks in dis mountain turn to gol',

Lawd, Lawd, when de rocks in dis mountain turn to gol`.

John Henry said to his shaker, "Nigger, why don' you sing?

I'm throwin' twelve poun's from my hips on down, jes' listen to de col' steel ring,

Lawd, Lawd, Jes' listen to de col' steel ring."

Oh, de captain said to John Henry, "I b'lieve this mountain's sinkin' in,

John Henry said to his captain, oh my! "Ain' nothin' but my hammer suckin' win',

Lawd, Lawd, ain' nothln' but my hammer suckin' win."

John Henry tol' his shaker, Shaker, you better pray,

For if I miss dis six-foot steel, tomorrow'll be yo' buryin' day,

Lawd, Lawd, tomorrow'll be yo' buryin' day."

John Henry tol' his captain, "Looka yonder what l see ---

Yo' drill's done broke an' yo' hole's done choke, an' you cain' drive steel like me,

Lawd, Lawd, an' you cain' drive steel like me."

De man dat invented de steam drill, thought he was mighty fine.

John Henry drove his fifteen feet, an' de steam drill only made nine,

Lawd, Lawd, an' de steam drill only made nine.

De hammer dat John Henry swung', it weighed over nine pound ;

He broke a rib in his lef'-han' side, an' his intrels fell on de groun',

Lawd, Lawd, an' his intrels fell on de groun'.

John Henry was hammerin' on de mountain, an' his hammer was strikin' fire,

He drove so hard till he broke his pore heart, an' he lied down his hammer & he died,

Lawd, Lawd, he lied down his hammer an' he died.

All de womens in de wes', when dey heared of John Henry's death,

Stood in de rain, flagged de eas'-boun' train, goin' where John Henry fell dead,

Lawd, Lawd, goin' where John Henry fell dead.

John Henry's lil mother, she was all dressed in red,

She jumped in bed, covered up her head, said she didn' know her son was dead,

Lawd, Lawd, didn' know her son was dead.

John Henry had a pretty lil woman, an' de dress she wo' was blue,

An' de las' wards she said to him: "John Henry, I've been true to you,

Lawd, Lawd, John Henry I've been true to you."

"Oh, who's gonna shoe yo' lil feetses, an' who's gonna glub yo' han's,

An' who`g gonna kiss yo' rosy, rosy lips, an' who's gonna be yo' man,

Lawd, Lawd, an' who's gonna be yo' man?"

Dey took John Henry to de graveyard, an' dey buried him in de san',

An' every locomotive come roarin' by, says, "Dere lays a steel-drivin' man,

Lawd, Lawd, dere lays a steel-drivin' man."

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt
Words & Music:

Traditional

C

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt

G7                   F

His name is my name, too.

C                       F

Whenever we go out, the people always shout,

            G7                      C

"There goes John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt!"

G7

Ba-da-da-da-da-da-da.

Repeat ad infinitum...  Make each verse softer than the one before, but be sure to shout the last line every time.  Stop when you are only whispering or are heartily sick of the song.

John The Revelator

Words & Music:

Traditional American

Best version?  Son House's a capella rendition.  Take the lesson of how much you can do with one bone-simple line like the chorus of "Tell me who's that writin'?  John The Revelator."

Tell me who's that writin'?  John The Revelator  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals

Who's that writin'?  (John The Revelator)  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals.

(O, yes!  Tell me who's that writin'?)  John The Revelator

(Tell me who's that writin'?)  John The Revelator

(Tell me who's that writin'?)  John The Revelator

Wrote the book of the seven seals.

Look, God walked down the hill one day; called Adam by his name.

And Adam wouldn't answer, ‘cause he was naked and ashamed.

(Tell me who's that writin'?) John The Revelator  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals.

You know Christ (Christ!) had twelve apostles; three, he laid away.

He said, "Watch me while I walk.  While I go out and pray."

Tell me who's that writin'?  John The Revelator  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals

Well, Christ rose on Easter morning.  Mary Mother came down to see.

He said, "Go and tell my disciples to meet me in Galilee."

Who's that writin'?  (John The Revelator)  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals.

Tell me what I'm shoutin'! (John The Revelator)  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals.

Tell me who's that writin'?  John The Revelator  [sing 3x]

Wrote the book of the seven seals

Johnny Appleseed

Words & Music:

Traditional American

"Johnny Appleseed" was, of course, one John Chapman, a native of Leominster, MA who was born in 1774.  From 1797 until his death in 1845, he traveled on foot through what was then the "Western Frontier" of the United States (western Pennsylvania, Ohio, Illinois & Indiana).  As he went, he passed along apple seeds and seedlings to the settlers he found so that the residents of these areas could enjoy the fruit that Massachusetts residents had already savored for over 150 years.  Leominster, MA recently stopped the sale of the last orchard within its boundaries for condo development and, instead, purchased the land as conservation land for its city's residents to enjoy and to honor its most famous son.

        C

Oh, the Lord is good to me and so I thank the Lord

    F      C      F        C

For giving me the things I need.

    F           C            F

The sun and the rain and the appleseed.

    F    C  F    G  C

The Lord is good to me.

And every seed I sow will grow into a tree,

And someday there'll be apples there

For everyone in the world to share

The Lord is good to me.

Johnny's Lost His Marble

(American boring version of "Geordy's Lost His Penker")

Words & Music:

Traditional

C                          G7

Johnny's lost his marble, Johnny's lost his marble,

C                 F       G7               C

Johnny's lost his marble, Down in Granny's yard.

He lost it up the drainpipe, He lost it up the drainpipe,

He lost it up the drainpipe, Down in Granny's yard.

He went and got a clothesprop, He went and got a clothesprop,

He went and got a clothesprop, Down in Granny's yard.

He rammed it up the drainpipe, He rammed it up the drainpipe,

He rammed it up the drainpipe, Down in Granny's yard.

Still, he didn't find it, Still, he didn't find it, 

Still, he didn't find it, Down in Granny's yard.

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

He went and got a broomstick, Down in Granny's yard.

He rammed it up the drainpipe, He rammed it up the drainpipe, 

He rammed it up the drainpipe, Down in Granny's yard.

Still, he didn't find it, Still, he didn't find it, 

Still, he didn't find it, Down in Granny's yard.

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

He went for the policeman, Down in Granny's yard.

He tied him to the clothesprop, He tied him to the clothesprop, 

He tied him to the clothesprop, Down in Granny's yard.

He rammed him up the drainpipe, He rammed him up the drainpipe, 

He rammed him up the drainpipe, Down in Granny's yard.

Still, he didn't find it, Still, he didn't find it, 

Still, he didn't find it, Down in Granny's yard.

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

He went and got gunpowder, Down in Granny's yard.

He tied it to the clothesprop, He tied it to the clothesprop, 

He tied it to the clothesprop, Down in Granny's yard.

He rammed it up the drainpipe, He rammed it up the drainpipe, 

He rammed it up the drainpipe, And blew up Granny's yard.

Oh, Johnny's found his marble, Johnny's found his marble,

Johnny's found his marble, Down in Granny's yard.

He found it in his pocket, He found it in his pocket, 

He found it in his pocket, Down in Granny's yard.

Jolly Old Saint Nicholas

Words & Music:

Traditional

[Note from the transcriber "sj":  "This chord progression is similar to Pachelbel's Canon in D major. You can play the "melody" using the available strings. Try it soft and slow and then jump into these lyrics. It's a kick. sj"]

C               G7        Am                 Em

Jolly old Saint Nicholas, lean your ear this way.

F                C           G                 G7

Don't you tell a single soul what I'm going to say.

C                G7           Am               Em

Christmas Eve is coming soon; now, my dear old man.

F                   C            G7             C

Whisper what you'll bring to me; tell me if you can.

When the clock is striking twelve, when I'm fast asleep,

Down the chimney, broad and black, with your pack you'll creep.

All the stockings you will find hanging in a row.

Mine will be the shortest one, you'll be sure to know.

Bobby wants a pair of skates, Suzy wants a sled,

Nellie wants a picture book, yellow, blue, and red.

Now, I think I'll leave to you what to give the rest,

Choose for me, dear Santa Claus; you will know the best.

Joy To The World

Words & Music:

Issac Watts & Lowell Mason (1839)

D                 Em  D    A7 D          G         A           D

Joy to the world! The Lord is come!  Let earth receive her King!

D   G     D     D       G   D

Let every heart prepare Him room,

    D                           A              A7

And heav'n and nature sing, and heav'n and nature sing,

D   G          D      Em  D A7   D

And heav'n and heav'n and nature sing!

Joy to the world!  The Savior reigns!  Let men their songs employ!

While field and floods, rocks, hills, and plains

Repeat the sounding joy, repeat the sounding joy,

Repeat, repeat the sounding joy!

He rules the world with truth and grace and makes the nations prove

The glories of His righteousness,

And wonders of His love, and wonders of His love,

And wonders, wonders of His love.

A Nifty "Joy To The World" Tab by Liam

I picked this one because it was harmonized.  Enjoy!

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

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

G|-14--13--11--9--7--6-4-2---9--11-11-13-13-14-|

D|-12--11---9--7--5--4-2-0---7---9--9-11-11-12-|

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

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

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

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

G|-14--14\13--11--9-9-7--6--14-14\13--11--9-9--7--6-|

D|-12--12\11---9--7-7-5--4--12-12\11---9--7-7--5--4-|

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

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

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

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

G|-6-6-6-6--7-7-9--6-4-4-4--4/8--7-|-6\2--4--14-11--9-7-6-4-2-|

D|-4-4-4-4--5-5-7--4-2-2-2--2/6--5-|-4\0--2--12--9--7-5-4-2-0-|

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

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

Jump Down, Turn Around

(a.k.a. "Pick A Bale O' Cotton")

Words & Music:

Traditional Work Song

This was a traditional song sung in the field as a work song (slowly) but Huddie "Leadbelly" Ledbetter  sped it up to the house party song we know.  Here are the basic & more complete versions.  Oh, and be sure to listen to Allan Sherman's satire of this song.  Very funny!

Basic version:


G                          C              D7


Jump down, turn around, to pick a bale of cotton.


G                          D7            G


Jump down, turn around, to pick a bale a day.


G          C              D7


Oh, Lordy, pick a bale of cotton.


G          D7            G


Oh, Lordy, pick a bale a day.

More complete version (same chords):

 Oh, Lordy, Julie, pick a bale o' cotton.


Oh, Lordy, Julie, pick a bale a day.  [2x]

Gonna get on my knees and pick a bale o' cotton.


Gonna get on my knees and pick a bale a day.


Gonna jump, jump, jump down, pick a bale o' cotton.


Gonna jump, jump, jump down, pick a bale a day.


Gonna jump down, turn around, pick a bale o' cotton.


Gonna jump down, turn around, pick a bale a day.


Me & my gal gonna pick a bale o' cotton.


Me & my gal gonna pick a bale a day.


Me an' my buddy gonna pick a bale o' cotton.


Me an' my buddy gonna pick a bale a day.


I b'lieve to my soul I can pick a bale o' cotton.


I b'lieve to my soul I can pick a bale a day.


Went to Corsicana to pick a bale o' cotton.


Went to Corsicana to pick a bale a day.


Gonna pick-a pick-a pick-a pick-a pick a bale o'cotton


Gonna pick-a pick-a pick-a pick-a pick a bale a day


Gonna pick-a pick-a pick-a pick-a pick a bale o' cotton


We're gonna jump down turn around pick a bale a day.

Just Because

Words & Music:

Washington & Lee Swing (1911) via Shelton Bros. (1930s)

Thanks to Richard Morton, who must have been having a slow day at the office, for finding the sound clip (http://pw1.netcom.com/~jodya/s59/fwmusic.html.) and this text:  The following is from the Washington and Lee University 250th anniversary timeline under the year 1910:  Thornton W. Allen '13 publishes The Washington and Lee Swing. The chorus originated with Mark W. Sheaf '06L of South Dakota, who taught the tune to members of the guitar club in 1906. C. A. Robbins '11 wrote words and Allen composed additional music for the verses. The song caught on and by 1924, is popular all over the country, "being sung, played, and danced to in every important city from coast to coast," according to the Alumni Magazine.

And under 1924:  More than fifty colleges have written for permission to adapt The Washington and Lee Swing as their fight song, but Tulane University tries to claim it as its own, calling it the "Tulane Swing." William B. Wisdom '21, an irate W&L alumnus, writes to the New Orleans newspaper that W&L students "regard The Swing as a sacred trust, and the singing of it has become almost a religious rite. It has long been traditional for the students to stand with bared heads whenever The Swing is heard, and it is the song invoked when the team is in sore straits as well as when it is on top of the score."

G                                                                  D7

When I come to think of it baby, there's nothing much that you've really got.

D7                                                                G

When you wake up early in the morning, gee, but you don't look so hot.

G                                          G7  C

I'm waving goodbye, honey, you'll miss your old Santa Claus.

C               C#dim7           G              E7     A7       D7     G

You're going to grieve while I'm laughing up my sleeve because, just because.

Maybe you think that you're a honey, maybe you think that you are hot.

But I've got a little bit of something baby, something that you haven't got.

You're gonna miss me, honey, you'll miss your old Santa Claus,

How about the dough?  Honey, when I go because just because.

I'm gonna tell you a little something, baby, something that you never knew.

There's a million gals a-waiting, just to take the place of you.

You need a little education from your old Santa Claus.

I'm telling you, that I'm through with you, because, just because.

The original words (from somewhere else):

When Washington and Lee's men fall in line,

They're bound to win again another time.

For W-L I yell, I yell, I yell!

And for the university I yell like hell!

So fight, fight, fight, fight, fight for every yard.

Circle the ends and hit the line right hard,

And roll the enemy upon the sod, yes by God!

RAH! RAH! RAH!
