Sam's Gone Away
I wish I was a captain, aboard a man o'war!

SHIMMEY, Sam's gone away, aboard a man o'war!

Brave work me boys,

Pretty work, I say!

Sam's gone away, aboard a man o'war!

I wish I was the cabin boy, aboard a man o'war!

I wish I was the helmsman, aboard a man o'war!
I wish I was the bos'n, aboard a man o'war!

I wish I was a gunner, aboard a man o'war!

I wish I was an officer, aboard a man o'war!

You'll never be a hero, aboard a man o'war!
The captain’s wife is a frigid bitch, aboard a man o’ war! 

Well I am glad I am not the captain, aboard a man o’ war!

Sally Brown

O, Sally Brown, of New York City,

Way, hay, roll and go!
O, Sally Brown you're very pretty

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
2. O, Sally Brown's a bright mulatto,

Way, hay, roll and go!
She drinks rum and chews tobacco,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
3. O, Sally Brown's a Creole lady,

Way, hay, roll and go!
She's the mother of a yellow baby,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
4. Seven long years I courted Sally,

Way, hay, roll and go!
Sweetest girl in all the valley,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
5. Seven long years she wouldn't marry,

Way, hay, roll and go!
And I no longer cared to tarry,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
6. Sally's teeth are white and pearly,

Way, hay, roll and go!
Her eyes are blue, her hair is curly,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!
7. Now my troubles are all over,

Way, hay, roll and go!
Sally's married to a dirty soldier,

Spend my money on Sally Brown!

Drunken Sailor - heaving shanty 

What shall we do with a drunken sailor?
What shall we do with a drunken sailor?
What shall we do with a drunken sailor?
Early in the morning?
Way-hay, up she rises
Way-hay, up she rises
Way-hay, up she rises
Early in the morning
Put him in the long boat 'til he's sober

Pull out the bung and wet him all over

Put him in the scuppers with the deck pump on him

Heave him by the leg in a runnin' bowlin'

Tie him to the taffrail when she's yard-arm under
Put him in the bed with the captains daughter
South Australia 

In South Australia I was born
(To me) heave away, haul away
In South Australia round Cape Horn
We're bound for South Australia
Haul away you rolling kings
To me heave away, haul away
Haul away, you'll hear me sing
We're bound for South Australia

As I walked out one morning fair
'Twas there I met Miss Nancy Blair
I shook her up and I shook her down
I shook her round and round the town
I run her all night and I run her all day
And I run her until we sailed away
There ain't but one thing grieves me mind
To leave Miss Nancy Blair behind
In South Australia my native land
Full of rocks and thieves and fleas and sand
I wish I was on Australia's strand
A bottle of whiskey in each hand

It’s back again to Liverpool

I spent me pay like a bloody fool

I’m Liverpool born and Liverpool bred

Long in the arm and thick in the head

And as we wallop around Cape Horn
You'll wish to God you'd never been born
So rock and roll and make some noise

Let’s get this damn job over boys

Rosin the Beau
I've this wide world over,
And now to another I go.
And I know that good quarters are waiting
To welcome old Rosin the Beau.

To welcome old Rosin the Beau. (x2)
And I know that good quarters are waiting
To welcome old Rosin the Beau. 

When I'm dead and laid out on the counter
A voice you will hear from below,
Saying "Send down a hogshead of whisky
To drink with old Rosin the Beau.

To drink with old Rosin the Beau". (x2)
Saying "Send down a hogshead of whisky
To drink with old Rosin the Beau". 

And then when I’m dead then I reckon
My friends will be anxious I know,
To lift up the lid on me coffin
An peep at old Rosin the Beau.

An peep at old Rosin the Beau". (x2)
To lift up the lid on me coffin
An peep at old Rosin the Beau". 

Then get a half dozen stout fellows
And stack them all up in a row
Let them drink out of half gallon bottles
To the memory of Rosin the Beau

To the memory of Rosin the Beau (x2)
Let them drink out of half gallon bottles
To the memory of Rosin the Beau 

Then get a half dozen stout fellows
And let them all stagger and go
And dig a great hole in the meadow
And in it put Rosin the Beau.

And in it put Rosin the Beau. (x2)
And dig a great hole in the meadow
And in it put Rosin the Beau. 

Then get ye a couple of bottles.
Put one at me head and me toe.
With a diamond ring scratch upon 'em
The name of old Rosin the Beau.

The name of old Rosin the Beau. (x2)
With a diamond ring scratch upon 'em
The name of old Rosin the Beau. 

I’ve only this one consolation
as out of this world I go,
I know that the next generation
Will resemble old Rosin the Beau.

Will resemble old Rosin the Beau". (x2)
I know that the next generation
Will resemble old Rosin the Beau". 

I feel that old tyrant approaching,
That cruel remorseless old foe,
And I lift up me glass in his honour.
Take a drink with old Rosin the Beau.

Take a drink with old Rosin the Beau. (x2)
And I lift up me glass in his honor.
Take a drink with old Rosin the Beau. 
Parting Glass
Of all the money that e'er I spent 

I've spent it in good company 

And all the harm that ever I did 

Alas it was to none but me 

And all I've done for want of wit 

To memory now I can't recall 

So fill to me the parting glass 

Good night and joy be with you all 

If I had money enough to spend 

And leisure to sit awhile 

There is a fair maid in the town 

That sorely has my heart beguiled 

Her rosy cheeks and ruby lips 

I own she has my heart enthralled 

So fill to me the parting glass 

Good night and joy be with you all 

Oh, all the comrades that e'er I had 

They're sorry for my going away 

And all the sweethearts that e'er I had 

They'd wish me one more day to stay 

But since it falls unto my lot 

That I should rise and you should not 

I'll gently rise and softly call 

Good night and joy be with you all

The Minstrel Boy

The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone

In the ranks of death you will find him

His father's sword he hath girded on

And his wild harp slung behind him

Land of Song! said the warrior bard

Tho' all the world betrays thee

One sword, at least, they rights shall guard

One faithful harp shall praise thee!
The Minstrel fell! But the foeman's chain

Could not bring that proud soul under

The harp he lov'd ne'er spoke again

For he tore its chords asunder

And said "No chains shall sully thee

Thou soul of love and brav'ry!

Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 

They shall never sound in slavery!
Whiskey in the Jar
As I was a-goin' over Gilgarra Mountain

I spied Colonel Farrell, and his money he was countin'.

First I drew my pistols and then I drew my rapier,

Sayin' "Stand and deliver, for I am your bold receiver." 
Chorus
Musha ringum duram da, (4 claps)
Whack fol the daddy-o,

There's whiskey in the jar. 

He counted out his money and it made a pretty penny;

I put it in my pocket to take home to darlin' Jenny.

She sighed and swore she loved me and never would deceive me,

Bu the devil take the women, for they always lie so easy!

Musha rungum duram da

I went into me chamber all for to take a slumber,

To dream of gold and girls, and of course it was no wonder:

Me Jenny took me charges and she filled them up with water,

Called on Colonel Farrell to get ready for the slaughter.

Musha rungum duram da

Next mornin' early, before I rose for travel,

A-came a band of footmen and likewise Colonel Farrell.

I goes to draw my pistol, for she'd stole away my rapier,

But I couldn't shoot the water for a prisoner I was taken.

Musha rungum duram da

They put me into jail with a judge all a-writin':

For robbin' Colonel Farrell on Gilgarra Mountain.

But they didn't take me fists and I knocked the jailer down

And bid a farewell to this tight-fisted town.

Musha ringum duram da

I'd like to find me brother, the one who's in the army;

I don't know where he's stationed, be it Cork or in Killarney.

Together we'd go roamin' o'er the mountains of Kilkenny,

And I swear he'd treat me fairer than my darlin' sportin' Jenny!

Musha ringum duram da

It twas early in the morning at the barracks of Killarney;

Me brother took his leave and he did not tell the army.

His horses they were speedy, t’was all over but the shoutin’
And now we wait for Farrell up on Gilgarra mountain!

Musha ringum duram da

Now some men take delight in the drinking and the roving,
But others take delight in the gambling and the smoking.
But I take delight in the juice of the barley,
And courting pretty fair maids in the morning bright and early
Musha ringum duram da

Rolling Down to Old Maui
It's a damn tough life full of toil and strife
We whalemen undergo.
And we don't give a damn when the day is done
How hard the winds did blow.
For we're homeward bound from the Arctic ground
With a good ship, taut and free
And we don't give a damn when we drink our rum
With the girls of Old Maui.

Chorus
Rolling down to Old Maui, me boys
Rolling down to Old Maui
We're homeward bound from the Arctic ground
Rolling down to Old Maui.

Once more we sail with a northerly gale
Through the ice and wind and rain.
Them native maids, them tropical glades,
We soon shall see again.
Six hellish months have passed away
One the cold Kamchatka Sea,
But now we're bound from the Arctic ground
Rolling down to Old Maui.

Chorus

 
Once more we sail with a northerly gale
Towards our island home.
Our mainmast sprung, our whaling done,
And we ain't go far to roam.
Our stuns'l bones is carried away
What care we for that sound?
A living gale is after us,
Thank God we're homeward bound.

Chorus

 
How soft the breeze through the island trees, 
Now the ice is far astern.
Them native maids, them tropical glades 
Is a-waiting our return.
Even now their soft brown eyes look out
Hoping some fine day to see
Our baggy sails runnin' 'fore the gales

Chorus 
Holy Ground

Fare thee well, my lovely Dinah,
a thousand times adieu.
We are bound away from the Holy Ground
and the girls we love so true.
We'll sail the salt seas over 
and we'll return once more,
And still I live in hope to see
the Holy Ground once more.
Chorus:
You're the girl that I adore,
And still I live in hope to see
the Holy Ground once more.
 
Oh now the storm is raging
and we are far from shore;
The poor old ship she's sinking fast
and the riggings they are tore.
The night is dark and dreary, 
we can scarcely see the moon,
But still I live in hope to see
the Holy Ground once more.
Chorus: 

It's now the storm is over
and we are safe on shore
We'll drink a toast to the Holy Ground
and the girls that we adore.
We'll drink strong ale and porter
and we'll make the taproom roar,
And when our money is all spent
we'll go to sea once more.
Chorus:

The Hunters of Kentucky

Ye gentlemen and ladies fair,
Who grace this famous city,
Just listen if you've time to spare
While I rehearse a ditty,
And for the opportunity
Conceive yourself quite lucky,
For 'tis not often here you see
A hunter from Kentucky.

Chorus
Oh, Kentucky, The hunters of Kentucky
Oh, Kentucky, The hunters of Kentucky

You've heard, I s'pose, how New Orleans
Is famed for wealth and beauty,
There's girls of ev'ry hue it seems,
From snowy white to sooty;
So Pakenham he made his brags,
If he in fight was lucky,
He'd have their girls and cotton bags,
In spite of old Kentucky.

Chorus


But Jackson, he was wide awake,
And was not scared of trifles;
For well he knew what aim we take
With our Kentucky rifles;
He led us down to Cypress Swamp,
The ground was low and mucky;
There stood John Bull in pomp,
And here was old Kentucky.

Chorus

A bank was rais'd to hide our breast,
Not that we thought of dying,
But the we always like to rest, 
Unless the game is flying;
Behind it stood our little force
None wished it to be greater,
For ev'ry man was half a horse,
And half an alligator.

Chorus
They found, at last, 'twas vain to fight,
Where lead was all the booty,
And so they wisely took to flight,
And left us all our beauty.
And now, if danger e'er annoys,
Remember what our trade is,
Just send for us Kentucky boys,
And we'll protect ye, ladies.
Chorus

Star of the County Down

Near Banbridge town, in the County Down
One morning in July
Down a boreen green came a sweet colleen
And she smiled as she passed me by.
She looked so sweet from her two white feet
To the sheen of her nut-brown hair
Such a coaxing elf, I'd to shake myself
To make sure I was standing there.

From Bantry Bay up to Derry Quay
And from Galway to Dublin town
No maid I've seen like the sweet colleen
That I met in the County Down.

As she onward sped I shook my head
And I gazed with a feeling rare
And I said, says I, to a passerby
"who's the maid with the nut-brown hair?"
He smiled at me, and with pride says he,
"That's the gem of Ireland's crown.
She's young Rosie McCann 
     from the banks of the Bann
She's the star of the County Down."
Chorus 
I've travelled a bit, but never was hit
Since my roving career began
But fair and square I surrendered there
To the charms of young Rose McCann.
I'd a heart to let and no tenant yet
Did I meet with in shawl or gown
But in she went and I asked no rent
From the star of the County Down.
Chorus

At the crossroads fair I'll be surely there
And I'll dress in my Sunday clothes
And I'll try sheep's eyes, and deludhering lies
On the heart of the nut-brown rose.
No pipe I'll smoke, no horse I'll yoke
Though with rust my plow turns brown
Till a smiling bride by my own fireside
Sits the star of the County Down.
Chorus

All for me Grog
Chorus
Well it's all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog
It's all for me beer and tobacco
For I spent all me tin with the lassies drinking gin
Far across the western ocean I must wander 

Where are me boots, me noggin', noggin' boots?
They're all gone for beer and tobacco
For the heels they are worn out and the toes are kicked about
And the soles are looking out for better weather 

Chorus 

Where is me shirt, my noggin', noggin' shirt?
It's all gone for beer and tobacco
For the collar is all worn, and the sleeves they are all torn
And the tail is looking out for better weather 

Chorus 

I'm sick in the head and I haven't been to bed
Since first I came ashore with me slumber
For I spent all me dough on the lassies movin' slow
Far across the Western Ocean I must wander:

Chorus

Where is me bed, me noggin' noggin bed
It's all gone for beer and tobacco
Well I lent it to a whore and now the sheets are all tore
And the springs are looking out for better whether.

Chorus

Where is me wench, me noggin' noggin' whence
She's all gone for beer and tobacco
Well her  (clap) is all worn out and her (clap) is knocked about
And her (clap) is looking out for better whether.

Alternate chorus:
Well it's all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog
It's all for me beer and tobacco
I spent all me loot in a house of ill repute
And I think I'll have to go back there tomorrow.

Black Velvet Band

Well, I was out strolling one evening 
Not intending to stay very long 
When I met with a frolicsome damsel 
As She came a trippin along 

Chorus 
Her eyes they shone like the diamond 
You'd think she was queen of the land 
And her hair hung over her shoulder 
Tied up in a black velvet band 

Well a watch, she pulled out her pocket 
And slipped it right into my hand 
On the very first day that I met her, 
Bad luck to the black velvet band 

Chorus... 

Before judge and jury next morning 
Both of us did appear 
A gentleman claimed his jewelry 
And the case against us was clear. 

Chorus... 
Now seven long years transportation 
Right down to Van Dieman's Land 
Far away from my friends and companions 
To follow the black velvet band 

Chorus... 

Optional extra verses:
First verses: 

In a neat little town they call Belfast 
Apprenticed in trade I was bound 
And many an hour of sweet happiness 
I spent in that neat little town. 

Then bad misfortune befell me 
And caused me to stray from the land 
Far away from my friends and companions 
To follow the black velvet band. 

End verses: 

So come all you jolly young fellows 
I'd have you take warning by me 
And whenever you're out on the liquor 
Beware of the pretty colleen 

They'll fill you with whiskey and porter 
Until You're not able to stand 
And the very next thing that you know 
You're landed in Van Dieman's Land 

Finnegan’s Wake

Tim Finnegan lived in Walkin' Street 
A gentleman, Irish, mighty odd; 
He had a brogue both rich and sweet 
And to rise in the world he carried a hod. 
Now Tim had a sort of the tipplin' way 
With a love of the whiskey he was born 
And to help him on with his work each day 
He'd a "drop of the cray-thur" every morn. 

Chorus:
Whack fol the darn O, dance to your partner 
Whirl the floor, your trotters shake; 
Wasn't it the truth I told you 
Lots of fun at Finnegan's wake! 

One mornin' Tim was feelin' full 
His head was heavy which made him shake; 
He fell from the ladder and broke his skull 
And they carried him home his corpse to wake. 
They rolled him up in a nice clean sheet 
And laid him out upon the bed, 
A gallon of whiskey at his feet 
And a barrel of porter at his head. 

Chorus

His friends assembled at the wake 
And Mrs. Finnegan called for lunch, 
First they brought in tay and cake 
Then pipes, tobacco and whiskey punch. 
Biddy O'Brien began to bawl 
"Such a nice clean corpse, did you ever see? 
"O Tim, mavourneen, why did you die?" 
Arragh, hold your gob said Paddy McGhee! 

Chorus

Then Maggie O'Connor took up the job 
"O Biddy," says she, "You're wrong, I'm sure" 
Biddy she gave her a belt in the gob 
And left her sprawlin' on the floor. 
And then the war did soon engage 
'Twas woman to woman and man to man, 
Shillelagh law was all the rage 
And a row and a ruction soon began. 

Chorus

Then Mickey Maloney ducked his head 
When a noggin of whiskey flew at him, 
It missed, and falling on the bed 
The liquor scattered over Tim! 
The corpse revives! See how he raises! 
Timothy rising from the bed, 
Says,"Whirl your whiskey around like blazes 
Thanum an Dhul! Do you thunk I'm dead?"

Chorus

Look at the Coffin

Look at the coffin, with golden handles
Isn't it grand, boys, to be bloody well dead?
Let's not have a sniffle, let's have a bloody good cry
And always remember, the longer you live
The sooner you'll bloody well die.

Look at the flowers, all bloody well wilted...
Look at the choir boys, bloody castrati…
Look at the widow, bloody great woman...

Look at the mourners, bloody great hypocrites..

Look at the preacher, bloody well sanctified... (or bloody sanctimonious)
Look at the tombstone, bloody great boulder

Look at the whiskey, in buckets and bottles
Twa Recruitin Sergeants

Twa recruiting sergeants came frae the Black Watch
Tae markets and fairs, some recruits for tae catch.
But a' that they 'listed was forty and twa:
Enlist my bonnie laddie an' come awa.

Chorus:

And it's over the mountain and over the Main,
Through Gibralter, to France and Spain.
Pit a feather tae your bonnet, and a kilt aboon your knee,
Enlist my bonnie laddie and come awa with me.

Oh laddie ye dinna ken the danger that yer in.
If yer horses was to fleg, and yer owsen was to rin,
This greedy ole farmer, he wouldna pay yer fee.
Sae list my bonnie laddie and come awa wi' me

Chorus:

With your tattie porin's and yer meal and kale,
Yer soor sowan' soorin's and yer ill-brewed ale,
Yer buttermilk, yer whey, and yer breid fired raw.
Sae list my bonnie laddie and come awa.

Chorus:

And its into the barn and out o' the byre,
This ole farmer, he thinks ye never tire.
It's slavery a' yer life, a life o' low degree.
Sae list my bonnie laddie and come awa with me

Chorus:

O laddie if ye've got a sweetheart an' a bairn,
Ye'll easily get rid o' that ill-spun yarn.
Twa rattles o' the drum, aye and that'll pay it a'.
Sae list my bonnie laddie and come awa.

 

Fair Spanish Ladies

Farewell and adieu to you, Spanish ladies, 
Farewell and adieu to you, ladies of Spain; 
For we have received orders to sail to old England, 
But we hope in a short time to see you again. 

chorus

 We'll rant and we'll roar like true British sailors, 
We'll rant and we'll roar across the salt seas; 
Until we strike soundings in the Channel of old England: 
From Ushant to Scilly 'tis thirty-five leagues. 

Then we hove our ship to, with the wind at sou'-west, my boys, 
Then we hove our ship to, for to strike soundings clear; 
Then we filled the main topsail and bore right away, my boys, 
And straight up the Channel of old England did steer. 

So the first land we made it is called the Deadman, 
Next Ram Head off Plymouth, Start, Portland and the Wight; 
We sailed hy Beachy, by Fairly and Dungeness, 
And then bore away for the South Foreland light. 

Now the signal it was made for the Grand Fleet to anchor, 
All on the Downs that night for to meet; 
Then stand by your stoppers, see clear your shank-painters, 
Haul all your clew garnets, stick out tacks and sheets. 
Now let every man drink up his full bottle, 
Let every man drink up his full bowl; 
For we will be jolly and drown melancholy, 
With a health to each jovial and true-hearted soul. 

Risin of the Moon

Oh then tell me Sean O'Farrell; Tell me why you hurry so
Hush me buichall hush and listen and his cheeks were all aglow
I bear orders from the Captain, get you ready quick and soon
For the pikes must be together by the risin' of the moon
Chorus:  Oh the rising of the moon, oh the rising of the moon. 

For the pikes must be together by the rising of the moon 
Oh then tell me Sean O'Farrell, where the gatherin' is to be
In the old spot by the river; right well known to you and me
One word more for signal token; whistle up a marching tune
With your pike upon your shoulder by the risin' of the moon
Chorus
From many a mudwall cabin, eyes were watching through the night
Many a manly heart was throbbing for the coming warning light
Murmurs ran along the valley like the banshee's lonely croon
And a thousand blades were flashing by the rising of the moon.
Chorus
There beside the singing river, that dark mass of men were seen
And among their shining weapons, hung their own beloved green
"Death to every foe and traitor! Forward! Strike a marching tune,
Sing, "Hurrah, me boys, for freedom! 'Tis the risin' of the moon!"
Chorus
Well they fought for dear old Ireland and full bitter was their fate
What a glorious pride and sorrow fills the name of ninety-eight
Yet thank God while hearts are beating fast in manhood's burning noon
We will follow in their footsteps by the rising of the moon
Chorus

Riley’s Daughter

As I was sitting by the fire
Eatin’ spuds and drinkin’ porter
Suddenly a thought came into me head
I'd like to marry ol' Reilly's daughter.

Chorus:
Giddy-aye-ay Giddy-aye-ay
Giddy-aye-ay for the one-eyed Reilly
Giddy-aye-ay [CLAP CLAP CLAP]
Play it on your old bass drum.

Reilly played on a big bass drum
Reilly had a mind for murder and slaughter
Reilly had a bright red glitt'rin' eye
And he kept that eye on his lovely daughter. 

Chorus
Her hair was black and her eyes were blue
The colonel and the major and the captain sought her
The sergeant and the private and the drummer boy too
But they never had a chance with Reilly's daughter. 


Chorus
I got me a ring and a parson too
Got me a flat in the married quarter
Settled me down to a peaceful life
Happy as a king with Reilly's daughter. 

Chorus
Suddenly a footstep on the stairs
Who should it be but Reilly out for slaughter
With two pistols in his hands
Looking for the man who had married** his daughter. 

Chorus
I grabbed ol' Reilly by the hair
Rammed his head in a pail of water
Fired his pistols into the air
A damned sight quicker than I married his daughter. 

Garry Owen

Let Bacchus' sons be not dismayed
But join with me, each jovial blade
Come, drink and sing and lend your aid
To help me with the chorus:
Chorus
Instead of spa, we'll drink brown ale
And pay the reckoning on the nail;
No man for debt shall go to jail
From Garryowen in glory.

We'll beat the bailiffs out of fun,
We'll make the mayor and sheriffs run
We are the boys no man dares dun
If he regards a whole skin.
Chorus

Our hearts so stout have got no fame
For soon 'tis known from whence we came
Where'er we go they fear the name
Of Garryowen in glory.
Chorus
McPHERSON'S LAMENT
Farewell ye dungeons dark and strong
Farewell, farewell to thee
McPherson's life will no be long
On yonder gallows tree

Chorus:
Sae rantingly, sae wantingly and sae dauntingly gaed he
He played a tune and he danced around below the gallows tree

Take off these bands from off my hands
And give to me my sword
For there's no a man in all Scotland
But I'd brave him at his word
Chorus
There's some come here for to see me hung
And some to buy my fiddle
But before that I do part with her
I'll break her through the middle
He took his fiddle in both of his hands
And he broke it o'er a stone
Saying "There's nae a hand shall play on thee
When I am dead and gone"
Chorus
The reprieve was coming o'er the Brigg of Banff
For to set McPherson free
But they put the clock a quarter before
And they hanged him from a tree
Chorus
Bulgine Run 

Oh! The smartest clipper that ye can find 
Ah Hey! Ah Ho! Are you ‘most done? 
Is the Margaret Evans of the Blue Star Line! 
SO Clear away the track an' let the bulgine run! 

(Chorus)
To Me Hey, Rig-a-jig, in a low back tar! 
Ah Hey! Ah Ho! Are you most done? 
With Eliza Lee all on me knee 
So Clear away the track an' let the bulgine run! 

Oh the Margaret Evans of the Blue Star Line
She's never a day behind her time!

Oh, we're outward bound for New York Town
Them bowery gals we'll waltz around!

When we've stowed our freight at the West Street Pier
We'll steer back home for some Liverpool beer!

Oh, them bowery gals will give us fun
Chatham Street dives is home from home!

When we all gets back to Liverpool town
I'll stand ye whiskies all around

Oh, when I gets home across the sea
Eliza Lee, will you marry me?
At last she’s a standin’ on the pier

I’ll soon be home to you my dear!
Rowdy Soul

I’m a rowdy Soul I’m a rowdy Soul
And I don’t’ care whether I work or not
I’m a rowdy Soul I’m a rowdy Soul
And I don’t’ care whether I work or not

Come here dog and get your bone an tell me what shore do you want it on

A penny off and a penny on, one more load and I’ll be gone

Chorus

I didn’t plant no corn this year, didn’t plant no beans or tomatoes

I didn’t plant no corn this year, but damn them Irish potatoes

Chorus

I saw the Captains coat just a hangin’ up on the wall
I stole the captain’s coat and wore it to the fancy dress ball

Chorus

Next time I build my house, gonna build my chimney higher

Mud dobber swarmin round, gonna put me out of my fire

Chorus

Pass that jug around dear son and I’ll tell you a story
About thing out there that scratch and bite like women mean and whorey

Chorus 2X

 "The Wild Rover (Traditional)"

I've been a wild rover for many's the year 
and I've spent all me money on whiskey and beer
and now I'm returning with gold in great store 
and I never will play the wild rover no more

[Chorus:]
And it's no, nay, never (clap, clap, clap, clap)

 No, nay, never no more 

will I play the wild rover 

no,nay, never, no more



I went into an alehouse I used to frequent
and I told the landlady me money was spent
 I asked her for credit, and she answered me nay 
such a custom as yours I could have any day

I took from me pocket ten sovereigns bright 
and the landlady's eyes opened up with delight
she said she had whiskeys and wines of the best
 and the words that she told me were only in jest

I went home to my parents, confessed what I'd done
and I asked them to pardon their prodigal son
and when they'd caressed me as oft times before 
I never will play the wild rover no more 
The Old Dun Cow

Some friends and I in a public house 
Was playing a game of chance one night 
When into the pub a fireman ran 
His face all a chalky white. 
"What's up", says Brown, "Have you seen a ghost, 
Or have you seen your Aunt Mariah?" 
"Me Aunt Mariah be buggered!", says he, 
"The bleedin' pub's on fire!" 

CHORUS

And there was Brown upside down 
Lappin'' up the whiskey on the floor. 
"Booze, booze!" The firemen cried 
As they came knockin' on the door (clap clap) 
Oh don't let 'em in till it's all drunk up 
And somebody shouted MacIntyre! MACINTYRE! 
And we all got blue-blind paralytic drunk 
When the Old Dun Cow caught fire. 

"Oh well," says Brown, "What a bit of luck. 
Everybody follow me. 
And it's down to the cellar 
If the fire's not there 
Then we'll have a grand old spree." 
So we went on down after good old Brown 
The booze we could not miss 
And we hadn't been there ten minutes or more 
Till we were quite pissed.

Then, Smith walked over to the port wine tub 
And gave it just a few hard knocks (clap clap) 
Started takin' off his pantaloons 
Likewise his shoes and socks. 
"Hold on, " says Brown, "that ain't allowed 
Ya cannot do that thing here. 
Don't go washin' trousers in the port wine tub 
When we got Guinness beer." 


Then there came from the old back door
The Vicar of the local church.
And when he saw our drunken ways,
He began to scream and curse.
"Ah, you drunken sods! You heathen clods!
You've taken to a drunken spree!
You drank up all the Benedictine wine
And you didn't save a drop for me!"

And then there came a mighty crash 
Half the bloody roof caved in. 
We were almost drowned in the firemen's hose 
But still we were gonna stay.
So we got some tacks and some old wet sacks 
And we nailed ourselves inside 
And we sat drinking the finest Rum
Till we were bleary-eyed.

Later that night, when the fire was out
We came up from the cellar below.
Our pub was burned. Our booze was drunk.
Our heads was hanging low.
"Oh look", says Brown with a look quite queer.
Seems something raised his ire.
"Now we gotta get down to Murphy's Pub,
It closes on the hour!"

Way Down the Ohio

Some rows up, but we floats down,
Way down the Ohio to Shawnee Town. 


CHORUS
And it's hard on the big shore,
She moves too slow,
Way down to Shawnee Town
On the Ohio.
  

Now the current's got her,
And we'll take up the slack;
We'll float her down to Shawnee Town
And bushwhack her back. 


CHORUS
  

Whiskey's in the jug boys,
Wheat is in the sack,
We'll trade 'em down to Shawnee Town
And bring the rock salt back. 


CHORUS
  

Got a gal in Louisville,
One in New Orleans,
When I get down to Shawnee Town
Gonna see my Indian queen. 


CHORUS
  

Water's mighty warm boys,
The air is cold and dank,
And the cursed fog it gets so thick
You cannot see the bank. 


CHORUS



Some rows up, but we floats down,

Way down the Ohio to Shawnee Town.
The Mermaid Song

Twas Friday morn when we set sail 
And we were not so far from the land 
When the captain, he spied a  mermaid so fair
With a comb and a glass in her hand 

CHORUS

O the ocean's waves do roll 
And the stormy winds do blow 
An we brave tars go skipping thru the tops
While the landlubbers lie down below (below, below) 
While the landlubbers lie down below 

And up spoke the captain of our gallant ship 
And a well-spoken sailor was he 
Oh this fishy mermaid has warned me of our doom

And we shall sink to the bottom of the sea 

CHORUS

Then up spoke the mate of our gallant ship

And a fine ol’ sailor was he

Oh I have a wife in Plymouth by the sea

And tonight a widow she will be

CHORUS

Then up spoke the cabinboy, of our gallant ship 
And a brave young sailor was he. 
Oh I have a sweetheart at Salem by the sea 
And tonight she’ll be weeping for me
CHORUS

And up spoke the cook of our gallant ship 
And a crazy ole’ butcher was he 
He said I care much more for my pots and my pans 
Than I do for the bottom of the sea 

CHORUS

Then three times around went our gallant ship 
And three times around went she 
Three times around went our gallant ship 
And she sank to the bottom of the sea 
CHORUS

Rambles Of Spring
There's a cold and wintry breeze blowing through the buddin' trees
and I've buttoned up my coat to keep me warm
But the days are on the mend and I'm on the road again
With me fiddle snuggled close beneath my arm

CHORUS

I've a fine felt hat and a strong pair of brouges
I have rosin in me pocket for me bow
and my fiddle strings are new and I've learned a tune or two
So I'm well prepared to ramble, I must go

I'm as happy as a king, when I catch a breath of Spring
and the grass is turning green as winter ends
and the Geese are on the wing, as the Thrushes start to sing
and I'm headed down the road to see my friends

CHORUS

I have friends in every town as I ramble up and down
Makin' music at the markets and the fairs
to the Dumphies and the Friels and the farmers makin deals
and the Yellow-headed tinker sellin' wares

CHORUS

Here's a health to one and all, to the big and to the small
to the rich and poor alike and foe and friend
And when we return again, may our foes have turned to friends
And may peace and joy be with you until then

CHORUS x2

The Lakes of Pontchartrain

Twas on one bright morning I bid New Orleans adieu
And I took the Road to Jackson town, my fortunes to renew.
I cursed all foreign money, no credit could I gain.
Which filled my heart with longing for the lakes of Pontchartrain.

I climbed on board of a railroad car all in the morning sun
And I rode the rods till evening and I lay me down again.
All strangers were no friends to me til the dark road towards me came.
And I fell in love with a Creole girl, by the lakes of Pontchartrain.

And I said "Me pretty Creole girl, my money here's no good
If it weren't for the alligators, I'd sleep out in the wood."
"Your welcome here kind stranger, our house is very plain.
But we never turn a stanger out, on the lakes of Pontchartrain."

And she took me to her mammy's house, she treated me quite well.
The hair upon her shoulders in jet black ringlets fell.
To try to paint her beauty there, I'm sure would be in vain,
So handsome was my Creole girl, on the lakes of Pontchartrain.

And I asked her would she marry me, she said "That never could be."
For she had got a lover, and he was far at sea.
She said that she would wait for him, and true she would remain,
Till he returned to his Creole girl, on the lakes of Pontchartrain.

So fair thee well my Creole girl, I'll never see you no more.
I'll never forget your kindness in the cottage by the shore,
And at each social gathering, a foamy glass I'll drain.
And I'll drink a health to my Creole girl on the lakes of Pontchartrain.

The Irish Rover 

Traditional 

On the year of our lord eighteen hundred and six 
We set sail from the county of Cork 
Down below in the hold was a cargo of bricks 
For the grand city hall in New York 
'Twas a wonderful craft, she was rigged fore-and-aft 
And oh, how the trade winds drove her. 
She'd twenty-seven masts and she stood several blasts, 
And we called her the Irish Rover. 

We had one million bags of the best Sligo rags 
We had two million barrels of stones 
We had three million sides of old blind horses hides, 
We had four million barrels of bones. 
We had five million hogs, we had six million dogs, 
Seven million barrels of porter. 
We had eight million bails of old nanny goats' tails, 
In the hold of the Irish Rover. 

 There was Barmy McGee from the banks of the Lee, 
There was Hogan from County Tyrone 
There was Donny McGurk who was scarred stiff of work 
And a man from Westmeath called Malone 
There was Slugger O'Toole who was drunk as a rule 
And tiny Bill Tracey from Dover 
And your man Mick McCann from the banks of the Bann 
Was the skipper of the Irish Rover

We had sailed seven years when the measles broke out 
And the ship lost it's way in a fog. 
And that whale of the crew was reduced down to two, 
Just m’self and the captain's old dog. 
Then the ship struck a rock, and Lord what a shock 
She merely tumbled over
And went nine times around, and the poor dog was drowned 
I'm the last of the Irish Rover

Year of Three Sevens

In the year of three sevens, men came to settle down

To try their luck in old Kentuck, that dark and bloody ground.

Some came to find a future, others running from their past

They’d find a means to fill their dreams and build a home that’d last

On the shores of the Kentucky stood the walls of a man named Boone

And Blackfish the Shawnee said they’d be ashes soon

On a sunny day in April, they laid their evil plan

To lure the white man from the fort, right into their hands

The Shawnee set an ambush, they caught ‘em in the clear

And Boone cried out “boys all is lost, sell your lives dear,”

They fought with clubbed rifles across the bloody ground

And in the midst of their retreat, Daniel Boone went down.

Those that saw him fall never heard him cry or beg,

Just sixty yards from safety with a bullet in his leg

They saw a Shawnee warrior give a victory yell

As he reached in a rifle CRACKED and sent him straight to hell.

Out of the forest they saw a young man come

He was six foot four, up lean and mean reloadin’ on the run

He let out a cry that would scare the insane
He was rushin’ out to save his friend, and Kenton was his name.

As Simon neared the fallen man, he heard ol’ Dan’l call

“I can’t get up, just save yourself and get inside the walls”

But Simon never answered, he quickly dropped his gun

He picked ol’ Dan up in his arms and began a headlong run.

Two Shawnee warriors began to draw near

But Simon held his course, he wouldn’t give into the fear

He saw their raised ‘hawks and the hatred in their eyes

And just ten feet from certain death, he threw them a surprise

Simon threw Boone forward like he scarcely weighed a pound

He caught those Shawnees squarely and he knocked them to the ground

He picked up ol’ Dan as though that he could feel

That the whole Shawnee nation was right there on his heels

He could hear the wistlin’ of the passin’ rifle balls

Finally he and Daniel made it safe inside the walls

It was there that the people all heard ol’ Daniel say

“Simon, lad you know you’ve proved yourself a man today.”

Now in old Kentucky, there’s many tales they tell

Of brave men both red and white, those that lived and fell

But there is one story that has spread across the land

Of the day that Kenton snatched ol’ Boone out of the Shawnee hands

In the year of three sevens, men came to settle down

To try their luck in old Kentuck, that dark and bloody ground.
MUSTANG GRAY

There was a noble ranger,
They called him Mustang Gray;
He left his home when but a youth,
Went ranging far away.

Chorus:
But he'll go no more a-ranging
The savage to affright;
He's beard his last war whoop
And fought his last fight.

He ne'er would sleep within a tent
No comforts would he know;
But like a brave old Tex-i-an
A-ranging he would go.

When Texas was invaded
By a mighty tyrant foe,
He mounted his noble war horse
And a-ranging he did go.

Once he was taken prisoner,
Bound in chains upon the way;
He wore the yoke of bondage
Through the streets of Monterey.

A senorita loved him
And followed by his side;
She opened the gates and gave to him
Her father's steed to ride.

God bless the senorita,
The belle of Monterey;
She opened wide the prison door
And let him ride away.

And when this veteran's life was spent,
It was his last command,
To bury him on Texas soil
On the banks of the Rio Grande.

And there the lonely traveler,
When passing by his grave,
Will shed a farewell tear
O'er the bravest of the brave.

Now he'll go no more a-ranging,
The savage to affright;
He's heard his last war whoop
and fought his last fight.



J.B. MARCUM

It was on the fourth of May,
Half past eight o'clock that day.
J.B. Marcum was standing in the courthouse of his town,
Where Curl Jett was lurking 'round
Just to get a chance to lay him on the floor.

Thomas White, a friend of Jett's,
No worse man was ever met,
Then came walking boldly through the courthouse hall.
As he was passing by, he looked Marcum in the eye,
Knowing truly that poor Marcum soon must die.

Judge Jim Harris and his man,
Sheriff Edward Callihan,
Were across the street in Hargis Bros.' store.
Some people knew the plot and were listening for the shot
And see Jett's victim fall :here in the door.

Jett advances through the hall
With his pistol, lead and ball,
And he killed poor Marcum on the spot.
B. J. Ewen, standing by saw him fall and heard him cry:
C. "O Lord! O Lord! They have killed me now at last."

Ewen kept the secret well
For he was afraid to tell;
For he feared they would kill him there and then.
They arrested White and Jett; and the courts of Jackson met;
And the prosecution labored with its might.
With the courts of Breathitt over,


Judge Redwine could do no more,
And he left it with the jury for the right.
One man began to plead that he thought they should be freed,
And it is believed Jim Harris paid that man a fee.

Then the courts at Harrison met
And condemned both White and Jett;
And sent them to the prison where they both will have to stay.
Their poor mothers grieve each day for their boys who have gone away
For there is nothing that can sever a mother's lore.

She'll pray for them with each breath
And cling to them until death
And hope to meet them in the courts above.
Marcum leaves a wife to mourn him all her life,
But his little children stand it well and brave.

But that little Curtis Jett, Thomas White, and others yet,
Are the men who laid poor Marcum in his grave.
But they'll let these men go free and they'll pay their lawyers fee
But they will get their judgment on that Judgment Day.

JESSE JAMES

Jesse James was a boy who killed many a man
He robbed the Glendale train;
He stole from the rich and he gave to the poor
He'd a hand and a heart and a brain.

chorus

Poor Jesse had a wife to mourn for his life,
Three children, they were brave;
But that dirty little coward that shot Mr. Howard
Has laid poor Jesse in his grave.

It was Robert Ford, that dirty little coward;
I wonder how he does feel
For he ate of Jesse's bread and he slept in Jesse's bed
Then laid poor Jesse in his grave.

Jesse was a man, a friend to the poor
He never would see a man suffer pain,
And with his brother Frank he robbed the Chicago bank,
And stopped the Glendale train.

lt was his brother Frank that robbed the Gallatin bank,
And carried the money from the town;
lt was in this very place that they had a little race,
For they shot Captain Sheets to the ground.

They went to the crossing not very far from there,
And there they did the same;
With the agent on his knees, he delivered up the keys
To the outlaws, Frank and Jesse James.
It was on Saturday night, Jesse was at home
Talking with his family brave,
Robert Ford came along like a thief in the night
And laid poor Jesse in his grave.

The people held their breath when they heard of Jesse's death
And wondered how he ever came to die.
It was one of the gang called little Robert Ford
He shot poor Jesse on the sly.

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.

UNRECONSTRUCTED REBEL


Oh, I'm a good old Rebel soldier, now that's just what I am;

For this "Fair Land of Freedom" I do not give a damn!

I'm glad I fit against it, I only wish we'd won,

And I don't want no pardon for anything I done.

I hates the Constitution, this "Great Republic," too!

I hates the Freedman's Bureau and uniforms of blue!

I hates the nasty eagle with all its brags and fuss,

And the lying, thieving Yankees, I hates 'em wuss and wuss!

I hates the Yankee nation and everything they do,

I hates the Declaration of Independence, too!

I hates the "Glorious Union" -- 'tis dripping with our blood,

And I hates their striped banner, and I fit it all I could.

I followed old Marse Robert for four years, near about,

Got wounded in three places, and starved at Point Lookout.

I cotched the "roomatism" a'campin' in the snow,

But I killed a chance o' Yankees, and I'd like to kill some mo'!

Three hundred thousand Yankees is stiff in Southern dust!

We got three hundred thousand before they conquered us.

They died of Southern fever and Southern steel and shot,

But I wish we'd got three million instead of what we got.

I can't take up my musket and fight 'em now no more,

But I ain't a'gonna love 'em, now that's for sartain sure!

I do not want no pardon for what I was and am,

And I won't be reconstructed, and I do not care a damn!
Soldier oh Soldier, Will you Marry Me
Oh Soldier, soldier, will you marry me,
With your musket, fife and drum?
How can I marry such a pretty little girl,
When I have no hat to put on?
Off to the haberdasher she did go,
As fast as she could run,
Bought him a hat, the best that was there,
And the soldier put it on.

Oh Soldier, soldier, will you marry me,
With your musket, fife and drum?
How can I marry such a pretty little girl,
When I have no coat to put on?
Off to the tailor she did go,
As fast as she could run,
Bought him a coat, the best that was there,
And the soldier put it on.

Oh Soldier, soldier, will you marry me,
With your musket, fife and drum?
How can I marry such a pretty little girl,
When I have no boots to put on?
Off to the cobbler she did go,
As fast as she could run,
Bought him a pair of the best that was there,
And the soldier put them on.

Oh Soldier, soldier, will you marry me,
With your musket, fife and drum?
How can I marry such a pretty little girl,
When I have no pants to put on?
Off to the tailor she did go,
As fast as she could run,
Bought him a pair, the best that was there,
And the soldier put them on.


Oh Soldier, soldier, will you marry me,
With your musket, fife and drum?
How can I marry such a pretty little girl,
With a wife and three kids back home?
Billy Boy

Oh where have you been, Billy Boy,
Billy Boy?
Oh where have you been, charming Billy?
I have been to seek a wife,
She's the joy of my life,
She's a young thing
And cannot leave her mother.

Did she bid you to come in, Billy Boy,
Billy Boy?
Did she bid you to come in, tell me Billy?
Yes, she bade me to come in,
There's a dimple in her chin.
She's a young thing
And cannot leave her mother.

Did she set you a chair, Billy Boy?
Billy Boy?
Did she set you a chair, tell me Billy.
Yes, she set for me a chair,
She has ringlets in her hair,
She's a young thing
And cannot leave her mother.

Can she bake cherry pie, Billy Boy,
Billy Boy?
Can she bake cherry pie, tell me Billy.
She can bake a cherry pie,
There's a twinkle in her eye.
She's a young thing
And cannot leave her mother.
The Ranger Song

Burn their houses, burn their stables, defecate upon the tables

Steal the silver and the gold, shoot the young and knife the old

We will loot when we’re done killing, We won’t leave a single building
Long live our grand ol’ Texas, up with the flag.

Chorus

And its rape, rape the bastard’s women, loot, loot, the liquor and linen

All we shall leave behind are ruins and some pregnant women

Live or die its just as well we’ll all meet again in Hell

Onward for God and Texas, Up with the flag

Death to all the mangy fellows, smash their houses down to pebbles
Kill the menfolk, use the women, barbeque their scrawny children

Bayonet them in the belly, smash their unused brains into jelly
Onward for God and Texas, Up with the flag

Chorus

Our hearts beat happy in our breast when we’re to charge with bayonets

And toward the Mexican’s line we stride, In hopes there’ll be some left alive

For us to stick upon our points, And slice their manhoods from their groins

Onward for God and Texas, Up with the flag

Chorus

Slash their throats just for jolly, they will never learn their folly

Guerrillas are the bill of fare, if they hide we’ll find their lair

Foul the wells and burn their fences, Sodomize their serving wenches

Onward for God and Texas, Up with the flag

Chorus

Brennon on the Moor
It's about a fierce highway man
My story I will tell.
His name was Willy Brennan,
And in Ireland he did dwell.
'Twas upon the king's mountain
He began his wild career,
And many a rich gentleman
Before him shook with fear.

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted
Stood young Brennan on the Moor.

It was upon the King's highway,
Old Brennan he sat down.
He met the mayor of Moorland
Five miles outside of town.
Now the Mayor, he knew mountain,
And "I think," says he,
"Your name is Willy Brennan,
You must come along with me."

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted
Stood young Brennan on the Moor.

Now Brennan's wife was agoing down town
Some provisions for to buy.
When she saw her Willy taken
She began to weep and cry.
Says he, "Hand me that ten penny,"
And as soon as Willy spoke
She handed him a blunderbuss
From underneath her cloak.

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted
Stood young Brennan on the Moor.
Now Brennan got his blunderbuss,
My story I'll unfold.
He caused the mayor to tremble
And deliver up his gold.
Five thousand pounds were offered
For his apprehension there,
But Brennan and the pedlar
To the mountain did repair.

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted
Stood young Brennan on the Moor.

Now Brennan is an outlaw
All on some mountain hight.
With infantry and cavalry
To take him they did try,
But he laughed at them and he scorned at them
Until it was said
By a false-hearted woman
He was cruelly betrayed.

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted
Stood young Brennan on the Moor.

They hung Brennan at the crossroads;
In chains he swung and dried.
But still they say that in the night
Some do see him ride.
They see him with his blunderbuss
In the midnight chill;
Along, along the King's highway
Rides Willy Brennan still.

Chorus
Oh it's Brennan on the moor,
Brennan on the moor,
Bold, gay, and undaunted

Wild Colonial Boy
There was a wild colonial boy, Jack Doolan was his name
Of poor but honest parents he was born in Castlemaine
He was his father's only hope, his mother's only joy,
The pride of both his parents was the wild colonial boy.

Chorus
So come all me hearties, we'll range the mountainside
Together we will plunder; together we will ride.
We'll scour along the valleys, and gallop o're the plains
We scorn to live in slavery bound down with iron chains.

In sixty-one this darling boy commenced his wild career.
With a heart that knew no danger, no foeman did he fear.
He held up the Beechworth mailcoach and he robbed Judge MacEvoy
Who trembled and gave up his gold to the wild colonial boy.

Chorus

One day as he was riding the mountainside along,
A-listening to the little birds their pleasant laughing song
Three mounted troopers came in view, Kelly, Davis and Fitzroy
And thought that they would capture him, the wild colonial boy.

Chorus

'Surrender now Jack Doolan, you see there's three to one
Surrender now Jack Doolan, you daring highwayman!'
He drew a pistol from his belt and twirled it like a toy.
'I'll fight but I won't surrender,' said the wild colonial boy.

Chorus

He fired at Trooper Kelly and brought him to the ground,
And in return from Davis received a mortal wound.
All shattered through the jaws he lay, still firing at Fitzroy.
And that's the way they captured him, the wild colonial boy.

Donkey Riding

Were you ever in Quebec

Launchin’ timber from the deck?

Where ye'd break yer bleedin' neck
Riding on a donkey!

Chorus

Way hay and away we go

Donkey riding, donkey riding

Way hay and away we go

Riding on a donkey.

Were you ever in Timbucktoo

Where the gals are black and blue?

And they wriggle their arses, too

Riding on a donkey.
Chorus
Were you ever in Vallipo

Where the gals put on a show?

Wriggle their arse with a roll and go

Riding on a donkey.
Chorus
Wuz ye ever down Mobile Bay

Screwin' cotton all the day?,

A dollar a day is a white man's pay.

Ridin' on a donkey.
Chorus
Was ye ever in London town

Where the girls they do come down

And the King wears a golden crown

Ridin’ on a donkey

Chorus
Wuz ye ever in Mirramashee

Where ye tie up to a tree,

An' the skeeters do bite we?

Ridin' on a donkey

Chorus

Were you ever in Frisco Bay

Where the folks all shout, "Hooray!"?

"Here comes Johnny with his six months pay

Riding on a donkey."
Chorus

Were you ever off the Horn

Where it's always fine and warm?

Wish to Christ you’d never been born
Riding on a donkey.

Chorus
Wuz ye ever in Canton

Where the men wear pigtails long,

And the gals play hong-ki-kong?

Ridin' on a donkey.
Chorus
Wuz ye ever on the Broomielaw

Where the Yanks are all the go,

An' the boys dance heel an' toe?

Ridin' on a donkey.
Chorus X2

THE LAST LEVIATHAN  

Chrous 
My soul had been torn from me  
And I am bleeding  
My heart it has been rent  
And I am crying  
All beauty around me fades (for the beauty around me pales)  
And I am screaming  
I am the last of the great whales  
And I am dying  
 
Last night I heard the cry  
Of my last companion  
The roar of the (A blast from a) harpoon gun  
And I was alone  
I reflect on the days gone by (I reflected on days gone by)  
When we were thousands  
And (but) I know I soon shall die  
The last leviathan  
Chorus
 
This morning the sun arose (did rise)  
Crimson in the sky  
The ice was the color of blood  
And the wind it did sigh  
I rose up to take a breath  
It was my last one  
From the burn (from a gun) came the roar of death  
And I am undone  
Chorus
 
Now that we're all gone  
And there's (there'll be) no more hunting  
The big fellow is no more  
There's no use lamenting  
Which (what) race will be next in line  
All for the slaughter  
The elephant or the seal  
Or your sons and daughters?
Cookoo’s Nest

There's a corner in the meadow where the lads and lasses meet
Oh they do here what they couldn't do in the open street
They play all kinds of games there, but the one I like the best
Is where every laddie rumples up the cuckoo's nest.

Chorus:
It's high the cuckoo, low the cuckoo, high the cuckoo's nest
It's high the cuckoo, low the cuckoo, high the cuckoo's nest
I'll give any maid a shilling and a bottle of the best
Just to rumple up the feathers of her cuckoo's nest

I wooed her in the morning and I had her in the night
She was my very first one so I tried to do it right
I searched around and wandered and I never would have guessed
If she hadn't showed me where to find her cuckoo's nest

Chorus

When she showed me where to find it I knew just where to go
Through the underbrush and brambles where the little cuckoos grow
From the moment that I found it, she would never let me rest
From rumpling up the feathers of her cuckoo's nest.

Chorus

It was bushy, it was prickled, it was feathered all around
It was tucked away so neatly and it wasn't easy found
She said young man you're blundering, but I knew it wasn't true
For I left her with the makings of a young cuckoo

Chorus x2
Maids when You’re Young

An old man came courting  
Hey ding dunnam da 
An old man came courting  
Her being young 
An old man came courting 
Asked for to marry her                                maids when you're young never wed an old man 

Chorus 
For he's got no faloodorum, fadidledo doorum 
For he's got no faloodoorum, fadidleday 
He's got no faloorum, he's lost his ding doorum 
So maids when you're young, never wed an old man 

Now when they went to the church, Hey ding dunnam da
When they went to the church, her being young 
When they went to the church, he left her in the lurch 
Maids when you're young, never wed an old man 

Chorus... 

Now when they went to our bed, Hey ding dunnam da, 
Now when we went to our bed, her being young 
When they went to bed, he lay like he was dead 
Maids when you're young never wed an old man 

Chorus... 
She threw her leg over him, Hey ding dunnam da, 
 She threw her leg over him, her being young 
She threw her leg over him, damn nearly smothered him. 
Maids when you're young, never wed an old man. 
Chorus….
Now when he went to sleep, Hey ding dunnam da
Now when he went to sleep, her being young 
When he went to sleep, out of bed she did creep 
Into the arms of a handsome young man 

And she found his falodoorum, fa didle dodoorum 
She found his faloodoorum, fa didle all day                                                       She found his falodoorum and got her dingdoorum 
maids when you're young never wed an old man  
	The Jolly Beggarman
	

	

	There was a jolly beggarman
Came tripping o'er the plain
He came unto a farmer's door
A lodging for to gain
The farmer's daughter she came down
And viewed him cheek and chin
Says she "He is a handsome man
I pray you take him in"

We'll go no more a roving
A roving in the night
We'll go no more a roving
Let the moon shine so bright
We'll go no more a roving

He would not lie within the barn
Nor yet within the byre
But he would in the corner lie
Down by the kitchen fire
O then the beggar's bed was made
Of good clean sheets and hay
And down beside the kitchen fire
The jolly beggar lay

We'll go no more a roving
A roving in the night
We'll go no more a roving
Let the moon shine so bright
We'll go no more a roving

The farmer's daughter she got up
To bolt the kitchen door
And there she saw the beggar
Standing naked on the floor
He took the daughter in his arms
And to the bed he ran
Kind sir, she says, be easy now
You'll waken our goodman

We'll go no more a roving
A roving in the night
We'll go no more a roving
Let the moon shine so bright
We'll go no more a roving

Although you are no beggar
You are some gentleman
For you have stolen my maidenhead
And I am quite undone
I am no lord, I am no squire
Of beggars I be one
And beggars they be robbers all
So you're quite undone

She took the bed in both her hands

And threw it at the wall

Sayin go you ol’ beggar man

With my maiden head and all


We'll go no more a roving
A roving in the night
We'll go no more a roving
Let the moon shine so bright
We'll go no more a roving


Nelson’s Blood
	Oh, a drop of Nelson’s blood wouldn’t do us any harm     X3
And we’ll all hang on behind

Chorus:
We’ll roll the old chariot along
We’ll roll the old chariot along
We’ll roll the old chariot along
And we’ll all hang on behind

Oh, a little mug of beer wouldn’t do us any harm

Oh, a plate of Irish stew wouldn't do us any harm 

Well a little slug of gin wouldn’t do us any harm

Oh, a night upon the shore wouldn't do us any harm 
Oh a little drop of wine wouldn’t do us any harm

Oh, a pretty little lass wouldn't do us any harm

Oh, a little drink of whiskey wouldn’t do us any harm

Oh, a nice plum duff wouldn’t do me any harm
	


Oh, a nice fat cook wouldn't do us any harm.

Oh, a roll in the clover wouldn't do us any harm.

Oh, a long spell in gaol wouldn't do us any harm.

Oh, a nice watch below wouldn't do us any harm.

Oh, a night with the gals wouldn't do us any harm.
Oh, a drop of Nelson’s blood wouldn’t do us any harm     
Leave Her Johnny

Oh, th' work was hard an' th' wages low,
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
An' now at last ashore we’ll go,
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!

Chorus:
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
O-oh, leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
For th' voy'ge is done, an' th' winds don’t blow,
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!

Oh rotten meat and weevily bread 

Leave her Johnny leave her

Oh pump or drown the ol’ man said

An’ it’s time for us to leave her

Oh the sails are flurled and the anchor is stowed

Leave her Johnny leave her

An no more around Cape Horn we’ll go

An’ it’s time for us to leave her

I thought I heard th' Old Man say,
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
Ye can go a-shore an' take yer pay,
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!  (Chorus)

Oh the rats have left and we the crew

Leave her Johnny leave her

And its time by Christ that we did too

An’ it’s time for us to leave her 

Oh, her stern was foul an' th' v'yage was long.
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
An' th' winds was bad, an' th' gales was strong.
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!  (Chorus)

An' we'll leave 'er tight an' we'll leave 'er trim.
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
A-an' heave th' hungry pa-acket in.
For it's time for us t' leave 'er!  (Chorus)

Oh, leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er with a grin.
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
For there's many a worser we've sailed in.
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!  (Chorus)

An' now it's time t' say good-bye.
Leave 'er, Johnnie, leave 'er!
For th' old pierhead's a-drawin' nigh.
An' it's time for us t' leave 'er!  (Chorus)

ROLL THE WOODPILE DOWN

Way down south where the cocks do crow
'Way down in Florida
The gals all dance to the old banjo
And we'll roll the woodpile down!

Rollin'! Rollin'! Rollin' the whole world 'round
That brown girl o' mine's down the Georgia Line
And we'll roll the woodpile down!

The first time you sail her around Cape Horn, you’ll wish to the Christ that you never been born

Around Cape Horn in a Heavy Gale, and its all for the sake of the damn Sperm Whale
When I was a young man in me prime
I'd take them yaller gals two at a time.
Them brown haired beauties don’t use no combs, They comb their hair with a kipper back bone

Oh why do them brown girls love me so, It’s cause I don’t tell them all that I know

We'll roll him high and we'll roll him low
We'll heave him up and away we'll go.

Oh rouse and bust 'er is the cry
A black man's wage is never high.

O Curly goes on the old ran-tan
O Curly's just a down-east man.

O one more heave and that will do
We're the bullies for to kick 'er through.

Whiskey Johnny
Whiskey Oh, Johnny Oh Rise her up from down below Rise her up from down below Whiskey Whiskey Whiskey OH up aloft this yard must go uh riser up from down below

Whiskey killed my dear old dad,
Whiskey druv my mother mad.

O whiskey gave me ma baumy clothes,
Whiskey gave me a broken nose.

A shot of whiskey for all hands And a bottle full for the shantyman

When we hit shore we’ll get our pay and we’ll get drunk that very day

Whiskey is the life of man 
I'll drink whiskey while I can 

Oh whiskey straight and whiskey strong,
Give me some whiskey and I'll sing you a song
 
If whiskey comes too near my nose,
I tip it up and down she goes.

I had a girl, her name was Lize,
She puts whiskey in her pies.

My wife and I can not agree;
She puts whiskey in her tea.

Here comes the cook with the whiskey can,
A glass of grog for every man.

A glass of grog for every man,
And a bottle full for the shantyman
