
Fathom	the	Bowl

[C]Come	all	ye	bold	fellows	that	have	to	this	place	come
And	we'll	[G]sing	in	the	praise	of	good	[D]brandy	and	[G]rum
Let's	[C]lift	up	our	[F]glasses
Good	[D]cheer	is	our	[G]goal
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl
Fathom	the	bowl
[F]Fathom	the	[G]bowl
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl

[C]From	France	we	do	get	brandy,	Jamaica	comes	rum
Sweet	[G]oranges	and	lemons	from	[D]Portugal	[G]come
But	[C]stout	beer	and	[F]cider
Is	[D]England's	[G]control
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl
Fathom	the	bowl
[F]Fathom	the	[G]bowl
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl

[C]O	my	father,	he	do	lie	in	the	depths	of	the	sea
With	no	[G]stone	at	his	feet	but	what	[D]matter	for	[G]he?
There's	a	[C]clear	crystal	[F]fountain
Near	[D]England	doth	[G]roll
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl
Fathom	the	bowl
[F]Fathom	the	[G]bowl
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl

Fathom	the	bowl
[F]Fathom	the	[G]bowl
Bring	[C]in	the	punch	[F]ladle	and	we'll	[G]fathom	the	[C]bowl

[NO	CHORDS]
Fathom	the	bowl
Fathom	the	bowl
Bring	in	the	punch	ladle	and	we'll	fathom	the	bowl	[C]

The	Girls	of	Dublin	Town



Well,	the	[E]Shenandoah	was	a	good	ship,	mates
From	[B]Dublin	town	she	came
And	the	[A]captain	being	an	[E]Irishman
And	[B]Murphy	[A]was	his	[E]name
'Twas	on	the	17th	of	March
We	lay	in	Mobile	Bay
And	the	captain	being	an	Irishman
Did	celebrate	the	day
The	crew,	all	being	union	men
Who	came	from	Dublin	town
And	the	Qlag	they	Qlew	from	the	masthead
Was	the	harp	without	the	crown

[E]Hurrah,	[B]hurrah
For	the	[A]girls	of	Dublin	[E]town
Hurrah	for	the	[B]bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	[A]harp	with[B]out	the	[E]crown

Now	we're	Qinished	loading
And	homeward	we	will	sail
May	the	lord	above	protect	us
From	many	a	wintry	gale
We	send	aloft	the	canvas,	boys
And	work	without	a	frown
And	from	the	mast	of	the	Shenandoah
Was	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Now	we're	in	the	Channel,	boys
There's	lovely	things	to	see
Those	highland	hills	and	lowland	dales
They	look	so	good	to	me
And	now	we're	off	the	Bailey	Light
The	ship	is	seen	from	town
The	girls	all	shout,	"Here's	the	Shenandoah
And	the	harp	without	the	crown."

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown



And	now	that	we	are	landed
And	safe	on	Dublin's	shore
We'll	say	goodbye	to	the	Shenandoah
And	go	to	sea	no	more
We'll	drink	strong	ale	and	porter
And	pass	the	jug	around
And	say	goodbye	to	the	Shenandoah
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah, hurrah
For the girls of Dublin town
Hurrah for the bonnie green flag
And the harp without the crown

THE WILD ROVER 
 
 G                                                      C



I’ve been a wild rover for many’s a year 
                 G                 C              D7                G
And I’ve spent all me money on whiskey and beer, 
                                                                    C
And now I’m returning with gold in great store, 
           G              C                   D7          G
And I never will play the wild rover no more 
 
Chorus: 
              D         D7
And it’s no nay never 
G                         C
No nay never no more 
           G                   C
Will I play the wild rover 
       D7         G
No never no more 
 
I went to an alehouse I used to frequent 
And I told the landlady me money was spent 
I asked her for credit. She answered me, Nay 
Such a custom like yours I could have any day 
 
Chorus 
 
Then out of my pockets I took sovereigns bright 
And the landlady s eyes opened wide with delight 
She says I have whiskeys and wines of the best 
And the words that I said were only in jest 
 
Chorus 
 
I go home to my parents, confess what I’ve done 
And I ask them to pardon their prodigal son 
And if they caress me as oft times before 
I never will play the wild rover no more 
 
Chorus 

ALL FOR ME GROG

 CHORUS: 
                 G                           C              G



  And it's all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog 
                                  D7
  All for me beer and tobacco 
                  G                                     C                       G
  Well I've spent all me tin with the lassies drinking gin 
                                                            D7   G
  Far across the western ocean I must wander 
 
 
  Where are me boots, me noggin' noggin' boots? 
  They're all gone for beer and tobacco! 
  You see the sole's were gettin' thin  
  And the uppers were letting in 
  And the heels are looking out for better weather 
 
  Chorus: 
 
  Where is me shirt me noggin' noggin' shirt 
  It's all gone for beer and tobacco 
  You see the sleeves they got worn out 
  And the collar was turned about 
  And the tail is looking out for better weather 
 
  Chorus: 
 
  Well, I’m sick in the head and I haven’t gone to bed 
  Since I first came shore with me plunder 
  For I spent all me dough 
  On the lassies I don’t know 
  Far across the western ocean I must wander 
 
  Chorus: 

 

 
The	Girls	of	Dublin	Town

Well,	the	[E]Shenandoah	was	a	good	ship,	mates
From	[B]Dublin	town	she	came
And	the	[A]captain	being	an	[E]Irishman



And	[B]Murphy	[A]was	his	[E]name
'Twas	on	the	17th	of	March
We	lay	in	Mobile	Bay
And	the	captain	being	an	Irishman
Did	celebrate	the	day
The	crew,	all	being	union	men
Who	came	from	Dublin	town
And	the	Qlag	they	Qlew	from	the	masthead
Was	the	harp	without	the	crown

[E]Hurrah,	[B]hurrah
For	the	[A]girls	of	Dublin	[E]town
Hurrah	for	the	[B]bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	[A]harp	with[B]out	the	[E]crown

Now	we're	Qinished	loading
And	homeward	we	will	sail
May	the	lord	above	protect	us
From	many	a	wintry	gale
We	send	aloft	the	canvas,	boys
And	work	without	a	frown
And	from	the	mast	of	the	Shenandoah
Was	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Now	we're	in	the	Channel,	boys
There's	lovely	things	to	see
Those	highland	hills	and	lowland	dales
They	look	so	good	to	me
And	now	we're	off	the	Bailey	Light
The	ship	is	seen	from	town
The	girls	all	shout,	"Here's	the	Shenandoah
And	the	harp	without	the	crown."

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

And	now	that	we	are	landed
And	safe	on	Dublin's	shore
We'll	say	goodbye	to	the	Shenandoah



And	go	to	sea	no	more
We'll	drink	strong	ale	and	porter
And	pass	the	jug	around
And	say	goodbye	to	the	Shenandoah
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah,	hurrah
For	the	girls	of	Dublin	town
Hurrah	for	the	bonnie	green	Qlag
And	the	harp	without	the	crown

Hurrah, hurrah
For the girls of Dublin town
Hurrah for the bonnie green flag
And the harp without the crown

Wild	Mountain	Thyme

CAPO 8

      G      C        G
O the summer time has come
        C                 G/E
And the trees are sweetly bloomin'



        C    G  Gadd9  Em 
And the wild mountain thyme
      C                   Cadd9
Grows around the bloomin' heather

Chorus:

Will ye go lassie go?

And we'll all go together

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather

Will ye go lassie go?

I will build my love a bower

By yon cool crystal fountain

And round it I will pile

All the wild flowers o' the mountain

Chorus:

Will ye go lassie go?

And we'll all go together

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather

Will ye go lassie go?

I will range through the wilds

And the deep glen sae dreamy

And return wi' their spoils

Tae the bower o' my dearie

Chorus:

Will ye go lassie go?

And we'll all go together

To pull wild mountain thyme



All around the bloomin' heather

Will ye go lassie go?

If my true love she'll not come

Then I'll surely find another

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather

Chorus:

Will ye go lassie go?

And we'll all go together

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather

Will ye go lassie go?

The	Night	Pat	Murphy	Died

Capo	2	(Actual	Key:	A);	walk	down	low-E	string	on	last	line	of	verse/chorus

Oh	the	[G]night	that	Paddy	Murphy	died,	is	a	[C]night	I'll	never	[G]forget
[G]Some	of	the	boys	got	[Em]loaded	drunk,	and	they	[C]ain't	got	sober	[D]yet;
As	[G]long	as	a	bottle	was	passed	around	every	[C]man	was	feelin'	[G]gay
[G]O'Leary	came	with	the	[Em]bagpipes	[C],	some	music	[D]for	to	[G]play

[G]That's	how	we	showed	our	[C]respect	for	Paddy	[G]Murphy
[G]That's	how	we	[Em]showed	our	[C]honour	and	our	[D]pride;
We	[G]said	it	was	a	sin	and	shame	and	[C]winked	at	one	[G]another
[G]And	every	drink	in	the	[Em]place	was	[C]full	the	night	[D]Pat	Murphy	[G]died



As	Mrs.	Murphy	sat	in	the	corner	pouring	out	her	grief
Kelly	and	his	gang	came	tearing	down	the	street
They	went	into	an	empty	room	and	a	bottle	of	whiskey	stole
They	put	the	bottle	with	the	corpse	to	keep	that	whiskey	cold

That's	how	we	showed	our	respect	for	Paddy	Murphy
That's	how	we	showed	our	honour	and	our	pride;
We	said	it	was	a	sin	and	shame	and	winked	at	one	another
And	every	drink	in	the	place	was	full	the	night	Pat	Murphy	died

About	two	o'clock	in	the	morning	after	empty'ing	the	jug
Doyle	rolls	up	the	ice	box	lid	to	see	poor	Paddy's	mug
We	stopped	the	clock	so	Mrs.	Murphy	couldn't	tell	the	time
And	at	a	quarter	after	two	we	argued	it	was	nine

That's	how	we	showed	our	respect	for	Paddy	Murphy
That's	how	we	showed	our	honour	and	our	pride;
We	said	it	was	a	sin	and	shame	and	winked	at	one	another
And	every	drink	in	the	place	was	full	the	night	Pat	Murphy	died

They	stopped	the	hearse	on	George	Street	outside	Sundance	Saloon
They	all	went	in	at	half	past	eight	and	staggered	out	at	noon
They	went	up	to	the	graveyard,	so	holy	and	sublime
Found	out	when	they	got	there,	they'd	left	the	corpse	behind!

That's	how	we	showed	our	respect	for	Paddy	Murphy
That's	how	we	showed	our	honour	and	our	pride;
We	said	it	was	a	sin	and	shame	and	winked	at	one	another
And	every	drink	in	the	place	was	full	the	night	Pat	Murphy	died

Oh	the	night	that	Paddy	Murphy	died,	is	a	night	I'll	never	forget
Some	of	the	boys	got	loaded	drunk	and	they	ain't	been	sober	yet;
As	long	as	a	bottle	was	passed	around	every	man	was	feelin'	gay
O'Leary	came	with	the	bagpipes,	some	music	for	to	play

That's how we showed our respect for Paddy Murphy
That's how we showed our honour and our pride;
We said it was a sin and shame and winked at one another
And every drink in the place was full the night Pat Murphy died

“Mary Mac” 
 
INTRO:  [G]  [A]  [Em]  (X4) 
 
Em
There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac 
D
Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track 
Em
Lot of other fellas try to get her on her back 
              G                             A                     Em  



But I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early 
 
CHORUS: 
Em
Mari Mac's mother's making Mari Mac marry me 
D[stop]
My mother's making me marry Mari Mac 
Em
Well I'm going to marry Mari for when Mari's taking care of me 
          G                   A                    Em
We'll all be feeling merry when I marry Mari Mac 
 
Now Mari and her mother are an awful lot together 
In fact you hardly see the one without the other 
And people often wonder if it's Mari or her mother 
Or both of them together I am courting 
 
CHORUS 
 
Well up among the heather in the hills of Bonifee 
Well I had a bonnie lass sitting on me knee 
A bumble bee stung me right above me knee 
Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee 
 
CHORUS 
 
Well I said "Wee bonnie lassie, where you going to spend the day?" 
She said "Among the heather in the hills of Benifee" 
Where all the boys and girls are making out so free 
Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee 
 
CHORUS 
 
The wedding's on Wednesday, everything's arranged 
Soon her name will be changed to mine unless her mind be changed 
And making the arrangements, I'm feeling quite deranged 
Marriage is an awful undertaking 
 
CHORUS 
 
Sure to be a grand affair, grander than a fair 
Going to be a fork and plate for every man that's there 
And I'll be a bugger if I don't get my share 
If I don't we'll be very much mistaken 
 
CHORUS 
 



There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac 
Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track 
Lot of other fellas try to get up on her back 
I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early 
 
CHORUS 

“Brandy” 
 
Intro: G, D, G (x2)

                 D             G                            Em
There's  a Port on a Western bay  and it serves 
                   C          G                 D
A hundred ships a day. Lonely sailors 
               G                     Em       G          D
Pass the time away and talk about their homes. 
 
              
And there's a girl in this harbor town 



      
And she works layin' whiskey down. 
          
They say, “Brandy, fetch another round.” 
     
She serves them whiskey and wine. 
 
                            Bm7                    G
The sailors say, “Brandy, you're a fine girl  

(you’re a fine girl) 
              Bm7                           G
What a good wife you would be  

(such a fine girl) 
          D                           A                      G, D, G
Your eyes could steal a sailor from the sea  

(do,do...) 
 
    
Brandy wears a braided chain 
     
Made of finest silver from the north of Spain 
          
A locket that bears the name 
   
Of the man that Brandy loves 
 
      
He came on a summer's day 
         
Bringing gifts from far away 
            

But he made it clear he couldn't stay 
 
No harbor was his home 
 
                
The sailor said, “Brandy, you're a fine girl  

(you’re a fine girl) 
    
What a good wife you would be  

(such a fine girl) 
    
But my life, my lover, my lady, is the sea  

(do,do...) 
 
     Bm            D      
Yeah Brandy used to watch his eyes
        G                 A
When he told his sailor's stories



          Bm            D     
She could feel the ocean fall and rise
     G              A
She saw it's raging glory
    
     Bm           C 
But he had always told the truth
        Bm           G
Lord he was an honest man
    D               A            G  D  G
And Brandy does her best to understand (do,do...)

           
At night when the bars close down 
 
Brandy walks through a silent town 
   
And loves a man who's not around 
    
She still can hear him say she hears him say 
 
                   
She hears him say, “Brandy, you're a fine girl  

(you’re a fine girl) 
    
What a good wife you would be  

(such a fine girl) 
    
But my life, my lover, my lady is the sea.” 

(do,do...) 
 
  
Say Brandy you're a fine girl  

(you’re a fine girl) 
      
What a good wife you would be  

(such a fine girl) 
But my life my lover my lady is the sea  

(do,do...) 

 
Check to Make Sure that She Died

Verse 1

When	you're	stuck	in	a	play	by	the	bard	of	Avon,
And	a	woman	you	know	bites	the	dust,
You'll	be	tempted	for	vengeance,	or	death,	or	so	on,
But	this	piece	of	advice	is	a	must...

'Cause	babe,	it's	granted,	that	chicks	who	seem	dead



Aren't	gone	for	real,
Yes	and	by	Act	Qive,	she	will	be	back	alive,
Like	magic	healed

Bridge?	
	And	I'm	talking	'bout	how...
Shakespeare	tricks	you	into	thinking	ladies	be	dead,
It's	called	dramatic	irony,
Me,	I	wonder	why	these	guys	don't	just	use	their	heads,
Check	her	pulse	and	listen	to	me...

Chorus:	
So	Romeo--take	a	second	to	think	this	through,
Maybe	check	signs	of	life,	do	a	Heimlich	or	two,
Pump	those	breaks,	'cause	she's	still	alive
Just	thinking	out	loud..
Maybe	check	to	make	sure	that	she	died.

Verse	2:
When	your	new	wife	dies	giving	birth	in	a	storm,	
Or	the	girlfriend	you	shamed	buys	the	farm,
You	should	prob'ly	assume	that	you've	been	misinformed,
Take	a	deep	breath	and	don't	be	alarmed.

'Cause	trust	me,	these	plays,	all	end	the	same	way,
it's	tried	and	true,
She	either	faking,	or	you're	mistaken,
The	joke	is	on	you.

Bridge	2?
I'm	thinking	'bout	how	Cymbeline,	and	Winter's	Tale,	and	Pericles,
Cleopatra	and	Much	Ado
All	have	fake	dead	heroines	that	advance	the	plot,
Maybe	this	is	hap'ning	to	you...

Chorus	Repeats.
 “The	Mermaid”

[D]When	I	was	a	lad	in	a	Qishing	town
Me	[G]old	man	said	to	[D]me:
"You	can	spend	your	life,	your	jolly	life
Just	[A]sailing	on	the	sea.
You	can	[D]search	the	world	for	pretty	girls
Til	your	[G]eyes	are	weak	and	[F#]dim,
But	[G]don't	go	searching	for	a	[D]mermaid,	son
If	you	[G]don't	know	[A]how	to	[D]swim"
{'Cause	her	[G]hair	was	green	as	[D]seaweed
Her	[G]skin	was	blue	and	[D]pale
Her	[G]face	it	was	a	[D]work	of	art,



I	[G]loved	that	girl	with	[D]all	my	heart
But	I	[G]only	liked	the	[D]upper	part
I	[G]did	not	[A]like	the	[D]tail}

I	signed	onto	a	sailing	ship
My	[G]very	Qirst	day	at	[D]sea
I	seen	the	Mermaid	in	the	waves,
[A]Reaching	out	to	me
"Come	[D]live	with	me	in	the	sea	said	she,
[G]Down	on	the	ocean	[F#]Qloor
And	I'll	[G]show	you	a	million	[D]wonderous	things
You've	[G]never	[A]seen	be[D]fore
So	over	I	jumped	and	she	pulled	me	down,
Down	[G]to	her	seaweed	[D]bed
On	a	pillow	made	of	a	tortoise-shell
She	[A]placed	beneath	my	head
She	[D]fed	me	shrimp	and	caviar
U[G]pon	a	silver	[F#]dish
From	her	[G]head	to	her	waist	it	was	[D]just	my	taste
But	the	[G]rest	of	[A]her	was	[D]a	Qish
{'Cause...}

But [D]then one day, she swam away
So I [G]sang to the clams and the [D]whales
"Oh, how I miss her seaweed hair
And the [A]silver shine of her scales
But [D]then her sister, she swam by
And [G]set my heart a[F#]whirl
Cause her [G]upper part was an [D]ugly fish
But her [G]bottom [A]part was a [D]girl
Yes her [G]hair was green as [D]seaweed
Her [G]skin was blue and [D]pale
Her [G]legs they are a [D]work of art,
I [G]love that girl with [D]all my heart
And I [G]don't give a damn about the [D]upper part
Cause [G]that's how I [A]get my [D]tail. 
 
THE ONE 

A
My friend Harvey married Tracey McColl 
      E                          A
by Christ, she was a scary ol' doll 
A
A voice out of hell and with a temper to boot 
D                                      E                      A
Arms like a navvy and a face like dried fruit 
 
I bumped into Harvey back home last year 
Says I to him, "Do you want to go for a beer?" 
"No! Me sister's French husband is over," says he 



"I've been sent to get snails to impress him for tea." 
 
"I was down in the snail shop she told me to go 
I'm a little bit late because the business was slow... 
If I'm not home by six, I'll surely be done 
The missus will kill me, Let's just go for the one!" 
 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one 
 
For the one went down fast the second did too 
Three of four followed 't was a fine how do you do! 
Harvey looked at his watch and shrieked out with fright 
It was twenty past ten, we'd been drinking all night! 
 
Well cursing my name, he sped cross the floor 
Clutching the snails he ran out the door 
"I'm a dead man!" he said "I'm drunk and I'm late!" 
As he tore down the road and up to his gate 
 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one 
 
Well he opened the gate and he ran down the path 
for he knew he was in for the dragon's wrath 
But he tripped and he fell and up in the air 
went the bag and with the snails flying everywhere 
 
Hearing the noise she kicked open the door 
Snails and Harvey were spread cross the floor 
“You're three hours late!!” she screamed, as loud as she could 
“What's your excuse? This had better be good!” 
Well he looks down at the snails and with a confident air 
He says “Five more feet lads, we're nearly there.” 
 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one 
the one, the one, don't go for the one. 
Don't go for the one, for the one, for the one



Heave Away

     A                                                  D
Come get your duds in order, cause we're bound to cross the water
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away
     A                 E                 F#m                D
Come get your duds in order, cause we're bound to leave tomorrow
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we're all bound away.

    A                                                     D
Sometimes we're bound for Liverpool, sometimes we're bound for Spain
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
    A                   E                 F#m             D
But now we're bound for Old St. Johns, where all the girls are dancin'
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.



  A                                           D
I wrote me love a letter, I was on the Jennie Lynn
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
      A              Cm            F#m              D
I've wrote me love a letter, and I signed it with a ring
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we're all bound away.

    A                                                     D
Sometimes we're bound for Liverpool, sometimes we're bound for Spain
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
    A                   E                 F#m             D
But now we're bound for Old St. Johns, where all the girls are dancin'
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.

   A                                               D
So it's farewell Nancy darlin', cause it's now I'm gonna leave you
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
    A                   E            F#m           D
You promised that you'd marry me, but how you did deceive me
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.

    A                                                     D
Sometimes we're bound for Liverpool, sometimes we're bound for Spain
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
    A                   E                 F#m             D
But now we're bound for Old St. Johns, where all the girls are dancin'
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.

     A                                                  D
Come get your duds in order, cause we're bound to cross the water
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
     A                E               F#m                D
Come get your duds in order, for we're bound to leave tomorrow
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away

    A                                                     D
Sometimes we're bound for Liverpool, sometimes we're bound for Spain
       A                       D
Heave away, me jollies, heave away.
    A                   E                 F#m             D
But now we're bound for Old St. Johns, where all the girls are dancin'
       A                         D   E      A
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.
Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.



Heave away, me jolly boys, we'll all bound away.

Scalliwag by Gaelic Storm 
 
Em [repeat]
 
Em 
Come away come away with the traveling show 
D 
come away with the raggle taggle gypsy oh! 
Em 
We'll raggle-taggle here we'll raggle-taggle there,  
D 
raggle up and down taggle everywhere. 
 
Em 
From the North from the South from the East from the West,  
D 
well the sky is our roof and the road is our rest. 
Em 



No one to say 'yes', no one to say 'no'. 
D 
Run free with the raggle-taggle gypsy oh! 
 
Em  D  Em  D 
  
Em 
They locked you in a tower and threw away the key  
D 
but this tower's no match for a wag like me 
Em 
I'll be sneaking through your gate I'll be peaking round the corner  
D 
well I've come to take your daughter, don't you say I didn't warn ya. 
 
Em 
I'll be bringing you a fiddle I'll be singing you a song  
D 
we'll fiddle, sing, sing, fiddle all day long. 
Em 
In the halls and the walls they will her us sing and say  
D 
"whack fol the diddle diddle die diddle day" 
 
 
Chorus: 
G                     C               D            G                    D 
Come on and wade, way out into the water with me, we're drowning on dry land.  
G                    C                        D                         
Come on and wade way out into the water with me...   Jump in and take my hand. 
 
Em 
I'll be rapping at your window I'll be knocking at your door  
D 
I'll be tip tippy tapping, tippy tapping on the floor 
Em 
With me fine silk britches and a feather in me hat  
D 
If I run into your father then I'll stop and have a chat! 
 
 
Em 
Cutting through your garden on the way to rendezvous  



D 
and the owls in the trees are hooting "who are you?" 
Em 
And the mice and the cats and the spiders and the bats  
D 
we're dancing 'round the kitchen like a pack of acrobats 
 
Em 
Run away, Run away with the traveling show  
D 
Run away with the rambling gypsy oh! 
Em 
Run away, Run away with the traveling show  
D 
Run away with the rambling gypsy oh! 
 
 
Chorus: 
G                     C                        G                    D 
Come on and wade, way out into the water with me, we're drowning on dry land.  
G                    C                        D  D#                      Em 
Come on and wade way out into the water with me...   Jump in and take my hand. 
 
Em 
A roving and a running and a riding on the sea  
D 
and everywhere we go as happy as can be 
Em 
All the mountains and the valleys and the rivers and the streams,  
D 
all the lovely places that you've seen in your dreams 
 
Em 
I'll give you the heavens, the stars in the sky,  
D 
every wooded creature, every bird and butterfly 
C 
I've never had a fortune not a penny will you find  
          D* 
you're my one and only treasure, you can leave all the rest behind. 
 
 
G                     C                        G                    D 



Come on and wade, way out into the water with me, we're drowning on dry land.  
G                    C                        D  
Come on and wade way out into the water with me...  (repeat until end) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Finnegan's	Wake

[Verse 1]
    C                 Am               F               G
Tim Finnegan lived in Walkin Street, a gentle Irishman mighty odd
       C                   Am                 F                    G         C
He'd a beautiful brogue so rich and sweet, to rise in the world he carried a hod
    C                    Am                    C                        Am
You see he'd a sort of a tippler's way but the love for the liquor poor Tim was born
   C               Am                    F                    G     C
To help him on his work each day, he'd a drop of the craythur every morn

[Refrain]
C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake

[Verse 2]
    C                Am              F                     G
One morning Tim got rather full, his head felt heavy which made him shake
C                         Am                        F                    G         C
Fell from a ladder and he broke his skull, and they carried him home his corpse to wake
C                  Am                    C             Am
Rolled him up in a nice clean sheet, and laid him out upon the bed
  C                 Am                F                G      C
A gallon of whiskey at his feet and a barrel of porter at his head

[Refrain]



C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake

[Verse 3]
    C                 Am               F             G
His friends assembled at the wake, and Mrs. Finnegan called for lunch
C                    Am                 F                  G       C
First she brought in tay and cake, then pipes, tobacco and whiskey punch
C               Am                  C                          Am
Biddy O'Brien began to cry, "Such a nice clean corpse, did you ever see,
C                  Am                      F                     G     C
Tim avourneen, why did you die?", "Will ye hould your gob?" said Paddy McGee

[Refrain]
C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake

[Verse 4]
     C                    Am           F                G
Then Maggie O'Connor took up the job, "Biddy" says she "you're wrong, I'm sure"
C                Am                  F                  G      C
Biddy gave her a belt in the gob and left her sprawling on the floor
C                Am                 C                  Am
Then the war did soon engage, t'was woman to woman and man to man
C                  Am                 F                 G      C
Shillelagh law was all the rage and a row and a ruction soon began

[Refrain]
C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake

[Verse 5]
     C              Am                     F                 G
Then Mickey Maloney raised his head when a bucket of whiskey flew at him
   C                   Am              F                G    C
It missed, and falling on the bed, the liquor scattered over Tim
C                Am            C              Am
Tim revives, see how he rises, Timothy rising from the bed
      C                  Am                  F                     G         C
Said "Whirl your whiskey around like blazes, Thanum an Dhul, do ye think I'm dead?"

[Refrain]
C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake

C                     Am                   F                    G 
Whack fol the dah now dance to yer partner around the flure yer trotters shake
C             Am                F              G          C
Wasn't it the truth I told you? Lots of fun at Finnegan's Wake



Hello (Parody) 
 
Em, G, D, C (Repeat ad nauseum) 
 
Hello (An OSF Parody) 
Melody by Adele 
Original Lyrics by Scott Campbell 
 
V1: Hamlet 
Hello, it’s me 
I’m that ghostly apparition that looks like the former King 
It’s your ghostdad, and here’s the thing 
They say your uncle and your mother, 
Got their royal boots knocking 
 
V2: 
Hello, can you hear? 
I’m not joking now quit zoning out, I want to make this clear 
About a murder most foul 
I’m just saying your uncle Claudius poured poison in my ear 
Such a dick (jerk/weak) move, that I’m here now, to ask you to avenge.   
 
C1: 
Hello from the other side, 
I’ve walked this wall like every night 
To tell you quit stalling, you’ve got work to be done 
And I swear quit moping, go avenge my death son 
 
Hello from your dad who died, 
Go and set right this patricide 
For real though, quit dawdling, go on and take back the throne 
So try poison, stabbing, or hatch a plot of your own 
It’s your call. 
 
V3:  MacBeth 



Hello, MacBeth 
It’s your ex-lieutenant Banquo who your thugs just stabbed to death 
I hope, you’re impressed   
With yourself because now you have got a ghost haunting your haggus, 
It’s not cool bro, to kill your friend, 
Before intermission. 
 
 
C2:  
Hello from the other side, 
I’m here because last scene I died, 
For real though, come on man, getting stabbed is a pain, 
So jokes on you, now your guests think you’re one deranged thane. 
 
Hello from this dead Scot guy, 
Don’t get me started on your bride, 
But good luck with surviving for the rest of the play, 
King-killers don’t tend to do well in trage-day (***Scottish accent slant rhyme***) 
By Shakespeare… 
 
V3: Richard III 
Hello, you hunchbacked turd, 
We’re the whole supporting cast murdered by King Richard the third, 
I think, you know why, 
You’ve got thirteen angry specters telling you despair and die 
Forget horses 
You’ve got mid-size cars (parking lots?) in your posterity…   
 
C3:   
So hello from us murdered guys, 
Would it have killed you to play nice? 
And we aren’t, sorry, for what’s coming your way, 
This is what you get for not acting in comedy. 
So hello from the other side… (Outro Vamp) 
 
 
 



All of the Hard Days are Gone 
 
Chorus: 
[G]All of the hard [C]days are [G]gone

it’s[C] all beer and whiskey and [G]songs from now on

[D]Laugh at the darkness and [Em]dance until dawn

[C]All of the [D]hard days are [G]gone .

We’re all safe and warm here my friends
The hard days are gone they won’t come again
So raise up your voices ,give us a song
All of the hard days are gone. 
 
Chorus

Life has been cloudy and grey
Take the bad memories and put them away
For the sun has come out ,we have waited so long
All of the hard days are gone
 

Chorus 

So Raise up your glasses and sing
For the hard days are gone
they don’t mean a thing
If you want to be happy I will take you along
All of the hard days are gone 
 

Chorus 



Raised	on	Black	and	Tans

I	was	raised	[D]	on	Black	&	Tans	[D]
Ronnie	Drew	[A]	and	'Van	the	Man'	[D]
I	go	off	[D]	to	mass	on	Sunday	[D]
And	then	it's	back	[A]	to	the	pub	on	Monday	[D]
I've	[G]got	a	sister	[D]Meghan
With	a	[A]Celtic	cross	tattoo
I'll	[G]tell	you	a	few	[D]stories
And	every	[A]one	of	them	is	true
Chorus:
My [G]mother's, brother's, [D]sister's, cousin's, [A]auntie's,
Uncle [G]Barney's, father's, brother had a [A]cousin from [D]Killarney

My great-granddad and his mates
They tried to make it to the States
His great uncle, he was a failure
He got deported off to Australia
So they stowed upon a steamer
On the famous White Star Line
I was raised upon these stories
Since I was the age of nine

(Chorus)



Well my great-uncle, he liked the races
He liked the dogs and steeplechases
His wife, my dear old auntie
She kept a teashop way, way down in Bantry
But he fixed a race in Donegal
And now he's got to hide
With the sticky buns and cakes and guns
And whiskey on the side

(Chorus)

I was raised on Black & Tans
Ronnie Drew and 'Van the Man'
I go to mass on Sunday
And then it's back to the pub on Monday
I'm from the wrong side of the south side
Of an Irish neighbourhood
I've never been to Ireland
But I know it's in my blood

My [G]mother's, brother's, [D]sister's, cousin's, [A]auntie's,
Uncle [G]Barney's, father's, brother had a [A]cousin from [D]Killarney

My mother's brother's sister's cousin's auntie's uncle Barney's

father's brother's sister's auntie had a cousin from Killarney

THE SCOTSMAN

A Scotsman clad in kilts, left the bar one evening fair
And one could tell by how he walked he'd drunk more than his share
He staggered on until he could no longer keep his feet
Then he stumbled off into the grass to sleep beside the street.
Oh, Ring-ding diddle diddle aye-dee-oh
Ring di-diddle oh day
He stumbled off into the grass to sleep beside the street.

Well later on two young and lovely girls just happened by
And one says to the other, with a twinkle in her eye
"Oh see yon sleepy Scotsman, so strong and handsome built?"
" I wonder if it's true what they don't wear beneath the kilt."
Oh, Ring-ding diddle diddle aye-dee-oh
Ring di-diddle- oh day
", I wonder if it's true what they don't wear beneath the kilt."

So they creeped up to the sleeping Scotsman, quiet as could be
And they lifted up his kilt above the waist so they could see
And there behold, for them to view, beneath his Scottish skirt,
Twas nothing but what God had blessed him with upon his birth.



Oh Ring-ding diddle diddle aye-dee-oh
Ring di-diddle-oh day
Twas nothing but what God had blessed him with upon his birth.

Well they marveled for a moment, then one said, "We best be gone."
"But let's leave a present for our friend before we move along."
So as a gift, they left a blue silk ribbon tied into a bow
Around the bonnie star the Scot's kilt lifted showed.
Oh Ring-ding diddle diddle aye-dee-oh
Ring di-diddlee-oh day
Around the bonnie star the Scot's kilt lifted show.

When the Scotsman woke to nature's call, he stumbled towards the trees
Behind the bush, he lifts his kilt, and he gawks at what he sees,
And in a startled voice, he says to what's before his eyes,
"My friend, I don't know where you've been, but I see you won first prize!
Oh Ring-ding diddle diddle aye-dee-oh
Ring di-diddlee-oh day
"My friend, I don't know where you've been, but I see you won first prize!"

D’ARCY’S DONKEY
(G C G D G C Am D G)

T'was up in the Bluestack mountains, D'arcy kept a bit of a still
We were sneaking home a bottle, when the guards came up the hill
"Lose the booze" cried D'arcy and before we could reply,
He'd dumped it in the nosebag of his donkey standing by.
The donkey had a gangly leg, and only one good eye.
When he got a lick of the whiskey, he'd swear that he could fly
He rocketed through the roundabout, and down by Jamesie's bar,
Then he vaulted through the hedges at the track at Ballintra

Here's to you, to me and one and all
To the garda, and the gargle, and the trophy on the wall
Here's to you, to me and one and all
The day that D'arcy's drunken donkey won the race at Donegal

The garda chased the donkey, and we followed in pursuit,
For fear they'd spill the whiskey, we begged them not to shoot
We barreled through the turnstiles, we got there just in time,
To place our bets before the lot of 'em reached the starting line.
The flag was up, the race was on, the donkey looked behind
He saw the guards were after him but sure he didn't mind
He had himself another sip, and a second one as well,



Then bucked and kicked and knocked the competition all to hell.

Here's to you, to me and one and all
To the garda, and the gargle, and the trophy on the wall
Here's to you, to me and one and all
The day that D'arcy's drunken donkey won the race at Donegal

The donkey passed the post about a lap or two ahead
He finished off the whiskey, then toppled over dead
We went to check the bets and found when everything was done
The garda came in second and paid 35 to one!
So we dragged the donkey's carcass down to Jamesie's for a pint
To drink up all our winnings, and to celebrate the night
We missed the poor old donkey, but still we had to laugh
When Jamesie made a trophy of the donkey's better half

So raise a beer in the air, to the famous derriere
Everybody raise a glass to D'arcy's ass! D'arcy's ass!
Everybody raise a glass to D'arcy's ass! D'arcy's ass!

Here's to you, to me and one and all
To the garda, and the gargle, and the trophy on the wall
Here's to you, to me and one and all
The day that D'arcy's drunken donkey won the race at Donegal

Downeaster Alexa

        G           D        Em     
Well I'm on the Down- easter A- lexa
       G              D            C     
And I'm cruising through Block Island Sound.
      C          G            Am      
I have chartered a course to the Vineyard.
       G         D       C            
But to- night I am Nantucket bound 

 C         D             G             C       
  We took on diesel back in Montauk yester- day,
 C            D               Em               D    
  And left this morning from the bell in Gardiner's Bay.
 C          D                G             C      
  Like all the locals here I've had to sell my home,
 C           D                 Em            D    
  Too proud to leave, I worked my fingers to the bone

          G          D         Em    
So I could own my Down- easter A- lexa
      G          D       C            



And I go where the ocean is deep.
         C        G            Am       
There are giants out there in the canyons.
     G           D            C              
And a good captain can't fall a- sleep 

 C    D              G                 C     
  I got bills to pay and children who need clothes.
 C             D                 Em             D   
  I know there's fish out there but where, God only knows.
 C            D            G                 C      
  They say these waters aren't what they used to be.
 C          D              Em               D       
  But I've got people back on land who count on me.

           G           D        Em      
So when you see my Down- easter A- lexa
          G            D          C   
And if you work with the rod and the reel,
       C        G           Am     
Tell my wife I am trolling At- lantis,
     G            D           C        
And I still have my hands on the wheel.

     G            D         Em      
Now I drive my Down- easter A- lexa
        G              D         C     
More and more miles from shore ev'ry year,
          C        G            Am         
Since they told me I can't sell no stripers.

           G         D            C        
And there's no luck in sword fishing here.

 C      D             G             C        
  I was a bayman like my father was be- fore.
 C           D           Em        D     
  Can't make a living as a bayman any-  more.
 C               D           G                C      
  There ain't much future for a man who works the sea.
 C                 D              Em            D     
  But there ain't no island left for islanders like me.

       G  D  Em    
Ya, ya, yaa aaa yo
       G  D  Em    
Ya, ya, yaa aaa yo



       G  D  Em    
Ya, ya, yaa aaa yo
       G  D  Em    
Ya, ya, yaa aaa yo// 

"Whiskey In The Jar"
                                    C                                 Am

As I was a goin' over the far famed Kerry mountains
     F                                                 C                                      

I met with captain Farrell and his money he was counting

C                                            Am                          
I first produced my pistol and I then produced my rapier

                F                                       C                                   
Saying "Stand and deliver" for he were a bold deceiver

        
           G                                       C
Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da

                                      
Whack for my daddy-o.

     F                                     
Whack for my daddy-o

                           C          G         C           
There's whiskey in the jar

I counted out his money and it made a pretty penny
I put it in me pocket and I took it home to Jenny

She sighed and she swore that she never would deceive me
But the devil take the women for they never can be easy

Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da



Whack for my daddy-o.
Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar

I went up to my chamber, all for to take a slumber
I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure 't was no wonder

But Jenny drew me charges and she filled them up with water
Then sent for captain Farrell to be ready for the slaughter

Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da
Whack for my daddy-o.
Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar

'Twas was early in the morning, just before I rose to travel
Up comes a band of footmen and likewise captain Farrell

I first produced me pistol for she stole away me rapier
I couldn't shoot the water, so a prisoner I was taken

Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da
Whack for my daddy-o.
Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar

Now there's some take delight in the carriages a-rollin'
and others take delight in the hurling and the bowling

but I take delight in the juice of the barley
and courting pretty fair maids in the morning bright and early

Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da
Whack for my daddy-o.
Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar

If anyone can aid me 't is my brother in the army
If I can find his station in Cork or in Killarney

And if he'll go with me, we'll go rovin' through Killkenny
And I'm sure he'll treat me better than my own a-sporting Jenny

Mush-a ring dum-a do dum-a da
Whack for my daddy-o.
Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar



"Seven Drunken Nights"
D                                                         D            G                 D
As I went home on Monday night as drunk as drunk could be
   G                      D                              A
I saw a horse outside the door where my old horse should be
             D                                                                G
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
         D                             G                             A          G                   D
Who owns that horse outside the door where my old horse should be?

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a lovely sow that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But a saddle on a sow sure I never saw before

And as I went home on Tuesday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw a coat behind the door where my old coat should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns that coat behind the door where my old coat should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a woollen blanket that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But buttons in a blanket sure I never saw before



And as I went home on Wednesday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw a pipe up on the chair where my old pipe should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns that pipe up on the chair where my old pipe should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a lovely tin whistle that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But tobacco in a tin whistle sure I never saw before

And as I went home on Thursday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw two boots beneath the bed where my old boots should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns them boots beneath the bed where my old boots should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
They're two lovely Geranium pots me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But laces in Geranium pots I never saw before

And as I went home on Friday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw a head upon the bed where my old head should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns that head upon the bed where my old head should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a baby boy that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But a baby boy with his whiskers on sure I never saw before

And as I went home on Saturday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw two hands upon her breasts where my old hands should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns them hands upon your breasts where my old hands should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a lovely night gown that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But fingers in a night gown sure I never saw before



As I went home on Sunday night as drunk as drunk could be
I saw a thing in her thing where my old thing should be
Well, I called me wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me
Who owns that thing in your thing where my old thing should be

Ah, you're drunk,
you're drunk you silly old fool,
still you can not see
That's a lovely tin whistle that me mother sent to me
Well, it's many a day I've travelled a hundred miles or more
But hair on a tin whistle sure I never saw before

[Intro]
G C G D G 

[Verse 1]
G
  On the good ship Venus
   G
By Christ, you should have seen us
    C                G
The figurehead was a whore in bed
   G      D          G
Sucking a dead man's penis

[Verse 2]
    G
The captain's name was Lugger
   G
By Christ, he was a bugger
   C             G
He wasn't fit to shovel shit
     G        D   G
From one ship to another

[Instrumental]
F C G
F C G

[Verse 3]
(faster)
        G
And the second mate was Andy
   G
By Christ, he had a dandy
          C                     G
Till they crushed his cock on a jagged rock



    G       D      G
For cumming in the brandy

[Verse 4]
    G
The third mate's name was Morgan
   G
By God, he was a gorgon
     C                  G
From half past eight he played till late
 G       D         G
Upon the captain's organ

[Instrumental]
G C G D G

[Verse 5]
    G
The captain's wife was Mabel
    G
And by God, was she able
   C                   G
To give the crew their daily screw
 G       D      G
Upon the galley table

[Verse 6]
    G
The captain's daughter Charlotte
    G
Was born and bred a harlot
    C                    G
Her thighs at night were lily white
   G       D         G
By morning they were scarlet

[Instrumental]
F C G 
F C G 

[Verse 7]
(original tempo)
    G
The cabin boy was Kipper
   G
By Christ, he was a nipper
   C                    G
He stuffed his ass with broken glass
    G     D         G
And circumcised the skipper

[Verse 8]



    G
The captain's lovely daughter
      G
Liked swimming in the water
  C                    G
Delighted squeals came when some eels
G         D      G
Found her sexual quarters

[Instrumental]
(faster)
G C G D G

[Verse 9]
    G
The cook, his name was Freeman
       G
And he was a dirty demon
       C               G
And he fed the crew on menstrual stew
    G      D        G
And hymens fried in semen

[Verse 10]
        G
And the ship's dog was called Rover
       G
And we turned the poor thing over
    C                      G
And ground and ground that faithful hound
     G     D       G
From   Teneriff to Dover

[Instrumental]
F C G
F C G

[Verse 11]
(original tempo)
G
When we reached our station
        G
Through skillful navigation
    C                  G
The ship got sunk in a wave of spunk
     G        D    G
From too much fornication

[Verse 12]
G
On the good ship Venus
   G
By Christ, you should have seen us



    C                G
The figurehead was a whore in bed
   G      D          G
Sucking a dead man's penis

[Outro]
(faster)
G C G D G

THE WIDOW AND THE DEVIL
A                   D                    E                   A
High atop a lonely moor, a Widow lived alone. 
A                                  D
Well, in she kept, and as she slept, 
        E                          A
her pillow heard her moan: 
          D      
"Oh, many's the lonely traveller 
                                        E
has spent the night with me, 
        A                            D
but there's no a man in all creation 
E                        A
gives content to me! 

"Well, some can manage once or twice, 
and some make three or four; 
but it seems to me a rarity 
is the man who can do more. 
I'd do anything to find him, 
in Heaven or in Hell." 
And as she spoke these words, 
sure, she heard her front door bell. 

              D
And the wind blew cold and lonely 
                                  E
across that Widow's moor, 
              A                D
and she never, ever turned away 

    E                           A
a traveller from the door. 

So boldly ran the Widow, 
and the door did open wide, 
and as she did, a tall and handsome 



stranger stepped inside. 
Well, she gave him bread and brandy, 
and when that he was fed, 
he said, "My dear, now have no fear; 
it's time to come to bed. 

"For I've heard your plea 
right down the lane, 
and I've come to see you right. 
But you must come to Hell with me 
if I can last the night." 
Well, she said, "You randy Devil! 
To this bargain I'll agree, 
for Hell on Earth, or Hell in Hell, 
it's all the same to me!" 

And the wind blew cold and lonely 
across that Widow's moor, 
and she never, ever turned away 
a traveller from the door. 

Now, as they tumbled into bed, 
the Devil, he proved well... 
and he thought before the night would end 
that she'd be in his Hell. 
Ah, but when they came to number nine, 
the Widow cried out, "More!" 
And when the twelfth time came around, 
the Widow cried, "Encore!" 

At twenty-five the Devil 
felt compelled to take a rest, 
but the Widow cried, 
"Come raise your head, 
and put me to the test!" 
At sixty-nine, the Widow laughed. 
"Again! Again!" she cried, 
and the Devil said, 
"Well, I can see just how your husband died!" 

And the wind blew cold and lonely 
across that Widow's moor, 
and she never, ever turned away 
a traveller from the door. 

At ninety-nine, the Devil 
he began to wail and weep. 



He said, "I'll give you anything, 
if you'll let me go to sleep!" 
But before the morning light was up, 
the Devil hobbled home, 
and the Widow, still not satisfied, 
once more was left alone. 

She lay there on her pillow 
and she thought on ninety-nine. 
"It's a pity that poor old Devil 
couldn't manage one more time! 
I'll call him up again tonight 
to see what can be done - 
with a little more application, 
he could've made it to a-hundred-and-one !" 

And the wind blew cold and lonely 
across that Widow's moor, 
and she never, ever turned away 
a traveller from the door. 

But when she called to him that night, 
no Devil did appear. 
For the first time in Eternity, 
the Devil, he shook with fear. 
He said, "Of all the torments 
I've witnessed here in Hell, 
I never knew what pain was, 
'til I rang your front door bell!" 

And the wind blew cold and lonely 
across that Widow's moor, 
and she never, ever turned away 
a traveller from the door. 

And the wind blew cold and lonely 
across that Widow's moor, 
and she never, ever turned away 
a traveller from the door.


