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A LA CLATRE FONTAINE

A la claire fonrtaine, m'an allant promanar;
J'al trouve 1'eau sl balle;, que je m'y suis baigne.

Lul a longresps que je T 'aime; jamais je ne t©’oublisrcai.

gous las feulllas d4'un chana, Jm =a suils faic sachaz,
Sur la plus hacte branches la rossignol chantadc.

Chante, rossignel, chante; tol quli as le coeur gai,
Tu a8 la comur a rise, mal {a 1l'ai-=-a plaurarc.

J'al pardu ma maitzesse, sans 1l'avoilr merite,
Porr un bouguet da rosae qua Ja lol rafosaie.

Ja voudrais gue la rose fut ancora au rosler,
Et mol ot ma mairressa dang los mea‘s amdtcias.

[sung by Jean Lapley, Taeresa Sagne, & Denis Laplante ac
Franch-Canadian Bongs warkahop]

ALABAMA JOHN CHERORER

Oh, this is the tale of John Chazaokesa,
Alabanma Jahn Charokes!

Tha injun man from Myranashes,
Alabama John Charokes!
With a haul-ay high and a haul-ay lowl
Alabama Jahn Cherokes !

Thay mada him a slave downm in Alabam’,
Ha rung away whanawver ha oan,

Thay shipped hin aboard of a whaling ship,
Again and again ha gave ‘am tha olip,

But they caught him again and they chained him ctighec,
Eapt him in tha dark wirthour any light,

Thay gave him nothin’ for to sat or drink,
All of his bones bagan to c=link,

And now his ghost is oftean sean,
gittin’ on the main-truck, all wet and green,

At the break of dawn ha goas balow,
That is when thea cocks they crow,

[sung by Mariide Widmann at the Sarturday Bong Clzcla)




ALLGONE

Whan =y litrtls baby started talking to ma,

He maid "no’ and "more’ and "milk’ and ‘*paa’ ;
But his favorite word the whole day long,

Wae allgons, allgone, allgone.

Allgons cheese and allgone bread,
Allgone bubbles and allgons to bads
Allgone story and allgone song,
Allgone, allgone, allgone.

Allgons diapers and allgona biba,
Allgone nursing and allgone criba;
Allgone crying from evening to dawn,
Allgons, allgons, allgone.

And now wa go hiking on mountains and beach,

With the forests, clear waters, and the stars within coaachy
But if we're not careful and 1f we'r:a nor BTESTF,

Allgone, aligone, allgons.

AMlgona sagles and allgone whales,
Allgone foreste and allgone guails;
Allgons salmon, wolves and swans,
Allgone, allgone, allgone.

And now we go marching, it’s the least we -an do,
In a vast crowd of people, and inspiring wview:
Frotesting the missiles, foredgn policy too,

Eo that soon wa are not allgone.

Allgone buildings, allgons streets,
Allgone cities in charred rubble heaps;
Allgone peopla who wara silant too long,
Allgone, allgone, allgona.

[Bung by Tedd Judd in the Environmental Bongs workshop.
Driginal]

ALL THROUGH THE NIGHT

Bleap, my child, and peace attend thea, all through the night.
Guardian angele God will sand thea, all cthrough the night.
Boft the drowsy hours ace creeping,

Hil1ll and wvalas in sluombar steaping:

I ay lowing wigll keeping, all through the night.

While the moon her watch is keeping, all cthrough the night.
Fhila the weary world is sleeping, all through the night.
O'sr thy spirit gencly stealing,

Visions of dalight revealing,

Breathes a pure and holy fealing, all through the night.

[sung by Eathy Ingarson at the Celtlic Bonge workshop)




ANCTENT GREEES

Fow listan a whila and I'1ll sing vyou soma phrasem,
#ecall faded glories and honor tha dead;

And I hopa that a smile will erack all af your facas,
And cara and all worry sacapa from your head.

1711 sing of soms lads of axceptiocnal qualicy,

All of thea geniuses, truly unlgue;

And a gambler who'd bat the last bill in his wallet
Would wagar 1 sing of the classlical Greak.

For philosophy mighrty and pure cogltation

Thara's nona To compara to tha classical Goeak:

if thinking were drinking and Jollificatdon.

An ocean of booza would have lasted a wealk.
Damscsrateas, Plato, and good ald Pythagoras,
Bocrartes, Iano, Frotagora® Toof

Denft forget Arzistotla, his blood shocld ba bottlad,
Thara playsad with the whaole philﬂlnﬁl‘licl.’l CEWW -

Now Homar composad a poatical potian

af varaificarien, the bast in the worlds

Ha juxtaposed Greaks and achletical Trojans,

And to the aguation he added a gicl.

Ha called it the Iliad, rhyming until ha had

Fillad vp his brailn and & ten—-gallon hatr

wWhan ha started che Odyssay, friands said "My God is ha
Going to remasber s mouthful like that?®

Fow, Hippocraces, suraly the fizet of physicieans,
Gave madical scianca a shot in the azmy

A doctor,” he sald, "must obay one copdition:
Nhatewvar vou do, don't you do any harm.®

#is mothar was pleased with his fine occupation,
His forcuna applauvuded by folks far and neax;

But ha seccatly grisved that his sarchly duzation
Fracadad tha golf club by two thousand yesars.

8a three cheers for this classical civilizarion,

May songs in thedr honor forever be sungy

May sach singer bes granted s standing ovation

And glorification from each leather lung.

An age of pura gold, zeflected in brilliasnce,

But moon, wa are told, the whole Jjoint went to por;

For though genius infected these Greaks by the millions,
Wot ona MBA jracaed the wholea sorry lot.

[sung by Tim Hall ar the Baturday Song Circle. Writcten by
Mark Graham]




AFPLEPICEKER'S REEL

Hay, ha, makes you feal so fina,

Looking out mcrose the orchard in the bright sunshine;
Hay, ho, makes you feal so fres,

Btanding in the top of an apple toeal

Up in the morning, before the sun,

I don't get homs till the day is doner

My plck-sack’s heavy and my shouldar's soza,
But I'1l be back tomorrow o pick momes mora.

Btart at the bottom and you pick’es From the ground,

And you plok that trea clean all the way "rouond;

Than you set your ladder and ¥ou climb up high,

And you’re looking through the leaves atc Che clanr blus sky.

Threa-lagged ladder, wobbly as hall,

Faaching for an apple - whoa! 1 almost fall:

Got a twency-pound sack hanging ’round my nack,

And there's three more apples thar 1 can't quite getcl

Thay come in green and yeallow and red,

Tou sat them in the morning and before you go Tto bed:
Tou can play catch if you throw'sa up high -

Dopr! Bguish! Applea pial

Hay, ho, you feal so funny

Walkin' through a town whan you got no money:
Hay, ho, makas you feal so free,

Standing in the top of an appla treal

Hay, ho, makas you feal so down

Pickin' up the windfalls crawling on tha ground;
Hay, ho, makes you faal so fros,

Btanding in the top of an appla traeal

Bay, ho, you lose your mind

If wa sing cthis song about & hundred times:
Bey, ho, makes you fesl so frees,

ECanding in the top of an apple Treal

[eung Friday night. Wrirran by Larry Hankm]




ARAGON MILL

At tha aast and of cown, at tha foor of tha hill,
Scands & chianey so tall, that says '"Aragon Mill'.

And the only tunea I hear i the sound of the wind,
As it blows throwgh tha town, weaave and spln, weave and spin.

But there's no smoke at all coming out of the scacky
The mill has shut down and it ain't a-coming back.

¥all, I'm too old to work and I'm too young to die;
Tall ma where shall we go, my old gal and I?

Thare's no childran ar all in the narzow, ampty STEGET )
Tha mill has clogsd down, 1it's @0 quiat I can't slsap.

Yas, the mill has shut down, it's the opnly life I knowy
Tall »a whara will I o, tell =& whare will I go7

[sung at tha Weaving workshop]

AUPRES DE MA BLONDE

Au jardin de mon parae les lauriers sont fleuris,
Au jardin de mon pare les lauriers sonc fleoris,
Tous le olgeaux du monds gfan vont ¥ fair® lewrs nids.

Aupres do ma blonde, gu'il fait bon, fait bon, falr bon;
Auprens da ns blondes, gu'il fait bon dormdr.

La oalll’, is tourterells ot la jode pecdrix,
La oaill’, la tourtecalls ot la joie peacdrix,
Er ma jolis colombe qui chants Jjour =t nudc.

gui chante pour les filles, gui n'ont pas da mari,
gui chante pour las filles, gui n'ont pag de mari,
Four mol, ne chance guere, car j"an al un joll.

pites-nous dofne, la ballea, ou done ast vor' =arl?
pites-nous donc, la balle, ou donc ast vor' marl?
Il a8t dang la Hollande, les Hollandais 1'ontc pris.

gus donnarier-vous, balls, pour Avolr votre ami?
gus donnerier-vous, balle, pour avolr votre amd?
Ja donnerais Vecsailles, Paris et Sainr-Danis.

Ja donnarals Versaillas, Paris et Sainc-Denis.
Lag tours de Norre-Dame ot 1'clocher 4'mon payse.
Ja donnerails Versaillas, Paris ot Sainc-Danis.
Lan tours de Notre-Dame et 1'clocher 4d'mon pays.

[sung by Jean Lapley, Tearess Gagne, and Donds Laplanta at
Franch-Canadian Bongs workehop]




BACEK AND STDES

Iat your back and sides go bare, mas boys,
Hande and your feet grow coldr

But give te your belly, boys,

Baar anough, whathaer it be new or oldl

1 had rather ba a baggar than a king,

1711 tall you the reascn why:

A king cannot swagger or walk like = baggar,
Or ba half as happy as T,

I have sixpance in my pocket, and bag aftar that:
Landlord, hare it is!

There ien’t any Turk gonna make ms work,

Fhan the bagging's as good as it 1sl

BomaTimes wa call at another man's hall,
Bag for bread and beac;

Bonetimes we're blind, sometimes we're lama,
Bomatimes too deaf to hear,

Gometimes wa lie like hogs in a sy,

Froat and snow on the ground:

BomaTimes eaC A& crust that's rolled in the dust,
And ba happy if that can ba found.

[scng by Rurt Leibezelt ac cha Bawdy Songe
workshop. Gourow: am sung by Dick Swaine of
Eanr 0OH]




BALLAD OF GIDDINGS’™ FALL

of sll tha taphounds who drink ac The Hoon,

The most unabashed and parcticular goon

Wag & fellow nasad Glddings, near seven feet Tall,

Who played gameas with his fist, pokin’ holes in The wall.

barry down, down, down darry down.

one night, when Ed4 siddings had clossd up The MHoon,
Complaining at anding his avaning so Eoon,

with Lubin and Ensco his way hae did sake

To n pacty at Bweanay' s, way down by the lake.

Wow the guests were all merry, the ligquer flowed fres,
goon Giddings was drunk as he ever would ba,

Ha realsd 'round the cabidn, a terrible esight,

And challangad each man in tha place to a fight.

Kow the roof of tha cabin was proppad with a post,
And Giddings declared that he'd fight with his host,
Bo ha laid hands upon it and pointed his boote,

And gpwora that ha'd Tear the post out by its foots!

741l now, Pat Sweanay had remained quite aloof,

But arousad by this threat to his house and his roof,
In half of tha tima that I tall of the task,

Par Bwemanay put Gilddings right dowm om his

Ed 3lddings declared that this never could be,

Bet tha truth of the mattar was aasy To @8a.

80 Sweanay threw Giddinge right out through the door,
And thare on tha outaide, they Ttussled Some WOTE.

Tha nolse of the fighting was raucous and loud,
gaan all of the neighbors had joined in the orowd.
Tha lasr to acrzive at this breach of tha peace,
Wag 2ill Brannon, s man of cthe plainclothes police.

#ill Brannon was ona who was umsed to command,

And & way through the crowd he was gulck to demand,
cancalve his frustratilon, disgust and disamy,

When thay bid him, "Sood evening!® and then TUrIned WY .

Ha albowed his way toward tha scane of che strife,

Bur goon was stopped short by Ed Gidding's young wifa,
Whe askaed, "Who in the hell do you think that you are?”
In raply to this gquestion, he showed her his star.

fha taok it and birt ic, by way of a TearC,

And fully convinced it was tin at tha bast,
ghe put him to shriek and to stamp on his hat,
Asking how many boxrops it cost him for thatl

By now, Bill Brannon was completaely undone,

fle he tried to coavinca har by ghowing his gunr

ghe laughed and declared it a toy and a fake,

8o ha saimsed it, and fired it threse timss in the lakae.

Wall, the avening is owver, ‘tis part of Tha past;

Par Bweanay provailad from tha firet to the last;

rryas the city police put an end to the fun,

They'd bean called to get rid of that goof with the gunl

[sung by John Dwyer at the Ballads workshop. Wardes by Bab
flarke, tune 'Derry Down’'. From the singing of Don Firth]




BALL OF YARN

In the marry month of June, whas the roses wece in bloom,
The blackbirds they were pinging theilr swear chacmm:

Oh, I mat a little aiss and I kindly asked her thim,

"Can I wind up your little ball of yarni®

"Oh no, kind gir,” said she, "You're a STEARNgRr unto ma,
And no doubt you have soma other lady charm.®

"th no, my turcle dove, yvou're the only girl I lava,

HMay I halp you with your lirtle ball of YArni”

g2 I took her to a nook right besilda the Ehady brook,

Not intending for to do har any harm;

You oan ploture my susprise, whan 1 looked into har ayes,
I was winding up her lirrle ball of yazn.

It was nine months to the day whan 1 me: her an tha way,
And she had a lirtle baby on her army

I saild, "My pretty miss, I cever draamad of this,

Whan I was winding up your litcle ball of Yarn."

Coma all maidens young and old, cake = warning when you're told,
Faver rise up early in thae morn;

Ba lika the blackbird and the thrush, kesp one band upon your bush,
And the other on your lirrle ball of YArm.

[sung by Rurt Leibazeic ac cthe Bawdy Bong workshop)

THE BATTLE OF BANNOCKRUORN

In 1314 wa took a lirtle turn,

Argund the hills an’ hesther tas the braes of Bannockburn;

Na took along our pipas an' wa wore our filibage,

An' we met che bloody Brictish, but they scon took Tas thalr lags .

Na tuned our drones - a licrle gantle hummin' --

Fa thocht they'd coma taas barrla But they turned around tas gos
Flayed one bit tune an’ noo they were a-runnin’ —-

Wa canna ken the British, they'rs an awfu’ Tflighty fos.

Wall, wa got there first, so wa took the highar groeund,

laavin' for our visitors the lovely boags around:

Bruce said it was the thing taa das tae save chem a' the cliab,
As their leges wers surely weary noo fras marchin’ a' the cims.

Bo wa did a little yellin’ an’ wa waved a gword or two —-

Just limb’'rin' up a bit, ym ken, an’' gwtrin’ raady nooy

But the British seemed tae take it wrong an’ made an awfu’ fuss —-
You'd think that they had never sesan or heacd the likaes o' us.

Wall, wa thocht at first that they'd sally forth an’ play,

But the sticky mud an’ branmbles ’round than sesnad to spoll their dayp
For their chargers could nas charge an’ theilr archers ecould naa draw,
Bo they packed it in an’ a’ went homms, they ware nas fun atr a.

[sung by Jean EBmith at che Caltic Songs warkshop. Words ordglnal. To
the tune of 'The Battle of New Orlmans’ ]




HE GENTLE, ROBTN

Wall, RBsbin and I weant out for a walk, and what do you thisnk wa saw?
Wa saw a little pussy-cat, a-lickin® at haz paw.
Robdn want over toe play wich haz, to pat hezr on the heaad,
But firet 1 grabbad him by tha hand, and thie is what 1 sald:
"Ba gantle, Robin, don't sgueata the pusey-oat,
Ba geantle,; Robin, pet her nice instead.”

Than after & whiles wa waca walkin' along and saw a littlea boy,
With a smiling faca 'cavsa in his hand ha hald & brand-naw Toy;
Robin want owver to play wich him, to sea if he was nica,
Bur first 1 grabbed him by the hand, and I gave him this advica:
"Ha geantle, BRobin, ask firstc if you can shara,
Ba gantle, Robin, remsesabar to play fair.®

And afrar a whila wa weare walkin’ along, and what do you think of chac?
Wa saw a great blg lady in a funny-lookin® hat:
Bobin want over ©o say hello, without a trace of faar,
Bur firer I grabbad him by cthe hand, and I whispared in his ear:
"Ba gantle, Robin, donft lacgh of point and squaal,
Ba gantle, Hobin, think of how you would feal."

And afrer a whila wa wara a-walkin' on homa, talkin' about our day,
And all the things wa'd sean and dome, and passad along the wayr
Robin ha grabbad ma by the hand, and boy! =y face turned rcaed,
Whan he gave =me a good calkin’-to, and this is what he said:

"Ha gantclae, daddy, don‘tc tell ma what to do

Ba gantlae, daddy, and I'1l grow up liks you.®

[sung by Tadd Judd and Rabin Walkar ar thea Sacurday Concert. Original]




BLOW ANWAY THE MORNING DEN

Thers was a knight, and he was young,
Mding on che WAy

And thars ha »aT a lady fair,

Among the ricks of hay. Binging,

Blow away the morning daw,
Tha daw and tha dawr

Blow away the morning daw,
How sweaat the wind doch blow.

Quoth he, "Bhall you and I, lady,

Among the grass slt down®?7

And 1 will have a spacial cara

For the rumpling of your gown." Singing.

"Bdr, Adf you'll go along with ma
Unto my fathar's hall,

Thece you may have half my asstate,
And my maidenhead and all.” Binging,

Ha halpad har to her snow white steed,
Ha mountad osn the othac;

And then thay rid along the road,
Like sister and like brother. Binging,

And when thay reschad her fatharc's gate,
Bo quickly sha poppad in;

"You are a fool without,” she said,

And I a mald wicthin.® Singing,

"And if you meet a lady gay,

An you pass by yondar hill,

If you will not whan you may,

You shall not when you will." Singing,

[sung by Paddy Grabar at the Bawdy Songe workshop]

BLOW THE CANDLE OOT

When I was apprenticed in Londen, I went to seea my dear,
A candle at har window, the light shone bright and clearz;
I rappad upon her window to eaasa her of her pain,

Bha zose to leac me in, then she barred cthe door again.

I like her wall behavicur and thus 1 often say,
1 cannot rest contanted whilst she is far away;
The roads they are so muddy, we cannot gang abour,
B9 roll ma in your arms, love, and blow The candla

Your facher and your mother in yonder room do lie,
A-hugging one another, so why 1ot you and 17

A-hugging one another without a fear or doubt,

B0 roll me in your arms, love, and blow the candle out.

And if wa prove successful, love, pray name him afrar ma,
And keap him neat and kiss him, and daff him on your knes;
Whan my chree years are anded, =y cime it will ba out,

Then I will double my indebtedoess by blowing the candle ouc.

[sung by Dal Langton at the Ballads workshop)




BOATIN' ON A BULLHEAD

I was workin’ in & line baczn, msatin'’ baans and hay,

Bome a-kickin’ my stern svary olght and avacy day:

Ba T hired our canaling, as = hocny and a toil,

Driving mules that kept a-bawling 'long cthe cowpacth's smally soil.
The towpath’s smally soll, my boys, tha towpath's smally sodl,
Driving mules that kept a-bawling 'long the towpath’s smelly soil.

But my feet rased corng and blisters, the mules burt raised a srink,
Roped my feer and thraw me twisrtera plusp inro the dirty drink,
Bo I thought I'd give up driving, Cap ha thought B, ToQ;
gaye ha, "Hire out at diving, or go bow in the cance."
2o bow in the canow, =y boye, go bow in tha canos,
Bays ha, "Hira ourt art diving; or go bow in the canos.®

1 was sirtrin’' on ctha heaslpath, watching boats Tow up mand down,
Bhivarin’ from the firsc bacth that I'd had sinos I left Town,
When a boat pulled in the basin, at the wood dock for the nighc;
1 lost no time co hasten ‘round the bridge to ask a bita.
'‘mound the bridge to ask & bitea, my boys, the bridge To ask a bita,
1 lost no time to hasten ’round the bridge to ask a bita.

They filled me up with beans and shoat, thay lighted ma a cob,
Askad ma could T stear a boat, thay offered me a job;
Kaxrt morning I was boosted to the stern cabin's roof,
With the tillar chere I roosted and I watched tha driver hoof,
1 watchad the drivar hoof, =y boya, I watchad the driver hoof,
With the tillar thers I roosted and 1 watched the driver hoof.

Wa was loadasd down with Scar Brand saltc, Cap was loaded, Too;
1 wouldn't say it was his fault, what was the man t©o do?
for the boar she was a bullhead, decked up to the cabin top,
There's many canalears now are dead that had no place To drop.
That had no plass to drop, my boys, that had no placa to drap,
There's many canalers now ace dead that had no place to drop.

And the bridge was only & heave away whan 1 saw 1t 'round the band,
To the Cap a word I didn’t pay while turning and over and;
For the bowsman he forgot to yell, "Low bridge, and duck 'er downl®
The bullhesd caprain went to hall with a bridgestring for a crown.
A bridgestring for a crown, my boys, a bridgestring for a crown,
Tha bullhead captain swent to hell with a bridgestzing for a crown.

Coms all you young canalers, never stear a bullhead boat,
or they'll find you some fine morning in the E-ri-ea afloart;
po all your fine navigatin’ in a line barn, full of hay ==
"Low bridge!®” you won’'t be hatin’, and you'll live till judgeassnt day!
Bure, you'll live till judgement day, my boys, you'll live
£111 judgamant day,
"Low bridge!” you won't ba hatin’, and you'll live till
judgamant day !

[sung by Eurt Laibazait on Friday night. From George Ward's "Oh That
Low Bridge®, Front Hall Records]




BONEY

Bonay was & waczdor,
Nay-hay-yah!

A warrier, a terz-i-ar,
John Francois.

HBomay baat the Prosshiana,
The Austrians and the Rooshians,

Oh, Baney marched to Momcow,
Across the Alps through ice 'n anow,

Boney was a Pranchyman,
But Bonay had to tueEn again,

Bo he recreated back again,
Mopcow was in ruine then,

Bonay weant to Elba,
Wished ha'd never besn chare,

He beat the Prooshians squacely,
Hs whacked the English nearly,

Wa licked him in Trafalgar’'s Bay,
Carried his main topmast away,

"Twas on tha Plains of Wacerloo,
He mat the boy who put him chrough,

Boney marched to Waterloo,
And there he met his overthrow,

Ha mat the Duke of Wellington,
That day his downfall had bagun,

Boney want a-cruilsin’,
Abgard the Billy Ruffian,

Banay want to Saint Halan',
And he never came back again,

Thay seanrt him into eaxilas,
Ho died on Baint Helena's isla,

Bonay broke his heart and died,
In Corsica he wished he scyed,

e wai a rforty genaral,
A zorty, @norcy genecal.

[sung by Jean Lepley at tha Saa Shanty
workehop]




BONNY AT MORN

Tha yows is in the meadow and the kye is in tha cozn,
Thou's ovar lang in thy bad, bonny at morn.
Tha yowa 1 in the mseadow and the kys is in tha corn,
Thou's over long in thy bed, bonny at morn.

Bot thou's Canny aTt neat, bonny AC mOrmy
Thou's over long in chy bad, bonny ar morm.

Tha bird is in the bueeh and the troort is in tha burny
Thau hindars thy mitche:r at many's the toen.
Tha bird is in the bosh and the trowot is in tha burny
Thou hindars thy mithar at many's tha tusn.

Wea're all lald idle wich keapin' the balzn;
The lad willna work and che lass willna lsarn.
Wa'ra all lald idle wich keapin' the baiznrs
The lad willne wozrk and the lass willna learcn.

[eung by REurt Leibazeit at the Saturday Concert]

BRIDGET O'MALLEY

0, Bridget C'Malley you left == heart shaken,

With a hopaleass desmclation, I'1ll have you ©Co know;

Ic*s the wondears of admirarisn, your guiat facs has takan,
And your basuty will haunt =& whareaver I go.

Tha white moon above the pala seas, tha pala stars above the palm toea,
Ara cold beside my darling, but no pure:r than ahe;

I gaze upon the cold moon, Til the stars drown 1n the Warm B6a8,

And the bright ayes of my darling are nevar on me.

My Bunday is weary, my Bunday it is gray now,

My hmacrt i& a cold thing, my heazt is a stona;
All joy i dead in ma, my life has gone away How,
Angther has takan my love for his own.

The day is approaching when we ware ©o bas married,
Ard itc's rathar I would dia than live only to griesve;
O maat =e my darling ere the sun sate on tha bazlay
And I'11l meat you theara on the road to Drumsliewve.

[Bung by David Ingerson at the Celtic Bongs workshop]




BROCHAN LOM

0 brochan lom, tana, lom, brochan lom sughain,

Brochan lom, tana, lom, brochan lom sughain,

0 brochan lom, tana, lom, brochan lo=m sughain,

Brochan lom, 's & tana, lom, 's & brochsn lom seghain,

Brochan tana, tana, tana, brochan lom sughain,
Brochan tans, Tana, Ttanm, bzachan lom sughain,
Brochan tana, tana, tana, broshan lom sughain,
Brochan lom, ‘s & cana, lom, 'm @& brochan lom sughain.

O thugalbh aran do na glllean leis &' bhrochan shughain,
0 thugaibh sran 4o na gillean lais s’ bhrachan shughain,
0 thugaibh aran do na gillean leis a' bhrochan shughain,
Brochan lom, '# & tana, lom, 's & brochan lom sughain.

Se0 an rud a gheibheamaid o nighean Gobha ‘= Duine,
Sec an rud a gheibheamaid o nighean Gobha ‘n Duine,

G800 an rud a gheibheamaid o nighean Gobha 'n Duina,
Brochan lom, ‘s @ cana, lom, 's & brochsn lom sughain.

[sung by Jean Samich ar the Saturday Song Cirela]

BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON

{zound)
By the waters, the waters, the waters of Babylon,

Wa sat down and wept and wept for chea ZTisns
Wa remsanbar, we remonbar, we cesesbar thaa, Zion.

[sung by Mariide Widmann at thae Barurday Bong Cirela]

CALLER HERRTNY

Wha'll buy callar herrin’, they're bonnie fish
and halasoma farin',
Buy my =allar hezzin' new-dcawn fram the Forch.

Whan ye were sleapin’ on your pdllows,
Draamad ya aught of our poor fellows,
Dazklin' as they faced tha billows,

A" tae 111 the woven willowsm.

Oh whan the creal o' heazzin' pasees,
Ladiasé drassed in eilk and laces

Gathar in thair braw palissas,

Caet thelr hedds and screw thelr faces.

Ch neighbor wives now cent my tellin’,
Whan the bonnie fish ye'ce sallin’,

At a word aya ba your dealin’ --

Truth willl stand whan &' thinge failin®.

Nha'll buy my callaz hezzin',

They're no brought here wi’out brave darin’;:

Buy my caller harrin’, ya lircla ken thalr worth.
Wha’ll buy my caller herrin’,

Oh y¥e may ca’ theas vulgar farin’ —-

Wives and mithers maist despairin’

Caf tham lives of man.

Callar hezzin'! Callar hercin’|

[sung by Jean Smith in the Caltic Bongs workshop.
Wricctean by Baroness Rairn]




THE CALTON WEAVER

I mm a weaver, a Calton weaaver,

I am & ragh and a rovin' blada;

I‘ve got sillax in my poochas,

1’1l gang and follow tha rovin' trade.

Whisky, whisky, Fancy whisky,
Whisky, whisky, Nancy O.

Az I cam’ in by Glasgow oliy,
Hansy whisky I chanced tas small:
1 ga‘sd in, sat doon beside hex,
Bavan lang yesazrs I lo'esd her wall.

Tha malr I kissed har, tha mair 1 lofad harc,
Tha mair I lo‘ed har, the mair sha smllad:
7411 I forgot my Mither's teachin',

Kancy soon had me beagullsd.

1 woke up in the saczly moezndn',

Taes slake my drouth it was =y nead;
1 cried tas rise, but 1 was unable,
Eancy had =a by tha haid.

"Come awa' landlady, whitfs tha lawin®?
Tall =& whit there iz cae pay."
=*Fifrean shillin’ is the zeck’nin’,

Pay me guickly and go away."

1711 gang back taa The Calton weavin®,
1711 surealy mak’ thea shoectles flyr

And 1’11 mak’ malr at tha Calten weavin’
Than avar I did in & rovin' way.

80 coma a’ ya waavers, ye Calton wWweavers,
Comm a' y& Weaavards, whaos a'ar ya bar
Bawara o' whisky, Nancy whisky.

Sha'll ruin you asm sha ruined ma.

[sung by Mary Garvay at tTha WNaaving Songs
workahop]




CAN YE SEN CUSHIONS?

Ch can ye sew coshione? And can ¥a gaw shaate?
And can ye ging ba-la-los, whan the bairn greats?

And hes and baw birdime, hea and baw lamb,
How and baw birdis, ay bonnis wes lamb .
Hom O, wea O, what will T do wif ol
Black's the life that I lead wi’ youl
Mony of you, little for ta gl's youp

Hem O, won O, what will I do wi’ you?

1 biggit the cradle all on the tres top,
And the wind it did blaw, and chae cradle did rock.

Now hush-a-ba, lammie, and hush-a-ba, daar,
Fow hush-a-ba, lammim, thy minnia is here.

Tha wild wind is ravin’, thy minnie’s heart's sairp
The wild wind is ravin’, and you dinna care.

Bing ba-la-loo, lammia, #ing ba-la-loo, dear,
Doas tha wea lammis kean that his daddie’'s no hara?

Ta'ra rockin’ fu' sweerly upon my warm knee,
But your deddia’s a-rockin’ Cpon the saut san.

[sung by Eathy Ingerson at the Celric Bongw
workahopm]




1*11 wing you a stery of troublae 'n woa,

That’1ll causs you to shudder and shiver:

Concarnin’ a Chines bumboat man,

That sailesd the Yangrze River.

Ha was s heathan of high degrea,

As jome-houves Tecords show;

His family namas was Wing Chang Loo,

But the sallors all called him Jim Crow—ee-aye-ch-—ea-aye!

Hitchea-kum, kitches-kum, ya! ya! yal
Bailorman no likes me:

Fo savvy the story of Wing Chang Loo,
Too moch of tha babar-aya-aa, RKya-—oal

Fow Wing Chang Loo ha fall in lowve,

With s gal callad Ah Chuo Fongr

Bha had two ayss like pompkin seeds,

And mlippere two dlnches long.

But Ah Chu Fong loved a plrate bold,

wWith all har haart and livec;

Ha was cap—li-tan of a double—dacked Junk,
And he sailed the Yangtze River-sys-iver—ays!

Whan Wing Chang Loo ha heard of thiws,

Ha swora an 'orrible cath:

#1f Ah Chu marries that plzate bald,

I1'1]l make savsage meat of "am both!®

Ba ha holsted his blood-rad bactle flag,

Put ints tha Yangtza River;

Ha stearad har aast and south and west,

74111 that pirate ha 4id diskiver-aye-iver-eye!

Tha drums thay beat ©o guarcezs and

Tha cannons did loudly zoar:

Tha rad-hot dumplin’s flew like laad,

And tha souppers they ran wich goze.

Tha pirate paced tha quazter deck,

wWich naver a shake nor a shiver:

Ha was shot in the stern with a hard-bodlad agg
That panatrated his liver-eye-ivez-aye!

The dyin’' pirate feably cried,

"e'll give the fos more shot;

If I can't marry Ah Chu Fong,

Than Wing Chang Loo shall noz!®

Fhen s paase-puddin’ hot hit the bomboart’'s @ide,
1t causad a horrible sceane;

It upaat a pot of hot bow-wow BoUR,

And exploded the magazya-sanea-ays-oan

[sung by Jon Pfaff ac the Bea Bhanty workshopl




THE CONDOM SONG

I usad to wear an IUD,

I vesed to take the pill,

1 smeared mysalf with avery kind

Of contracaprtive gal:

Bur times have changed since then old pal,

Ba listan now to ma --

Tour turn has come for reprodustive rasponeibdlicy. . . .

82 you'll wear a condom, a big rubber condom,
And 1711 wear a great big emile;
'Caues it eain’t gonna hurtehs

To don that gutta peccha

Now that safe sex is in style;
Bo take it our of your wallat,
Whaceayear you call itc,

And stretch it for a milm,

And put on your condom,

Tour blg rubbar condom,

And I'1l put on my sexiest smilas

You'll wear a condom, a big rubbar condomn,

And 1711 wear a nagligea;

‘Cause no omea can doubt irt,

If you'ra careless sbour ir,

It'm the woman who will pay;

Go 1f you're getting excired,

Thata's no need to fighe ix,

Just do it the Boy Beout Way,

And put on your condom, your big rubbar condos,
And If1ll wear my nagliges.

Jean Smith's versa:

Oh you'll wear a condom, though not wery fondom,
Or alse you'll get no play.

For the world's getcing snarcer

And wa realize we garter

Flay it safe chat way.

of no babies desizous,

Fot to mantion AIDE wirus,

1’11 skip gamas in tha hay

Unlese you'll wear a condom, and smear Jally ondom,
And then we'll frolic night and day.

fake Hoskin®a vecse:

Ch I wore my condom, my big rubber candoa,

When you wore me out last nighr.

My old Uncle Billy, he thinks we are silly,

Ha says condoms just aren’t righc.

Ch ha's such a bothar,

I wish that his farchar

Had dressed the way wa dor

For if he'd worn s condam, then Bill Vander Talndom’s
A sead that would neaver have grew.

[Bung by Lyn Pinkerton at the Bawdy Bongs worknhop. Wards
by Hilda L Thomas, Yancouwver, BC
Tune: ‘Whan You Wore a Tulip’




THE CRAR-FISH

It'g of & jolly clacgyman; he had a litcle horse,

A bridle and a saddla, to cock his lag across.
Wirh-a-ma hi Jinimy, ho Jinimy, coma along wi® me,
i Jinimy, ho Jinimy Johmeon.

and as he was a-riding, a=zriding by tha broak,
gs gaw & lirrle man with a fishing-rod and hook.

"5 figherman, O fioharman, O figherman,” sald he,
"Have you got a lirrle crab-fish that you will sell to me?®

"0 yas sir, O yes gir, O yes gir," said he,
"eha finest 4in the basket T will sell to thea.®

85 he took the lirrls crab-fish, he tosk him by the horne,
Has slung him on his back and he toddles him off homea.

But when he got it home, boys, he couldn’t find a dish,
8o he popped ir in a pot, boys, that wasn't used for fish.

aAnd when his wifa got out of bed in the middla of the night,
the naughty little crab-fish it gave her such & bice.

sha shoured to her husband and guick-a-ly he arosa,
And the naughty litcle crab-fish it caught him by tha nosa.

It‘e, "Husband, O hosband as sures as I was Dorm,
The devil’'s in the charlie, a-sticking up his horn."

"wWifa, wifa, wife, you most ba golng mad,
Thar you don’'t know the davil from an old sea crab.

But wifs, wife, wife, cthis is a pretty Pass;
Ta find my nose 8o cloge URTO Yyour ass.”

*gugband, O husband, now suraly that's no orime,
far ir'e baan thara above tan thousand times."

Thoan one got a scick and t'other got a broom,
Arnd they chasad tha poor old crab-fish all around tha Coom.

Theay kicked him on the hesd, thay kicked him on the aide,
They jumped upon his back, boys, puntil the poor crab died.

1 stacted with & song and I ended wirh a diccy,
There was & baby born, he‘d a crab=fish on his tirtry.

How I've Tfinished with my story, although 1T was Sad,
This was the and of that poor old crab.

[sung by John Dwyar at the Bawdy Bongs workahopl




TIHE CUCEOQ’S NEST

Thera's a Thorn-bush 1in the gardan whare the lads and lasges At ,
And it wouldna do to do what they're doin’ in Eha sCeeat)

Tha first tima that he saw that, he was wacy much imprapssd,

By tha rufflin’ of the feathers of the cuckoo's nest.

Hay the cuckoo, hi the cuckoo, ho the cuckoo's nest,
Hay the cuckoo, hi the ouckoo, ho the cuckoo's nest,
1'11 give you a shillin’ and a bortles of tha bast

If you'll ruffle up the feathears of me cuckoo's nest.

Nall, they spickled and rhay spacklad and thay slatherad all arsund
For it'e hidden in a coroer and ir len’t aasy foundr

If sha hadn't shown hi=m whara, wall he never would'wve gumEEad

How to ruffle up the feathers of the cuckoo's nest.

¥

She showad him where to find it and she showad him where to go,
Through prickles and through brambles whercs the long cCrope growp
And once that he had found iz; she would never lat him rest
Till he ruffled up the feathers of har cuckoo's nest.

s maT hez in the mornin’ and he took her in the night,
ia’'d never been that way bafore, he msant to gac ir rdght:
She told him he had bungled and he said it WasEn't True,
And he left her wich the makin’s of his oun ouekoo .

[eung by Maryle Rorn at the Bawdy Bongs workshop]

CUONNLA

"Who ie it out there knookin'’ ms diccheg down 7"

Who is it out thare knockin’ me dirchas down 7

Who is it our chare knockin' ma ditches down?®
"it's only seeelf,” says Cuonnls.

"Cunnla, dear, don't come any nearer me,
Cunnle, dear, don’'t coms ALY Oearear me,
Cunnles, deaar, don't comm ANy nNEearar me."
"Mayba 1 shouldn't,” saye Cunnle.

"Who is it out thers tappin’ me window panai®

“Wha is it out there rakin’ the firs up

"Who is ir down there ticklin’ the toes o' me}

"Who is it down there lifrin’ me blanka: up?
"Cunnla, dear, 468t coma ANY DOAIBE e,
Cunnla, dear, don’t come any nearer ma,

Cunnla, dear, don’t cCome ANy TNAAIGT W&,
"I've come far snough now," smays Cunnla.

[sung by Liam Callan at the Saturday Concart]




DAINTY DAVIE

1 was in and throogh the window broads,
And mll the tizliewirlies o'c;
Tha sweatast kiss chat a'ar I got
Nas from my daincy Davie.

o, leaza ma on your curly pow,
painty Daviae, dainty Davie;
LaaTa M on your curly pow,

My ain dear dainrty Davie.

It wam down amang my daddie’s pease,
And undacrneath the charry treasr

o cheze he Xigc ma as ha pleasaed,
Far he was my ain dear Davie.

Whan he was chased by & dragoon,
inco my bed ha was lay douny

1 thought him worthy o' his zoom,
And he's ays my dainty Daviae.

[gsung by Chris Ros at the Celrtic SBongs workahap]

DONA DONA

On & wagon bound for markert thera's a calf wicth a mournful aye,
High above him there's a swallow winging swifrly through the sky.

gSow tha winds are lawghing, theay laugh with all thedr might;

Laugh and laugh the whola day through and half the sumwar’'f
aight.

Dona dons dons dona -- dona dona dona doe,

pons dona dona dona -- dona dona dona do8.

"grop complaining,® gald the farmer, "who told you & calfl To a2
Why don’'t you have wings to fly with like the swallow so proud
and fres?®

calves are sasily bound and slaughtered, never knowing tha
rangon wWhy ;

But whoaver treasuras freadom, like the gwallow has leaznad To

fly.

[sung on Friday night. Written by Aazon zadclin, trans by Arthuz
Eevese & Teddl Schwartz]




DONWN ON THE MIRA

ra afcearcnoon;
nu-nn:i EE; Ei:.:::h;n:‘ilth black line lndizpuﬂn.
E: if thay cacch nothing Tthay naver complain,
1 wish I was with tham agaln,
I wish I was with them again.

Can you ipagine a piece of cha univarse
More Ilt for prophets and kinr?

1 t!i Y Ean of your cltluu for Marion Bridge
And the pleasure it brings.

The boys on the boats call to girls on tha shorae,
Teaeing the cnes thar thay dearly adore,
Than in the evening the courting bagine,

I wish I was with chan again,

I wiegh I wae with thes again.

And down on the Mirs on a warm sumser's nighc,

The campfires blaze o che childran’s delight;

Thay dance round the flaseg Blnging smongs to thair friands,
I wiahh I was with thaa again,
I wish I was with tham again.

And then in tha avaning the etories are tald,
Of witches and werewoclves and Oak Ipland gold;
The stars in the heavens they aparkle and spin,
I wigh I was with thaa again,
I wish I was with them again.

Downn on tha Mira the Paopla are kind,
They Treat you to homs braw to halp you vowind:
And if you caome broken they ses that you mand,
1 wish T was with them again,
I wish T was with chem agmin.

How I mupt laave with a wish you go wall,
Sweat ba your dreams, may your happiness swall:
I'm goilng back whara my eTory baglne,

I'm godng to ba with tham again,

I'm going to be with thea again.

[Bung by Mary Garvey ar the Baturday Concerc. Writtan
Allisrer McGillvazy]




AN EASTER SONG

Ccoma all ya lirrle childcen dear, pray listen To my S007-
111 sing To you an Easter tale, I will not keap you lang.
Tt'g all about & little hen, I heard my nother say

This lirrle hen laid chocolate aggs for Resurrection Day.

*he hen she would not lay at homse but laid out in the field.

The childran cama for miles around, to find what she would yield.
Thair happy laugh and joyful song, you'd hear iz avarywharsa;
Thars hadn't been s battaer time since last year at Puck Fair.

Bur therza lived a woman on the hill and she was Vary SEan.

fraugs children loved the little hen, with anvy sha Curned groean.
&ha gearched her book of avil spalls and solemnly did swear

That mha would change the lirctle hen into a big whita hara.

The little han kept laying eggs, so many did she need,

That whan he: feathers turned to fur the change she did not hesd.
gar lircle heart was filled with love, and children, they had fun;
Shae did nor know shae was a hare or that evil had been done .

The laprachauns then took a hand, they came from avarywhara;
Eing Brian brought his fairy host to sea the big white haza.
The little children stood around as Brian took the floox;
gaid he, "The hare 1s one of us, and will live for avarmore. "

80 coms all ya little childran dear, pay heed To what 1 say.

Remanbar when you search for sggs on Resurrection Day

Thar love will always conguer hate, so ba as free as ailr

And do what aver you think is right, like tha hen chat bacawa
a hara.

[Bung by Paddy Graber at The Barurday ConcarT. Originall




THE ELNHA RIVER
1-A:

Coma gathear round you naturs lovears, listen to my Bong,

And a lamscn ta {:u all T will celace:

That it's one thing te enact m law thar Epeaks against a wrong,
But quite another to eansure that it's abaysd.

Bz
1 sing about the River Elwha, a shild of ice and snow,
Cagcading down 01 2 mountainsides;

Churning throogh its gorges, caressing vallay floors,
It spazkles forty miles Tto Juan de Fuoa's tidaa,
Whera in the grace of narurae dwalt the Klallam tribe.

2-A:z

At Tha heart of Klallam culrure lived an anclanc mystecy,
Long revered in rirosl and BOng:

The yearly waves of salmon comdng home from the sesa,
Searching out cthe Elwha's gravel bads Lo Epawn.

Bz
Bockaya fillad Lake Butherland in erimgon summar floads ;
And than swept in a guarter million pinks;
Hook-nose chum cama in rhe fall and dug thedr shallow redds,
While coho drove on for chs URPAT creaks,
Than the winter stealhead flashed rainbos otreaks .

Lk
But che ona thay call the king would first appear in rhe spring,
A fish of legendary size:
Brad to power through the gorge, & hundred pounds and often mars,
It wae the Elwha's Famocus prize.

=Xz

The people of the Elwha Frosparad many times an age,
Conserving what the ciwver did provida;

And every spring a joyful caramony they would stage,
When the firsr of the glant fish arrivad,

A
Buc then cama the white man, and tha tima of many tears,
Ha was self-ordained mascer of the aarchs
He brought powsr saws and power sednes and powsr anginears,
To convert the trees and fish to Private waslrh,
And to dam the salmon from rheir pPlace of birch.

d-A:z

Back in 1894 Tom Aldwell had rhig draam,

When he claimed a homestead at the five-nilas garge;
Fow Tom he was no farmar but a proficear suprama,
And Port Angeles the milltown hea halpad forge.

B
After cwanty years and two AtCanpts, he dammed thac granite draw,
And becams a caprtain of state industry;
But without a costly fishway, it was claar againet the law,
83 to a cover-up tha Governor did BTTEE ——
The dam could stay as part of a new hatchary.

O
And whan the wild salmon arrived, there was no way they could

get by

The dam to reach their home to spawn:

Nave aftar wava of big fish tried to Junp ice flume ‘ril aach
run died --

Than one year thay wera gana.

{(next page)
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=Nt
The sockeye and the pinks, then the hundred-poundars want,
As the land was rapsd by the profireers: paunaar

The Tiny hatchery was closed, a mere expadient --
And upziver; another dam -pp;-:.d_ B

R:
Bo Thomad Aldwell had his dams and he cared por at all,
Edpr:ﬂl:n run;i-:rz loat mlong the way.
L] T1oUR ticlang of hie power warze anthzalled:
Thay would 1 to him, then look the othar way,
And tha dam reaains illagal te this day.

2 H

burt now his corp’ rate helzs need a liceanse for the dam,

Az it creaks beneath ite robber load of wilt:

lat'e ansgure the hearing’'s falr, that lawe are nor a sham --
Lat tham mitigate thalr alghty yeacs of guilt.

B:
8o come You river lovers, 1f you be nature’s friand,
Preass the politiclane, don't delay:
Lat's restors the wild salmen to the leavels they have bean,
And good laws wa'll makea the profiteazs cbay --
Iat'e Tear chose killar Elwha dame away.

[
"Twage on & hot and sunny day lagt year around the and of May
Pown by the dam spillway I had a look; :

1 psared into the Elwvha clear and a massive shadow did appaarz,
And headed for thea fluma while I shook.

Oh, oould it ba a hondred-pound Chinoalk?
I przay wa can bring back those bidg chinook.

[sung by John Dwyar at the Paclific W Bongs workshop. Written by
Brian Robarteon]

THE E-RI-E

Wa ware fnrtgllilul from nlhl:E. foargat 1t I never shall,
AT

What a Tarrible storm wa had night an tha E-ri-a Canal.

Oh tha E-zl-e was a-riedn’, and thae gin was a-geccin' low,
And I scazcaly think wa'll ger a drink £ill wa get to
Buffalo-o-o, till wa gat to Buffalo.

Na wara loaded down with barlay, we wera chusk up full af rya,
And tha captadsn, ba looked down at ma with his goddam wicked aye.

Tha captain ha cames oot on dack with a epyglass in his hand,
The fog it was so ‘tarnal thisk thar ha souldn't spy the land.

Two days out from Syracusea, tha vessal stcruck a shoal,
And wa like to all bean foundered on s chunk o' Lackawanna coal.

¥a hollered to tha caprtain on tha cowpath treaadin® dire,
Ba jumpad on board and stoppad tha leaak wirh his old flannel shire.

Fow tha cook she was a grand old gal, sha wora a cagged doass,
Bo wa hailsted he:r up on a polea as a signal of distress.

Kow the captain he got married and tha cook sha want to jaill,
And I'm the only son of a bitch that's left to tell the tale.

[aong by John Dwyar on Fridsy avaning]
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FASHIONED TN THE CLAY

When it seams like sveryons is worried for chamsalvas,
Making plans for fallout shalrtars, Etocking op tha shealves;
Liwving in the fast lane, staying high ac nighr,

Thinking that by accident wa'll blow out all the lights.

Look now at the porter whose wheal is spinning round,
Shaping with her hands the past and future from the ground;
Cups that will be filled and drunk so warm in wintectima,
Flates and bowls for dinners ssrved by candlalight with wine.

And she (he, they, wal balieves, she baliaven,
By her work it'sm mo emsy to mes

That the future is more chan the followlng day;
Ic's fashioned securely in =ha elay.

Now coma see tha farmer working in his fialdas,

Hoping for cthe sun and rain to guazantea his yialds;

Like a sesad the wind has blown to unfamilisr graund,

Ha walts to ses whac fate will bring as each year rolls sround.

Elpswhara thece are lovers in & warm anbracae;

Happy with thedir plans to CArry on the human racep
Kow their baby cries and wondars if ir'g all alona,
Boft the volces reassure, thara’ll always ba s home.

Bo 1T you had bean worried that tomorrow wouldn'r adal R
Look to ses che ones whoses lives arce follewing the sun;

And the hope that springs so clearly from the work they do
¥Nill spraead a lirtle farcther when it’'s found a place in you.

[sung by Carol Elwood on Friday. Wriccen by Elmar Baal]
FIDDLER’S GREEN

Dress ma Cp in me oilsking and jumpar,

Fo more on the docks I'11 be sean:

Just tall me old shipmates I'm cakin’ a crip;, mates,
And I'1l sea you smomeday on Fiddler's Crean,

Oh Fiddler's Grean is a place I've heard tall,
Fheare fishearmen go if they don’'t go to hall:

Whare the weather is fair and ths dolphins do Play,
And the cold coast of Greamnland is far, far AWAY .

Whars cthe eky’s alwaye blus and thers's faver s gala,
Where the fish jump on board with a swish of their cailmy
Fhere you lis at yoor leilsure, chere’s no work to do,

And the skipper’s below makin'’ tea for the crew.

Whan you get back to dock and your long trip is through,
Thera's pubs and there's clubs and thersa's lassies thara, Ttooj
The girle are all pretty and the bssr is all frea,

And there’s bottles of rum growin’ on every Cras.

Wall, I don't want a harp nor = halo, not mm
Just give me a breeze and a good rollin’' maa;
And I'd play me old sgueezebox as we'd sail mlang,
With the wind in che rigging to sing me this Bang.

[sung on Friday. Written by John Comnelly]



FIFTY-NINE CENTS

High mchool daydreams coma aasy and fres,

Whan you'rs a working woman, whatchs gonns ba?

A sanaTtor, & suzgesn, alm for tha hadghoe,

But tha guldance aoffice says lower your sighte to:

Fifry=-nine cante for svery man's dollar,

Fifry-nine cencta, it‘e a lowdown damly

Fifry-nine cancs makes s grown woman hollerx,

"Thay give you a diploma (2:degrea, 3I:ritcls),
it's your paychack thay staall"

gha's off to colleage; tha alite kind,

To polish har mannars, sharpan har mindr
fionoze in English, latter in lacroasa,
Teachas her to type for har favorice bose at:

Junior axecutlve on har way up,

Special asslstant to the man at the copr
Bha's ona in a million and all sha found,.

Wam hear own seccatary Dow To arder around ac:

But the word is bedng proceassad in ctha typing pool,

A working woman aln't nobody's foolr

Eha's talling the boss on Bscretary’s Day,

"You can keap your flowars, boddy, give ma & raise morae than:

Fifcty-nine cantes for avery man's dollarx,

Fifty-ninea cants = ah the daal has changed:
Fifty-nina cants make a grown woman haller,

You can keap your flowers, buddy, give us a raipal®

[sung in tha Humor workehop. Wricten by Fred Small]




THE FIRESHIP

Ar 1 strolled out one ev-e-ning, out for a night's carear,

I mat a lofty clippar ship and aftar har I sceaced:

I hoisted her me sig-a-nals, which she so gquickly knew,

And whan she saw ma bunting fly, she immediately hove Co-o-o.

Bhe had m dark and a rolling aye,

And her hair hung down in ring-a-late;

Bha was & nice girl, a decent girl, but...
Ona of tha rowin' kind.

"Hind sir, you must axcuse ma for baing our mo lata,

For if my parents knew of it, than sad would by my fataer
My father ha's a miniecer, a true and honeast man,

My minnie works at weaving, and I doss the bast I can.”

I ayad chat wanch full warily, for talk like this I koew,
Bhe ssamad a little overbold, ghe liad for all I koews
But still she was a comaly wench, her lips a ruby red,

Har bosom full, her hips so slim, shae coyly hung har head.

Ch I took her to a tavern and treated her o wine,
Littla did I think that whe bealonged to the rakish kind;
I handled her, I dangled he:c, and found o my surprisa,
Bha was nothing but & fireship, zigged up in a disguisa.

And go I deamed her company for a sallorman like mar
I kigsad har onca, 1 kissed her twice, said she, "3a nice to me."
I fondled her, I cuddled her, I bounced har on my knea:

Bhe wept, she sighed and then she cried, *"Jack, will you slesap with ma7®

Now all ya jolly sallorman that saill thea Westarn Saa,

And all you jolly ‘prantice lads s warning cake from ma;
Etear clear of lofry fireships, for me they laft swall-opent,
For ome burnt all sy monay op, and lafr =a brokae and bant.

[sung by Paddy Grabar ar the Bawdy Songs workehop]




FOLDEROTL

A singar of folkeongs want walking ana day,
With a haigh, a ho, and a fol-dea=-ral,

g8a strummad his guirtar and he loudly 414 play
*Ic'e & lot of fol-de—rol-de—zol,
It'em a lot of fol-da-ral-o.'

Ha spiad him a maidan so young and mo fina,
with a haigh, a ho;, and a fol-da-rol;

S8aid ha, "I will sing and I°11 string har a line
And a laTt...

I'll cofan this maidan so young and smo fair,
Baguila her and lure her all inrs my lair
For & lot...

B8c ha sang him of love and ha sang him of June
And he sang him of aweathaarte all undar The moon
And a lot...

And he sang him so sweat and he sang him so fzea,
Eha couldn’'t halp joining in aweat hazmony
It‘s & loc...

Sa they walkad and thay sang till theay cama to a STream,
Thera he struck a graat chord -— she sald "What do you maan
By a lot...

"Oh, these songs that I°11 eing you will do you no harm,

And you will I’.I’.l'i counterpoint, happy and warcm,
And & lot...

For I'11l sing you of working all day im tha flelds,
Cf homlng and plowing and rich agtomn yialds;
Oh a lat...

or of deap coney-burrows all in the tall gzass,
And fecrets thac plumb them and sarch them at last
Buch & lot...

And I*11 sing you of mining, 1f you will but heaz,
af deap-dalving work and explosions, my dear
And m lot...

Sha wsaid, "8ir, I fear thar your scrings are too tight,
And your chords acé too harsh for a maldan’s delight
Oor m lot...

I1‘d want an instrument aasier to learzn,
For yours is too hard and it won't sulr my turn
It'e & lot..."

Bo mha unecrawad his pages and walked lightly away,
And she laft him unstrung and unable To play --
What a lot...

Bo yvou singars of folksonge, both old ones and young,
Nich a hadgh, a he, and a fol-de-zol,

Hind your chords and your tuning lest you ba anetrung
It'a a lot of fol-de-rol-de-zol,
Iv's & lor of fol-de-rol-de-raol,
It's & lot of fol-de-zol-o.

[gung by Jaan Smirvh ar the Bawdy Bonge workshop. Criginal]




My father was a cockay, as his fachar was bafore him,

Ard I married me a cockey nearly fifcy yeacs agor

And Ifve lived here on this station, and I've sean the seasons changing,
From the drought round to the flooding, from the lambing to tha waal.

And there's bean times when I've wondered 1f it all was worth the dodng,
And thare's bean times when I thought this was the finest place rthers igr
But though the the life is never easy, and the hours are long and heavy,
I'm quite contanted nowadays to have joined my life with his.

Tagathar through tha thirties, while othar lives ware broken,

Wa worked from dawn to twilighrt o hold on to whar was ourDEs

And at night wa'd sit exhausted, and I'd stroke his dusty forehead,
With him too tired to talk to me and me too tired to care.

And the childrsen came unbidden, bringing laughter to the homastoad,
Arnd I thank the Lord my sons were young, too young for batcle chen:
And 1 counted myself lucky to loss no one close to family,

Though the neighbors lost their only son, so left and moved rto town.

And the children have grown and left me, ©o careeacs in town and city,
And 1'm provd of them, but sadly, that nons chosae statlon lifar

And 1 smile to hear them talking of the hard work in tha offica,

But whan I think of working hard, I ses & cockey and his wife.

[sung by Mary Garvey at the Weaving Bongs workshop]




GARBAGE

Mr. Thompson calls the waiter, orders sTeak and balad potatar,
But he lesaves the bone and gristle, and he never SaCE the akiner
The the bus boy comes and Takes it, with & cough contaminates if,
A he puts in a can with coffes grounds and sardine cine;

Then the truck comes by on Priday and carts ir all away,

And a thousand trucks just like it are convergling on the bay-

oh, garbagml (garbage, garbage, garbage),

Garbaga! (garbage, garbagam, garbagel,

Wa'ra filling up the ses with garbager

Garbage! (garbage, garbage, garbagel.

marhagms! (garbage, garbage, garbagel,

What will we do when there’s na place left to put all the garbage?

Mr. Thompson starts his Cadillac and winds it up tha fresway crack,
Leaving friends and neighbors in a hydrsocarbon haza;

Sa’'s joined by lote of smaller cars, all ganding gasas to tha otara,
Up there to form a seathing cloud that hanga for thizty days?

While the sun licks down into it wirth an ultraviolet cCongus,

And turns it into smog and chen it settles in our lungs.

Oh, garbagm! (garbage, garbage, garbagel,

Garbagal (garbaga, garbaga, garbagel,

Wa'ra filling up the ailr witch garbaga;

carbagm! ([garbage, garbage, garbage),

Garbage! (garbage, garbage, garbagel,

Whart will wa d2 whan thaca'a nm:hi;g to braathe but garbaga?

sarcing homa and taking of f his shoas, he sertles down wich —ha aveaning nows,
Whils the kids 4o homework with the TV in one eaxy

While Suparman for the thousandth times salls talking dolls and conquers crime,
purifully they learn the date of birth of Paul Revaeraj

In the papea:r thea’'s a plece about the mayor's middla nama,

And ha gets ir read in time To watch the All-Btar bingo gama.

ch, garbage! {(garbage, garbags, gazrbagae] ,

Garbaga! (garbagem, gl:h-g-.uq-rbnqu1,

Wa'ra filling up our minds Th garbaga;

carbaga! (garbage, garbage, garbaga),

garbagal (garbagae, garbage, garhagal ,

Nhat will we 4o when thare’s nothing left to read and thara's nothing lefc
to newd,

There's nothing left to warch and there's nothing left to eoueh,

There's nothing left To walk upon and nothing laft to talk upen,

ind nothing left to sea and nothing left to ba but garbagal

1n Mr. Thompeon's factory, chey’'re making plastic Christmas Creas,
Complate with silver tinsal and a geodeslc standf

The plastic’s mixed in giant varts from some conglomacation that's bean
Fipad from deap within the earth or strip-sinad from the land;

and if vou ask them guastions, the say, "Why, don't you poa,

It's sbmalutely neaded for the eac-o-pno-meal®

Oh, garbagm! (gacbhagw, garbags), thedir stocks and their bonds - all garbaga!
Garbaga! (gacbage, rbagm), What will they do whan theiz oystem goas
to smmgh, thara's no valus to their cash,
There's no money to ba mada, bur thara's a world to ba Tapald,
*hair kids will read in history books 'bout financlers and othac crooks,
And faudalism and slavery and nukes and all thalr knavery.
Ta history’'s dusthin they're consigned., along with many oThar kinds
of garbaga!

[sung at the Environment Songs workshop. Writtan by Bill Eteala]
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IHE GATHERTN’ OF THE CLAN

‘Twas on tha firsc of ALUGUET
Tha party it ba r

Oh newver shall forget, me lads,
The gatharin’ of tha clan)

Bingin' hie les a lageins,
His lea halloo,

Fo matter how ye leise ma,
Ta oanna hies tha noo.

Johfi Brown the farmers

Was wvary surprised ro cea
Four and twenty maildenheads
A-hangin’ from a creas.

There was dancin’ in rhe maadows,
Thara was dancin’ in the rickn:
Ta couldna hear the muglc

For the swishin' of the pricks.

The bride was in the parlor,
Explainin’ te the groom,

The vagina, not the rectums
Wams The eantrance to the wombli

The parson’s davghter, she was thaza,
A-glttin’ way down 1’:-n:|n::|'|'_F

With a garland of romss 'round her hair
And a oarrot up har cuncl

Rapaat v 1

[sun h;' John Dwyer at the Bawdy Songs
woarkehap




THE GEODUCE SONG

Wall, soma years age in the summar, in Charlsston down at the coast,

Nhen Jomaph and Docg were both fishing, s thing that thay liked to do most.
Thay carrisd their bear to the harbor, with hook; line, and sinker and poles,
And they'd it and thoey'd fish in the suenlight tlll Fature cams T©o call.

Kow, if rhere wers no ladies prasent, to the and of the dock they would stroll:
Nor for theam that small 8illy buillding thar stood back on tha shors.

Thay'd check righr and left Tto ba certain, then their zippers they’'d open wide,
Eslisve themselves into the harbor, and back up the dock chey woold scride.

Now it happaned a boat full of ‘gencleman’ at the and of tha dock were tied,
And thay’'d coamant about The adquipmantc of aach fisharman who cama by;

And Joseph was not tall in stature, and he gwt their traarment full,

And though he would always ignore them, thelr mockery soon &id pall.

But one morning he dug up a gesdock, an idea leapt into his mind:

The way rto bafuddles those yokels who were 80 unkind.

He cut off tha neck af the gecduck, it surely would suit his plan;y

And 1i11:nd it - pomshow = in & most privarte place, and tucked 1t down into
his pants.

And that afterncon at the fishing, drank the requisite nunbe:r of bsars,

Than he sacaresad on down to the dock’s-and, to his tormeantors’ hoots and
jeaza;

The catcalling stoppad in amazamant as he prepared to do the deed -

Pulled our three feet of neck of the geoduck and through it la-la-ls la des.

Then grasping it firmly at center, ha went to a piling that stood
Caverad with sharp shells of barnaclas, and he thrust it on the wood;
Threa mighty whacks ha gave it, then tucked it back into its place,

And walked past their opan-mouthed gawking, bearifical smlla on his faca.

[sung by Maryle Korn at the SBacurday Concert. Oxdginall

GET UP AND GO

How do I know my i:uth i all spanc?

My gat up and go 8 got up and wancl
But in spite of ic mll, I'm able to grin,
And think of the places my get up has bean.

0ld age is golden, so I've heard sald,

But sometizeas I wonder as I crawl into bad,
Nith my ears in & drasmc, oy teath in & cup,
My myas on a Tabla until T wake up.

Az slesap dims vigion, I Eay To myaalf,

*Ig theres anything alse I should lay on the shalf?®
But Tthou nations are warring and bosiness is vexed,
1'11 srill stick around to ses what happans naxt.

Whan I wae young, my slippacs wara cad,

1 could kick up my heals right over my haadp
Whern I was ocldsr, my slippers werce blue,

Bur arill I could dancs the whola night through.

Kow I am older, my slippers are black,

I huff to the sore and I puff my way backrs
Bur neaver you laugh, I don‘t mind at all -
T'd rathear be huffing than not puff ac alll

1 get up sach morning and dust off my wits,
open the paper and read the obilte;

1f I'm nor thara, I know I'm not dead,

S0 1 mat a good breakfast and go back to bed.

[sung by Een Shulman at the Saturday Bong Circlas)




GIVE YOURSELF TO LOVE

Eind friends all gathared 'round, rhere's somathing I would may,
That what brings us togecher here has blessed us all Coday;

Love has made & cirzcls that holds ve all ineide,

Whearse strangers are as family and lonelinmes can't hide. TYou must

Glve yours#elf to lowe, if love is whar you'ra afcac;
Opan up your heazts to the tears and laughtar,
And giwve yourself to love, give Yoursalf to love.

I'va walked thase mountains in the rain, I've learnad Lo love tha wind,
I've bean up bafore the sunrise to watch The day baging

I alwaye knew I'd find you, though I never did know how,

But like sunshine on a cloudy day, ¥You srtand bafora ma now. Ba

Love is born in fire, it's planted like a maed,

Love can't give you everyth Fs but it gives you what you need:
Love comes when you are ready, lowve comas when you'rea afraid,

It will ba your greatest teacher, the bast friand you have made. Ho

[vong by Simmons Home on Friday night]

GOING TO THE Z0O

Daddy's taking us to the zoo romorrow,
Ioo CONOrroW, ZO00 COmOrrow;

Daddy’'s taking us to tha roo tomorrow,
Wa =an stay a&ll day.

Wa'ra golng to the zoo, oo, zoo,
How about you, you, you?

Tou can coms too, Too, Tog,

We're going to the zoo, zToo, zao.

Z2aa the alaghant wich =ha long trink swingin’,
Great big ears and long trunk swingin’,

Bniffin’ up peanute wich tha long trink ewingin’,
W& can stay all day.

Gee all the menkeys scritch, scriteh scratchin’,

Jumapdin’ around and scrirveh, scoriteh scratchin?,

Hangin' by ctheir long tails seritch, serireh scratchin’,
¥o can etay all day.

Big black basr all huff, huff a-puffin’,
Coat’'s too heavy, he's huff, huff a-puffin’
Don‘t ger too near the huff, hoff a-purfin’,
Or you won't stay all day.

Seals in the pool all honk, honk, honkin’,
catchin' fish and all honk, honk, honkin’,
Little seals all honk, honk, honkin’,

Na can stay all day.

Wa stayed all day and I'm gertin’ sleapy,
Bittin' in the car gerrin’ sleap, aleep, 8 laapy,
Home already and I'm sleap, aleap, slaapy .

WNa have stayed all day.

Wa've besan to the roo, oo, Too,
82 have you, you, you?
Yaou cams too, Too, Tod,
Na've been to the oo, Too, TO0,

But Mommy's taking us to che oo romorrow!

[sung at the Children's Bongs workshop. Written by Tom
Faxtan]




THE GOLDEN VANTTY

Thara was a ship that sailled upon tha Lowland saa,
And the name of our ship was the Saldan Vanicty,

And wm fearad sha would ba taken by tha Bpanish anesy,
Az wa galled vpon the Iowland, Lowland, Lowland,

Wa salled upon the Lowlands sea.

Than up spaka our cabiln bay, and boldly outs b,
And ha saild Ta our captain, "What will you wa TS ma,
"If I awim alonguide nf cha Spanish anamy

And sink her in tha...

"ok, I will giva you sillwer, asd I will give you gold,
And my own fail: daughter your bonny bride shall bea,
If you'll ewim amlongeids of the Bpanish enemy,

And sink her in the..."

Than tha boy ha mada him ready, and overboard sprang ha;

And ha swam alongeidea of the Spanish asnemy,

And wirth his brace and auger, in hac slda he bored holeas threa,
And sank hec in the...

Thean quickly he swam beack to the cheezing of the crew,

But the captain would not heed him, for hies promise ha did zoe,
And he scorned his poor esntreatings when loudly ha did sua,
And laft him 4in rha...

Then roundaboutr he turnped and swam To the port sidas,

And up unto his messmates, full birtcerly ha orled;

"h, mapemates, draw ma up, for I'm drifring with tha tida,
And I'm pinking in the..."

Then hizs messmates doew him ¢p, but on tha deck hea died,

And they stitched him in his hammock which was @2 falr and whita,;
And they lowearad him owrboard, and he doifted with the tida,
And sank inco The...

[eung by John Dwyar on Friday night]




GONE, GONNA RISE AGATN

1 casanbar tha year that my grandaddy died,
Gomm

i a riss again.
They dug his grave on a mountainside,
Gane, gonna rise again.
1 waE Co% young to understand,
The way he falt about cha land,
But 1 could read his history in his hands,
Ganm, gonna rise again.

It's corn in the corib and apples in the bin,

Ham in the smokehouse and cotton in the gin,

Cows in the barn and hoge in thea loc -

You know he never had a lox,

But he worked like the davil for tha little ha got,

Thase apple treess on the mountainside,

Ha planted the seeds just bafore ha diad.

I guamss he knaw chat ha'd naver sea

The red fruic hanging from the trea,

But he planted those seeds for his children and me,

Bigh on a ridge above the farm,

I think of my people that hawve gone on,

Like a trea that grows in the mountain ground,

Tha storme of life hava cutc'sm down,

But the new wood springe from the toote underground,

[#ung by Mariide Widmann at the Environment Songs
warkshop. Written by 21 Eahnl

THE GOODNIGHT-LOVING THRAIL

Taea ald to wrangle or ride on the swing,

Too baat tha triangle and you curse averychingy

1f dizt was a kingdom, than you'd ba the king,
On tha Goodnight Traill, on tha Loving Tradil.

Our 314 Woman's loneascma tanlght.

Your French harp blows like the lone bawling calf:
It's & wonder the wind don't tear off your skin,
zat in tharse and blow oot the light.

Wich your snake olil and herbe and your liniments too,
You can do anything that a doctor can 4o,
Excapt find a cure for your own goddam sCaw,

Tha cookfira's gona out and rhe coffea’'s all gone,
Tha boys are all up and thay're calsing the dawn;
You'rsa stlll sittdng thare, lost in a sang,

I know that some day I°11 be jusc che sams,

Waaring an apzon instead of a nama;

Thara's nothing can change it, thera's no ona to blama.
For the desert's a book wrir in lizarde and sagm,

It's sasmy ta look like an old torn out page,

Faded and cracked with the colozs of ages,

(sung at The Cowboy Bongs workehop. By Ucah FPhillips]




GO _TO NWORK ON MONDAY

1 did my parc in World War 1I, got wounded for the natiom,
Now my lungs are all shot down, thers ain’t no compeansation.

I'm gonna go to wark on Monday ona more time,
I'm gonnem go to work on Monday one more tima, one mors Time,
I'm gonna go to work on Monday one more Time.

The doctor saye 1 smoke too much, he says that I'm mot trying,
Ha mays ha don't know what I've got, but we both know ha'm lying.

Tha lagt tims 1 sent near my job, I thought my lunge wara brokan,
rhast bound down likae iron banda, I couldn’t breatha for choking.

The polirticians in this state, they'rs nothing short of rottanm,
Thay buy us off with fancy words, and sall s OUT TO COLTOn.

The doctor says both lungs are gons, there ain’t no way to shake i,
But I can’t live without a job, somshow I've got To take it.

They tell me I can't work at all, thers ain’t no need of Trying,
gut living 1ike soms used up thing is just this shert of dylng.

gitrting on my front porch swing, I'm like someona forgottan,
Bead all filled wirh angry thoughts and lungs filled up with cotton.

{sung by Terasa Gagne at tha Weaving Bongs workshop. Written by
81 Eahnl]

THE GREAT STORM IS5 OVER

The thunder and lighrtning gawve vodce to the night,
The lircle lame child cried amloud in har TrightT;
Hush, little baby, a story I'1l call,

6f a love that has vanquishad the powers of hell.

Allealuia, the Sreat Storm 1s owver,
Lifr up your winge and fly:
Allalula, the Graat Storm is owver,
idfc up your winges and fly;

Swsnarnass in the alr and justica on the wind,
Laughtar in the house whare The mourners have
Tha daaf shall have music, the blind have new
The standards of death taken down by surprise.

Balasgs for the captives, an and to the wars,

Eaw straams in che deasart, new hopa for the poose;
The littlae lams childran will dance as thaey sing,
And play wirh the bears and the lions in spring.

Hush little baby, lat go of your fear,

The Lord loves His own and your mother is here;
Tha child fall asleap as tha lanteazn did bura,
The mother sang on till her bridegroom's D&TOEN.

[sung by Bruce Baker on Friday nighr. Nrittan by Bob
Franka]




GEREEN GROW THE RASHES, 0

Thera's nacht but care on av'ry han',
Iz ev'cy hoor that passas, O,

What signifies the life o' man,

An' 'Cweare na for the lasses, 07

Gremn grow che rashas, 0O,

Graan grow the rashas, O;

The sweetest hours that e'ar I spand,
Ara Spent amang the lassas, 0.

The warldly race may riches chasa,

An' riches still may fles cham, 0O,

An' though at last they catch cham famt,
Thedir hearcs can ne'ea: anjoy cham, 0.

Fles = a canny hour ac o' an,
HY arms about my dearie, 0.
An' wmrldly cares and warldly man,
May &' gme tapsaltescie, 0.

For you saa douce who sneear ar this,
Ta're nocht but senseless seees, O
The wisest man the warl’ a'ec BANW,
e dearly lo'sd che lasses, O.

Auld Nature swears the lovaly dears,
Her noblest work she classes, O:
Har 'prentice han'’ sghe ctried on man,
And then she made the lasses, 0.

[sung by Bath West at the Saturday Baong
Cirecle. Nrittan by Robart Burnas]




THE HALF-DOOR

Az I was walkin' down the road, I spled a cozy near aboda,

Nith tha half-door opan hangin’ wids, "Yoo'ra walcoma in, coma 1in hara”

"God save mll here,® T kindly said, then a sweat collean poppad oot har haad;
"god mave you kindly sirz," she said, "coma in an close the half-dogr.®

Eha had a basker pacchad on har kneas, 'twas full of potacoams; I could aea,
And avary one of them, carafully, sha paaled bafore =e ayas thara,

Sha looked at mea with roguish smile, she said, *"8it down and reast awhile,
Bincea you camm back to Erinfg 1gla, wa nawvar cloze the half=doar.®

Sha saild, "Play up tha 'Bhaskean Real’ and I will make you happy faal.®

Than sha tuzned tight upon har haeal and lifred down tha half-door.

1 playad that tuna wich grace and scyla, with avecy note sha'd wink
and amile,

Till aha had = haart baguiled, whilea dancin' on the half-docr.

Shea said, "Now, Liam;, you hava to stay, And I'll brew up a cup of tay,
And then you can bm on your way, and I'11 put up the half-dooc."®

Bha didn't hava To agk ma TwWice, har currant cake and tay WaE nilca;
Bafora I lafc, I kissed hear twice as sha leaned across the half-door.

[sung by Liam Callen at the Celtic Songe workshop]

HANG ON THE BELL, NELLIE

The scana i in a jailhouse: if the curfew rings tanight,
Tha guy in numbar 13 eell will ge out like a light:

Sha knew har dad was Linnocant and so our lizclea Nall
Tiad har tandear toras te the clappar of the ball.

Hang on the ball, Fellis, hang on tha ball,

Tour poor Tfathezr's lockad in a cold prismon call;

Az you swilng to the leaft and you swing ta the tlgﬂt.
Ramambar the curfew ball must naver ring tonight.

It all bagan whan Hellie said, "Wo, no!" to Handsome Jack,

Az she strogglad for har wirtua down thara by tha rallroad ceacky
Daddy cama a-zunnin' as the traln sped down tha lina -

Jack stappad back upon tha track and pald tha prica for czima.

Tha arrepted dear old daddy and they took him bafora tha law,
Tha judge sald Handeoma Jack, wall, ha warn’'t handscma any mora;
Nallis bagged and pleaded but the jury did not care,

Thay didn'r have a sofa 80 they offared him tha chair.

They tugged upon the ball-rope, bur cheare was no cing-a-ling -

Thay couldn’t get thedr foul desd dona, for corfew would not ring;
Upstairs, poor Well was swinging as balow thay tugged and heaved,
7111l suddenly a wvolce cried; "Stop! The geszer's bean reprieved.®

This is the badtima story that thea warden loves to Tall;

The convicte listen to the tale of plucky litcls Nall,

And how she savad har dad thar night when curfew would not cing,
And taars straam down thealr faces as in bermony thay sing:

[sung Friday night. Written by Tosmie Connor, Clive Erard,
Rose Parkar]




HADL ON THE RONLINE

Haul on the bowline the bowlina, tha bowline,
Haul on cha bowline, the bowline hauall

Haul on the bowline === for Ficcy, ohe's ma darzlin’,
Hawl the bowline --- Ritty lives in Liverpool:
Haul the bowline Liverpool's a fine town.
Haul tha bowlina 8o sarly in the morning.
Haul tha bowline bafores tha day was dawninf.

Haul tha bowlina tha fore'n'main c'bowline.

Haul tha bowline tha fora t'gallanc bowline.

Haul tha bowlinm tha Capa Horn gala’'s a-howlin’
Haul bowlina the cook he is a-growlin'.
Haul bowline wa'll aither break or bend ic.
Haunl bowlinms wa'rs man anocgh co mend ic.
Hawl bowline === and bust the chafin’-leacher.
Haul bawline --- gh, haul away togethear.

Haul the bowline --- wa'll haul for bacter weacher.
Haul the bowline --— wa'll bowl along togethaer.
Haul tha bowlines --- tha bonnia, bonnils bowline.
Haul tha bowline --- tha packet is a-zollin’.

Haul the bowline --- tha long, the long-tailled bowlins.

Haul tha bowline --- the 01d Man, ha's a—-moanin’.

[sung by Chris Roa at tha Baa Shanty workshopl




Hara‘'e & haalth to the Davanaughs, Jonas’, and O'HMalleys,
Who roda from the East on a elow-turning wheal;

wWho forded wide rivers, watars and valleys,

To leave thelr young lives by the Oregon Trail.

Whara tha wate:z flows, thace is no farrcy,

Captain, ha bld, "Take a lina To the shoral®

And & young man of 20, named Michasl J Devanaugh,
gcappad forward to ewim to his final reward. But...

Whara the mountains rise, wagone graow heavy,

fman are doubled and everyona pulls;

Na broke all the shackles whila Darby Jones was drzowin',
And buried har placas so far down balow. Bor...

Nhara tha cactus grows, mileas they grow weazy,

Water is npaught but a dream in the mind;

But big Johnson O'Mallay want saarchin’ for to find soms,
But the water he brought us was tainted with lye. But...

o the story goas, peacple wazea =many,

Lived and they died by the light of a drean;

And wa lay down basida theas our love for tha Jjournay,
And with it a curse for the Oregon Trail. B80...

AfE: o=

[sung by Mariide Widmann at the Batuorday Song Clcclal

HI DA

Hi da, hi da, hi dides di-ds, hi da;, hi ds hids,
Hi da; hi da; hi didea di-da; hi da; hi da hida.
Hl da, hi dides di-da, hl da, hi da hida,
Hi da, hi dides di-ds, hi da, hi da hida.

[oung by Joan BEudd at the Jawlsh Bongs workshop &
at the Saturday Concart]




HOME ON THE RANGE

0 glve =8 a homsa whaza the buffals roam,
And the dear and the antelops play:

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word,
And the skies are not cloudy all day.

Homé; homa on the tange,

Nhere the deer and the antelops play;
Where seldom is hesrd a discouraging wozd,
And the skiles are not cloudy all day.

How cftan at night when the heavens are bright
With tha light from the glicraring stare;

Hava I atood thezae amazed and asked as I gazed,
If thelr glory exceeds that of ours.

[sung Friday night)

I CAN'T HELP ROT WONDER

It’s a long and dusty road, it’s a hot and a heavy load,

And che folke I meet ain‘tc always kind:

Boma are bad and soma are good, some have done the bastc thay could,
Soma have tried To aase =y croublin’ mind.

And I can’t help but wonder where I'm bound, whers I'm bound,
And I can’rt help but wondar whara I'm bound.

I have bean around this land, justc a-doin’ the bestc 1 can,
Tryin’ to find what I was meant to dop

And the facas that T sea ara as worriad as can be,

And ir looks like they are wondarin'’ too.

I had s littls gal one time, she had lips like sheccy wine,
And she loved ma Till my head went plumb insane;

But I was too blind to see, she was drifrin’ away froam e,
Arid one day she laft on the marning crain.

I'va got a buddy from homa, but ha started out to zoam,

And I hear ha's out by Frisco Bay;

And somatimas, whan I've had a few, his volca comas singin' through,
And I'm godn’ out to ses him some old day.

If you ses ma passing by and you sit and wonder why,

And you wish that you were a rambler, too,

Nall your shoss to thea kXicchan floor, lace ‘=m up and bar the door;
Thank your stars for the roof that's over you.

[eung by Ehalley Bimon on Friday night. Writcten by Tom Paxtan]




I'M OUIET

I don’t know much abour mueh,

And what I don't know 1 don't aay,
And whan I have nothing to =Eay;
I'm guiat.

Whan thera's occagisn to holler I711 buy
I can make noise with the bestc;

Bur mosT of the rest of the timm,

1'm guiac.

I have a TV at homa,
I do truly anjoy 1t;
I just leaave 1t alona
And sray guiet.

Ifva mada mistakas in the past,
Things that I blush over yetr
Bur I hardly aver ragret
Having bean gquiet.

I1'm not unsociable,; no;

Pacpla ara fine in zepome;
Bomahow my faverices have always
Who are guilec.

guiet's a wondarful sound,

Bwmatear than oboa or iddla;

Someday I'm going to ba found in tha middlae
of guiet.

S8ing =a a song of the sean,

Sing it am soft asm a breaze;
Bong =8 to sleap and than pleasa;
Ba quiat.

[sung by Caral Elweed on Friday night. Writcen by
Malvina Baynolds]

IT ATN'T GONNA RATN NO MORE

It ain't gonna zaln no =more, 0O =OI6,
It ain't gonna ralh no moTar;

8o how in the hack will I wash my oaeck,
If it min't gonna rain no more?

[sung by John Dwyer on Friday nighrt]




I ONCE LOVED A LASS

I oneca loved a lase and 1 loved her oo waal,
That I hated all others who spoke of her 111;
But now she's rewarded me wall for my lovae,
For aha's gona taa ba wed tas anothar.

1 saw my love tas the chursh go,

Wich bridegroom and bride’s-msaidens, =hay mada & fina show;
And I followed on wi’ my heart full o' wos -

Bha was goin' tas be wed Taa anothac.

I gaw my love sit down tam dina,
And I @at down beside her and I poursd sur the winme;
And I drank tae the laseis that should has banan mdne,
Evan though she was wed tas anothar.

The man of the forest, they askic of i,
How many strawberries grow on the salr Ean?
And I answered chem a’ wi’ & Tear in ay a'a,
How many ships sail in the forasty

Oh dig me a grave, and dig it saao deap;

And covar it ovear wi' flowars gas aWaat

And it's I°'11 lay me down and I'11 tak’ = long sleap,
Aya and mayba in cima I°11 forgat har.

[sung by Jean Laplay at tha Baturday Bong Circlae)

JESIOS, JESUS, REST YOUR HEAD

Jagus, Jesue, rest your head, you hag FOC a manger bed,
All tha avil folk on aarch sleap in fearhers ac chaeir bizrch,
Jesus, Jesus, rest your head, you has gort a mangar bad.

Have ¥ou heard about our Jesus?

Have y¥ou heard abour His fare?

How His mamasy went to that stable,

On that Christmas ave so lace;

Winds wera blowing, cows wars lowing,
Btare ware glowing, glowing, glowing.

To that nanger cams threa wise man,
Baaring gifte from hin and vonr

For the Mother and the Father,

And the blessed liccle San.

Milkmaide laft their fislds and flocks,
And sat besilda the ass and ox.

[sung by Jean Leplay at tha French-Canadian Songs




JOHN ANDERSON

John Anderson, my jo, John, I wondar wWhat Y& maan,
To lis gas lang 1f the mornin’, and sit sae late at &'any
Ya'll blear a’ yer wan, John, and whyfors das ye =o?

Coms mooner tam yar bed at e='an, John Andarson, my Jo.

John Anderson, =y jo, John, whan that ya first began,

Ya had as good a taill-tree as ony ither man;

But noo it's wax an'’ wan, John, and wrinkles to and fro,
And I'wve cowa gme-ops for ae gae-doon, John Anderson, my Jo.

i'm backir like tha salmon, I'm braagtic like tha owanr
My wams it is & down-cod, my middle ye may span:
Frae my Tap-knot tae my tae, John, I'm like tha new-fa'n anow:
And ic's all for yer conveniancy, John Andarson, my J]o.

0 dr i & fime thing tas keap out o'ar the dyka;
But ir's a muckle finer thing tae ses yar hurdies fyke:

Tan ses yer hurdies fyke, John, and strike the riwing blow;
B it's then 1 like ysar chanter-pips, John Anderson, =y jo-

When ye come on bafore, John, sea that ye das yaz bmat ;
When ye bagin tes haud ma, sea Chac ye grip me fast;

fea thar ya grip me fast, John, until that I ory "ok

o yer back will crack or 1 daes that, John Anderson, my Jo.

John Andermon, my jo, John, ya're smlcome when ye plesser
it'm mithar in the warm bed or else aboon the claasg:

Oz ya shall hae the horns, John, upon Ya&r haad Tas Jrows
And that's rhe cuckold’s mallison, John Anderson, my jo.

[gung by Chris Roe at rtha Bawdy Songs workshopl

THE JOLLY TINEER

A comaly dama of Islington had gor a leaky COopper’
The holw that let the liguor run was wanting of a STCoppar.
A jolly tinker undertook and promised her most fairly,
Nith a thump, thump, thump and a knick, knack, knock,

To do har business zazaly-

e rurnad the vessal to the ground, said he, "A good ald coppar,
But ir wall may laak, for I have found a hole in it thar's a whoppar .
But naver doubr a tinker’s stroke; although he's black and suely.
With & thump, thump, thump and a knick, knack, knock,

Ha'll do your business rarely-*®

The man of mettle opaned wide his budget’s mouth to plaase har,

Bays ha, "This tool I've oft employed about such jobs as these are."
Wirh that, tha jolly tinker took a stroke or two mMasT kindly.

Nirh a thump, thump, thump and a knick, knack, knock,

Ha did har businass finaly.

Anm moon as he had dona the fear, he cried, ®'Tis wery hot, O.
This thrifry labour makes ma sWweat; give ma a cooling pot, O.°
Says shea, "Bastow the other stroke bafora you take your fazewsll,
wirh a thump, thump, thump and a kanick, knack, knock,

And you may drink a barrel.®

[Bung by John Dwyar ac the Bawdy Bongs workshop]



JOY IS LIKE THE RATN

I saw raindrops onm my window, joy is like tha zadn;

Laughter runs across my pain, #lipes away and somas again;
Joy im like the rain.

1 maw clouds upon a mountain, joy im like a alaid,
Bonatimes silver, somstimes gzay, always sun not far away:
Joy 18 like a clopd.

I saw raindrops in tha rivar, joy is like the cain,
Bit by bit the river grows till all at ancea it owverflows;
Jo¥ ie likea the rain.

[sung by HRosemaris Stewarc and Julie Armbruster atr the
S8aturday Concert. Wrirtten by Sr Miriam Thecess Winter]

JUBILATE DEQ

{(zound)

traditional =

Jubdlace Dao,
Jubilate Do,
Alleluis.

a4 heard at Rainycamp:
Jubilarve Dao,

I'1ll ba capuceoins,
Wa'll ba mocha.

[sung by Mariide Widmann at
the Children’'s Songs workshop]

JOLTAN OF NORNICH

Loud are the balls of Norwich and the paocple comm and go,
Hare by the cowsr of Julian I tell chem whar I know.

Bing out, bells of Norwich, and let the wincer coma and go;
All shall be wall again, T know.

All shall ba wall, I'm talling you, let the winter -oms and ga:
All shall ba wall again, I know.

Love, like the yallow daffodil, is coming through the anow,
Love, like the yellow daffodil, is Lord of all I know.

Ring for the yellow daffodil, rhe flower in tha pnow,
Ring for che yellow daffodil and tell thes what I know.

[sung by Cathy Ross on Friday night. Wrirrten by Bydney Cacter]




EELS0O

1 hava lived my life in Haelsa,

Tha forast and the Trea,
Whan the mills were up it used to small so bad;
what will bacoma of mad

But ir would small like sweat perfume,
If thay could change this bust TO boom.

They say in Forks and Abardsan,
This is the worst they've ever sean.

Hard timess hit the rain and fog,
Tha folks who mada your Presto log.

e mads the carzons for your milk,
Rayon strands that pass for sillk.

Papar bage and papar diapars,
coffea cups and handi-wipers.

The TTeas here grow too tall and stralght,
To wind up as your papar plate.

At 1 would chop tham all syealf,
Ta gea more food cpon my shalf.

1 should have pean this day a-coming,
The day the sawmills stopped thedr humming.

gnly God can maka & Tooa,
But papec’'a made by fools like ma.

[sung by Mary Garvey at tha Facific Northwast
Bongs Workshop. Originall
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THE EETTLE VALLEY LINE

always ride upon the zoof on the Eattlea Vallay Lina,
alwaye rlde upon the toof on the Rerctle Vallay Lina,
alwaye ride upon the roof, I could pay the fare but what's the usa,
always rida upon the roof on the Eetrtle Vallay Lina.

order my meals through the venrilator on the Eattle Vallay Lina,

ordar my meals through the ventilator on the Eattle Valley Lisne,

order my meals Tthrough the vencilaror, they taste no worse, it gaves
cipping che walcer,

order my meals through the wentilator on the Eectle Vallay Line.

buy sandwich from cthe cook on the Zsrtls Vallay Linm,
by sandwlich from the cook on the Zetrls Vallay Lina,
buy sandwich from the cask, ha Fockets the money, the dircy crook,
buy eandwich from the cook on the Eacrcla Vallay Line.

Thosa railway bulls are gentleman on tha Eattles Vallay Linwe,
Thowse railway bulls are genclamen on tha Eattle Vallay Line,
Those railway bulls are gentlamen, we’ll never ses thelr likms again,
Thoss railway bulls are gentclemes on thae Aetrla Vallay Lins.

Thay cip chelr hats and they call you "Bir,." on the EKettle Valley Line,

They tip their hars and they call ¥You "84ir," on the Eettle Vallay Linm,

They tip their hate and thay call ¥you "Sir," then they throw you in the
local stir,

Thay tip thedr hats and they call you "84ir," on tha Eecclas Vallay Lisa.

repaat 18T vergse

[sung by Teresa Gagne and Danis Laplante at the Northwest Songs warkshop.
written by Ean Hay]

-LA BELLE FRANCOISE

C'aet la bmlle Francodse gui weuc 'y macdax;
S50n amant va la voir-e le soir apres souper.

11 faut boire ar puis partir, dondainal
Et chantons, nous an allant, donds.

Bon amant va la volr-a la sals aprag 1'msoupar,
Il la trouva seulette sur som 1ir gqui pleaucait.

Il la trouva seclsatte sur son 1lit qui pleurait,
"Ah! qu'a vous donc la balla? Qu'a-vous a tant plaurar?®

“Cn m'a dit hier au soir-= gua demain vous parciaz. "
"Ceux qui vous 1'on dir, balle, ont dit la varite.

Prapara: mes chemises, aussi mag blance mouchouag ,
Ah! vanez m'y conduire jusqu’ au pied du rocher.

Mon navire ast en rade, tout pret a "paraillaz;
Lag mar’lots dane leas hunes, Ttous prets a daferler. ”

Mails quand 411 fur au large, antand la glag sonnar;
C'ast la glas da Prancolss qufon porte a ancearrar.

[seng by Terssa Gagne at the Franch-Canadian Bongs
workshop. A Caps Braton versisn of a Foepular cradicianal
Franch-Canadian aang. From tha singing of Chazlocce
Cormiar. ]




THE LAST-LEVIATHAN

My moul has bean torn from me and I am bleading,
My heart it has bean 't and I am ecrying:

Ar the beauty around »' fades and I an screaming,
I am tha last of tha great whalas, and I am dying.

Last night I heard the cry of my last companian,

A nhot from s harpoon gun ard than I swan alona;

I maflectad on days gone by, whan wa ware T“houvsands,

But I knaw that I scon might ba to die, tha last leviathan.

This morning the sun d4id rise in a orimson north sky

Tha ice was the color of blosd, and I heazd the wind sigh:
I rose up to take a brearth, iz was my last ona,

From the gun ocams the roaar of daath, and now I'm ondone.

And now that we are all gone, there’ll be no more huncing,
Tha big faellow i no more, it's no use lamsentcing;:

What zace will be next in line, all for the slscghcec?
Tha alephant or the seal, or your sons and daughters?

[sung by Bruce Baker on Friday night. From the singing of
Archie Fighaer. Wzitten on commission for Gresnpaace.)

LAST NIGHT I HAD THE STRANGEST DREAM

Last night I had the strangest dream I'd ever dreamed baforae:
I draasaed the world had all agreed to pur an and ©o war:
I drasmad I saw & mighty room, fillad with women and mas,
And che paper they were signing saild they'd never fight again.

And when the papsr was all signed and a million copies made,

They all joined hands and bowed thelr heads and grateful prayers
ware prayed;

And the pecple in the streets balow were dancing round and round,

Whils sworde and gune and uniforms were scacteced on the ground.

[sung by Cathy Rose on Friday night. Written by Ed McCuzdyl
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LIVERPQOO] JUDIES *

From Liverpool to Frisco a=-i1aowin’ 1 sent,

For to stay in that ecountry was my good intent;
Bur drinkin’ srrong whiske) like othar damn fools,
Oh, I =oan JOT Trangported 1111:1; to Liverpool.

Bingin' re-e-oll, ro-o-oll, roll bullies, rell,
Tham Livearpool Judies heve got us in tow!

A smarr Yankea packet lies out in the Bay,

A-walrin'’ a falr wind to geat undar way:

Wirth all of her sailors so slick and Eo more,

Thay'd drunk all their whigkay and can'tc ger no more.

Oh hers comad the mata in & heall of & scew,

Ha'®m lockin' for graft for ue sailleoze te dog

Ch it'® "Fore tops’'l halyarde!”™ he loudly doas zoarx,
And ir's "Lay alomng, Faddy, ya som-ofwa-whora!®

Ona night off Cape Horn I shall never forge:s,

"Tim oft-timesa I sighs whan I chink of 1t yeaty

EBhe was roundin' Cape Horn with her main-skyse'l set,
Ehe was roundin' Caps Horn with us all wringin® wet.

And pnow wa ara haulin' ‘way on the the Line,

Whan I thinks of it pnow, sure, wa had a good tima;

Thaa saa-boys box-haulin' their yards all around,

For to baat That flash packer =allaed tha Thatchar MacGowan.

And pnow wa've arrived in che Bramleymoor Dock,
And all them flash judies on tha pilarhead do flock:
The barrel’s run d=y and aur five guid adwvance,
And 1 guess it's high tisa for to get up and daneca.

Hara's & health te tha Cap'n, wherever he may bae,
A frimnd o the sailor in land or on sea;

But as for the chief mate, the dircy old brute,
Wa hops whan dies s#traight to hall hafll skyhoor.

[sung by Mariide Widmann at the BSea Shanty workehop]

LO YTSA GOY

Lo yisa goy
El goy charaw

Lo yllmady
Od mil cha =ma.

And sveryona ‘peath theldr vine and fig crea
EBhall live in pasce and unafraid!

And inrte plowsharss turn thelr swords,
Natlons shall learn war no more!

[sung by Ean Bhulman at Jeawish Bongs
warkehap]




THE MARVELOUOS TOY

Whan I was jesr a wea littla lad, full of haalth and joy,

My father homaward cams one night and gave to ma a Ttoy;s

A wonder Te bahold ir wasm, with many colors bright,

And the momeant I lald ayes on iz, ir bacase my heart's dalight.

It want "zip’ whan it moved and ‘bop’ whan it stoppad and
‘whirr® when it srood scdlly
I navar kneaw just whar ir was and I guass I neaver will.

The first time that I plcked it up I had a big surpriss,

For right on its bottom were two big buttons that looked like big
grean ayan)

I firec pushed ona and then the octher and than 1 twisrted ics 1id,

And when I seat 1t down smgadn, heare 1s whart ic did:

1t firet marched left and chen marched right and than mszched unda:z
a chalc,

And whan I looked whare it had gone, ir wasn't even these;

1 started to sob and my daddy laughed, for ha knew that I would find

Whan 1 tuzped azound; my marvelous toy chugging from bahind.

Wall, tha yaasrs have gona by roo guickly ir seams, and I have my own
litzle boy,

And yasterday I gave Co him my marvelous little toyr

His eyes nearly popped right out of his head and he gave a egqueal
of gleaa -

Falther one of ue knows just what it is, but he loves it justc
lika ma.

i1t etill goas...

[ecng at tha Childrene’ Bongs workshop. Wrzirtcen by Tom Paxton]




MARY ELLEN CARTER

Eha went down last Octobsr, in a pouring, dcdving zain,

Tha skipper; he's bean drinking and the mate, he felt no pain;
Too close to Thres Mile Rock and sha was dealt her morctal blow,
And the Mary Ellen Cartar settlad low,

Thers was jusr us five aboard her when ehe finslly wae awash;
Wa'd worked like hall to save her, all headlsss of the cost,

And the groan she gave as ghe want down, it caused us to proclaim,
That the Mary Ellan Carter'd rise again.

Fism again, rise again,

That har nawe not ba lost to the knowladge of man;

And thosa who loved har beast and wara with har to tha and,
Will make the Mary Ellan Carter rise sgain.

¥all, the owmers wrorte her off, not a nickel would they spand.
"Eha gave 20 years of marcvica, boys, then mat her sorzy and,
But insuzancea pald the lose ro uvus, o let har Teast balow.®
Than thay lacghed at ue and sald wa'd have to go.

But wa talked of her all winter, cowse days arocund cha oclack,
For sha'm worth & guarter million, afloat and at the dook:
And with every jar that hit the baz, we sworse wa would remain,
And make tha Mary Ellan Carter rise again.

All spzing, now, wa've besn with her on a barge lant by a friend -

Thres dives & day in & hard har sult, and twioce I've had rthe bandsr

Thank Sod dt's only 60 fesat and tha current hare is sleow,

0r 1'd mavar have tha strangth to go balow.

BuT we patched her rente, stopped her vents, dogged hatch and
porthola down,

Fut cables to her fore and afc and girded her around.

Tomorrow noon we hit the air and then take up the srtrain,

And watch the Mary Ellen Carter risge again.

For wa couldn't laave har thara, yo sea, to crumble into scala —
Eha's saved our lives 8o many times, a-living through the gale;
And the laughing drunkes mates who left her te a sorcy grave,
Theay won't ba laughing in ansthar day.

And you to whom sdversity has dealt the final blow,

With sniling bastards lying to you sverywhera you gos

Turn to and put out all your strangth of arm and heart and brain
And, like the Mary Ellan Cartar, risa agmin.

Flea again, rdee agmin,

Though your hwmazt it ba broken and your life about to andy
Fo patter what you'wve lost, be it a home, a love a frisnd,
Idike tha Mary Ellan Carter, rise againl

[sung by Bruce Baker on Friday night. Writvcen by Btan Rogece]

0O BAOT

O ba o ba o ba o i,

O b o ba o ba a 1,

O ba o ba o ba o i,

Cha bhi mid "gad thaladh bho'n sharaich thu mi.

{I won't rock you to eleep bacauss you'wve WOIn W8 OUC)

[sung by Jean Bmitrh at the Saturday Bong Circla]




OFF TO RAINYCAMP

Hi ho fileari-o, dit's off To Rainycasp wa go
Hi ho fileazl-o, a tick and took and a tidy.

Wa'ra off to Bainyosmp,

We're sura ‘cwill be the champ

of mll the workeshops wa'vae bsan to,

Evan if that'a just a faw —-

O, if you're Dwyar, a billion ar two,
A tick and rtook and a tidy.

Now Mary got us started

In watars partly charted

By folks who've donea this serc of thing:
Eha found us thie great place to sing,
And so wa'll make thesa zafcars zing,

Wa'll play and sing so sweat,

And have good things to aatc;

Wa'll maka naw friands and greer the old,
And ww'll care net a whit for ocold,

And rain is healthful, wa've bean told,

Wa'll gathar in & bunch,

Bafore and aftmr lunch,

And wa'll wmiag son both nice and nasghry —-
Ballads long and ditties bawdy ——

Until the mice leawve in a body,

Than wa mueT disappear

Until thie time neaxt yea:z,

Whan off =o Rainycamp we'll go --
Unlass wa're such a hassle—o
That we makea Mary pray for snow,

[rang by Jean Smith Friday night. Original]

OH HOW LOVELY IS THE EVENING

{round)

Oh how lovely is the evening, is the ewvaning,
Nhan the ballé are sweatly ringing, sweesrly ringing:
Ding dong, ding deng, ding dong.

[eung by Glan Buschman on Friday night]

OH SUSANNAH

1 como from Alabams with a banjo on my knea,

I'm godn' to Lou'sisns, my true lowve far to oaar

It rained all night the day I laft, the weather it was doy,
Tha sun 82 hot I froze to death, Susannmah don't you ory.

Oh Busannah, oh domn't you cry for ma,
For 1 come from Alabama with a banjo on my knes.

1 had a dream the orher night, whan everyching was still,

1 dreamad ]I saw Busarnah a-coming down the hill:

A buckwhesar cake was in her moucth, m Tear was in her aye,
Bays I, "I'm comin' from thae Bouth: Busannah don't you ory."

[sung at the Cowboy Bosnge wockshop]




OLD TIME RELIGION

Glve =& char 014 Tiss Baligian,
Give =a that 014 Timsa Baligion,
Give m=a char 0ld Timse Raligion,
It‘s good ancugh for me.

It was good for the Druilds,

Thay drank farmanted fluids

And ran naked throogh the woo-ids
And it's good anocugh for me.

Haze Erishna would laugh on

To sea ma dresgsed in saffron,
Nith =y head thac's only half on,
And it'e good ancugh for me.

e will all chant our mantram,
We will all chant our mantcras,
e will all chanr cur mantras,
e will all chanrt our mantras.

it was good ancugh for Loki,

Tha anciant god of chaos,

Which is why this verse domssn’'t rhyme oz
avan ECAn vary wall,

And it's good anough for ma.

It was good for the Baghwan,

Bur those folks in cantral Oregon
Won't let Baghwanse ba Baghwans,
And 1t's good anough for ma.

If the stars of Fancy Rasagan
Are not those of Carl Sagan,
Fnho'd a* thought that she's a pagan,
And it's good enough for ma.

I would pray with Jim and Tammy
Fhan my shorts got hot and clammy,
Fow thay'va thrown my bank a whammy
And ir'e good anocugh for ma.

It will win for Jim and Tammy,
Evan though their act is hammy,
If it flies in Alabamy,

Afd it's good eanough for me.

Na sant monay to tha Baghwan

And he bought a Rolle, a big ona,
Kow tha Baghwan he's all gone
And ir's good anough for me.

Wa will pray with old man Odin,
Ia hie woodan boat go floatcdn®,
Fillin' Evrope with forbodin’
And it'e good anoogh for =e.

Wa will worship Mothaz Eacth,

In har breadrh and depth and girch,
For of Emrth tharea is no daarth
And it's good ansugh for ma.

(naxe pagm]




It was good for old Pere Beagar,
To add varsas ha is asger,
Though ha is no Biblea lesaguar,
And dt'e good ancugh for ma.

Lady Lilich is our mdscrass,

Iet ue dancea for her, my sletcas,
Though our fear are full of blisters,
And ic's good ansugh for ma.

Let ue pray to Vanom

And lat nothing come batwean um,
Though she domsn’'t have a ... tampla,
It i good anocugh for ma.

It's & tour for Ronald Raagan,
Than it offands Manachaem Bagin:
He don't hold with being pagan;
But ir's good ancigh for ma.

HMre Hadelyn Murray O Hare

Thinke thar Sad is simply nowhere,
And that whan we dia we go theare,
And dc's good anough for ma.

Thare ara soma who practice voodoo,
Thers are soms who practice hoodoo:
I know I do, 1 hopa you dao

An it's good anough for ma.

Nell, my roommate worships Buddha,
fCauge thase is no god chat'e curehr
Comeg in silver, brass and pawdah,
And ir's good anough for me.

Wn will woarship Ddonyeius,

Ha will sea us through our ecrisils
By induelgin' dn our wices,

And it'se good enough for ma.

Ha will worship Bun Yung Moon,
Everyona will play his tunma,

All our monay he'll have soon
And it's good encugh for hims.

It wae gJood for Jearry Falwall,
Ha can sura fi1ll & hall wall,
Fomping monay like an odl wall,
And icfm good anoccgh for ma.

Jarry Falwsll ha is saved,
In the Lamb's blood he is bathed,
ga consildears us depraved,
But 4t demsn't bothear ma.

Wa will jusp tha sacrad fiza,

Though the flamas are roaring higher:
If wa mige wa'll join the pyrce,

But ic's good enough for me.

[sung ar the Batuzday Song Cirecle - along
with several more verses I didn’t gart)




My mothar I did not hesad,

Bo I roda in the Jmak stampadar

My pony d4id stumble and 1 took a tumbla,
My pony and I did blead; 2id blead,

My pony and I did blead.

Bomarimas a pony is losc

Bafora that wide river is cromeed,

But a8 long ag wea rida wa'll hang on te our pride;
It's wozrth it whatever the cost, the cosc,

Worth it whatever the cost.

Theara's not too much work on this land,

And the white peoplea don't undecscandr

Thay say the course is tee hard for tha hozaa,

And the race should most likely bs banned, be
banned,

Thea race should most likely ba bannad.

Wa know that they really don't care

For tha riders who fly through the air;

For a brief day or two thay prove what thay oan do,
In a lifeciss chac's full of despair, despaiz,

In a lifetise that's full of despair.

[eung by Hary Garvay at the Paclfic KW Bongs
workshop. Ozdginel.]

ONE MORNTNG TN MAY

Ome merning, one morning, one mozndng in May,

I gpied a fair coupla a-making thaiz way:

Cna wad a maidan soc brighc and sa fair,

And the othar was & soldiear and a brave wvoluntearc.

"Gaood morning, good morning, gosd morning to thea,

O wheaze ae you golng, my preatty lady?®

g I'm a-godng osuc walking to the banks of the =ea,

Just to sea the waters gliding, haar the nightingmsle sing.®

Thay had not bean s—-scanding bur a minute or two,

Whan out from hie knapesack a fiddla hea drew;

And tha tuna that he played mads thae wvalleys all zing.
"Hark, hark!® cried the lady, "hear tha nighrtingale sing."”

"Pretry lady, pretty lady, it's time to give o'ac.”

"0 no, pzetty soldier, please play one tune morar

I'd rathar haar your fiddlea and the touch of ona string,
Than to ses the waters gliding, hear the nighrtingale sing.

Fratty galdiar, pratcy soldier, will you sarzy ma?"
"3 ne, preacty lady, that never can ba;

I've a wife in old London and children twice threa -
Two wivas and the army's too many for mae.

1’1l go back to London and stay there one year,

It'e often I'11 think of you, my litrle deac;

If avar I return, ‘twill ba in the spzing,

Juet to ses che watears gliding, haar rthe nighringale sing_"

[sung by Jaan Lapley at the Baturday Song Cirels]




OTTER TN THE WATER

I1'm an ottar in tha water, swimmin’ around,
Hay down, bubble down; swimmin’ around;
I'm an otter in the water, swimmin’ around,
Hay down, bubble down, swimmin’ around.

L¥in' on the riverbank, sunnin’ acound,
Hay down, ho down, sunnin' around.
Lyin' on the riverbank, sunnin’ around,
Hay down, ho down, sunnin’ azound.
Hat The water rat, playin’ around,
Houndas ara gertin’ closer now, huntin’ ma down.

Hides out in tha hollow pow, newver ba found,

Tima for me to go, siz, cannot ba found.

fpung by Yvonne EBimpson at the Environmant Bongs

workahop]




OVERFLONTNG CATBOX BLUES

Firet 1 muet santion this lack of attentciom,
Hara I am, wasting away! It's swfuoll
Why did you get ma 1f you won't pac mae
Bavantean hours a day? I ask you,
What is this crap? When I sit am your lap,
1 axpact a devooad massaume:
I1'va got tha KFobody Loves Ma, Nobody Feads Ma,
Dvarflowing Cachex Bluoes.

I have grown gaunt from privation and want,
Bur catfood I don't deign to take - how gauchal
Burt 1 mighr connive to completaly ravive
Whan you've given ma half of yoor steak - dona rare =
1711 sit hare and bag with =y claws in your lag
Until you conceda what I'm dua:
I'va got tha Nobody Loves Ma, Fobody Foade Ma,
Ovarflowing Catbox Bluas.

Hay, I don't dasarve this lousy dooxr service;
1'm always on the wrong side. You know this
Prancin’ and yowlin', mumblin’ and growlin’
Works, but it horte a cat's pride;, so I°11 Jjusc
Claw and I'1]1 spray till the door rote away
And it leaves ma a hola to pass through:
I‘vea got the Fobody Loves Ma, Kobody Feeds Me,
Ovarflowing Catbox Bluveds.

Whanever I go for the bed oz tha sofa,

You mlways shos ma away — how rudal

You say I leaave hairs on the fabric of chaizs

That offend your pristine derrieral! Wall, if

1 ean't reapose whare I want, I supposa

1’11 cthrow up whara you most like to snoore:
I'wva got The Nobody Loves Ma, Nobody Feaeds Ma,
Ovarflowing Catbox Bluas.

Well, you ought to know, when a cact'me ger te go,
That you owe her a spotlass comsoda - lat's haar
Why should I squatr at the sams soggy sport
Right on tep of threa woeaks' worth of loade? Now
If T werea a grouch, 1 would piss on tha couch,
But inecead, I have pissed in your shoes:
I'wa gor the Nobody Loves Ma, Nobody Feads Ma,
Owarflowing Catbox Blues.

Binoca you have spayed me;, nobody’'s lald ma -
I'm all mevrezic and tense. It's truas! Now,
Eneading and mewing, that'w all that I'm doing,
Fot woolng Tome on tha fanca. Don’t think that
I1'va bacoma bitrvar bacavsa I can't lircar:
Fo,; but I'va loet a faw Scraws:
I'va got the Nobody Loves Ma, Nobody Feads Ma,
Cvarflowing Carthox Bluas.
I'va got the Kobody Lovas Ma, Wobody Faeds Me,
Cvarflowing Carthox Bluas.

[sung by Maryls Eorn at tha Sacurday Song Cizcle.
Wrirean by D Jana Rebinsonl




PADDY, LAY BACK

"Twas & cold and dreary mornin’ in Deceamber (Decenbar],
And mll of ma monay 1t was spant (epeanc, opant);

Whare it went to, lLord I can’t remesmbar (remasmbaz],

o down to the shippin’-offica want [(wanT, wanrt) .

Faddy, lay back (Paddy lay back)!
Taka in your slack (take in your mlack) |

Take a turn around tha capstan, hasve a pawl! [heaava a

pawll]
"Bout ship-stations, boys, ba handy [be handy)!
For wa're bapnd for Valparailso 'round the Hoenl

That day there wasm a great demand for sallors,
For tha Colonies and for Frisco and for France;
Bo I shippad aboard a Limey barque the Hotspur,
And got pazalytic drunk on ay sdvance.

Fow I Jjoined her on a cold Decembear morndn’,
A-frappin’ of ma flippacs To Xeap ma wacm;
wWith the soucth cone a-hoisced as a warnin®,
Ta stand by the comin’ of a sctorm.

Kow soma of our fellears had bean drinkin’,
And I saealf was heavy on the boozar

And I was on me old sea-chest a-thinkin’,
I'd turn into e bunk and have a snOoOIa.

I woke up in the mornin’ sisk and sora,

And knew I was ocucward bound again:

Whan I heard a voice a-bawlin' at the door,
"Lay aft, man, and answar to yer npamas!®

"Twas on tha guarcardeck where fizst 1 saw "am,
Buch an ugly bunch I'd never sean baforae;

For there was a bum and gtiff from every guartec,
And 1t made ma poor old hasrt feal sick and Dore.

There was Bpaniards and Dutchmen and Rooshiane,
And Johnny Crapood Just across from Franca;:

And most of ‘em couldn’t speak s word of English,
But answared to the nase of "Month's Advanca’ .

1 wishad I was in tha ‘Jolly sSailasr’,

Along with Irish Eate a-drinkin’ bear;:

And then I thought what jolly chaps ware saillors;
And with ma flipper 1 wiped awsy & Ttaar.

I knaw that in me box I had a botrtlas,

By tha boardin®-maste:r ‘twas put there:

And 1 wanted something for to wet ma throttle,
Bomathin’ for to drive away dull care.

Bo down vpon me knees I want like thunder,
Pur ma hand into the bottem of tha box:

And what wae me great surprise and wonder,
Found only a bottle of medicine for the pox.

[sung by Mariide Widmann at the Sea Bhancy workohop]




THE PARTING GLASS

Oh; all tha monay a'ar I had;

I spant it in good companyr

And all the hazm I've aver done,
Alag! it was to none bot mer

And all I've dona in want of witc,
To mam'ry now 1 can't recall,

Bo fill to ma the parcing glass;
Goodnight and joy ba with you mll.

Oh, all the comradas a'‘er I had,
Theay'te sorry for my goldng away:
And all the sweathasrcs a'ar I had,
They'd wish =8 opa more day To sTay;
But ®ince it felles unte my loc,

I gently risse and sofrly oall,

That I should go and you should net;
Goodnight and Jjoy ba with you all.

[Bung by John Dwyer at the Celtic workshopl

EETER IN THE CORNER

Thare was Fater, sittin' in the corner, fiddles in hie hand,

Playin' away like you never did hear and you'll meva:r hear again;
Charlia on tha banjo, Bhorty on the bodhran, avaryrhing was grand -
Coma on, Mazk, and lat ma in, I want te jain tha band.

Then Maave did coma, she lat me in, and I mada my way along,

Tha rafrers rang with resls and jigs, and somaocnae sang a song:

Thara wae flyin' bows and bodhran sticks, you hadn’t room to turn:

8ut there wae alwaye a chalr and a coupla of drinks for the lad who cama
to lesarn.

Then the time sald "Sentleman, please,” and tcha gentleaman did go -
Boma of ue might &#tay a while and sing songe wary low;

Than Fater ha played one last tune and put away tha bow,

Byt hig fiddle still was playin’ no matcear whera you'd go.

1t was springtise in '74 whan Pater he did die;

Fargis played the dead-march to his grave in TallonsTown,

The rast of us stood there silancly in a ciceles arocund the goave -
Jannings' chickens could ba hesrd, I can ses it all again.

The day that Pecer passed away we always will regrec,

But the things he said and the tunes he played we pever will forget;

Wow t:u haavenly chodr’s playin’ on theilr lyces, the angels scrum Tthair
arps -

Thaey're knockin'’ with a pesnny on tha Golden Gate and thie i thedr remark:

There's old Pater, siccin’ in tha cornaez, fiddle in his hand,
Flayin’ away like you never did hear and you'll never hear again;
Bt Paul on the banjo, Mosas on the bodhran, everything is grand,
Aladghry God, just lar ma in, I want to join the band.

[Bung by Randy Bowles at the Celtic Bonge workshop. Wriccen by
Tommy Bands]




PHOTOGRAPHY

Wall, sarly Baturday morning I was scrolling through the wood,
I chancad upon a lady who by the wayeide scood;

"And what, pray tell, might such a lass am you ba dodng haze?"
"1'wa coma to Cake soma photographs,® she said as 1 doaw neacz.

Eaild 1 to hazr, "I do declare, this is a faceful day,

Fozr 1 have come To photograph, the same as you did say.”
Then I took out my Nikon F and placead it in hear hand;

Eha saild, "Thart's guire a cameara you have in your command.®

My camera oo delighted herz, we could no more delay,

Eha lor ma &ea har camara case wharein her accessories lay.

"I'm sure, " 1 said, "you have most everything thar can ba bought
JUEE lat = stratch my tripod out bafore I take soma shotm.™

Wa photographed from haylofte and up against the wall --

If you'wa not shot on Baturday night, you'wve not photographed at
8hea had har shutte:z opan wide, for daylight wae all gone;
Likeawiss @y naked camaza lans, it had ite filter an.

Thie lady had axpacianca with camaras, yes indead,

And 1 cthought her exposures the baet I'd aver sean;
Alrthaugh sha seamed to tire not ae on and on wa wanrt,

I said, "1'1l]l havea to stop now, my film supply is spanc.”

Bha said; "I'va had Minoltas, Yashicas and Rollads,
Hassalblad and Peancax, likewise a Polarcid;

Mirandas, Nikon, Nikkormart, and FKodak and tha Dest,

But now I've hed your Hikon F and surely it’s the bastc.

[sung by Bruce Baker at tha Humor workehop. Writtaen by Grir Laskin
Toronto, acguired from Disk Theis at Camp Howazd '85]

THE PIG AND THE INEBRIATE

It was aarly lagt Decambar,

AR noar as I ramambar

1 wan walking down the strest in cipey
pridae;

Fo one I was disturbing,

As I lay down by the curbing,

And a plg came up and lay down at my side.

Am I lay theza in tha gucte:s,

Thinking thoughts 1 cannor ucter,

A lady passing by was hesard ¢o say:

"You can tell & man who booras

By tha company ha choomas.®

And the pig got up and slowly walked away.

[sung by Jon Pfaff at the Baturday Baong
Circle)




THE PTZZA CAROT

In mediaval timas thay dined

On the great boar's haad at Chriscmas tises,
But now tha finest in the land

Is tha pizza served by Bleazy Bam.

Mozzazrells, pizza dough
TomaTo PAUCE, OCBFARNG.

Fepparonl, extra cheasa,

Baupage, onione, anchovias,
Canadian bacen, mushrooms, hams --
Youfll find ir all ar Sleaazy Sam’'s.

Tou can taka it home or east it heca,
With casn af pop or glase of baar;
Latea at night you will awaka,

And ARlka-SBaltzer you will take.

I1f pizza pile you cannoc scand,
Then stay away from Bleary Bam's;
50 to neareast sore and buy

A TV dinnar boar'e head ple.

[#ung by Joa Falseanstein ar Barvrday Concert.
Original, Tto tha tuna of the Boar's Head Carol]

A FPLACE TN THE CHOTR

All Gad's coritters got a place in the chodr:
Bomn sing low, some ging highe:z,
Boms ming out loud on the telaphone wire, and

Boms Just Clap thedr hands, or paws, or anyching thay got now.

Ligren to the bass, it's the one on the boctcom,
Nharae thae bullfrog groans and the hippopotamus
Moans and groans with a blg roa-dos

The old cow Jist Joeas mod.

The doge and tha cate, they take up the middla,
The hummingbird hume and the cricket fiddles:
The donkey brays and the pony nedghs,

And tha old coyotas howls.

Listen to the top where the lirtle bizds eing
on the maloady with the high nete =inging:

Thea hoot owl hollars owver averyrhing,

And the jay bird disagreas.

Binging in the nighttima, singing in the day,
The little duck quacks and is on his way;

The possum aln’t got much to say,

And the porcupinae talke to himealf.

It's & slmpla song, a living song, averywhere,
By the ox and the fox and the grizzly beaz;
Tha grumpy alligator and the bawk abowve,

Tha sly raccoon and the turtledove,.

[sung at the Children's Bongs workshop. Wzitten by
Bill Staines)




Briginal wvecsion:

It was pleasant and delightful on one midsumser’'s mozn,

Wharn the grean fields and the seadows they were buried in corn:

And the blackbirde mnd thrushes sang on av’' Iy Jrean TIes,

And the lacks they sang malodious at the dawning of the day.
And the larks they sang melodious, and the larks they sang malodious
And the larke they sany malodious at the dawning of the day.

A sallor and hie true love were out walkin’ one day,

Eald the sailor toe his true love, "I am bound far away;

I am bound for the East Indies, whare che loud cannons roar,

And I1'm going to leaave ma Nancy, sha'sE tha girl that I adore.
And I'm godng to leave me Nancy...®

Eaid the sallor to his troe love, "Well, I must ba oo my way,
For our topealle they are holsted and our anchore are weighed;
Our big ship, she lies a-walting for the next flowing tida,
And 1f sver I return again, I will make you my brids.

And if ever I return again...®

Then a ring from off her finger sha inscancly draw,

Saying, "Take this, desrest William, and me hearr will go too."®

And a® he stood sabracing her, tears from her eyes fell,

Baying, "May I go along with you?" "Oh, no, ay love, Tarawall!®
Baying, "May I go alomg with you?"...

[eeng by Glan Bushchman on Friday night]

Sgatile versiaon:
Oh, it'e pleasanrt and dalightful, on a wat Seaccla day,
To go etrolling with your true love, down by Elliotc Bay s
You held her so tightly, just as close as you can ger,
For har bumbershoot's not big snough, and you suraly will ger wert|
For her bumbershoot’'s not bilg anough,
For her bumbarshoot’s not bilg enoogh,
For her bumbershoot’s not big enough,
And you suraly will get watl

¥ou lunch lightly at Ivar’'s, right down on tha plex,

Eha nibbles on your clam strips and calle you her dear:

You take the trolley to Myrtle Edwards Park, just to wadse im Pogat Bound,

But your gmloshes gert their buckles caught, and you wery nearly drown!
But your galoshes...

You sit down on & park banch, to admire tha viaw,

From Magnolia down t©o Alkl Point, and che ferrcy boate, TOO:

Thay ply their trade ®o merrily, ’'cross the Bound and back again,

That you're moved to kiss her moistly, through the omnipresent rain.
That you'ra moved...

[Sung by John Dwyer at the Baturday Concert. Wrirtan by Susy HcAlanr]




Igraal Ehall live in paace
Igzaal shall live in pance
Iszanl shall live in pasca
Ehaloa; shalom; shaloa; shalom;, shalom; shalom; shalom

Ehal u-sheloc Yarushalayim

[sung by Douwg Urler at the Jawlsh Song workshopl

QUEEN OF THE RATLS

1 guass his name was Boomar Bill, if that won't do another will,

A hoba doasn't nead a nama; ‘cause he never geace no maill;

The only friand old Boomar had to ride with him through good and bad,
Wag shaggy litcle mongreal he called Cuesan of the Ralls.

Tha black smoka choo-choo's gonea away,
Bummin' 4t's juet not the sama,

Draams are few and far batwean,

And mamories saldom faill:

Wairing down thara by tha track,

For har magtar To coma back

Tou can count on eealng that old dog callaed
guesan of cthe Raille.

01d Boomer bummed the Rlo Grande, ths Bancte Fa and nevar planned
On whare ha'd ba from day to day, the Jjungla or the jail;

But when the snow was falling down he'd catch a California-bound
With that litela dog to keap him warm, ol' Quesen of the Rails.

ina day he want o get a bone, left his lirrle pal alone,

Ha crossed the coupling jointe of a crain thar blacked tha yard;

Thay swltchad a reafar off the main, and hunmpad it into Boomar’'s trailn,
Ha fall and diad banaath the iron whesls so cold and hard

Tha black smoka choo-choo's gona away,
Bumain® it's just nor the sama,

Draame ara few and far betwean,

And mamories saldom fail;

If thera"s a placa for some old friand
Who waite until the journey's and,

For Boomar ha'll ba glad to ses ol'
Guean of the Rails.

[eung by Eurt Lelbeazeilr ar thae Baturday Song Cirsla. By Bruca "Uzah”
Fhillipe]




BREUBEN RANZO

Oh, Ranzo was no saidlozx, Tha cap’'n gave him thirty,
Ranza, boys, Ranzol Hie daughter bagged for marcy,
He wag a New York tailor,
Ranzo, boys, Ranzol Sha took him to har cabin,
And tried to aase his achin',
Though Ranzo was no sallor,
Ha shippad aboard a whalaz, Bha gava him cake and water,
And a bic more than saha sughrtar,
Ranzo joldned Pierre Loti,
Did not know his duty, Eha gave him rum and whiskay,

Whizh mada him feal damn frisky,
Shanghaied aboard af a whalar,

Thay tried ro make him a sailar, Sha gave him an aducarion,
Sha taught him navigation,
Tha mate ha was a dandy,
Far too fond of brandy, She made him the bast saillor,
Sallin' on that whalax,
Put him holystonin’,
And cered pot for hie groanin', Ranzo now tha skipper,
of s Yankea Clippar,
Ha washad oncea idn a fortnight,
Ha sald it was his birchright, Ha's known wharevar thas whalafieh
blow,
Thay took him tTo the gangway, Az tha toughest bastard on tha go,
And gave him lashes cwenty,
Hurrah far Reuban Ranzo,
Thay gava him lashes twanty, Hurrah far Captain Ranzol
Finatean more than plancy,

They gave him lashas thirty, [oung by Mariide Widmarn ar thae Saa
Bacauge ha was @o dircy, Bhanty woarkshop]

Reauban Ranzo fainted,
Him back with odl was pailntced,

RING IN THE NEW YEAR

{cound]

Ring 4t in, ring 4in the new year,

Ring it in, zing in the new year,

Bolls are ringing, balls are ringing,
Balls are ringing, balls aze riasging,
Foaaca and lova throughout the new yaa:z,
Poaca and lovae throughout tha naw yaax,
Joy, Joy, joy!

Joy, joy, joy!

[#ung at the Children's Bongs workshopl




It'e of a padlar, padlar bold,

A padlar bold thara chanced to ba;
Ha rtook his pack all an hie back,
And marzily cridged o'ar the laa.

By chanca ha mat two troublescme man,
Twa rroublascoma man thay chanced ta baj
Tha aone of T“ham was bold Robin Hood,
And the other wasm Lirrcle John oo frem.

" padlar, padlar what's in thy pack?

Coma speadlily and tell to ma."

"I'va gpaveral suldce of tha gay gzean cloth,
And silkan bowstringe by two and threa.®

"If you've saveral sulcte of the gay grean c=loth,
And silken bowstcrings twe or thres,

Then by my body," cries Lirrtles John,

"one half of your pack shall balong co ma."

"oh no, oh no,® says the pedlar bold,

"oh mo, oh no, Tthat never can bea,

For thara's never a man from fair Fertingham
Can rtake one half my pack from me."

Than tha padlar ha pulled of f his pack,

And put it a lirtle balow his knea,

Baylng, "If you do move ma ona parch from this;
My pack and all shall go with thea."

Than Liccla John ha draw his sword,

Tha padlar by his pack did stand;

Thay fought until they both did sweat,

And John cried, "Padlar, pray hold yoor hand.®

Than Robin Hood ha was standing by,

And ha did laugh most haarcilyr

"T sould find & man of smaller scala,
Coeuld thrash the padlar and aleo thea."

"Zo you try, master,® says Little John,
And go you try most Epeadilyr

For by my body,"™ saye Litcle John,

I'm sure this pnight you will know me.®

Thean Eobin Hood he drew his sward,

And the pedlar by his pack did stand;

Thay fought till the blood in srreams did flow,
Till ha oxied, "Pedlar, pray hold yoaur hand.

"oh pedliar, pedlar, what is chy nama?
Coms speedily and tall o ma."

"Wall now, my nama 1 neavar will tell,
Till both your namas you havea told ma."

"The one of ur i bold Raobin Hood,

And the other is Lircla John so frea.®

"How, " says the padlar, "ir lays to my good will
Whathar my name I choose To tell thea.

{naxc pagel




I'm Gamblea Sold of the gay grean woods,
And travelled far beyond che sea;

For killing a man in =y farher's land,

Far from my count:y I was forcad to flaa_"

®If you'ra Gamble Sold of the gay grean woods,
And travalled far bayond thea paa;

Tou are my mothear's own slster's son:

What nearer cousine can wa bai"®

Thay shaathed their swords with friandly words,
S0 marrily they did agree:

Thay want to a Tavern and there they dined,
And cracked bortles moEt marrily.

[sung by Jon Pfaff ar the Ballade workshop]

ROLLING DOWN TO OLD MAUI

It's a rough ctough life, full of toll and scrifa, wa whalarman undargo,

And wa don't givea a damn whan the gale is done how hard the winds 414 blaw,

‘Caces wa'ra homaward bound from the A-ctic ground, with & good ship taut
and frea,

And wa won't give a damn whan wa drink our rim with the girle of old Maui.

Rolling down to old Maui, me boys, rolling down to old Mawi,
Na'ra homawsrd bound from the Arctle ground, rolling dowm to old Maui.

Onca morza wa sall with the nerchacly gale through the ice and wind and rain

Tham cocoput fronds, them tropical lands, we socon shall ses agein;
8ix hallish months wa've pasgssd away on the cold Samchatka Saa,
But now wa're bound from the Arerie ground, rolling down to old Mani.

dnca moza we sall the nozthezly gale Towards our imland homa,

Our main mast sprung; our whaling dome, and wa ain't got far to roam;
Our @tun'se’'l bones is carried away, what care wa for that sound -

A liwing gale is aftar ue, thank God wa'ra homeaward bound.

How soft the breeze through the island trees, now the lce is far ascerzn;
Tha:s pative maids, them tropical glades, is awaiting our =eturn:

Evan now thelr blg brown ayes look ocut, hoping soma fine day to sea

Cuz baggy salls, running 'fore the gales, Telling dows to old Maui.

And pow we'ra anchored in che bay witch the kansakss all around,

With chante and soft alcha oe’'s, how they greeatc us homaward bounds
And now ashora wa will hava some fin, we'll paint them baaches rad,
Awaking in tha arms of an island maid with a big fac sching head.

[sung by Mariide Widnann ac the Seaa Shanty workshop]




Whan I dia;, bury ma low,

Whare I can haar the bonny Twead flow;
A sweatar place I never did know -
The rolling hills of the borders.

I'va travalead far and wandered wide,
Saan tha Hodson and thae Clyde;
Courtad by Loch Lomond’'s sidae,
But 1 daarly lova tha bordars.

Wall do I have mind tha day,

With my lass I strollad by the Tay,
Burt mll ite beauty fades away,
Among tha hillas of the bordaczs.

Thera's a certailn place of mind,
Bonny lassies thera you'll find:
Man @9 eturdy, yat so kind,
Among the hille of the borders.

[pung by Dal Langton at the Ballads
workshop]

ROLL THE WOODPILE DOWN

Way down south where the cocks do crow,
Way down in Florids!

Tha gals, they all dance to the 21° banija,
And wa'll roll the woodpille down!
Fallin’! Rellinfl! Rollin® the whols world round,
That brown gal o' mina's down the Gasrgia Lina,
And wa'll zoll the woodpille down!

¥hen I was & young man in ma prime,
I chasad thaz yallar gals two At a Tima,

¥a’ll roll him high and wa'll zoll him low,
Ha’ll haava hiz up and away wa'll go.

Oh rousa and bust "ar 1ls the oy,
A black man's wage iz naver high.

oh Curly goas on the 21f ran-tan,
Oh Curly's Jusc a Down-East man.

Oh ona more hasve and that‘ll do,
Wa'ra the bullias for to kick ‘er through.

[rung by Eourt Leilbezeidr at the Baa Bhanty workehop]




RON COME SEE JERUSALEM

1t was ninatean hundred and twenty-nine,
Run coma 88, IOn OO Beal
{I remaabar that day pcetty welll
It was ninetean hundred and twenty-nine,
Run coma Eea Jarusalam.

Thara was calk abosut a @torm on tha island,
{my god, what a basgtiful marning!)

Nall, thers wers three sails leaving from the harboz,
{with tha woman and the children on board]

They were the Ethel and the Myrrle and Pratocis,
{my God, they wera bound for Andros]

Nall, the Echel was bound for Stanniard Creak
{with the women and tha children on board]

AnS the Hy:rtle was bound for French Cresalk,
{my god, what a baauciful morning!]

Frotorila was out on thea ooaan
{daghing from side to sida from waves]

big ssa built up in the norchwasrt
{wall, ctha children run looking for thelr morthars]

tha firer sea hit the Pracoria
{and the children coamn grabbing for thedr msommas]

the saillor go downward for the bortom
{and the capraln came grabbing for the =illar]

Kow Geacrge Brown he was the captain,
{he shoure, "My children, coma pray!®}

He paid, "Come now, witness your Jjudgement.®
[and the womsn all crying for the Daniel-Sod)

Thare was 33 souls on the wacer,
[ewilmning and praying go the Lord)

[sung by Mariicde Widmann at the Sea Shanty workshop)




IHE SAILOR'S ALPHABET

A is for cthe anchor that lies at our bow,

B i for the bowspric, and the jibs all lie lowr
th, C is for the capa’'n we all run aroun’,

b is for tha davits to lower the boat down.

So-o-o| Marzlly, mezzily, ®0 BTy ADa we,

Thara's no mortal on aarth like a pallor at paa;

Blow high or blow low! A the ship rells along,

Fva o gallozr his grog and there's nothing goas wrong.

E da for thea earring whan reafing wa haul,

F i for the fo'c'sle whare the bulliess do brawl;

Oh, & is for the galley whara thae saltiunk smalls strong,
i ia for the halyards we holst with a song.

I i for the uxubﬂlt, no good for the featc,

J is for tha jibs, boys, stand by the lea sheat;

Ch, K im for the knightheads whera the shancyman scands,
L is for thae leaside hard found by new hands.

H is for the maindeck, as white as new Enow,

K is for nigger gsls in che land te which wa gof

Ch, 0 is for the orlop; "neath the 'tweandecks it laye,
F is for the Peter flown on saillin’ day.

G ds for the gquadrant, to the wheal it lies neaar,
R is for the ruddec, ir halps us to STeAr;
th, & ig for the shearpole over which we must climb,
T ia for tha topsan, ‘way aloft avecy time.

I im for uniform, only worn aft,

W is for the wvangs :unninF from the main gaff;
Ch W is for tha wataer, wa'ra on pint and pound,
X marks the spot where old Stormy was drownad.

T do for yardazm, needs a good sailorman,

£ ip for Zoa, 1'm har fancy-man;

S0 this d® the and of ma bully ald sang,

Haave away, bullies, oh, hesave lang and strang!

[sung by Hariide Widmann ar tha Saa Shanty woskshopl

SEDRO WOOLEY

Barwean tThe Cascads mountalne and the shore of Puget Sound,

Thara lieas the richasr farmland this woarld has avar found:

lhur: rthe rains coms down in gentle mists and winters seldom
ERNTE

And God uaau Bikagilic Valley such a pazfect place for peas.

The truckse are running round tha clock bepneath the hazvestc moon,
EBa if you'va coma to maditare, you needn't come in Junae:
Plick'am, can'am, freaze’am with ne time to Deagroup ——

Tha onas we laave a few more days will just ba good for moup.

G2 mll hands toe tha harvest where timea ie such a tyrant,

And mo i B £ W, and so'sm tha Blg Sresn Gianty

But the boye and girle are hardy here, descended from the Durcch,
Na could mayba do withour tham bor we couldn't do ag mush.

Tha world it is a hungry place and life can ba Bo laan,

Wa walk inco our fiemlds here and all we gese is grean:

UnteE, paas, besans And barley grow moze good food chan wa can usa,
And that's why folks in Badro Wooleay neva:r gt the bluas.

él?ﬂ h{ ?III Garvay at the Pacific Norrhwest Bonge Workshaop.
¢ al.




SINGING LAND

Burning skies are never endin’, 'cross your rad brush plaine,

And out whare the dingo etill ie king, and eternity scill roemaine;
There batwean tChe old and ancient, desert casils sight,

¥ou gentle children who have gone, close te ma tonighr.

You singing land, you singing land,
Bhine on, oh shine on...over me.

There'®s a fealing, still and esey, thera's a fealing BTrong,
The path humanicty has comas, and the path thar he hae gonary
Ha, 1 am, I am just paseing, three scors years and Tan,

I'm just a stranger who may never come this way again.

Under the sky, caterpillar dreaming, new lifa ehapss itse form,
Along tha river’'s leaking banks, that are gtralning for the srormr
And gscret rock in fondear ocean, free of man Fgrows clear,

The woodlark sings, the roguars denos, and dawn im selipping near.

chorus twilos

[sung by Bruce Baker and Mary Wilay ar Tha Eaturday Concert. Nrittan
by Dougle Maclaan]

SONG OF THE WANDERING AENGUS

I want out to the harel grove, bescavse & Tirae was in my head,

cut and pesled a hazel wand, and hooked & barry to & thoaad:

While white moths wers osn cha wing, while flying scars were flickering on
I dropped the barzy in che stream, and caught a liccle silver crour.

Whan 1 had laid ir an the floor, I turned to blow the fire af lmuma,
Something rusctled on the floor, somesne called my by my namar

It had bacome & glimmerzing girl, with apple blossom in hax hailr -
Ehe called s by my name and ran, and faded in the brightaning air.

Fow I am old with wandering cthrough hollow lands and hilly lands,

But I will find where she hae gone, and kiss her 1ipes mand take her hand,
And walk among long dappled grase and flock til1 time, time is done:
The silver apples of the moan, the goldan apples of the sun.

[sung by Liam Callen at the Caltic Bonge workehop. Written by WB Years,
malody by Idam Calla=n]

-
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SOUTH AUSTRALTA

In South Ausctralia I was born,
Heave away, hacl away!

In Bouth Australis zound Cape Hozn,
Wa'za bound for South Australia.

Haul sway you rolling kings,
Heave away, hacl away!

Haul away, wa'’re bound to sing,
Wa'ra bound for South Australia.

As I walked sur one morning faicz,
"Twas chare I mat Miss Wancy Blair,

Thaza ain't bt one thing grieves my =ind,
Tae leave Muss Nancy Blalr bahind,

Oh whan wa wallop round Capa Horn,
¥You'll wish to God you'd never been born,

I wish I wes in Acstralis's scrand,
With a glass of whiskey in =y hand,

Fort Adalaside’'s a grand old town,
Thata's planty of glrles to go around.

[#eung at tha Eaa Ehanty workshop]

SPANTSH TS THE LOVING TONGUE

Bpanish is the loving tongue, soft as musde, light as spray;s
'Twag & glrl I learned it from, living down Sonors way.

I don'c look much like a lowvar; yat I say her lowved words o'ar
Cfcen when I'm all alone: "M4 amor, mi coraszon.®

Moonlight on the patis, ald senors nodding near,

Ma and Joans talking low so har madre couldn't hear.

How the houzs would go a-flying and too socon 1I'd hear her sighing
In har little sorzry tone: "Mi amor, ml corazom.®

But one Time I had to fly for a foolish gamblin® fight,

And wa gald a swift goodbye, in thar black unlucky night:

Nhan I loosmed haz arms from clingin’, with hear words Tha hooves
kapt ringin?,

Az I ganllopad north amlona: "Adies, mi cozazon.”

Naver peen ber since that night - I can't cross the line, you know;

Nantad for a gambling fight lika as not it's bercer =o.

Tet I've always sort of missed her, since thar last sad night I
kiegpad har,

Laft her heart and losr my own. Adios, mi corazon.

[sung at the Cowboy Bongs workshop]




My fallow Amazicane, it 18 an honer and a pleasura to ba hara today. My
opponant has openly admitted that he feals an affinity toward this areas, bur
I happen to like the place. It might ba a salubrious place co him, bor To ma
it i one of the nation’e most dealightful gardan spote.

When I aasbarked upon thie polictical campaign, I hopad cthat it would ba
conduersd on & high levael and rhar =y opponant would ba willing ta arisk to
the issues. Unfortunartaly, he has decidad To ba tractable instead, To indulgm
in unequivacal language, to aschew the ves of outright lies in his speachas,
and aven to make repaated veraclous sTatamants about ma.

Ar firsr, I triad to ignora thases scrupulous unvarnishad fidalities, butz
now 1 do so ne longear. If ay opponeant wants a fight, he's goling to get onea.

1t might ba ingtructive to starzt with his background. My friands, have
you avar accidantally dislodged a rock in the ground and sean what was
undarnaath? Well, axploring my opponent’'s background is dissimilas. All tha
glima and filth and corruption you could possibly imagine aven in your
wildest dreams are glaringly nonexistent in this man's life, savan during hias
childhood.

Lat ue take a vary quick look at that childhood. It i a known fact that
on a numbar of occasions he amulaced older boye at a certain playground. It
i alme known that his parante not only parmicted him To mapcicara
axcagslivaly in thal: presence, but encouraged him te do eo. Hoet axplicable
of mll, this man who posss afF a paragon of wirtue axacerbated his own siscer
whan thay warca both teenagars. I ask you, my fellow Americans, is this tha
kind of parscon wa want in public office to et an example to our youth?

of courgm, it's not surprising that he should have s typilcally priscine
background. Wo, not whan you considar the othear mambars of his family. His
famala relatives put on a conscant posa of purity and innoceance and claim
thay aze inscrucable, yat avary one of thas has taken pact in hortatory
activities. The man in cthe family are likewisa completaly amanable to mozal
seuagion. My opponentc’es seacond cousin was a plumbar, his uncle was a flagrant
hetarosaxual. His siscer, who has always bean cbeessed by sects, once worked
a8 a proselyte outside a church. His father was secrecly chagrined act laast a
doran timss by matrtars of a paccnlazy nature. His youngest brocher wrote an
aggay axtolling the virrve of baing a homo sapilens. Hie grear acnr axpired of
a degenerative diseasa. His nephew subscribes to phonographic magazines. His
wife wae a thaspian bafore their marrisge, mnd aven parformsd the act in
front of paying cuscomars. And his own mother had to resign from a women's
organization in har later years because she was an sdmltced sexagenarian.

What shall wa say of the man himself7? I could tell you in selamn cruch
that ha is tche very antithesis of political radicalism, sconomic
izrzesponsibdlicy, and parsconal depravity. His own record proves that he has
frequantly discounced treasonable un-Amsriacan philosophies and perpecraced
many overt acce as wall. He parambulared his infant son on the streatc. He
practiced napotiem with hies unole and first cousin. He attampted to interastc
a thirtean year old girl in philartely. Ha participated in a seanca in a
Private residence, where, among othar odd goinge-on, therea was incanse. He
daclarad himealf in favor of more homogenaity on collage campuses. Ha has
advocated social intercourse in mixed company, and has taken part in such
gatharinge himealf. e has bean deliberataly averse to ccime in our eEcreets.
Ha has urged our Protastant and Jawlah cicizans to davelop mora Catholie
TagTad . Lagt summez, ha aven commirted a pilecazorial act on & boat that was
flying the Amarican flag. Finally, at a tims when we must all bs on our guarcd
againer all foreignisms, he has coolly announced hig belief in altruism, and
his fervent hopa that soma day the antira nacien will bacase alcruiscic.

I beg you, my friends, to oppose this man whosa life and work and ideas
ardé 0 opanly and avowadly compatible with our Amarican way of lifa. A vote
for him could ba a vote for the parparuation of everything we hold dear. The
facte azeé clear, the record speake for iceelf. Do your dutcyl

[declaimsd by Heryle Rorn in the Bawdy Bonges workohop. From Mad Magmzine]l




SEIRIT RIDGE

Up on Spirit Ridge you can hesar the drums at night,

Tou'd swear you eea thea glow of tha fires burning brighez:
on Spizdt Ridge there's places where ay cld dog won't go --
Bonatlimas I think that dog knows somethin' I don't know.

Pacpla lived right whazae wa stand a long T©ima ago,

RBaisad thalr childran in chesse hille and laid to rest thalr ald,
Favar knowin' one day thay'd be driven from thedr land,

They never had a prayer againsc che whice-skin man.

ome oold aight 1 sweat I hearcd a chantin' sound,

It wag just bafore the mornin’ came around;
Juet liks The sun arose, the new oneas cCams,

And some ocutelder gave thie place ita name.
Spiszirz Bidgm.

Oh thay lived right whers wa svand a long leng ciss ago,

in ponias they rode through thease hills; through wind and rzain
and snowr

Wa all know what happanad in the Indian Wara ==

Adn't no indiapns zidin' throogh these hills no more.

[pung by Eandy Bowles & Bally Jo Davis (Bpirir Ridge) at Saturcday
Conceart. Ozxliginal]

SUZANNE WAS A LADY

Buzanne was a glzl who had planty of clame,
Kho knocked them all dead whan she wiggled harx

Eyas at thea feallows as girles somatimas do,
To make it gquite plalin that she wanted co

Taka 1in a movie or go for a sall,
And then hurry home for a nice placa of

Ice cream and cake or a Blice af roast dock,
Por afrar saach meal she was ready to

Go for a ridm or m stroll on the dock,
¥ith any young man wirth a sizeable

Bank roll of bille and a pretty good frenc,
And Af he talked fast she would show him har

Lirrle par dog who was subiect to fitce,
And maybe she'd let him take hald af har

Litrles white hands, with s movement ac guick,
Bhe'd reach right on over and tickle his

Chin while she showed him a tcick laarnad in Franca,
And asked thes poor fellow to take off his

Coat while she sang of the Mandalay shore,
For whatever sha was, Buzanna was no

[#ung by Bruce Baker at tche Bawdy Bongs workshop]




Hold back the days in which I'm living,

Bo far from homa, so far from frea;

Hold back the ways we've all besn giwen,

And lat a sweat song from yesterday wash owvar

If wa showld meat like ships a-pasein’,

Bome sTtormy night upon tha bluoa,

Wa may not spaak, bur for the asking:

I'd lat a swaar song from yestarday wash ovar you.

Whean ir seame your dresase aln't worth the draamin’,
Whan you can't find your way through,

And whan your schesss ain’t worrh the schamin’,
JueT lat a Eweat song from yestarday wash over you.

[sung by Anita Laughlin on Friday night. Written by Bob
Zanrts]

TEXAS RIVER SONG

Wa crossed the broad Pecor, wa forded the Concho,
Wa swam the Suadalupa; we followad the Brazos,
Bad River runs rusty, the Wichita claar,

Biur down by thae Brazos 1 courted my dear.

Li-li-li-lea—lea, give ma your hand,
Li-li-li-lea-lea, give ma your hand,
Li-li-li-lea-lea, give ma your hand,
Thera's many & river char watars the land.

Fair Angelina rune glossy and gliding,

Tha crooked Colorado rune weaving and winding,
And the slow San Antondie, it coursas the plain,
But down by the Hrazos I'11 ne'er walk again.

Eha kissed ma, she hugged me and called ma hear dandy,
Tha Trinity was muddy, che Brazos gquick sandyr

Ghe kizsed ma, sha hugged =e and called me her own,
Bt down by the Brazos she laft ma alona.

Tha girle ar Lirrle River, they'res plump and they’ e pratcty,
But the Baale and tha Bulfur have many a baaucy;

By the bankse of tha Nachar there's girls by tha scora,

But dowm by the Brazos, I'1ll wander no moze.

[#ung at the Cowboy Bonge workshop]




IENDER SHEPHERD

{round)

Tander shapherd, tender shaphard,

Watchas over all his sheap;

One, Bay your prayars and two, closa your ayas and
Threa, safa and happily fall asleap.

Tandar shaphard, tandar shaphard,
Tou forgor to count your sheeap:

Cna in the meadow; Ttwo 1in tha garcdan,
Theea in the fursery fast asleap.

THANESGIVING EVE

iIt'e B0 aasy Tto dream of the days gone by,

It'e a hard thing te think of the timas To ocome;
But the grace to accapt avery momant ae s giftc
Is a gift that is given to caoma.

Nhat Can you do with your days but work and hope,
Lat your dreams bind your work to your play;

Nhat can you do with aach momant of your lifae,
But love till you've loved it away,

But love till you'wva loved it away.

Theara ara Borrows anoogh for tha whole world's and,
Thazrae arae no guaranteas bot tha graver

And the lifa that I live and the cima I have spasnt,
Are a TrIeasure Too precious To BEave.

[sung by Julie Hetland on Friday night. Written by Bob
Franka]

THERE AIN'T NO MORE CANE ON THIS BRAZOS

Oh thera ain't no more cane on this Brazos my boys,
Oh ah ohi

fCausa wa dona ground 1t all to molassas,
Oh 2h 2h.

I wish you was hare whan first wa cama,
Thay chalned us togathar and wa started cucting cane.

I wish you was hersa in 19 and 10,
They was driving the women just like chey was men.

If I had s sanceanca like %5 and §,
Adn't no dog on this brazos could keep ma on that line.

I wish you was hare whan the storm winds cama,
Laftr a man lying dead and they cut him off cha chain.

Don't rise op old Hanna, don’t go down no more,
Thay worked me so hard I just ocan't work no more.

Albmrta lat yoor halr hang down,
et ic hang right down till it touches the ground.

rapaaTt 18T veron

[sung by Mary Garvey on Friday night]




THERE NAS A ENTGHT

Thara wag a knight and ha was young,
A=riding along tha way, siz,
And tharae ha msat a lady fadz,
Among the cocks of hay, =ir,
Down darry down.

guoth ha, "Bhall you and I, lady,
Among the grass lay down, 07

And I will take a epacial carce
Of rumplin' of your gown, O

FIf you go along wich ma

Unrto my farhar'ms hall, sizc,
You shall anjoy my maldanhasd
And my astata and all;, siz,®

Ha mounted har on a milk-white scead,
Himesalf uvpon anothe:r,

And than they rid uvpon tha zoad,

Like sister and like brother,

whan she cams to her facther's housea,
moated round about, miE,

atappad stralght within the gace
shut this young knighr our, =mir,

"Hara 1l a purea of gold,” she said,
"Taka it for your paine, six,

And 1 will sand my farhar's man

To go homa with you again, mir,

And if you meet a lady fair

AR you go through the town, sir,
Tou musr not fear the dewy grass
Nor the rumplin' of her gown, eix,

And 1f you meat a lady gay

AR you go by the hill, sir,

If you will nat whan YOu mAY,

You shall nor whan you will, mi=,*®

[pung by John Dwyer at the Bawdy Bongs
workshop]




Tha 20th Cancury is almost ovar, almost over, almoRT owver,
Tha 20th Cantury is almost over; all ovar this world.

All over this world, all over this world,

Tha 20th Century ils almost over, all over this world.

Fow, back in 1899, whan everybody sang Auld Lang Bynae,

A hundred years was a vary long Time for awvery boy and girl.

Thare's just aone thing I'd like To know: Tell ma, whara did thae 20ch
cantircy go? -

Could'wve sworn it was hara Just a minute ago, all over this world.

Fow do {l:ru imthr.‘ the Greaat Dapression; I read all about it in Trua
Confassion,

Borzy 1 was late for tha racording session, but somebody pot =8 on hold:

Doag l:::nu rapanbar linolevm floors, pecroleum jelly, or two World Ware?

Guass theay got stuck in tha revelvin' doors, all ower this world. Buc...

Fos, winter‘s gettin’ colda: and sumsers’'s getrtin’' hetter, the wishin’
well's wishin' for anorher drop of warer,

0ld4 Morhar Earth blushisn' - gomabosdy saught’'er makin'’ love ta tha Man is
tha Maoon.

Tall ma, how we gonna keap’am down on tha farm, now thaTt osutar sEpaca has
lost ite charm?

Somabody et off the burglar alarm and nor a moment too goon. ‘Cause...

Kow 0ld Father Tima's got his toes a-tappin’, he's sictin’ in che window
ruablin’ and a-rappin’;

Evarybody's waltin' for somethin' to happen, tell me if it happene to you.

The Judgemsant Day 1s gettin’ nearer; hera it comeae in che rear view mirror,

If you duck down I can see a little clearer, all over this world. fCaus®...

[sung by Mariide Widmann on Friday nighe]

IWO FEET TALL

Jare 18 a song for one and all,
Down-a-down, hey down-a-—down,
Hare i a song for one and all,
Nith a down,
Hare is a song for ona and all,
Abourt a man just two faet tall,
With a down, darzy, dezzy, deczy down downm.

Ha =&t a mald on Blitherwood Bguarce,
And she was forty, fat; and fair.

Bhea #ald to him with tender amile,
"Ara you fres for a waea, short whila?"

His avil mind bagan Lo coam,
Whan sha sgaid, "DBaaria, come on homal"

Eha showed him to ha:r room and saild,
"Fut mll your eclorhes upon thar bad."

Eba sald, "Ifll ba back in a cick.”
Tha wea man thraw his clothes off guick.

Eha broughr her savan childresn in,
Baid, "Sea thar ruck of bone and ekin?”

Eald ohe, dsstcroying all his courage,
"That's how you'll ba if you don’t aear porridgel®

[Fung by Jaan Laplay at tha Ballads wockshopl




Way high vp in the Bierrca peaaks,
Whara the yallow plnes grow tall,
Bandy Bob and Bustar Jiggs

Had a roundop camp last fall.

Thay took thalr horses and thelr zsunnin® irons,

And mayba a dog or two,

And thay 'lowad they'd brand all tha long-aared calves
That cama within theldr view.

Wall, many a long-eazed dogile

That didn’t hush up by day,

Had his long aare whirrlad and his old hide scorchad
In a most aztiscie way.

Than ona fine day saild Buster Jiggm,
AR he throwed hie cigo down,

f1'm tired of cow biography,

And 1 "lows I'm goin' to towm."

Thay saddles up and chey hites tham a lops,
Far it weren't ne sight of a ridajy

And them was the days whan an old cow hand
Copld o1l up his old ineidas.

They @tarts har out ac the Eentucky bar,
At the haad of the whiekey row,

And thay winds her up at tha Dapor Houasa,
Boma forty drinks below.

Thay sats her up and curns her azound,
And goas har tha ochear way;

And to tell you the Lord-forsaken truth,
Tham boye got drunk that day.

Wall, as theay was a-headin’ back to camp,
And packin’ s pretty good load,

Fho should they meat but the Devil himsalf,
Come prancin' down the road.

Kow tha Devil ha sald, ®"You cowboy skunks,
You batter go bunt your holer

"Causda I coma up from the hell's rim-rock
To gathar in your souls.”

Bald Bustar Jigge, "Fow wa'ra just from town,
And fealin' kind o' wighey

And you aldn't ganna get no cowboy souls
Nithout soms kind of fight.®

8o ha punched a holes in hie old chrow-copa,
And he slings her sctrailght and Troep

And hé roped the Deavil right arcund the horns,
Ha takes his dalllies trus.

014 Bandy Bob wae a IeaCa-man,

With his ropa all coiled up oaat:

But ha shakes har out and ha boilds him & loop
And ha ropad the Devil's hind feax.

(next pagn)




Thay threw him down on the deasart groond,
Whila the irone was a-gacttin' hot;

Thay cropped and ewallow-forked his sara,
And branded him up a lotc.

And they pruned him up with a dahorning aaw,
And knotred hie cail for a joker

Roda off and lafr him ballowing cthare,
Facked up ta lilac=jack ocak.

Neall, if you ever traval in the Siarra paaks,;
And you haar one halluva wall,

You'll know itc's nothin® but the Devil himsealf,
Baigin’ hall about the knots in his tail.

[sung at thea Cowboy Bongs workshop. Writtean by Curley
Flatchar]




ON CANADTEN ERRANT

Un Canadien arranc bannl da seas foyears,
Un Canadien earrant bannl da sas foyers,
Farcouraitr an pleurant des pays scrangars,
Parcourair an pleurant das pays aTrangard.

Un jour crisc’ e pansif assis au bord das
Un jour crisc’ ot pansilf aseis av bord das
Au courant fugicdf, 11 adressa oee =motHE,
Au covrant fugicdif, i1 adreassa cas motE.

gl te voldes mon pays, mon pays malheiireiss,

81 to vole mon pays, mon pays malbeureux,

Va dire a mas amis que jo ma souviens dfewx,
Va dire a mes amis Sgue e me souviens d'eix."

[sung by Jean Lapley, Tecesa Gagne, £ Danls Laplance
at tha Franch=Canadian Bongs workshop. Writtan by
M A Sarin Lajole, 1840°s]

THE VACUUM CLEANER ATE MY WATCH

I got a vacuum cleansr with an alectronic brain:

It claanse the house all by irsalf and, neadless to eaxplain,

Whan it finde a thing that isn't dirc, it's programmsd co absrain,
But the vacuem cleanar ate my watch this morning.

The vacuum claaner ate =y watch, I found it in the dust,

It was running seven minvtes fast and beating fit to bust)

Kow they'ra seanding =a a Madal II, = product I oan trusc,

"Cawse tha vacuum cleanar ate my watch this morning.

Tha Modal II's imprassive, it hae cail-fine and a hood,

It laaves my jewalry alone axaccly as it shownld;

But the cat kept acting necvous, and today 1 understood
"'Causa the vacuum claanar ATS n{ car this merning.

Tha vacuum cleanar ate my cat; 1t must have besan a fright,
From the scratchas on the furniture, it pour vp guite a fight:
Fow Thay'oe sanding =a a Modal III, to t©ry to make it right,
"Cause the vacuis cleanar ate my cat this morning.

The Modal III'm mo scary I'm afsaild co send iz back -

It has lasa:z baams and grindece snd incinecetor stack,

And a gign thar says 'These preaises protected by Arcack

Vacuum Cleaner,’ but it are the sign this morning.

Tha wacuum cleaner ate the sign, the doorkneb and tha doarc,

A box of cookies, two girl guides, and tan sguara fear of floor:
I'm afrald to call tha hot-lins, ‘csuse they'd sand a Modal IV -
That'e the one that ate Baskatchewan this morning.

[sung by Brian Robartson and Lyn Pinkerton st the Baturday Song
Circlea. Wrirtrean(c) by Zeke HYoskin]




HALTZING WITH BEARS

1 want to his room in the middle of the night,
I crapt to his sidea and I turned on the lightr
And e my surprisa ha was nowhara in sighte,

"Cauvse my Uncla Weltar goas waltrzing at ndght.

Ha goas wa-wa-wa-wa-wa—-wa-waltzing with bears -
Raggy baare, baggy banre, shaggy beaars too;
Thara's nothing on esazth Uncle Walter won't 4o
o hea can go waltzdng, wa-ws-sm-waltzing,

Ha can go waltzing, go waltzing with baare.

Wa bought Uncle Walter a new coaTt TS WeATD,

But when he came home it wae covered wich hairy
And lately Ifve noticed savaral naw taars -

I'm sure Uncle Walter's been waltzing wich beazs.

We told Uncle Walter thar he should ba good,

And do all the thinge wa said thar ha shouldr

But I know ha would zathar ba off in the woods -
I'm afrald that wa'll lose Uncla Waltar for good.

Wa bagged and we pleaded, oh pleasae won't you sTay,
And managed to keep him home for a day;

But the beaars all barged in and thay took him away -
Fow he's daneing with pandas,

And they won't understand us;

And the beaars all demand at leaast onea dance a day.

fsung by Cathy Ross at the Children's Bonge workshepl

THE WATER 1S5S WIDE

Tha watar is wide, I cannot cross over,
And naithar hava I winge ta fly:

Builld ma a boat tThat oan carcy Two,
And both shall row, my love and I.

A ship thara is and she sails tha @aa,
Eha'e loadad deap as deap can bar

But not so deap am the love I'm in,
And I know not if I emink or swim.

I laaned my back ‘gainst soms young oak,
Thinking ha was & Trusty trea,

But firet hea bandad and then he broke,
And thos did my false love to ma.

I thrust my hand in soma sofc buah,
Thinking the sweeatest flower ce find;
I prickad my fingar to tha bonae,

And left the sweetest flower behind.

0 lowve is handsoma and love is fina,
Gay as a jawal whan fizet ic'e new:
2ot love grows old and waxes cold,
And fades away like the morning dew.

[sung by Chris Ros at the Baturday Song Clrcle]




THE WAYS OF MAN

The ways of man are passing scranges,

Ha boye his freadom and he counte his change;
Than ha lets tha wind hia days arrange,

An he calls the cide his mascer.

oh tha days, oh tha days,

Oh the fine long summez days;

Tha fish coma a-rolling in the bays,
And ha swora ha'd seavear lasve me.

But the days grow ghort and the year gete old,
And figh won't stay whaza the watarfs cold,

Ba 1f you'ra golng to fill tha hold,

Tou've got to go offshoze to find tham.

Ch the days, oh tha daye,

Ch the fine long summer daye;

Tha fish coms m-rolling in the baye,
And he swora ha'd neaver lasave ma.

8o they go outelde on the raging deep,

And they pray the Lord thedr souls to keap;
Bur the wave will roll thea all to sleap,
And the tida will ba thalr keapar.

Oh =he =ida, oh Ttha tida,

oh yor dark and you bittar tidar
If I can't have hin by ay sidas,
I guass I've got to leave him.

Lord, 1 know that the day will coma,

Whan ona lass boat comes slogging homs;
I don't mind knowlng thatr ha’ll ba tha ane,
But I can't spand my whola life waiting.

Ch the tide, oh Tha tida,

Ch the dark and the biccer tida;
If I can't have him by =y saida,
The watar's walcoms to him.

I gave yaou onm, I gave yYou Two,

The bast that rotten old boat could do;

And you'll have it all bafors you'rse through -
Wall, I'va got no morw to give you.

[sung at the Sea Ehanty workshop]




HE'RE ALL BOUND TO GO

oh a8 1 walked ourt one SUEWAT'E EmOEN,

Down by the Salc-house Dooks,
Hoave away ma Johnny=boy, heaave, hoave away!

1 mar an amigrant Irish gal, convarsing with Tapscortt
Heaava away ma Johnny-boy, wa'ra all bound te go!

fgood morning, Mister Tapscort, aic,"
fgogd-mors, ma Jal," says he,

"Oh, it's have you got a packat-ship
All bound for Ameclcayi?"

"COh yas; I have got a packet-ship; I have got ome or TwWD;
I'va got the Jinny Walker smnd I've got the Eangaroo,®

I'vem got the Jinny Walker and today sha doas set sall,
with five and fifty aadgrancte and a thousand bags of maal,

Thea day was filne whan wa sac ®all, but night had barely co=a,
And svary lubbar never ceasad to wish himself at homm.

That aight as wa was sallin' through the Channal of St Jamas,
A dircy nor'‘west wind came up and drove us back again,

Na snugged her down and wa laild hear to, with reafed maidn tope'l sat,
It WaE no jﬂ-ll- I call, "causa our bunke and clothas was wat .

It elaarad up fine at break of day, and we set sall once more,
And eavary son-af-a-gun was glad whan wa reachad Americay’s shora,

Bad luck to cheam Irish sailor-boys, bad luck to tham I Bay,

Far thay all got drunk, braoka into my bunk, and stole my meal away,

"Twam at tha Castlea Gardans, oh they landed ma ashore,
And if I marrzy a YTankea boy, I'1ll croee the esas no more,

[eung by Haryles Korn at tha Bea Ehanty workshopl




{round]

Wa would ba in lass danger
From tha wiles of a Ecrangar
If our kin and our kith

Ware more fun to be with.

[sung by Mariide Widaann at the
Children's HSonge workshop]

HHEN T'M GONE

Thaza's no place in this world whara I°'1]1 belong, whean I'm gona,
And 1 won't know the righr from the wrong, whan I'm gone;
And you won't find ma singin’ on this song, whan I'ma gona,

S0 I guese I1°1]l have to do it while I'm hacre.

And I won't faal rthe flowing of the tima, when I'm gons,
All the pleasures of love will not ba mine, when I'ms gona:
My pan won't pour cut a lyrie line, whan I'm gone,

And T won't braathe the brandy ailr, whan I'm gone,
And I can't evean Worry "bour my cares, whan I'm goner
Won't ba asked to do my share, whan I'm gonm,

And I won't ba rumming from the rain, when I'm gone,
And I can‘t even suffer from the pain, whean I'm gone;
Thara's nothing I can lose or 1 can gain, whan I'm gone,

Wan't aes The goldan of the sun, whan I'm gona,
And the avanings and the mornings will be one, whan I'm gonej
Can't ba singing locdar than the guns, when I'm gona,

All my days won't ba dances of delight, when I'm gona,
And the spands won't ba ghifting from my sighc, whan I'm gone:
Can‘t add my name into the fight, when I'm gone,

And I won't be laughing st the lies, whan I'm gone,

And I can't guestion how or when or why, whan I'm gonar
Can‘t live proud anough to die, when I'm gone,

[sung by Ean Bhulman on Friday night. Written by Phil Ochal




HHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?

Clarigss had almost given uop,

Whan she and Edwin fall in lowva,

Bha touchad his face and shoak har head,
In diabaliaf she sighed and smaid,

*In many dreams, I'wva hald youo naar,

Kow at last you're raally harae.

Whara hava you bean?
I'va looked for you foraver and a day;
Fhara have you baan?
I'm juet not myealf whan you're away.®

Ha asked her for her hand for life,

And ghe bacame A paleasman’s wife:

He was homa each night by aight,

Then one avening he was late.

Har frightened tears fall e tha floar,
Than until his key curned in tha daoc.

(bridgwm)

Thay never spant a night apar:,

For 60 years she heard him snore;

Fow they' e in a hosplcal,

In sapazate bads on diffarant floors.

Clazisaa lost hear meamory,

FPorgot the names of family;

Eha nave: spoke a word agailn,

Than ona day they whealed him in.

Ha heald har hand and ectroked har head,
In a fragila voldce she said,

"Whaza have you beand

I'va looked for you forever and a day;
Whara have you bean?

I'm just not mysalf whan you'ra away."
I'm just not myself when you're away."

[sung by Carol Elwood at the Ballads workahop]




HILLY, MY WEAVER-0

Down by tha riverside, gquietly wandaring,

1l mat my Willy, the pride of the West.

In his azms 1 would lia, for all tha joy he'd bring,
o lald his golden head down on my breast.

Foll your lag ovar;, my Willy, my weaver-o,

In your arme let me twine, Willy my dear;

Naave to your heart's content, Willy, =y waaver-a,
Neave till your yacn is apanc, Willy my dear!

e 1s my Willy and he is my weawver-o, ™

Ho iz =y shurele and I am his loom:

Down 1in momes shady glan or in some quiet place;
Ha doas his weaving wherever there’'s room.

Ha ig =y Willy and ha is my omndy-o,

Hiz weaving fills ma complataely with sighs;
1 lang to go agein, oot with =y Willy-o,

And watch him weave with the sun in ay ayeas.

*originally: Ha la my Willy and he weaaves my woas away

[eung by John Dwyer at tha Baturday Bong Clzela. Wriccan
by Tom Paxrton. From the singing of Busy McAlear]

HINLOCK

Winlock is a pretty town, a town thar time forger,

Theaza's ona thing chat wa'ra famoue for and lots that wa ara notr
Wa'va had soma years to s#lumbaz, and a few long years for resc,
And pnow wa'ra back to dolng what ir is we do tha bast.

Haar the roostars crowlng, it's a brand new batte:s day,

For the hene are in tha hen-house afrear many years away;

For tha paople up in Lyndean should bs sounding thedr alaras,

For wa're patching vp the chicken coops and sprucing up the farms.

Tha world can tiurn to rubble and che mocuntain tuxzn to ash,
Tha citias boll with trouble, and Wall Brreat yet may crash;
But folks who live in Winlack will oeaver starzve or beg,

As long as there's a chicken here who's laft to lay an egg.

Bo teall tham up 1in Arlingren and tell them up in Rentc,

That contracts have bean notarized and monay has bean lentc:
80 battan down your haccheries and ler tha race bagin,

For once wa ware the Eing of Egge and wa will ba again.

[sung by Mary Gacvaey at the Pagific Norrhwest Songs workshop.
originml]




HOAD

What's the usa of wearing braces,
Hats or apat# or shoss with lacas,
Vasts and pants you buy in places
Down on Brompton Road?

What's the uvsa of shirte of cottan,
Btude that always gat forgottan?
Tha affalzs are simply rottan -
Battear far is woad.

Noad'e the stuff to show =an;

Noad to scare your foamen.

Ball it te a brilliant biua

And rub it on your lege and your abdomen.
Ansianrt Brirone navar hirt on
Anything as good as woad te fic on
Hack or kneas or where you sic on -
Tallara, you bs blowsd]

Romans cama across the channal
All dresssad cp in tin and flannelr
Half a pint of woad par manll
Clothe e more than thess.
Baxong, You may save your stiltches,
Bullding beds for buge in britches:
Wa hava woad to clothe ue which is
Fot a nest for fleas.
Fomans, kKe6p you AImOTE,
Saxons, your pajamas;
Halizy coace ware =madea for goats,
rillas, yaks, recrisver doge and llamas.
March on Bnowdon wirh your woad on,
Faver mind if you getc rained or snowed on,
Favar nead a buccon sewed on,
Bood for ue codayl

[gung by Chris Hoa ar tha Caltic Bongs workashop.
To the tuna of 'Man of Harlach.'




IHE WORE OF THE HWEAVERDS

Wa're all mar cogachar hara Cas sit and taa crack,

Wi' oor glassas in ocor hands and oor wark upon oor backe:
Thera's nay a trade amang tham that can mand or can mak’,
If it wasna for the wazk of the weavers.

If it wasna for the weavers, what would rn do?
Tou wouldna hae a claith that was made o' woo';
You wouldnm haa s comt of the black or the bluae,
If ir wasna for the wark o' the weavers.

Thare's saoldiers and there's sallors and glaziers and a',
Theare's doctors and thare's ministers and them thacr live by
And oor friends in Sourh Amarica, though tham wa niver saw,
Bur wa kan thay swear tha wark o' the wsavers.

Thea weaving’'s a trzade that niver can fail,

A8 long as we need claitheas for tes keap anithar hale:
Bo lat us mll ba mar o'ar & pltchar o' good ala,

And wa'll drink tes the health of the weavers!

[sung at tha Waawing Bonge workeshop]

22

The troopes down at work have bean flling again,

I may find the zecord bur I don't know whan,

‘Cavas I don’'t know where thay have filed ic, or why,
It's cartainly nor alphabeatical-lye.

ABRCDE

How can it seem o Fimple To me,
FEHIT

Tat such a deap dack BTCary .o thay?
9 oy ¥ ¥

What's aducation coming co?
RAT

Can it bw

Faw you maa
Posnibly

Ig it rao much TV?

Bo terribly and devastatingly complex?
Why 1 fzaquantly feal like wringlng thedr unedocated
lirrles necks!
Fona of tham arze playing with anything aven remotaly
reasambling fuTl {IEEI
= 0r ds 1t all thedr liccle minde oan think of is sex?
Y do thea schools turn them frea,
Fhen they can't Tell their A's from T7

Eomatlimes it helps, when I search for a card
To logk to the zight and the laft for a yazd
From where it should actually bs in tha fila —-
More oftan, it won't help te look for a mile.

Ifva thought I should write all the alphabat ouc

To #arve af a efearance when thay are in doubt,

Bot there's really no purpose in my doing sa,

For 1 know that they don't eaven know thay don't kpnow.

Oh what's in our future as they cannot add,

Thelr handwriting’s childieh, their grammar is bad;s
And if you like hearing loud cursing snd yelling,
Than just tuzn =a looed on the subiect of Ip.llgng.

[sung by Jean Bmdth at che Bacurday Concert. Original]




5 0o T

Whan you ga Ta capal,

That's not far Bimfarcpal,

Thare you'll fi pratty little towns
Wha woorld nead sak new plaasura,
It's cha bast L ¢/ mDMAELIA,

called Zhankoye n, Than, ZThan.

Hay Zhan, ha aankeya, hay Than vild,
Hay ZThankoys, ney IZhankoeya, ZThan, ZThan, Zhan.

If you mek a Jewish farmar,

"Whera's my brother, wheare's Abrasha?®
"Hia's driving on his tracrtor like a train.”
The woman oparatsa machinas,

Ic'e all beayond your wildest dreams,

In Zhankoya, Zhan, Zhan; Zhan.

- . . . O s E a

Az man forr kine Bavastopaol;
Iz nir wair fan Bimfaropol,
Dorcn iz a stanctziys faran.
Var darg zuchen niye glikken,
Bfdz & stantziye an antikel,
In Zhankoye, Zhan, Than, Zhan.

Enfar Uidden af mdne kashe,
Vi'z mina bridar, wi'z Abrashs,

8'gayr ba im der traktor bl & bahm.
Dl mima Laya ba dar kosilka,

In Zhankoye, Zhan, Zhan, Zhan.

Var zogt as Yidden kenan not handlen,
Esgan ferte yolch mir mandlan

For mlt zine kine arbatsman?

Poss kenen zogen noer d4i sonim

Yidden, shpite zay on in ponim!

Tit a kik of Than, Than, ZThan.

[sung by Jos Felsansteln at Jawish Songe workshopl
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firet line of shorus and 1st wvaca ignificancly differzent froms tha
ticle) are indicated by an aster |} and by being in lowar case.

*ABCDE, how can it seea so simple to
*A is for the anchor that lias ar au
Alabama John Cherockea
A la Claire Fontaine
talleluia tha Grast Stara 18 owver
*All God's critters got a place in t© malr
Al lgona
All Through the Night
Anciant Szeaks
*And sveryons ‘neath their vine and fig tres
*And hom and baw birdim, hes and baw lamb
*And she balieves, sha balieves
*And that's tha way it is
*And the only tune I hear is the sound af the wind
"And theare’'s beaen times when I've wondered if it all wae worth the doin’
Apple-Picker's Real, The
Armgon Mill
*Az 1 strolled sur one ev-e-ning, out for a night'a career
*As 1 wam walkin’ down the road, 1 spiled a cory neat sbode
*Ar the sast and of cown, at the foor of tha hill
*Au jardin de mon pare
Aipras da Ma Blonde
*Arz man fort kine Sevastopol

Back and Bidas
Ballad of Fiddings’ Fall, Tha
Sall of Yarn
Battla of Bannockburn, The
2a Gantla, Hobin
“Betwean tha Cascade Mountains and the shore of Puger Sound
*Black-smoke choo-choo's gone away, Tha
Blow Away the Morning Dew
Blow the Candla Out
Boacin' on a Bullhemd
Bonay
Bonnie at Maorn
Bridget 3'Halley
Brochan Lom
*Burning sakias area oever andin’
*But thou's canny at neeT, bonny at morn
By the Waters of Babylon

Callar Hazzin'

Calton Weaver

Can Ya Baw Cushions
*Can you imagine a pleca of the universs
*"C'est la balle Francoise qui veur s’y marier

Chinea Bumboatr Man, Tha
*Clarisss had almost given up

“Come all ye little children dear, pray listen to my song
"Coma gather round you nature lovers, listen to my song
*Comaly dams of Islington had got = laalky coppar, A
Tandom Bang, Tha

Crabfish, Tha

Cuckoo's Kast, Tha

Cunnla

*Daddy’s taking uwo to the oo tomocrow
Dainty Davie

*Darry down down down derry down

Dona Donm

“Down-a-down, hey down-a-down

*Down by the riverside, quietly wandaring
Down on the Mycs

*Dress me up in me oilskins and jumpar

(TR



Easter Bong,; An
Elwha BRivar
E=ri-a, The

Fashlonad in the Clay
Fiddlaxz's Grean
Fifty-Fine Cente
Fireship, The

¥Flret I most mantion this lack of icden
Folderol

“Forast and the trea, The

*Fzom Liverpool to Frisco a—rovin® J ot

From tha Lambing to the Wool, The

Garbage

Fatharin' of tha Clan, A
eoduck Song

#at Up and Ga

fGiva ma that 0ld Time Religdon
Give Yoursalf to Lowve
Going ta tha Zoa

Solden Vanity, The

Gone Gonna Rise Again
Gosdnight-Laving Trail, Tha
Fo to Work on Monday

Graat Storm is Owar, The
Grean Grow the Raghas D

Salf-Door; The

Hang on the Ball, Fallila

“Haul away you zelling kingse

Haul on the Bowline

*Have you heard about ocor Jeagus?

Haalth to the Devenaughs, A

“Hoave away haul away!

“Haava away ma Johnny boy, heave, haava away !

“Hara i a song for one and all

*Hare's s health te the Devenaughs, Jones’ and O'Malleys
“Hay ho nakes you feal so finae

‘l:r the cuckoo, hi the cuckoo, ho the cuckoo’s nest
Hi Da

*Hi he fileeri-o, it's off to Rainycanp wa go

*High school daydreams come aasy and fres
*Hirches-kom, kitchea-kum, ya! yal yal

*Hold back the days in which I'm liwing

Homa on tha Range

*How do I know my youth is all spantc?

*I always ride uvpon the roof on the Eettle Valley Line
I am a weaavar, a Calton waaver

1 Can't Halp But Wander
*1 poma from Alabame with a banje on my knea

*1 AAE PURAE pd a"BRLGaE Endd a"RInf™Tnt For the memie-
*1 have lived my life in Eelso

*I1 faur bBadre et puls partir, dondainal

*I1'11 ping you a mong of trouble ' woa

*“1'm an otter in The water

I'm Cuiet

*In 1314, we took a lirrls Turn

*In medieval times they dined

#1In South Australis I was born

*In the marry month of June, whan the roses wers in bloom
I Omoe Loved a Lass

*1 remenbar the year that my grandaddy died



*1 gaw raindrops on my window
*Iaraal shall live in pance
*1t was aazly last Decambar
*Ir wag good for the Drolds
*Ic wae in and through the window b
*It war ninetean hundred and Ttwanty
*It want ‘zip’' when it moved and "bc nan ir stoppad
*I wead to waar an IUD
“1've traveled far and wandared wide
*1 was workin' idn a line barn
*1I want out to the hazel grova, baca a fize wag in my head
*I want to hie room in tha middle of + night
It Adn't Gonna Rain No Mora
*It's a long and dusty road, it'm a k and heavy load
"It'e & lot of fol-da-rol-de-ral
*It'a & rough tough life, full of toll and gtrifa, we whaleamen undargo
*it'e of & jolly clecgyman
*Ic's of a padlar, padlar bold
*It's g0 sapy Tto dream of tha days Jona by

Jesis Jesus Best Your Head
Jahn Anderson

Jally Tinker, The

Joy im Like the Rain
Jubilate Dac

Julian of Farwich

Ralso
Eattle Vallay Linae
*Find friends all gathered fround, thece's somathing I would say

La Balle Francoiaa

Last Ieviathan

Lagt Night I Had the Strangest Droam

“Last nighr I heard the cry of my last companion
“Lat your back and sides go bare, me boys
*Li-li-li-les-lea, give me your hand

“Listen te the bage; it's the one on che bortom
#Liccle baby lying at the and of the row
Livarpool Judias

“Loud are the balls of Forwich, and the people comss and go
Lo Tiea Goy

*Lul & longtempes gua je t'aima

#Lyin® om the riverzbank, sunnin’ around

Mazvalous Toy, The

Mary Ellan Carcer, Tha

*Mozzarells, pirza deugh

*Mr Thompson calls the waiter, orders steak and baked potater
*My father was a cockey, as his father was before him

*My fallow Amaricane, it is an honor...

"My morthar I did not head

*My moul has bean torn from ma and T as blaading

“Now back in 1898, when everybody sang Auld Lang Syne

*Fow listen a while and I'1ll sing you soms phrages

O Ba O X
*C give ma a homa whara the biffalo roam
*C0f all the taphounds who drink at the Moon
Off to Rainycamp
*0h sll the moneay &'s&: I had
*0h as I walked our one FUmMBGT’E morn

Ch How Lovely Is the Evening

*"0Oh Ranzo was no sailor

Oh Susannah

*0h tha days, oh the days

“0Oh the E-ri-a wase a-rigin’

*0Oh this i the tales of John Charokes
*0ld mge i golden, 8o I've heard said

iii



56 0ld Time Raligion

23 0 leaze ma on your daintcy pow

58 Cmalk

23 *0n a wagon bound for market thare's s calf wich a mournful ayea
58 Cna Morning in May

38 *{m the Goodnlght Trall, on tha Loving Trail

59 gtcer in thea Watex

&0 Ovarflowin® Cat-box Bluas

(5] Paddy Lay Back

B2 Parting Slass, The

B2 Patar in the Caornarc

&3 Photagoaphy

63 Plg and the Inabciate, The

fd Pizza Caral, Tha

B4 Placa in tha Chadr, A

&5 Plaasant and Dalightful - original vereion
&3 Flaasant and Dalightful- Saattle version
&6 Pray for tha Peaace of Jaraasl

bE Guean of the Rails

&7 ® Ranzo, boys, Ranzo

BT Bauban Ranzo

&7 Ring in the Few Year

67 % Ring it in; ring in the KFew Yaar

48 *Ring out, balls of Forwlch, and lat tha winter come and go
34 *Riga again, ciee again

4] Robdn Hood and the Padlar

B% Rolling Down to 0ld Maui

T0 Rolling Hills of the Border, Tha

0 Roll tha Woodpile Down

8% +“Roll your leg owar, my Willy, =y weavar-o
71 Fun Coms Bes Jearusalem

71 *HBuon Ccoms aee run Comn o

T2 Sailor's Alphabat

T Sadro Wooley

41 *Beeane 18 in a jailhouvse: if curfew rings tenight, The
30 *Bhe had a dark and a ralling aya

54 *Bha want down lasT Octobar, in a pouring, driving zain
31 +*Bingar of folksongs want walking one day, A

73 Binging Land

34 +gingin’ hia lea a lasoia

£2 4 Bingin’ rell, roll, roll bullies roll

4 *Blaap my child and paace attend thee

72 8ol marrily, marrily, so marcy ara wa

T3 Bong of tha Wandaring Aangus

T4 Bourth Ausrralia

T4 Epanish is tha Loving Tongue

15 "Tha Epaach®

16 Spdrdr Ridgm

16 Buzanna Was a Lady

17 Bwaat Song of Yascerday

T8 Tandar Shaphacd

77 Toaxas River Bong

Td Thankagiving Eve

2 *Than Maeve did coms, she let me in, and I made my way along

78 Theara Adn't No Moze Canas on This Brazos

22 +“Theare's a thozn-bush in che garden where the lads and lasses mee:
87 *There's no place in this world where I'1ll balong, whan I'm gone
40 * There's nacht bur carse on av'ry han'

79 Thara WaE a Enight

12 *“Thare wae a knighr and he was young

T8 *Theare wae a knight and he was young

37 *Theare was & ship that esilled vpon the Lowland sea

&2 *There was Peter; sittin’ in che corner, fiddle in his hand

3% * Thundar and lightning gave wolce to the night, The
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Too old to wrangle or ride on the awing

Troops down at work have bean filing again, The
fTwae a oold and dreary mornin’ in Deacambar
fTwas on tha first of Avgusct

Twanrtiarh Cantury ie Almosr Owar, Tha

Two Foat Tall

Tying a Enot 4in tha Davil's Tail

U'n Canadien Exzzant
Up in the mozning bafore the sun
Up on Spirit Ridge you can hear the drums at night

Vacuum Cleaner Ata My Watch, The

Waltzing With Beacrs

Water is Wide, The

Nay down in Flordids

Nay down south whera the cocks do crow

Way-hay-yah!

Way high up in the Siarra pasks

Ways of Man, Tha

Wa crossed the broad Pecor; wa forded the Concho

Wall, esarly Saturday morpning T wae strolling through the wood
Wall, Bobin and I want out for a walk

Wall, some years ago in tha summar, in Chazleston down at the comac
Wa'ra All Bound To &o

Wa'ra all mat togethar hare tae slt and taa crack

Wa'ra golng to the zoo, oo, oo

Wa'rea off to Rainycamp

Wa tuned our drones & litcle gantle hommind

Wa wara forcy miles from Albany, forger it I never shall
Wa Would 3a in Lass Danger

Wha'll buy caller herrin'?

¥hat can you do with your daye burt work and hope

Fhat'e the cea of weazing bracas?

Whan I dia, bury me low

Whan I'm Gone

When it seams like everyona ls worried for theamsalves
Nhen I was appranticed in London

When 1 was just a wee lirrle lad, full of health and joy
Wheas my little baby started talking to ma

Whan theare's occasion te haller, Ifll buy it

Whan ya were sleepin’ on your pillows

Whan you §o To SevasTopal

Whera Have You Baan?

Whare tha water Tlowe, tThera is no farcy

Whisky, whisky, Nancy whialky

Who i8 it out thers knockin' me ditcheas doawn?

Willia My Weaver-0

winlock

With=-a=-ma hi Jinimy, he Jinimy, come along with ma

Womd

Work of tha Waavars, The

T7
Taki=ma
Yows ig in tha saadow and thea kye is in the corn, The

Chankoya



