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Here be ye olde musical shanties, ideal for when ye be on a trip somewhere with your stinkin' ship-
mates or scurvy land-lubbers. Yarr. 

Wild Rover 
I've been a wild rover for many a year  
And I spent all my money on whiskey and beer,  
And now I'm returning with gold in great store  
And I never will play the wild rover no more.  
 
chorus: And it's no, nay, never,  
No nay never no more,  
Will I play the wild rover  
No never no more.  
 
I went to an ale-house I used to frequent  
And I told the landlady my money was spent.  
I asked her for credit, she answered me "nay  
Such a custom as yours I could have any day."  
 
chorus 
 
I took from my pocket ten sovereigns bright  
And the landlady's eyes opened wide with delight.  
She said "I have whiskey and wines of the best  
And the words that I spoke sure were only in jest."  
 
chorus  
 
I'll go home to my parents, confess what I've done  
And I'll ask them to pardon their prodigal son.  
And if they caress (forgive) me as ofttimes before  
Sure I never will play the wild rover no more.  
 
chorus 

God Save the Queen 
God save our gracious Queen,  
Long live our noble Queen,  
God save the Queen!  
Send her victorious,  
Happy and glorious,  
Long to reign over us,  
God save the Queen!  
 

La Marseillaise 
 
Allons enfants de la Patrie, 
Le jour de gloire est arrivé ! 
Contre nous de la tyrannie, 

L'étendard sanglant est levé, (bis) 
Entendez-vous dans les campagnes 
Mugir ces féroces soldats ? 
Ils viennent jusque dans vos bras 
Égorger vos fils et vos compagnes ! 
 
Aux armes, citoyens, 
Formez vos bataillons, 
Marchons, marchons ! 
Qu'un sang impur 
Abreuve nos sillons ! 

Swing low sweet chariot 
Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Comin' for to carry me home. 
 
I looked over Jordan, and, 
What did I see, 
Comin' for to carry me home? 
A band of angels comin' after me, 
Comin' for to carry me home. 
 
Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
etc.. 
 
If you get there before I do, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
Tell all my friends I'm comin' too, 
Comin' for to carry me home 
 
Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
etc.. 
 
Sometimes I'm up, 
Sometimes I'm down, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
Yet still my soul feels heavn'ly bound, 
Comin' for to carry me home. 
 
Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
etc.. 
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Jerusalem 
And did those feet in ancient time 
Walk upon England's mountains green 
And was the holy lamb of God 
On England's pleasant pastures seen 
 
And did the countenance divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among those dark Satanic mills 
 
Bring me my bow of burning gold 
Bring me my arrows of desire 
Bring me my spears o'clouds unfold 
Bring me my chariot of fire 
 
I will not cease from mental fight 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand 
'Til we have built Jerusalem 
In England's green and pleasant land 

Chicago 
I used to work in Chicago, 
In an old department store, 
I used to work in Chicago, 
I don't work there any more. 
 
A woman came in for some meat, 
Some meat from the store, 
Some meat she wanted, 
porked she got 
I don't work there any more 
 
glazed doughnut she wanted. cream filled she got 
brass taps she wanted, golden shower she got 
Beefeater Gin she wanted, eat her I did 
quick service she wanted, quickly serviced she got 
ground coffee she wanted, grind her I did 
jumper she wanted, jump her I did 
liquor she wanted, lick her I did 
elevator she wanted, my shaft she got 
carpet she wanted, deep shag she got 
hammer she wanted, nailed she got 
gun she wanted, banged she got 
watering can she wanted, hosed she got 
floppy disk she wanted, hard drive she got 
velvet she wanted, felt she got 
liquor she wanted, lick her I did 
bolts she wanted, my nuts she got 
sailors she wanted, semen she got 
ham she wanted, porked she got 
cigarette she wanted, my pipe she got 
pipe she wanted, hosed she got 

Plumber she wanted, pipes cleaned she got 
butter she wante, spread she got 
seafood she wanted, crabs she got 
carpet she wanted, shag she got 
nail she wanted, screw she got 
fishing rod she wanted, my pole she got 
helicopter she wanted, my chopper she got 
translator she wanted, cunning linguist she got 
KitKat she wanted, four fingers she got 
Irish airlilne ticket from the store, Air Lingus she 
wanted, cunnilingus she got 
a hand she wanted, fisted she got 
diamond choker she wanted, pearl necklace she got 
lobster thermidor she wanted, creamed clam she got 
German method of coal extraction she wanted, mine 
shaft she got 
duck she wanted, I misunderstood 
Open cast coal mine she wanted, deep shaft she got 
A ruler she wanted, 12 inches she got  
Some lettuce she wanted, head she got! 
A Big Mac she wanted, a Whopper she got 
A screen door she wanted, slammed she got! 
Some fireworks she wanted, banged she got! 
A Big Mac she wanted, super-sized she got! 
Some Pringles she wanted, the pop she got! 
A vacuum she wanted, sucked she got! 
Some dinner she wanted, ate out she got! 
A lollipop she wanted, licked she got! 
Some Shakespeare she wanted, Dickens she got! 
piano she wanted, my organ she got 
chips she wanted, lays she got 
racoon she wanted, my beaver she got 
carpet she wanted, rugburn she got 
muscle car she wanted, my hot rod she got 
pickle she wanted, my cucumber she got 
a hat she wanted, my helmet she got. 
a damp cat she wanted, wet pussy she got.  
chair leg she wanted, table ends she got. 
turkey she wanted, gobbles she got. 
Barbecue she wanted, spit roast she got 
Fabric she wanted, felt she got 
Cake from the store, layer she wanted, lay her I did 
Truck she wanted, Rammed she got 
tire she wanted, rimmed she got 
basketball she wanted, hooped she got 
Sea Cat she wanted, wet pussy she got 
Sprite she wanted, 7-Up she got 
Flag she wanted, jolly roger she got 
Ford she wanted, probe she got 

Cockles and Mussels 
CHORUS:Alive, alive-o, alive, alive-o  
Singing cockles and mussels  
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Alive, alive-o. 
 
In Dublin's fair city where girls are so pretty 
I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone 
As she wheeled her wheel barrow, through streets 
broad and narrow  
Singing cockles and mussels alive, alive-o. 
 
She was a fishmonger, but sure twas no wonder 
For so were her father and mother before 
And they each wheeled the barrow, through streets 
broad and narrow 
Singing cockles and mussels alive, alive-o. 
 
She died of a fever and no one could save her 
And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone 
Her ghost wheels her barrow, through streets broad 
and narrow 
Singing cockles and mussels alive, alive-o. 

Sunshine Mountain 
I'm climbing up Sunshine Mountain,  
Where the four winds blow, ho, ho,  
I'm climbing up Sunshine Mountain,  
Face all a-glow, oh, oh,  
Turn your back on all your sorrows,  
Reach up to the sky, i, i,  
I'm climbing up Sunshine Mountain,  
You and I, you and I...  

Zulu Warrior 
I kama zimba, zimba, zimba 
I kama zimba, zimba, zay 
I kama zimba, zimba, zimba 
I kama zimba, zimba, zay 
Hold them down ( hold them down ) 
You Zulu warrior ( warrior, warrior ) 
Hold them down ( hold them down ) 
You Zulu chief, chief, chief, chief.... 

Why was he born so beautiful? 
Why was he born so beautiful, why was he born at all? 
He's no use to anyone He's no use at all. He ought to 
be public sat on, He ought to be public shot -BANG 
BANG!"  

Fields of Athenry 
By a lonely prison wall 
I heard a young girl calling 
Michael they are taking you away  

For you stole Trevelyn's corn 
So the young might see the morn. 
Now a prison ship lies waiting in the bay. 
 
Chorus  
Low lie the Fields of Athenry  
Where once we watched the small free birds fly. 
Our love was on the wing  
we had dreams and songs to sing  
It's so lonely 'round the Fields of Athenry. 
 
By a lonely prison wall 
I heard a young man calling 
Nothing matters Mary when you're free, 
Against the Famine and the Crown  
I rebelled they ran me down 
Now you must raise our child with dignity. 
 
Chorus  
 
By a lonely harbour wall  
She watched the last star falling  
As that prison ship sailed out against the sky 
Sure she'll wait and hope and pray  
For her love in Botany Bay  
It's so lonely 'round the Fields of Athenry. 
 
Chorus 

Delilah 
 
I saw the light on the night that I passed by her 
window 
I saw the flickering shadows of love on her blind 
She was my woman 
As she deceived me I watched and went out of my 
mind 
 
My, my, my, Delilah 
Why, why, why, Delilah 
I could see that girl was no good for me 
But I was lost like a slave that no man could free 
 
At break of day when that man drove away, I was 
waiting 
I cross the street to her house and she opened the 
door 
She stood there laughing 
I felt the knife in my hand and she laughed no more 
 
My, my, my Delilah 
Why, why, why Delilah 
So before they come to break down the door 
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Forgive me Delilah I just couldn't take any more 
She stood there laughing 
I felt the knife in my hand and she laughed no more 
 
My, my, my, Delilah 
Why, why, why, Delilah 
So before they come to break down the door 
Forgive me Delilah I just couldn't take any more 
Forgive me Delilah I just couldn't take any more 

Flower of Scotland 
O Flower of Scotland, 
When will we see 
Your like again, 
That fought and died for, 
Your wee bit Hill and Glen, 
And stood against him, 
Proud Edward's Army, 
And sent him homeward, 
Tae think again. 
 
The Hills are bare now, 
And Autumn leaves  
lie thick and still, 
O'er land that is lost now, 
Which those so dearly held, 
That stood against him, 
Proud Edward's Army, 
And sent him homeward, 
Tae think again. 
 
Those days are past now, 
And in the past  
they must remain, 
But we can still rise now, 
And be the nation again, 
That stood against him, 
Proud Edward's Army, 
And sent him homeward, 
Tae think again. 

American Pie 
A long long time ago 
I can still remember how 
That music used to make me smile 
And I knew if I had my chance 
That I could make those people dance 
And maybe they'd be happy for a while 
But February made me shiver 
With every paper I'd deliver 
Bad news on the doorstep 
I couldn't take one more step 

I can't remember if I cried 
When I read about his widowed bride 
But something touched me deep inside 
**The day the music died** 
So 
 
[Chorus] 
Bye, bye Miss American Pie 
Drove my Chevy to the levee but the levee was dry 
Them good ole boys were drinking whiskey in Rye 
Singin' this'll be the day that I die 
This'll be the day that I die 
 
Did you write the book of love 
And do you have faith in God above 
If the Bible tells you so? 
Now do you believe in rock and roll? 
Can music save your mortal soul? 
And can you teach me how to dance real slow? 
 
Well, I know that you're in love with him 
Cause I saw you dancin' in the gym 
You both kicked off your shoes 
Man, I dig those rhythm and blues 
I was a lonely teenage broncin' buck 
With a pink carnation and a pickup truck 
But I knew I was out of luck 
The day the music died 
I started singin' 
 
[Chorus] 
 
Now, for ten years we've been on our own 
And moss grows fat on a rolling stone 
But, that's not how it used to be 
When the jester sang for the king and queen 
In a coat he borrowed from James Dean 
And a voice that came from you and me 
Oh and while the king was looking down 
The jester stole his thorny crown 
The courtroom was adjourned 
No verdict was returned 
And while Lenin read a book on Marx 
The quartet practiced in the park 
And we sang dirges in the dark 
The day the music died 
We were singin' 
 
[Chorus] 
 
Helter skelter in a summer swelter 
The birds flew off with a fallout shelter 
Eight miles high and falling fast 
It landed foul on the grass 
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The players tried for a forward pass 
With the jester on the sidelines in a cast 
Now the half-time air was sweet perfume 
While sergeants played a marching tune 
We all got up to dance 
Oh, but we never got the chance 
Cause the players tried to take the field 
The marching band refused to yield 
Do you recall what was revealed 
The day the music died? 
We started singin' 
 
[Chorus] 
 
Oh, and there we were all in one place 
A generation lost in space 
With no time left to start again 
So come on Jack be nimble, Jack be quick 
Jack Flash sat on a candlestick 
Cause fire is the devil's only friend 
And as I watched him on the stage 
My hands were clenched in fists of rage 
No angel born in Hell 
Could break that Satan's spell 
And as the flames climbed high into the night 
To light the sacrificial rite 
I saw Satan laughing with delight 
The day the music died 
He was singin' 
 
[Chorus] 
 
I met a girl who sang the blues 
And I asked her for some happy news 
But she just smiled and turned away 
I went down to the sacred store 
Where I'd heard the music years before 
But the man there said the music wouldn't play 
And in the streets the children screamed 
The lovers cried, and the poets dreamed 
But not a word was spoken 
The church bells all were broken 
And the three men I admire most- 
the Father, Son, and the Holy Ghost- 
They caught the last train for the coast 
The day the music died 
And they were singing 
 
[Chorus:Repeat x2] 

Angels 
I sit and wait 
Does an angel contemplate my fate 

And do they know 
The places where we go 
When we're grey and old 
'Cause I have been told 
That salvation lets their wings unfold 
So when I'm lying in my bed 
Thoughts running through my head 
And I feel the love is dead 
I'm loving angels instead 
 
And through it all she offers me protection 
A lot of love and affection 
Whether I'm right or wrong 
And down the waterfall  
Wherever it may take me 
I know that life won't break me 
When I come to call, she won't forsake me 
I'm loving angels instead 
 
When I'm feeling weak 
And my pain walks down a one way street 
I look above 
And I know I'll always be blessed with love 
And as the feeling grows 
She breathes flesh to my bones 
And when love is dead 
I'm loving angels instead 
 
And through it all she offers me protection 
A lot of love and affection 
Whether I'm right or wrong 
And down the waterfall  
Wherever it may take me 
I know that life won't break me 
When I come to call, she won't forsake me 
I'm loving angels instead 
 
And through it all she offers me protection 
A lot of love and affection 
Whether I'm right or wrong 
And down the waterfall  
Wherever it may take me 
I know that life won't break me 
When I come to call, she won't forsake me 
I'm loving angels instead 

Daydream Believer 
Oh, I could hide 'neath the wings 
Of the bluebird as she sings. 
The six o'clock alarm would never ring. 
But it rings and I rise, 
Wipe the sleep out of my eyes. 
My shavin' razor's cold and it stings. 
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Cheer up, Sleepy Jean. 
Oh, what can it mean. 
To a daydream believer 
And a homecoming queen. 
 
You once thought of me 
As a white knight on a steed. 
Now you know how happy I can be. 
Oh, and our good times start and end 
Without dollar one to spend. 
But how much, baby, do we really need. 
 
Cheer up, Sleepy Jean. 
Oh, what can it mean. 
To a daydream believer 
And a homecoming queen. 
Cheer up, Sleepy Jean. 
Oh, what can it mean. 
To a daydream believer 
And a homecoming queen. 
 
Cheer up, Sleepy Jean. 
Oh, what can it mean. 
To a daydream believer 
And a homecoming queen. 

Father Abrham 
Father Abraham had seven sons. 
Seven sons had father Abraham. 
And he never laughed, and he never cried. 
All he did was go like this: 
1. with his left (arm) 
2. with his right (arm) 
3. with his left leg 
4. with his right leg 
5. and a wiggle 
6. all around 
7. sit down 

In the Navy 
Where can you find pleasure 
Search the world for treasure 
Learn science technology 
Where can you begin to make your dreams all come 
true 
On the land or on the sea 
Where can you learn to fly 
Play in sports and skin dive 
Study oceanography 
Sign off for the big band 
Or sit in the grandstand 

When your team and others meet 
 
In the navy 
Yes, you can sail the seven seas 
In the navy 
Yes, you can put your mind at ease 
In the navy 
Come on now, people, make a stand 
In the navy, in the navy 
Can't you see we need a hand 
In the navy 
Come on, protect the motherland 
In the navy 
Come on and join your fellow man 
In the navy 
Come on people, and make a stand 
In the navy, in the navy, in the navy (in the navy) 
 
They want you, they want you 
They want you as a new recruit 
 
If you like adventure  
Don't you wait to enter 
The recruiting office fast 
Don't you hesitate 
There is no need to wait 
They're signing up new seamen fast 
Maybe you are too young 
To join up today 
Bout don't you worry 'bout a thing 
For I'm sure there will be 
Always a good navy 
Protecting the land and sea 
 
In the navy 
Yes, you can sail the seven seas 
In the navy 
Yes, you can put your mind at ease 
In the navy 
Come on now, people, make a stand 
In the navy, in the navy 
Can't you see we need a hand 
In the navy 
Come on, protect the motherland 
In the navy 
Come on and join your fellow man 
In the navy 
Come on people, and make a stand 
In the navy, in the navy, in the navy (in the navy) 

Men of Harlech/Romsey 
Men of Harlech (Romsey?) stop your dreaming 
Can't you see their spear points gleaming 
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See their warrior's pennants streaming 
To this battle field 
Men of Romsey stand ye steady 
It cannot be ever said ye 
For the battle were not ready 
Stand and never yield 
 
From the hills rebounding 
Let this war cry sounding 
Summon all at Romsey's call 
The mighty force surrounding 
Men of Romsey onto glory 
This shall ever be your story 
Keep these fighting words before ye 
Romsey will not yield 

Old King Cole 
Old King Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night 
And he called for his privates three. 
 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
 
Old King Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his corporals three. 
 
 “Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
 
Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his sergeants three. 
 
 “Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, v“Merry old men 
are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
 
Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe, in the middle of the night, 

And he called for his Subbies three. 
 
“Help I’m Lost,” said the Subbies; 
“Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
 
Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his captains three. 
 
“What are we gonna do next?,” said the captains; 
“Help I’m Lost,” said the Subbies; 
“Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
 
Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his majors three. 
 
 “Where’re my boots and spurs?” said the majors; 
“What are we gonna do next?,” said the captains; 
“Help I’m Lost,” said the Subbies; 
“Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare With the British 
Infantry.” 
 
Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his Colonels three. 
 
“More Champagne” said the Colonels 
“Where’re my boots and spurs?” said the majors; 
“What are we gonna do next?,” said the captains; 
“Help I’m Lost,” said the Subbies; 
“Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 
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Old king Cole was a very old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 
He called for his pipe in the middle of the night, 
And he called for his Generals three. 
 
“What’s my name?” said the Generals; 
“More Champagne” said the Colonels 
“Where’re my boots and spurs?” said the majors; 
“What are we gonna do next?,” said the captains; 
“Help I’m Lost,” said the Subbies; 
“Jail Jail Jail,” said the sergeants; 
“Left Right Left,” said the corporals; 
“Beer, Beer, beer,” said the privates, 
“Merry old men are we. 
There’s none so fair as can compare 
With the British Infantry.” 

Sloop John B 
We sailed on the Sloop John B, my Grandpappy and 
me 
around Nassau town we did roam 
drinking all night, got into a fight 
I feel so broke up, I wanna go home. 
 
So hoist up the John B sails 
see how the main sail sets 
call for the Captain ashore let me go home, 
let me go home, let me go home, I feel so broke up 
I wanna go home. 
 
The first mate he got drunk 
broke in the Captains bunk 
the constable had to come and take him away 
the sheriff John Stone, why don't you leave me alone 
I feel so broke up I wanna go home. 
 
So hoist up the John B sails 
see how the main sail sets 
call for the Captain ashore let me go home, 
let me go home, let me go home, I feel so broke up 
I wanna go home. 
 
The poor cook he got the fits 
threw away all of the grits 
and then he went and ate all of my corn 
Oh let me go home, why don't ya let me go home 
I feel so broke up I wanna go home. 
 
So hoist up the John B sails 
see how the main sail sets 
call for the Captain ashore let me go home, 
let me go home, let me go home, I feel so broke up 

I wanna go home. 
 
The Captain's a wicked man 
beats up on us whenever he can 
he don't give a damn about pappy and me 
I wanna go home, why don't you leave us alone 
this is the worst trip I've ever been on. 
 
So hoist up the John B sails 
see how the main sail sets 
call for the Captain ashore let me go home, 
let me go home, let me go home, I feel so broke up 
I wanna go home. 
 


