6

Dirty Old Town

I found my love by the gasworks croft

Dreamed a dream by the old canal

Kissed my girl by the factory wall

Dirty old town, dirty old town

Clouds are drifting across the moon

Cats are prowling on their beat

Spring’s a girl on the streets at night

Dirty old town, dirty old town

I heard a siren from across the docks

Saw a train set the night on fire

Smelled the spring on the smoky wind

Dirty old town, dirty old town

I'm going to take a good sharp ax

Shining steel tempered in the fire

We'll chop you down like an old dead tree

Dirty old town, dirty old town

Skye Boat Song

Chorus

Speed bonnie boat like a bird on the wing

Onward the sailors cry.

Carry the lad that's born to be king

Over the sea to Skye

Loud the wind howls, loud the waves roar

Thunderclaps rend the air

Baffled our foes stand by the shore

Follow they will not dare

Many's the lad fought on that day

Well the claymore did wield

When the night came, silently lay

Dead on Culloden field

Though the waves heave soft will ye sleep

Ocean's a royal bed

Rocked in the deep Flora will keep

Watch by your weary head

Burned are their homes, exile and death

Scatter the loyal men;

Yet ere the sword cool in the sheath

Charlie will come again.


She’s a lassie from Lancashire

From a dear little Lancashire town

A boy had sail'd, away.

Across the briny spray.

To toil in U. S. A.

When American girls gather'd round

And sought his company.

He'd say: "There's only one girl for me."

Chorus

She's a lassie from Lancashire,

Just a lassie from Lancashire,

She's the lassie that I love dear,

Oh! so dear.

Though she dresses in clogs and shawl,

She's the prettiest of them all.

None could be fairer or rarer than Sarah,

My lass from Lancashire.
Night and day of his lassie he'd dream,

And under love's sweet spell.

He'd hear the factory bell.

The sound he knew so well.

Home from work they would walk once again,

And though in reverie.

He'd say: "There's only one girl for me."

Day by day he kept plodding away,

And to his task he stuck.

Till by a stroke of luck.

A paying vein he struck.

As he wrote her to tell her that he

Would shortly cross the sea.

He'd say: "There's only one girl for me."

Eriskay Love Lilt

Bheir me o, horo van o

Bheir me o, horo van ee

Bheir me o, o horo ho

Sad am I, without thee.

Thou'rt the music of my heart

Harp of joy, o cruit mo chruidh

Moon of guidance by night

Strength and light thou'rt to me

In the morning, when I go

To the white and shining sea

In the calling of the seals

Thy soft calling to me

When I'm lonely, dear white heart

Black the night and wild the sea

By love's light, my foot finds

The old pathway to me

Don’t dilly dally on the way

We had to move away 

Cos the rent we couldn't pay.

The moving van came round just after dark.

There was me and my old man, 

Shoving things inside the van,

Which we'd often done before, let me remark.

We packed all that could be packed 

In the van, and that's a fact.

And we got inside all that we could get inside.

Then we packed all we could pack 

On the tailboard at the back,

Till there wasn't any room for me to ride.

Refrain:

My old man said: "Foller the van, 

And don't dilly-dally on the way".

Off went the van wiv me 'ome packed in it.

I walked be'ind wiv me old cock linnet.

But I dillied and dallied, 

Dallied and dillied;

Lost me way and don't know where to roam.

I stopped on the way to have the old half quartern

And I can't find my way home.


I gave a helping hand 

With the marble wash hand-stand,

And straight, we wasn't getting on so bad.

All at once, the car-man bloke 

Had an accident and broke,

Well, the nicest bit of china that we had.

You'll understand, of course, 

I was cross about the loss.

Same as any other human woman would.

But I soon got over that, 

What with "two out" and a chat,

'Cos it's little things like that what does you good.

Refrain:

as for v.1 except:.

Now who’s going to put up the old iron bedstead

If I can't find my way home.

I’m in such a mess, I don’t know the new address

Don’t even know the blessed neighbourhood.

And I feel as if I might Have to stay out all the night

And that aint a-going to do me any good,

I don’t make no complaint, But I’m coming over faint

What I want now is a good substantial feed

And I sort o kind of feel, If I don’t soon have a meal

I shall have to rob the linnet of its seed.

Refrain

as for v.1 except:.

...

And you can't trust a "Special"

Like the old-time copper

When you can't find your way home.

Manchester Rambler

I've been over Snowdon, 

I've slept upon Crowdon

I've camped by the Wainstones as well

I've sunbathed on Kinder, 

Been burned to a cinder

And many’s the tale I can tell

My rucksack has oft been me pillow  

The heather has oft been me bed

And sooner than part from the mountains  

I think I would rather be dead

I'm a rambler, I'm a rambler 

From Manchester way

I get all me pleasure the hard moorland way

I may be a wage slave on Monday 

But I am a free man on Sunday
The day was just ending and I was descending

Down Grindsbrook just by Upper Tor

When a voice cried "Hey you"

In the way keepers do

He'd the worst face that ever I saw

The things that he said were unpleasant  

In the teeth of his fury I said

"Sooner than part from the mountains  

I think I would rather be dead"

He called me a louse 
And said "Think of the grouse"

Well I thought, but I still couldn't see

Why old Kinder Scout 
And the moors round about

Couldn't take both the poor grouse and me

He said "All this land is my master's"  

At that I stood shaking my head

No man has the right to own mountains  

Any more than the deep ocean bed

I once loved a maid, a spot welder by trade

She was fair as the Rowan in bloom

And the bloom of her eye 

Matched the blue moorland sky

I wooed her from April to June

On the day that we should have been married  I went for a ramble instead

For sooner than part from the mountains  

I think I would rather be dead

So I'll walk where I will 
over mountain and hill

And I'll lie where the bracken is deep

I belong to the mountains, 
tthe clear running fountains

Where the grey rocks lie ragged and steep

I've seen the white hare in the gulley  
And the curlew fly high overhead

And sooner than part from the mountains  
I think I would rather be dead.

Blow the wind Southerly

:

Blow the wind southerly, southerly, southerly

Blow the wind south o'er the bonnie blue sea;

Blow the wind southerly, southerly, southerly

Blow, bonnie breeze, my lover to me.

They told me last night there were ships in the offing

And I hurried down to the deep rolling sea;

But my eye could not see it wherever might be it

The bark that is bearing my lover to me.

So,  Chorus
A Nightingale Sang in Berkeley Square

That certain night, the night we met, 

There was magic abroad in the air. 

There were angels dining at the Ritz, 

And a nightingale sang in Berk'ley Square. 
I May be right, I may be wrong, 

But I'm perfectly willing to swear, 

That when you turn'd and smil'd at me, 

A nightingale sang in Berk'ley Square.

The moon that lingered over London town, Poor puzzled moon, he wore a frown.

How could he know we two were so in love, 

The whole darn' world seemed upside down. 

The streets of town were paved with stars, 

It was such a romantic affair, 

And as we kiss'd and said "goodnight" 

A nightingale sang in Berkeley Square.

Blueberry Hill
I found my thrill on Blueberry Hill

On Blueberry Hill where I found you

The moon stood still on Blueberry Hill

And lingered till my dreams came true

The wind in the willow played

Love's sweet melody

But all of those vows we made

Were never to be

Tho' we're apart you're part of me still

For you were my thrill on Blueberry Hill

The wind in the willow played

Love's sweet melody

But all of those vows we made

Were never to be

Tho' we're apart you're part of me still

For you were my thrill on Blueberry Hill

Swing low, sweet chariot,

Swing low, sweet chariot,

Coming for to carry me home

Swing low, sweet chariot,

Coming for to carry me home

I looked over Jordan, and what did I see

Coming for to carry me home?

A band of angels coming after me

Coming for to carry me home

If you get there before I do

Coming for to carry me home

Tell all my friends I coming too

Coming for to carry me home

I'm sometimes up, I'm sometimes down

Coming for to carry me home

But still my soul feels heavenly bound

Coming for to carry me home


Derbyshire (Gloucestershire) Wassail
Wassail, wassail, all over the town

Our toast it is white but our ale it is brown

Our bowl it is made from the white maple tree

With our wassailing bowl 

We’ll drink unto thee.

Chorus
Wassail, wassail, all over the town

Wassail, wassail sing we

Wassail, wassail, bring a jug of good ale

And merry we all shall be, my boys

And merry we all shall be!
And here is to Dobbin and to his right eye

Pray God send our master a good Christmas pie

And a good Christmas pie that may we all see

With our wassailing bowl 

We’ll drink unto thee.

And here is to Betsy and her left ear

Pray God send our master a happy new year

And a happy new year that may we all see

With our wassailing bowl 

We’ll drink unto thee.

Come landlord come fill us a bowl of the best

And we’ll pray that your soul in Heaven may rest

A bowl of strong beer we pray you draw near

And our jolly wassail it’s then you shall hear.

Diadem

All hail the power of Jesus' name, 

Let angels prostrate fall 

Let angels prostrate fall 

Bring forth the royal diadem 

And crown Him, crown Him,

Crown Him, crown Him, 

And crown Him Lord of all!

Streets of London

Have you seen the old man

In the closed-down market

Kicking up the paper,

with his worn out shoes?

In his eyes you see no pride

Hands held loosely at his side

Yesterday's paper telling yesterday's news

So how can you tell me you're lonely,

And say for you that the sun don't shine?

Let me take you by the hand and lead you through the streets of London

Show you something to make you change your mind

Have you seen the old girl

Who walks the streets of London

Dirt in her hair and her clothes in rags?

She's no time for talking,

She just keeps right on walking

Carrying her home in two carrier bags.

In the all night cafe

At a quarter past eleven,

Same old man sitting there on his own

Looking at the world

Over the rim of his teacup,

Each tea lasts an hour

And he wanders home alone

Have you seen the old man

Outside the Seaman's Mission

Memory fading with the medal ribbons that he wears

In our winter city,

The rain cries a little pity

For one more forgotten hero

And a world that doesn't care

Linden Lea

Within the woodland flow'ry gladed 

By the oak tree's mossy root

The shining grass blade timber shaded

Now do quiver under foot

And birds do whistle overhead

And water's bubbling in its bed

And there for me the apple tree 

Do lean down low, in Linden Lea.

When leaves that lately were a-springing

Now do fade within the copse

And painted birds do hush their singing

High upon the timber tops,

And brown leaved fruit is turning red,

In cloudless sunshine overhead,

With fruit for me the apple tree 

Do lean down low, in Linden Lea.

Let other folk make money faster

In the air of dark roomed towns.

I do not dread a peevish master

Though no man may heed my frowns

For I be free to go abroad

Or take again my homeward road

To where, for me, the apple tree 

Do lean down low, in Linden Lea.

To where, for me, the apple tree 

Do lean down low, in Linden Lea.

Richmond Hill

On Richmond Hill there lives a lass

More bright than May-day morn

Whose charms all other maids' surpass

A rose without a thorn.

This lass so neat, with smiles so sweet

Has won my right good will

I'd crowns resign to call thee mine

Sweet lass of Richmond Hill.

Sweet lass of Richmond Hill

Sweet lass of Richmond Hill

I'd crowns resign to call thee mine

Sweet lass of Richmond Hill.

Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air

And wanton thro' the grove

O whisper to my charming fair

"I die for her I love."

This lass so neat, with smiles so sweet

Has won my right good will

I'd crowns resign to call thee mine

Sweet lass of Richmond Hill.

Where did you get that hat ?

Now how I came to get this hat, 'tis very strange and funny

Grandfather died and left to me his property and money

And when the will it was read out, they told me straight and flat

If I would have his money, I must always wear his hat

"Where did you get that hat? Where did you get that tile?

Isn't it a nobby one, and just the proper style?

I should like to have one Just the same as that!"

Where'er I go, they shout "Hello! Where did you get that hat?"

If I go to the op'ra house, in the op'ra season

There's someone sure to shout at me without the slightest reason

If I go to a concert hall to have a jolly spree

There's someone in the party who is sure to shout at me

At twenty-one I thought I would to my sweetheart get married

The people in the neighbourhood had said too long we'd tarried

So off to church we went right quick, determined to get wed

I had not long been in there, when the parson to me said

I once tried hard to be M.P. but failed to get elected

Upon a tub I stood, round which a thousand folks collected

And I had dodged the eggs and bricks (which was no easy task)

When one man cried, "A question I the candidate would ask!" 

When Colonel South, the millionaire, gave his last garden party

I was amongst the guests who had a welcome true and hearty

The Prince of Wales was also there, and my heart jumped with glee

When I was told the Prince would like to have a word with me

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Boston Harbour

From Boston Harbour we set sail

When it was blowin' the devil of a gale,

With our ring-tail set all abaft the mizzen peak

And the Rule Britannia ploughin' up the deep.

Chorus:

    With a big bow-wow! Tow-row-row!

    Fol de rol de ri do day!

Then up comes the skipper from down below,

It's “Look aloft, lads, look alow!”

And it's “Look alow!” and it's “Look aloft!”

And “Coil up your ropes, lads, fore and aft!”


Then down to his cabin well he quickly crawls,

To his poor old steward he bawls,

“Go and mix me a drink that will make me cough

For it's better weather here than it is on top.”

We poor sailors standing on the deck,

With the blasted rain pouring down our necks;

Not a drop of grog would he to us afford,

But he damned our eyes at every other word.

Now there's one thing that we have to crave:

That the captain meets with a watery grave.

So we'll throw him down into some dark hole

Where the sharks 'll have his body and the devil have his soul.

Knocked 'em in the Old Kent Road

Last week down our alley come a toff

Nice old geezer with a nasty cough.

Sees my missus, takes his topper off

In a very gentlemanly way!

"Ma'am" says he, "I 'ave some news to tell,

Your rich uncle Tom of Camberwell,

Popp'd off recent, which it ain't a sell,

Leaving you 'is little donkey shay."

    "Wot cher!" all the neighbours cried,

    "Who yer gonna meet, Bill

    Have yer bought the street, Bill?"

    Laugh! I thought I should 'ave died

    Knock'd 'em in the Old Kent Road!

Some says nasty things about the moke,

One cove thinks 'is leg is really broke.

That's his envy cos we're carriage folk,

Like the toffs as rides in Rotten Row!

Straight! it woke the alley up a bit,

Thought our lodger would 'ave 'ad a fit,

When my missus who's a real wit

Says "I 'ates a Bus because it's low!"

When we starts the blessed donkey stops

He won't move, so out I quickly 'ops

Pals start whackin' 'm, when down 'e drops

Someone says 'e wasn't made to go.

Lor, it might have been a four in 'and,

My old Dutch knows 'ow to do the grand

First she bows, and then she waves 'er 'and,

Callin' out we're goin' for a blow!

Ev'ry evenin' at the stroke of five

Me and the missus takes a little drive.

You'd say, "Wonderful they're still alive"

If you saw that little donkey go.

I soon showed 'im that 'ed 'ave to do

Just whatever 'e was wanted to,

Still I sha'nt forget that rowdy crew,

'Ollerin' "Woa! steady! Neddy woa!"


It's a long way to Tipperary,

Up to mighty London

Came an Irish lad one day.

As the streets are paved with gold

Sure, everyone was gay,

Singing songs of Piccadilly,

Strand and Leicester Square,

Till Paddy got excited,

Then he shouted to them there:

It's a long way to Tipperary,

It's a long way to go.

It's a long way to Tipperary

To the sweetest girl I know!

Goodbye, Piccadilly, 

Farewell, Leicester Square!

It's a long long way to Tipperary,

But my heart's right there.

Paddy wrote a letter

To his Irish Molly-O,

Saying, "Should you not receive it,

Write and let me know!"

"If I make mistakes in spelling,

Molly, dear," said he,

"Remember, it's the pen that's bad,

Don't lay the blame on me!

Molly wrote a neat reply

To Irish Paddy-O,

Saying "Mike Maloney

Wants to marry me, and so

Leave the Strand and Piccadilly

Or you'll be to blame,

For love has fairly drove me silly:

Hoping you're the same!"

Liverpool Lou

Oh Liverpool Lou, lovely Liverpool Lou

Why don't you behave, love, like the other girls do?

Why must my poor heart be following you

Stay home and love me, my Liverpool Lou
When I go a-walking, I hear people talking

Schoolchildren playing, I know what they're saying

They're saying you'll grieve me, that you will deceive me

Some morning you'll leave me all packed up and gone

The sounds from the river keep telling me ever

That I should forget you like I'd never met you

Tell me their song, love, was never more wrong love

Say I belong love to my Liverpool Lou

Billy Boy

Hugill: Capstan shanty

Where have you been all the day Billy boy, Billy boy?

Where have you been all the day me Billy boy?

I’ve been walking on the quay 

With my charming Nancy Lee

And sweet Nancy tickled me fancy

Oh me charming Billy Boy

Is he fit to be yer wife?

Aye she’s fit to be my wife

As the fork is to the knife.

Can she cook a bit of steak?

She can cook a bit of steak

An’ make a girdle cake.

Can she cook an Irish stew

She can make an Irish stew

Aye, an’ singing hinnies too.

Does she sleep close unto thee?

Aye. she sleeps close unto me

As the bark is to the tree

Poor Old Horse

(ceremonial shanty; also halyard shanty)

I say old man, your horse is dead

And we say so, and we hope so

I say old man your horse is dead

Poor old man.
For months a rotten life we’ve led

While you lay on your feather bed

But now your time is up old Turk

Get up, get up, and look for work

Get up get up and look for graft

While we lays on and yanks you aft

And yanks you aft to the cabin door

And hope we never see you more

(Repeat v.1)

Tom’s gone to Hilo

(Tops’l halyard shanty)

Tommy’s gone to far Peru

Away to Hilo!

Oh Tommy’s gone and I’ll go too

Tom’s gone to Hilo.
Tommy’s gone to far Quebec

Stowing timber on the deck
Tommy’s gone to Mobile Bay

Stowing cotton all the day

Tommy’s gone around the Horn

Soon he’ll wish he was never born

Tommy’s gone on a whaling ship

Tommy’s gone on a damn long trip

Goodbye, fare thee well  

Homeward bound capstan shanty
Oh don’t you hear the old man say

Goodbye, fare thee well, Goodbye, fare thee well.

Oh don’t you hear the old man say

Hurrah, my boys, we're homeward bound.

We're homeward bound for Liverpool town

Them Liverpool judies they all will come down.

And when we get to the old Mersey Bar,

Them girls will come flocking from near and from far.

And one to another you'll hear them all say,

Here comes Jack with his fourteen months pay.

I'll tell my old woman when I get back home,

Them flash girls on Lime Street won't leave me alone.

We're homeward bound And I'll have you to know

It's over the water to England we'll go,

Do you hear the people sing?

Chorus

Do you hear the people sing?

Singing the song of angry men?

It is the music of a people

Who will not be slaves again!

When the beating of your heart

Echoes the beating of the drums

There is a life about to start

When tomorrow comes.
Will you join in our crusade?

Who will be strong and stand with me?

Beyond the barricade

Is there a world you long to see?

Then join in the fight

That will give you the right to be free!

Chorus

Will you give all you can give

So that our banner may advance

Some will fall and some will live

Will you stand up and take your chance?

The blood of the martyrs

Will water the meadows of France!

Chorus

Over The Rainbow
Somewhere over the rainbow way up high
There's a land that I heard of once in a lullaby
Somewhere over the rainbow skies are blue
And the dreams that you dare to dream really do come true

Someday I'll wish upon a star
And wake up where the clouds are far
Behind me
Where troubles melt like lemon drops
Away above the chimney tops
That's where you'll find me

Somewhere over the rainbow bluebirds fly
And the dreams that you dare to

Why then, oh, why can't I?

Beyond the sea 

Somewhere beyond the sea

Somewhere waiting for me

My lover stands on golden sands

And watches the ships that go sailing

Somewhere beyond the sea

She's there watching for me

If I could fly like birds on high

Then straight to her arms

I'd go sailing

It's far beyond the stars

It's near beyond the moon

I know beyond a doubt

My heart will lead me there soon

We'll meet beyond the shore

We'll kiss just as before

Happy we'll be beyond the sea

And never again I'll go sailing

I know beyond a doubt

My heart will lead me there soon

We'll meet, I know we'll meet, beyond the shore

We'll kiss just as before

Happy we'll be beyond the sea

And never again I'll go sailing

You are my sunshine 

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine

You make me happy when skies are grey

You'll never know dear, how much I love you

Please don't take my sunshine away1

The other night dear, as I lay sleepin'

I dreamed I held you in my arms

When I awoke dear, I was mistaken

So I hung my head and I cried

I'll always love you and make you happy

If you will only say the same

But if you leave me to love another

You'll regret it all some day

You told me once dear, you really loved me

And no one else could come between

But now you've left me and you love another

And you have shattered all my dreams

I Do Like To Be Beside The Seaside 

John Glover-Kind 1907 

Everyone delights to spend their summer's holiday 
Down beside the side of the silvery sea 
I'm no exception to the rule In fact, if I'd my way 
I'd reside by the side of the silvery sea. 
But when you're just a common or garden working lad like me

A chance to see the sea Is quite a novelty

I save up all the money I can while winter’s grim and grey

The off I run to have some fun Where the balmy breezes play
Chorus

Oh! I do like to be beside the seaside 

I do like to be beside the sea! 

I do like to stroll upon the Prom, Prom, Prom! 

Where the brass bands play: "Tiddely-om-pom-pom!" 

So just let me be beside the seaside I'll be beside myself with glee 

And there's lots of girls beside, I should like to be beside 

Beside the seaside! Beside the sea! 

Timothy went to Blackpool for the day last Easter tide

To see what he could see by the side of the sea

Soon as he reached the station there the first thing he espied

Was the wine lodge door stood open invitingly

To quench his thirst he toddled inside and called for a wine

Which grew to eight or nine Till his nose began to shine

Said he “What people see in the sea I’m sure I fail to see

So he caught the train back home again Then to his wife said he:
William Sykes the burglar, He'd been out to work one night 
Filled his bag with jewels, cash, and plate. 
Constable Brown felt quite surprised when William hove in sight 
Said he: "The hours you're keeping are far too late." 
So he grabbed him by the collar and lodged him safe and sound in jail 
Next morning looking pale Bill told a tearful tale. 
The judge said, "For a couple of months I'm sending you away!" 
Said Bill: "How kind! Well! If you don't mind  Where I spend my holiday!" 
John Brown's Body

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave; (3x)

His soul goes marching on!

Chorus

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah! his soul is marching on!
He's gone to be a soldier in the army of the Lord!

His soul goes marching on!

John Brown's knapsack is strapped upon his back! 

His soul goes marching on!

His pet lambs will meet him on the way; 

They go marching on!

We’ll hang Jeff Davis on a sour apple tree!

As we march along
