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Kjell Olav Leirvåg september 2002 

Seven Drunken Nights

C

As I went home on Monday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

  F                                  C      F

I saw a horse outside the door where my old horse should be.

        C                                          F   

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,

    C                           F          G7                  C

Who owns that horse outside the door where my old horse should be? 
        C
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Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

                              F          G7       C

That's the lovely sow that my mother had given to me.

           C 

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

       F          C            G7          C

but a sattle on a sow sure I never saw before.

As I went home on Tuesday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw a coat behind the door, where my old coat should be.

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,
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Who owns that coat behind the door where my old coat should be? 
Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's the woolen blanket that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But buttons in a blanket sure I never saw before.

As I went home on Wednesday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw a pipe upon the chair, where my old pipe should be.

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,
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Who owns that pipe upon the chair where my old pipe should be? 
Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's a lovely tin whistle that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But tobacco in a tin whistle sure I never saw before.
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As I went home on Thursday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw two boots beneath the bed, where my old boots should be.

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,

Who owns that boots beneath the bed where my old boots should be?

Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's the geraniene pots that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But laces in a gernaniene pot sure I never saw before.
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As I went home on Friday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw a head upon the bed, where my old head should be.

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,

Who owns that head upon the bed where my old head should be? 
Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's a lovely baby-boy that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But a baby and his whiskers sure I never saw before.

As I went home on Saturday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw two hands upon her breasts, where my two hands should be.
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Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,

Who owns that hands upon your breasts where my two hands should be?

Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's a lovely new night-gown that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But fingers in a night-gown sure I never saw before.

As I went home on Sunday night, as drunk as drunk could be,

I saw a thing in her thing, where my old thing should be.

Well, I called my wife and I said to her: Will you kindly tell to me,

Who owns that thing in your thing where my old thing should be? 
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Are you drunk, you drunk, you silly old fool? Still you cannot see,

That's that lovely tin whistle that my mother had given to me.

Well, it's many a-day I travelled, a hundred miles and more,

But hair on a tin whistle sure I never saw before. 
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Black Velvet Band

      G                                                             D

In a neat little town they call Belfast apprenticed to trade I was bound

     G                     Em          C             D           G

And many an hour of sweet happiness I spent in that neat little town

      G                                                           D

Till bad misfortune came over me and caused me to stray from the land

      G                        Em          C             D           G

Far away from me friends and relations me followed the Black Velvet Band

     G

Her eyes they shown like the diamonds

                                  D

You'd think she was queen of the land

         G                   Em

And her hair hung over her shoulder

     C           D           G

Tied up with a Black Velvet Band

     G                                                       D

Well I went out strolling one evening not meaning to go very far

        G                      Em              C         D         G

When I met with a fickle-some damsel she was plying her trade in a bar

        G                                                          D

When a watch she took from a cutomer and slipped it right into me hand

         G                Em             C             D           G

And the law it came and arrested me bad luck to your Black Velvet Band

      G                                                D

This mornin' before judge and jury a trial I had to appear

         G                       Em          C            D             G

And the judge he says "me young fellow" the case against you is quite clear

      G                                                            D

And seven long years is your sentence you're going to Van Daemons Land

     G                          Em            C          D            G

Far away from your friends and relations and follow the Black Velvet Band

    G                                                              G

So come all ye jolly young fellows I'll have you take warnin' from me

    G                    Em               C            D         G

Whenever you're into the liquor me lads beware of the pretty colleen

             G                                                          D

For they'll fill you with whiskey and porter till you are not able to stand

         G                        Em                  C         D            G

And the very next thing that you know me lads you've landed in Van Daemon's Land

Dirty Old Town

         E

I met my love by the gasworks door;

          A                  E 

Dreamed a dream by the old canal.

          C#m                E

Kissed my boy by the factory wall.

          F#m   H7        C#m

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

The moon is shifting behind a cloud,

Cats are crawling all along the beat,

Springs a girl in the streets at night.

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

I heard a whistle coming from the docks

And a train set the night on fire,

Smelled the spring on a smoke-filled air.

Dirty old town, dirty old town.

I'm gonna get me a nice sharp axe,

Shining steel tempered in a fire,

Cut you down like an old dead tree,

Dirty old town, dirty old town.
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Molly Malone

G                Em              Am

In Dublin's fair city, where the girls are so pretty

G            E7            A7     D7

I first set my eyes on sweet Molloy Malone

   G               Em              Am                D7

She wheeled a wheelbarrow, through streets broad and narrow

        G           D-       Am Em    D   G

Crying: Cockles and Mussels, Alive, Alive O

         G            Em

Chorus:  Alive, alive O

   Am        D7

Alive, alive O

        G           D-

Crying, cockles and Mussels

Am  Em    D7 G 

Alive, alive O

She was a fishmonger, and sure twas no wonder

For so were her Father and Mother before

And they all wheeled their barrows,

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying: Cockles and Mussels, Alive, alive O

          (chorus)

She died of a faver, and no one to grieve her

And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone

Now her ghost wheels her barrow

Through streets broad and narrow

Crying: Cockles and Mussels, alive, alive O
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The Water is Wide
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chords:

A     x0222x

A5    x02200

Esus  x2220x

E     x2210x

A

the water is wide, I can't cross over

    A5      Esus         E

and neither I have wings to fly

          A5   A

give me a boat that can carry two

A

And we both shall row, my love and I

A

my love is gentle, and love is kind

             A5   Esus            E

the sweetest flower when first it blooms

               A5   A

but love grows old and waxes cold

A

and fades away like morning dew

A

there is a ship that sails the sea

             A5   Esus        E

she's loaded deep as deep can be

A5         A

but not as deep as the love I made

A

I know not how to sink or swim

*play one full verse as this is The Bridge*

A

the water is wide, I can't cross over

    A5      Esus            E

and neither I have wings to fly

          A5   A

give me a boat that can carry two

A

and both shall row, my love and I

A

and both shall row my love and I

The Wild Rover

     G                               C

I've been the wild rover for many a year

G             D       D7             G

spent all my money on whiskey and beer

                                      C 

but now I'm returning with gold in restore

G             D          D7        G

never I'll play the wild rover no more.

Chorus

              D         D7

     And it's no nay never

      G               C

     no nay never no more

            G                 C

     will I play the wild rover

       D7          G

     No never no more

I went to a chanty I used to frequent

Told the landlady my money was spent

I asked for her credit she answered me nay

saying: customers like you I can get any day.

Chorus

I drew from my pocket ten sovereigns bright

The landlady's eyes opened wide in delight

saying: I have the whiskey and wine of the best

and the words that I told you were only in jest.

Chorus

I'll go home to my parents confess what I've done

and ask them to pardon their prodigal son

and if they do as so often before

then I never Shall play the wild rover no more.

Chorus

LIVERPOOL LOU 
 
Chorus:

   G                    C         G

Oh Liverpool Lou lovely Liverpool Lou

    G           Bm   C         A7          D7

Why can't you behave just like other girls do

            G               C         G

Why must my poor heart keep following you

     G        Bm         D7        G

Stay home and love me my Liverpool Lou

     G        Am7  D7                G

When I go out walking, I hear people talking

                Bm  D7                     G

School children playing, I hear what their saying

                    Am7    D7

Their saying you're grieve me

     D7         G

That you will decieve me

                    Bm    D7

Some morning you'll leave me

                  G

All packed up and gone

Chorus

The sounds from river keep telling me ever

That I should forget you, like I've never met you

Oh tell me their song love

Was never more wrong love

Say I belong love to my Liverpool Lou

Chorus
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Leaving of Liverpool

D                                         G              D

Farewell to Prince's Landing Stage

                        A

River Mersey, fare thee well

     D             G    D

I am bound for California

          A          D

A place I know right well

Chorus

     A                  G        D

  So fare thee well, my own true love

                               A

  When I return united we will be

               D                           G        D

  It's not the leaving of Liverpool that's grieving me

                        A        D

  But my darling when I think of thee
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I'm bound off for California

By the way of stormy Cape Horn

And I'm bound to write you a letter, love

When I am homeward bound

I have signed on a Yankee Clipper ship

Davy Crockett is her name

And Burgess is the Captain of her

And they say she's a floating Hell

I have shipped with Burgess once before

And I think I know him well

If a man's a seaman, he can get along

If not, then he's sure in Hell

Farewell to lower Frederick Street

Ensign Terrace and Park Lane 
For I think it will be a long, long time

Before I see you again

Oh the sun is on the harbor, love
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And I wish I could remain

For I know it will be a long, long time

Till I see you again 
I’ll Tell My Ma
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I'll tell me ma when I go home

The boys won't leave the girls alone

They pulled my hair, they stole my comb

But that's all right till I go home.

She is handsome, she is pretty

She is the bell of Belfast city

She is courting one, two, three

Please won't you tell me who is she.

Albert Mooney says he loves her

All the boys are fighting for her

They knock at the door and they ring at the bell

Sayin' "Oh my true love, are you well?"

Out she comes as white as snow

Rings on her fingers and bells on her toes

Old John Murray says she'll die

If she doesn't get the fellow with the roving eye.

I'll tell me ma when I go home

The boys won't leave the girls alone

They pulled my hair, they stole my comb

But that's all right till I go home.

She is handsome, she is pretty

She is the bell of Belfast city

She is counting one, two, three

Please won't you tell me who is she.

Let the wind and rain and the hail blow high

And the snow come tumblin' from the sky

She's as nice as apple pie

She'll get her own lad by and by.

When she gets a lad of her own

She won't tell her ma when she goes home

Let them all come as they will

For it's Albert Mooney she loves still.

Carrickfergus
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I Wish I was in Carrickfergus, only for nights in Ballygran

I would swim over the deepest ocean, the deepest ocean for my love to find

But the sea is wide and I cannot swim over and neither have I wings to fly

If I could find me a handsome boatman to ferry me over to my love and die

My childhood days bring back sad reflections of happy times I 
spent so long ago

My boyhood friends and my own relations have all passed on now 
like melting snow

But I'll spend my days in endless roaming soft sit the grass my bed is free

Ah to be back in Carrickfergus on that long road down to the sea

And in Kilkenny it is reported there are marble stones as black as ink

With gold and silver I would support her, but I'll sing no more now

till I get a drink

I'm drunk today and I'm seldom sober, a handsome rover from town to town

Ah, but I'm sick now, my days are numbered so come all ye young

men and lay me down

(Suggested Guitar Chords)

I Wish I [Dm]was [G]in Carrick [C]fergus, 

  [Am]only for [Dm]nights [G]in Bally [C]gran

I would swim [Dm]over [G]the deepest [C]ocean, 

  [Am]the deepest [Dm]o [G]cean for my love to [C]find

But the sea is [Am]wide and I cannot swim [G]over 

  and neither [Am]have I [Dm]wings to [G]fly

If I could [Dm]find me [G]a handsome [C]boatman 

 [Am]to ferry me [Dm]o [G]ver to my love and [C]die

Whiskey In the Jar

C                       Am

As I was going over the Cork and Kerry mountains

  F                                C

I met with Captain Farrell and his money he was counting

                               Am

I first produced my pistol and then produced my rapier

       F                          C

Saying "Stand and deliver for you are a bold deceiver"
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Chorus:-

          G

With your ring dum-a-do dum-a-da!

C

Whack fol the daddy-o

F

Whack fol the daddy-o

        C       G      C

There's whiskey in the jar

He counted out his money and it made a pretty penny

I put it in my pocket and I took it home to Jenny

She sighed and she swore never she'd deceive me

But the devil take the women for they never can be easy

chorus

I went unto my chamber all for to take a slumber

I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure it was no wonder

But Jenny drew my charges and filled them up with water

And then sent for Captain Farrell to be ready for the slaughter

chorus

'Twas early in the morning before I rose to travel

Up crept a band of footmen and sure with them Captain Farrell

I then produced my pistol for she stole away my rapier

But I couldn't fire the water so a prisoner I was taken

chorus

Now if anyone can help me it's my brother in the army

If I could learn his station be it Cork or in Killarney

And if he'd come and join me we'd go roving in Kilkenny

I know he'd treat me fairier than me darling sportin' Jenny

chorus

I’m a Rover
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chorus: 

I'm a rover and seldom sober

I'm a rover, of high degree;

And when I'm drinking, I'm always thinking

How to gain my love's company.

Though the night be dark as dungeon

Not a star to be seen above,

I must be guided without a stumble

Into the airms of my own true love.

He stepped up to her bedroom window,

Kneeling gently upon a stone;

He rat-tat-tat at her bedroom-window

"Darlin' dear, do you lie alone?"

She opened the door with the greatest pleasure,

She opened the door and let him in,

They both shook hands and embraced each other

Until the mornin' they lay as one.

The cocks were crawin', the birds were whistlin'

The burns they ran free above the brae;

"Remember, lass, I'm a ploughman laddie

And the fairmer I must obey."
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Green Fields of France

By Eric Bogle

CAPO   3  

3/4 time

Intro:

G | G | C | Am | D | D | G | D |

G               Em       C      Am

Well how do you do young Willie McBride,

       D         D7            C            G

Do you mind if I sit here down by your graveside,

               Em              C           Am

And rest for a while neath the warm summer sun,

          D           D7      C          G          

I've been working all day and I'm nearly done.

G             Em                  C    Am

I see by your gravestone you were only 19,

         D                C         G D7

When you joined the great fallen in 1916,

G             Em         Am     

I hope you died well and I hope you died clean,

         D        D7           C        G

Or young Willie McBride was it slow and obscene.

(CHORUS:)

G        D             D7               C             G

Did they beat the drum slowly, did they play the fife lowly,

         D              D7             C           D

Did they sound the dead march, as they lowered you down,

        C                           G   Em

Did the band play the last post and chorus,

        G              C              D7   G

Did the pipes play the Flowers of the Forest.

CHORUS

Did you leave ere a wife or a sweetheart behind,

In some faithful heart is your memory enshrined,

Although you died back in 1916,

In that faithful heart are you forever 19.

Or are you a stranger without even a name,

Enclosed in forever behind a glass frame,

In an old photograph all torn battered and stained,

And faded to yellow in a brown leather frame.

CHORUS

The sun now it shines on the green fields of France,

There's a warm summer breeze that makes the red poppies dance,

And look how the sun shines from under the trees,

There's no gas, no barbed wire, there's no guns firing now.

But here in this graveyard it's still "No Man's Land",

The countless white crosses stand mute in the sand,

To man's blind indifference to his fellow man,

To a whole generation that were butchered and damned.

CHORUS

Ah, young Willie McBride I can't help wonder why,

Do all those who lie here know why did they die,

And did they believe when they answered the call,

Did they really believe that this war would end wars.

Well, the sorrow, the suffering, the glory, the pain,

The killing and dieing were all done in vain,

For young Willie McBride it all happened again,

And again, and again, and again, and again.

Ending: |G |G |C |Am |D |D |C |G
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