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BOTANY BAY written by Stephens and Yardley, c1885           1  
 

         
        C                     G7                   F 
 
Fare[C]well to old [G7]England for[C]ever 
Fare[C]well to my [F]old pals as [G7]well 
Fare[C]well to the [G7]well known Old [C]Bailey[F] 
Where I [C]once used to [G7]cut such a [C]swell 
                          
CHORUS:  
Singing [C]Tooral li [G7]ooral li [C]addity 
Singing [C]Tooral li [F]ooral li [G7]ay 
Singing [C]Tooral li [G7]ooral li[C] addity[F] 
And we’re [C]bound for [G7]Botany [C]Bay. 
 
There's the captain as is our commander 
There's the bosun and all the ship's crew 
There's the first and the second class passengers 
Knows what we poor convicts go through 
 
Taint leaving old England we cares about 
Taint cos we mis-spells what we knows 
But because all we light fingered gentry 
Hops around with a log on our toes 
 
These seven long years I've been serving now 
And seven long more have to stay 
All for bashing a bloke down our alley 
And taking his ticker away 
 
Oh had I the wings of a turtle dove 
I'd soar on my pinions so high 
Slap bang to the arms of my Polly love 
And in her sweet presence I'd die 
 
Now all my young Dookies and Dutchesses 
Take warning from what I've to say 
Mind all is your own as you toucheses 
Or you'll find us in Botany Bay 
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Bound for South Australia      2 
                                           
In [C] South Australia I was born,  
[G7]Heave away! Haul away!                          
[C]South Australia [F]round Cape [C]Horn,  
We’re [C]bound for South Aust-[G7]ra-[C]lia 
 
CHORUS:   
                                                
[C]Heave away you rolling kings,  
[G7]Heave away! Haul away! 
[C]Heave away you’ll [F]hear me sing,  
We’re [C]bound for South Aust-[G7]ra-[C]lia 
 
As I walked out one morning fair, 
It's there I met Miss Nancy Blair. 
 
I shook her up, I shook her down, 
I shook her round and round the town. 
 
There ain't but one thing grieves my mind, 
It's to leave Miss Nancy Blair behind. 
 
And as you wallop round Cape Horn, 
You'll wish to Christ you'd never been born! 
 
Up the coast to Vallipo, 
Northward on to Callao. 
 
It's back again to Liverpool, 
I spent me pay like a bloody fool! 
 
I'm Liverpool born and Liverpool bred, 
Long in the arm and thick in the head. 
 
Oh, rock and roll me over boys, 
Let's get this damn job over boys. 
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BROWN EYED GIRL written by Van Morrison    3 
 

                                                                                
          G                               C                   D                    Em 
 
 
[G]Hey where did [C]we go, [G]days when the [D]rains came 
[G]Down in the [C]hollow, [G]playing a [D]new game 
[G]Laughing, and a [C]running, hey, hey, [G]skipping and a [D]jumping                                  
[G]In the misty [C]morning fog, [G]with our hearts a [D]thumpin’ and 
[C]You,[D] my brown eyed [G] girl [Em],  
[C]you [D]my brown eyed [G]girl 
 
 
[G]Whatever [C]happened to [G]Tuesday and [D]so slow 
[G]Going down to the [C]old mine with a [G]transistor [D]radio 
[G]Standing in the [C]sunlight laughing, [G]hidin b‘hind a [D]rainbow’s wall 
[G]Slipping and a [C]sliding, hey, hey, [G]All along the [D]waterfall with 
[C]You, [D]my brown eyed [G]girl [Em],  
[C]You[D] my brown-eyed [G]girl 
 
Chorus: 
 
[D7]Do you remember when we used to [G]sing 
Sha la la la   [C]la la la la  [G]la la la la te [D] da  Just like that 
[G]Sha la la la   [C]la la la la  [G]la la la la te [D]da  la te [G]da 
 
 
[G] So hard to [C]find my way, [G]Now that I’m [D]on my own 
[G]I saw you just the [C]other day, [G]my, how you have grown 
[G]Cast my memory [C]back there Lord. [G]Sometimes I’m overcome 
[D]thinkin’ ‘bout it 
[G]Makin’ love in the [C]green grass [G]behind the [D]stadium with  
[C]You, [D]my brown eyed [G]girl. [Em] 
[C]You [D], my brown eyed [G]girl. 
 
 
Second chorus: 
 
[D7]Do you remember when we used to [G]sing 
Sha la la la   [C]la la la la  [G]la la la la [D]te da  Just like that 
[G]Sha la la la   [C]la la la la   [G]la la la la te [D] da 
[G]Sha la la la   [C]la la la la   [G]la la la la te [D]da 
[G]Sha la la la   [C]la la la la   [C]la la la la te   [D]da  la te [G]da 
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COCKLES AND MUSSELS      4 
 
F and C   (or C and G) 
 

    
       C                F 
 
 
In [F]Dublin’s fair city where [C]girls are so pretty 
I [F]first set my eyes on sweet [C]Molly Malone 
As she [F]wheeled her wheelbarrow, through [C]streets broad and 
narrow 
Crying [F]“Cockles and mussels a-[C]live, alive [F]oh!” 
                                                
 
CHORUS:   
A-[F]live, alive oh, a-[C]live, alive oh 
Crying [F]”Cockles and mussels a-[C]live, a-[F]live oh” 
 
 
She was a fishmonger and sure ‘twas no wonder 
For so were her father and mother before 
And they both wheeled their barrows, through streets broad and 
narrow 
Crying “Cockles and mussels alive, alive oh” 
 
 
She died of a fever, which no-one could save 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 oh” 
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DRUNKEN SAILOR  Traditional folk song           5 
 
 

      
       C                    Dm 
 
[Dm]What shall we do with the drunken sailor 
[C]What shall we do with the drunken sailor 
[Dm]What shall we do with the drunken sailor 
[C]Early in the [Dm]morning? 
  
Chorus: 

[Dm]Hooray and up she rises 
[C]Hooray and up she rises 
[Dm]Hooray and up she rises 
[C]Early in the [Dm]morning 

1. Sling him in the long boat till he's sober... 
2. Keep him there and make 'im bale 'er... 
3. Pull out the plug and wet him all over... 
4. Take 'im and shake 'im, try an' wake 'im... 
5. Trice him up in a runnin' bowline. 
6. Give 'im a taste of the bosun's rope-end. 
7. Give 'im a dose of salt and water. 
8. Stick on 'is back a mustard plaster. 
9. Shave his belly with a rusty razor. 
10. Send him up the crow's nest till he falls down, 
11. Tie him to the taffrail when she's yardarm under, 
12. Put him in the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him. 
13. Soak 'im in oil till he sprouts flippers. 
14. Put him in the guard room till he's sober. 
15. Put him in bed with the captain's daughter*). 
16. Take the Baby and call it Bo'sun. 
17. Turn him over and drive him windward. 
18. Put him in the scuffs until the horse bites on him. 
19. Heave him by the leg and with a rung console him. 
20. That's what we'll do with the drunken sailor. 

*) A relative of the cat-o-nine-tails  
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WALTZING MATILDA        6 

Version from original lyrics by Banjo Paterson 1895  

        
[C]Once a jolly [G7]swagman[C]camped by a [F]billabong, 
 
[C]Under the shade of a [G7]coolibah tree, 
 
And he [C]sang as he [G7]watched and [C]waited till his (F)billy 
boiled 
 
[C]You'll come a waltzing Ma-[G7)tilda with [C]me 
 
             
Chorus: 
 
[C]Waltzing Matilda, [F]Waltzing Matilda 
 
[C]You'll come a waltzing Ma(G7)tilda with me 
 
And he [C]sang as he [G7)watched and [C]waited till his 
[F]billy boiled 
  
[C]You'll come a waltzing Ma-[G7]tilda with [C]me. 
 
 
[C]Down came a [G7]jumbuck to [C]drink at the [F}billabong 
[C]Up jumped the swagman and [G7]grabbed him with glee 
And he C]sang as he [G7]stowed that [C]jumbuck in his 
(F)tuckerbag 
[C]You'll come a waltzing Ma[G7]tilda with [C]me 
 
   
[C]Up rode the [G7]squatter [C]mounted on his [F]thoroughbred, 
[C]Up rode the troopers, [G7]one, two, three. 
[C]"Where's the jolly [G7]jumbuck [C]you've got in your 
(F)tuckerbag? 
[C]You'll come a waltzing Ma-[G7}tilda with [C]me 
 
   
[C]Up jumped the [G7]swagman and [C]sprang into the 
[F]billabong, 
[C]"You'll never take me a-[G7]live," cried he 
And his [C]ghost may be [G7]heard as you [C)ride beside the 
(F)billabong, 
[C]"You'll never take me a-[G7]live," cried [C]he.   
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WHISKEY IN THE JAR      Irish Traditional     7 

      
  
 

           
      C                 Am               F                G 
 
 [C]As I was going over the [Am}far famed Kerry Mountains 
I [F]met with Captain Farrel, and his [C]money he was counting 
I first produced my pistol, and I [Am]then produced my rapier 
Saying: [F]‘Stand and deliver for you [C]are my bold deceiver’ 
 
Musha [G]ring dum a doo dum a da 
[C]Whack fol de daddy o 
[F]Whack fol de daddy o 
There’s [C]whiskey [G]in the [C]jar. 
 
[C]I counted out his money and it [Am]made a pretty penny 
I [F]put it in my pocket, and I [C]took it home to Jenny 
She sighed and she swore that she [Am]never would deceive me 
But the [F]devil takes the women for they [C]never can be easy. 
 
I [C]went into my chamber all [Am]for to take a slumber 
I [F]dreamt of gold and jewels and for [C]sure it was no wonder 
But Jenny dress my charges and she [Am]filled them out with water 
Then [F]sent for Captain Farrel, to be [C]ready for the slaughter. 
 
Twas [C]early in the morning just be-[Am]fore I rose to travel 
Up [F]comes a band of footmen and [C]likewise Captain Farrel, 
I first produced my pistol for she [Am]stole away my rapier 
But I [F]couldn’t shoot the water, so a [C]prisoner I was taken. 
 
If [C]anyone can aid me ‘tis my [Am]brother in the army 
If [F]I can find his station, in [C]Cork or in Killarney 
And if he’ll go with me we’ll go [Am]roving in Kilkenny 
And I’m [F]sure he’ll treat me better than my [C]darling sporting 
Jenny. 
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WILD ROVER   Popular folk song   Key of D    8 
 
                 

             
       
        D                       G                  A7                    
     
 
[D]I've been a wild rover for many a [G] year 
I [D]spent all me [A7] money on whiskey and [D]beer 
But [D]now I'm returning with gold in great [G]store 
And I [D]never will [G]play the wild [A7]rover no [D]more 
 
Chorus: 
           
And it's [A7]no nay never, [D]no nay never no [G]more 
Will I [D]play the wild [G]rover, no [A7]never, no [D]more 
 
   
I [D]went in to an alehouse I used to fre-[G]quent       
And I [D]told the [A7]landlady me money was [D]spent 
I [D]asked her for credit, she answered me [G]"Nay!" 
"Such [D]custom as [G]yours I could [A7]have any [D]day!" 
 
   
I [D]took out of me pocket ten sovereigns [G]bright        
And the [D]landlady's [A7]eyes opened wide with de-[D]light    
She [D]said: "I have whiskeys and wines of the [G]best! 
And the [D]words that I [G]told you were [A7]only in [D]jest!" 
         
I'll go [D]home to my parents, confess what I've [G]done    
And [D]ask them to [A7]pardon their prodigal [D]son 
And [D]when they've caressed me as oft-times be-[G]fore  
I [D]never will [G]play the wild [A7]rover no [D]more. 
 
Chorus (x2)  
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WILD ROVER   Popular folk song Key of G                    9 
    
            
 

            
       G                   C                  D7 
     
[G]I've been a wild rover for many a [C] year 
 
I [G]spent all me [D7] money on whiskey and [G]beer 
 
But [G]now I'm returning with gold in great [C]store 
 
And I [G]never will [C]play the wild [D7]rover no [G]more 
 
Chorus: 
           
And it's [D7]no nay never, [D7][C][D7], [G]no nay never no 
[C]more 
 
Will I [G]play the wild [C]rover, no [D7]never, no [G]more 
 
   
I [G]went in to an alehouse I used to fre-[C]quent       
And I [G]told the [D7]landlady me money was [G]spent 
I [G]asked her for credit, she answered me [C]"Nay!" 
"Such [G]custom as [C]yours I could [D7]have any [G]day!" 
 
   
I [G]took out of me pocket ten sovereigns [C]bright        
And the [G]landlady's [D7]eyes opened wide with de-[G]light    
She [G]said: "I have whiskeys and wines of the [C]best! 
And the [G]words that I [C]told you were [D7]only in [G]jest!" 
dcstgre 
         
I'll go [G]home to my parents, confess what I've [C]done    
And [G]ask them to [D7]pardon their prodigal [G]son 
And [G]when they've caressed me as oft-times be-[C]fore  
I [G]never will [C]play the wild [D7]rover no [G]more. 
 
 
Chorus (x2) 
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