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Here, at long last, is the new song book. As we]|
as many new songs it still contains most of your
old favourites, this time without any printing
errors (we hope!).

The words given here are not necessarily the
“correct” ones, but just one version that wag
known to somebody. Your Gleeman may know a
better version and you should sing along with him
and not in opposition; after all he is supposed to
be leading the campfire. Better still, don’t use
this song book at more than the first one or two

campfires; after that you should know all the
words!

The song book is now arranged in sections so
similar types of songs come together. We hope
you will like this new arrangement and find it
easier to use. At the end of each section is a list
of “More Songs” which we didn’t have room to
print but thought you might sing if we reminded
you they existed. Those with stars by them are
printed in another section of the song book.

Please name this book so you don’t loose your

.E ﬁ copy.

The Glee Committee
A May, 1974
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GIMME CRACK CORN

When I was young I used to wait

On the master, and carry the plate,
And pass the bottle when he got dry,
And brush away the bluetail fly.

C HORUS:

Gimme crack corn, and | don’t care

Gimme crack corn, and | don’t care

Gimme crack corn and | don’t care —
my master’s gone away.

And when he’d ride in the afternoon
I’d follow after with a hickory broom
The pony being apt to shy

When bitten by a bluetail fly.

One day he rode around the farm
The flies so thick they did swarm
One chanced to bite him on the thigh
The devil take the bluetail fly.

The pony run, he buck, he pitched,
He threw my master in the ditch

He died and the jury wondered why
The verdict was the bluetail fly.

They buried him under a cinnamon tree
His epitaph is there to see

'Beneath this tree is forced to lie

A victim of the bluetail fly’.




ABDUL EL BULBUL AMIR

Was Abdul ol Bulbul Amir. ¢ Shah
U you wanted a an to encourage the van
Storm fort o kerpupt you hadionly toslioy

There were heroes in plenty and well k
In the troops that ;verfza ltildyby the Czar " ° fam
But none of more fame than a man by th

of lva::l dSkavinlfll:y Skivar e ¥ He name
He could sing like Caruso, both tenor and b

And perfo:?ng on the Spanish Guitar 4

In fact quite the cream of the Muscovite team
Was Ivan Skavinsky Skivar.

One day this bold Russian had shoulded his gun

And put on his most arrogant sneer

Down town he did go where he trod on the toe

Of Abdul el Bulbul Amir.

“Young man”’ quoth Abdul, “Has your life grown so 4y
That you’re anxious to end your career?

Vile infidel know, you have trod on the toe

Of Abdul el Bulbul Amir.

“So take your last look at both sunshine and brook
And send your regrets to the Czar

By which ¥imply you are going to die

Count Ivan Skavinsky Skivar”. .

Said Ivan “My friend, your remarks in the end
Will avail you but lipt]e I fear;

You will never survive to repeat them alive
Mr. Abdul el Bulbul Amir”.

Then that bold Mameluke drew his trusty skibouk
And shouted out “Allah Akbar!”

With murderous intent he ferociously went

For Ivan Skavinsky Skivar. o
They fought all the night ‘neath the pale yellow m
Anc?’ the din it was heard from afar;

Vast multitudes came for so great wa
Of Abdul and Ivan Skivar.

s the fame
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Abdul el Bulbul Amir ...continued...

As Abdul’s long knife was extracting the life
In fact he was shouting “Huzzah!”
e felt himself struck by that wily Kalmuck
Count Ivan Skavinsky SLVM.
The sultan approached in his red crested coach
Expecting the victor to cheer

He arrive {'ust in time to exchange a last line
With Abdul el Bulbul Amir.

Czar Petrovitch too, in his spectacles blue
Drove past in his new painted car

But he only drew nigh to hear the last sigh
Of Ivan Skavinsk ivar,
A splash in the Bi;ck Sea one dark moonless night
Caused ripples to spread wide and far;

It was made by a sack fitting close to the back

Of Ivan Skavinsky Skivar. :

A Muscovite maiden her vigil doth keep

By the light of the cold Northern Star

And the name that she murmurs so oft as she weeps
Is Ivan Skavinsky Skivar,

A tomb rises u]i]where the Euphrates flows

And engraved there in characters clear

Are ‘““Strangers, when passing, please pray for the soul
Of Abdul el Bulbul Amir® © L b7
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CHEVALIER DE LA TABLE RONDE

Chevalier de la table ronde

Goutons voir si le vin est bon )x2)
Goutons voir oui oui oul, )
Goutons voir non non non, ) (x 2)
Goutons voir si le vin est bon |
S’il est bon s’il est agreable, )

J’en boirai jusqu’a mon plaisir ) (x 2)
J’en boirai oui ..... etc.

J’en boirai cinq ou six bouteilles,
Et une femme sur mes genoux

Toc toc toc. Qui frappe a la porte?
Je crois bien, ca c’est son mari

Si je meurs, je veux qu’on m’enterre
Dans une cave ou ilya du bon vin.

Les deux pieds contre la muraille,
Et la tete sous le robinet.

Sur ma tombe je veux qu’on ecrive
Ice Git le roi des buveurs.



WALTZING MATILDA

Once a jolly swagman camped by a billabong...
Under the shade of a coolabar tree
And he sang as he watched and waited till his billy boiled

‘You’ll come a waltzing Matilda with me’.

CHORUS: Waltzing Matilda! Waltzing Matilda!
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me
And he sang as he watched and waited till his billy boiled
You’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Up came a jumbuck to drink at the billabong...

Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him with glee.
And he sang as he stuffed that jumbuck in his tucker-bag
‘You’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me’.

Up rode a squatter, mounted on his thoroughbred

Up came the troopers ... one, two, three.

‘Where’s that jolly jumbuck, you’ve got in your tucker-bag?
You’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me!’

Up jumped the swagman and sprang into the billabong
‘You’ll never catch me alive!’ said he.

And his ghost may be heard as you pass by that billabong
‘You’ll come a-waltzing Matilda with me!’




QUARE BUNGLE RYE

Now Jack was a sailor as roamed round the towp
And he met with a damsel as skips up and down
Says the damsel to Jack now as ine passed him |
Would you care for to purchase some quare bung)ie Tye rad
ra
I

Fal - da - diddle - airaddy rye raddy rye.

Says Jack to himself now and what can this be
Why the finest old whiskey from far Germany
Smuggled up in a basket and sold on the sly
And the name that it goes by is quare bungle rye

Jack give her a pound and he thought nothing str

She sgid hold me old basket while% run for %181[ iﬂg‘:lge
Jack peeped in the basket and a child he di! Spy ]
Oh damn it, says Jack, this is quare bungle rye .......

Now to get the child christened was Jack’s first intent,
And to get the child christened to the parson he went
Says the parson to Jack, now what shall he go by,
Oh damn it, says Jack, call him quare bungle rye.......

Says the parson to Jack ‘tis a very queer name

Well damn it, says Jack, ‘tis a queer way he came
Smuggled up in a basket and sold on the sly

And the name that he’ll go by is quare bungle rye.....-

So come all you young sailors as roams round the town

Beware of them damsels as skips up and down
Beware of those ladies as you pass them by
Or else they might sell you some quare bungle rye...~



SINNER MAN

CHORUS:
‘Oh sinner man, where you gonna run to’ (x 3)

All on that day.

Run to the moon, ‘Moon, won’t you hide me’ (x 3)

All on that day

Lord said ‘Sinner man, moon’ll be a-bleeding’”  (x 3)

All on that day.
Run to the sea, ‘Sea won’t you hide me’ (x 3)
All on that day
Lord said ‘Sinner man, sea’ll be a-boiling’ (x 3)
All on that day.
Run to the sun, ‘Sun, won’t you hide me’ (x 3)
All on that day
Lord said ‘Sinner man, sun’ll be a-freezing’ (x 3)

All on that day.

Run to the Lord, ‘Lord, won’t you hide me’  (x 3)
All on that day

Lord said ‘Sinner man, you shoulda been a‘prayin” (x 3)

All on that day.

Run to the Devil, ‘Devil won’t you hide me’  (x 3)

All on that day.
Devil said ‘Sinner man, step right in’. (x 3)
All on that day.

WORRIED MAN

C HORUS:
It takes a worried man to sing a worried song (x 3)

I’'m worried now but | won’t be worried long.

I swam across the river and laid me down to sleep (x 3)
When I awoke, there were shackles on my feet.

Shackles on my feet and twenty one links of chain (x 3)
And every one initialled with my name.

I asked the judge “What’s gonna be my fine?” (x 3)
““Twenty-one years on the Rocky Mountain Line”.

The train I ride is twenty-one coaches long (x 3)
I’m worried now, but I won’t be worried long.






