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Songs for Drinking is a collection of songs we have shared with our
community at live events over the years. They are best sung with a few
friends and your favorite beverage. We hope you enjoy them as much as
we do. 
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The songs are formatted such that the lyrics for the chorus are written in
under the melody, and verse lyrics are included separately. Songs may be
sung with as many or as few verses as you wish. Many of these songs,
though traditional, have had lyrics removed, added, or changed over the
years. You are encouraged to adjust lyrics as necessary or even make up
verses of your own.

whateverandeveramen. was founded in 2012 by Brad Pierson. For more
information about the group, follow the QR code below.

Also included is a collection of cocktails and drink recipes - because what
good is a drinking song, if not accompanied by a quality drink.

Original artwork commissioned for this songbook was created by Gala
Bent. Gala Bent is an artist/illustrator/educator living in Seattle with her
artist/photographer husband Zack Bent and her three sons. She teaches
full time at Cornish College of the Arts and pursues a hybrid mix of
studio-based practice and project-based illustration with inspiration
supplied by science, music, theology, poetry and contemplation of natural
forms. Gala is represented by J.Rinehart Gallery in the Northwest.

https://www.cornish.edu/
https://www.jrinehartgallery.com/artists
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Nelson's Blood No. 2
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As The Barley mow is a song celebrating beer - the goal of the song
is to finish a beer by the end of the song.  The words "Good LucK"
are shouted where indicated by (x), and you should take a swig of
beer after the first "good luck" in each verse.

the quart pot
the half gallon
(the) gallon
the half barrel
the barrel
the landlord

the landlady
their daughter

the drayer
the bookie
the brewer

the company

This is an additive song, where each verse gets longer than the previous

by adding new words. Verse two: "Here's good Luck to the Quart Pot...Oh

the Quart pot, pint pot, half a Pint, etc.," and so on. 





Note: Charlie Mopps did not invent beer. Charlie Mopps is not, as far as

we know, a real person. But his name does rhyme with Barley & Hops, and

someone certainly deserves a bit of credit for inventing this 

wonderful drink.

A long time ago, way back in history,
When all they had to drink was nothing but cups of tea,

Along came a man by the name of Charlie Mopps,
And he invented a wonderful drink and he made it out of hops.

At *Earnest and at Wildside and Quenched & Tempered as well,
One thing I can be sure of: it's Charlie's beer they sell.

So come along you lucky lads - at 11 o'clock we'll stop.
For five short seconds we'll remember Charlie Mopps. **(1 2 3 4 5)

A barrel of malt a bucket of hops, you stir it around with a stick,
The kind of lubrication to make your engine tick.

Forty pints of wallop a day will keep away the quacks.
Its only eight pence hapenny and one and six in tax. **(1 2 3 4 5)

*These are breweries in Downtown Toledo. Feel free to change these to the names of
your favorite local breweries

**Whispered
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Come Landlord fill the Flowing Bowl
Until it doth run over.
Come Landlord fill the Flowing Bowl
Until it doth run over.

The man who drinketh small beer, 
And goes to bed quite sober -
He fades as the leaves do fade,
That drop off in October.

The man who drinketh strong beer,
And goes to bed quite mellow -
He lives as he ought to live,
And dies a jolly fellow.

But he who drinks just what he likes,
And getteth half seas over -
Will live until he dies, perhaps,
And then lie down in clover.

The man who kisses a pretty girl,
And goes to tell his mother -

Ought to have his lips cut off,
And never kiss another.

The maiden who enjoys a kiss
And comes back for another -

She’s a boon to all mankind,
And soon to be a mother.

Come into the garden now
And don’t be so particular -
For if the grass is very wet,

We’ll do it perpendicular.

If I had a pile of bricks
I’d build my chimney higher.

That would stop the neighbor’s cat
From pissing in the fire.
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I won't sing of whiskey and water
For whiskey and beer will not rhyme.

The working man can't afford champagne,
It's a bit more than ten bucks a time.

So I'll sing you a song of a gargle,
A gargle that I love so dear.

I allude to that grand institution:
That beautiful tonic called beer, beer, beer...

It's the daddy of all lubricators;
The best thing there is for the neck.

Can be used as a gargle or lotion
By persons of every sect.

Now we know who the goddess of wine was,
But was there a goddess of beer?

If so let us drink to her health boys,
And wish that we'd just got her here, here, here...

So up, up with the brandies and sodas,
But down, down, and down with the beer.

It's good for you when you are hungry;
You can eat it without any fear.

So mop up the beer while you're able,
Of four-half let's all have our fill,

And I know you'll all join me in wishing
Good luck to the company here, here, here...



Kind friends and companions, come join me in rhyme.
Come lift up your voices in chorus with mine.
Come lift up your voices all grief to refrain,

For we may or might never all meet here again.

Here's a health to the dear lass that I love so well,
For her style and her beauty, sure none can excel.

There's a smile on her countenance as she sits on my knee.
There's no man in this wide world as happy as me.

Our ship lies at anchor, she's ready to dock.
I wish her safe landing, without any shock.
If ever I should meet you by land or by sea,

I will always remember your kindness to me.

Here’s a health to the friendships that we hold so dear,
A health to the sweethearts we once held so near,
A health to such true loves as fortune bestowes;
May the future make friends of all of our foes.



Here's to good old whiskey... it makes me feel so frisky.

Here's to good old wine... it makes me feel so fine.

Here's to good old brandy... it makes me feel so randy.

Here's to good old gin... it makes me want to sin.

Here's to good old rum... it makes me act so dumb.

Here's to good old scotch... oh scotchy-scotchy-scotch.



Me and my wife live all alone
In a little log hut we call our own;
She loves gin and I love rum,
And don't we have a lot of fun!

When I go toiling on the farm
I take the little jug under my arm;
Place it under a shady tree,
Little brown jug, 'tis you and me.

’Tis you that makes me friends and foes,
’Tis you that makes me wear old clothes;
But, seeing you're so near my nose,
Tip her up and down she goes.

If all the folks in Adam's race
Were gathered together in one place,
I'd let them go without a tear
Before I'd part from you, my dear.

If I'd a cow that gave such milk,
I'd dress her in the finest silk;
Feed her up on oats and hay,

And milk her twenty times a day.

I bought a cow from Farmer Jones,
And she was nothing but skin and bones;

I fed her up as fine as silk,
She jumped the fence and strained her milk.

And when I die don't bury me at all,
Just pickle my bones in alcohol;

Put a bottle o' booze at my head and feet
And then you know that I will keep.

The rose is red, my nose is too,
The violet's blue and so are you;

And yet, I guess, before I stop,
We'd better take another drop.



I've been a moonshiner for many a year.
I've spent all my money on whiskey and beer.

I'll go to some hollow, I'll set up my still,
And I'll make you a gallon for a ten dollar bill.

I'll go to some hollow in this country;
Ten gallons of wash, I can go on a spree.

No woman to follow, the world is all mine,
I love none so well as I love the moonshine.

Oh moonshine, dear moonshine, oh how I love thee.
You killed my old father, but ah, you try me.

Now bless all moonshiners and bless all moonshine;
Their breath smells as sweet as the dew on the vine.

I go to the bar to drink with my friends,
You'd never believe all the money I spend.

The whole world's a bottle, and life but a dram:
When the bottle gets empty it ain't worth a damn!



I'll eat when I'm hungry,
I'll drink when I'm dry,
If the hard times don't kill me,
I'll lay down and die.

I'll tune up my fiddle,
And I'll rosin my bow,
I'll make myself welcome
Wherever I go.

Sometimes I drink whiskey,
Sometimes I drink rum,
Sometimes I drink brandy,
At other times none.

But if I get boozy,
My whiskey's my own,
And them that don't like me
Can leave me alone.

Oh, whiskey, you villain,
You've been my downfall.
You've kicked me, you've cuffed me,
But I love you for all.

If the ocean was whiskey,
And I was a duck,
I'd dive to the bottom
To get one sweet suck.

But the ocean ain't whiskey
And I ain't a duck,

So we'll round up the cattle
And then we'll get drunk.

Sweet milk when I'm hungry,
Rye whiskey when I'm dry,

If a tree don't fall on me,
I'll live till I die.

I'll buy my own whiskey,
I'll make my own stew,
If I get drunk, madam,

It's nothing to you.

I'll drink my own whiskey,
I'll drink my own wine,

Some ten thousand bottles
I've killed in my time.

I've no wife to quarrel
No babies to bawl;

The best way of living
Is no wife at all.

You may boast of your knowledge
An' brag of your sense,

'Twill all be forgotten
A hundred years hence.



Where are me boots, me noggin', noggin' boots?
They're all sold for beer and tobacco.

For the heels are worn, the toes they are all torn,
And my feet are lookin' out for better weather.

Where is me shirt, me noggin', noggin' shirt?
It's all gone for beer and tobacco.

For the sleeves are worn, the tail is all torn,
And the collar's lookin' out for better weather.

Where is me bed, me noggin', noggin' bed?
It's all sold for beer and tobacco.

The mattress got worn out, and the sheets are all torn up,
And the springs are lookin' out for better weather. 

I'm sick in the head and I haven't been to bed
Since first I came ashore with all me plunder.

Well, I spent all me dough, on the lasses don't ya know,
Now they're all lookin' out for better weather.



After a successful conquest of Jamaica, rum became the drink of choice

for sailors in the British Navy. Provided only a limited ration of booze

per day, it was common for sailors to save horde their rations and then

use them all at once for a day of serious drinking. In an effort to

combat both the negative disciplinary and physical effects of this

practice, British Vice-Admiral Edward Vernon ordered that rum be served

diluted in 4:1 water-to-rum ratio. Later recognized as official policy, this

regulation was in place for the British Navy until 1970.

Hot Grog

1 oz Overproof Rum

1 Tsp Honey

.25 oz Lime Juice

2.5 Oz Hot Water

Add All ingredients to A toddy

glass. Stir to dissolve honey.

Garnish With Lemon peel 
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Grog
2 Oz Overproof Rum

.5 oz Lime Juice

.25 tsp Brown Sugar

1.5 Oz Cold Water

2 Dashes Bitters

Add all ingrediets to shaker with ice,

shake and strain into 

glass filled with ice.

Garnish with Lime Wedge



Come all ye young fellows who follow the sea,
And pray pay attention and listen to me.

I'll sing you a song, a song of the sea,
And trust that you'll join in the chorus with me.

I'm a deep water sailor just in from Hong Kong.
If you buy me a drink, then I'll sing along.

There's tinkers and tailors and soldiers and all:
They all ship for sailors on board the Black Ball.

You'll see those poor devils how they will all scoot,
Helped along by the toe of a boot.

It's starboard and larboard on deck they will sprawl,
For kickin' Jack Williams commands the Black Ball.

Lay aft now, ye lubbers, lay aft now I say.
I'lll none of yer dodges on my ship today.

So I'll give you fair warning before we belay:
Don't ever take heed of what chanteymen say.



Our boot and clothes are all in pawn. / It's flamin' drafty round Cape Horn.

But it's round Cape Horn that I must go, / For that is where the whale-fish blow.

My dear old mother wrote to me, / Ah son, won't you come home from sea.

It's round the Cape that we must go, / Though we be beaten with rain and snow.

Got your advance, to sea you'll go, / To chase them whales through the frost and snow

Its growl you may, but go you must. / You growl too loud, your head they'll bust.

So rock and shake her is the cry, / The bleedin' topmast sheave is dry.

Just one more pull and that will do, / For we're the boys to pull her through.



Sally is a girl that I loved dearly,
Sally is a girl that I spliced nearly.

For seven long years I courted Sally,
All she did was dilly-dally.

I bought her rum, I bought her gin, oh!
I bought her wine of white and red, oh!

I'll leave Sal and I'll become a sailor,
I'll leave Sal and ship aboard a whaler.

I'll come back and I'll marry Sally,
We'll have kids and count 'em by the tally.

Take in your lines and make her fast boys,
Drop in the pawls, we've heaved enough now.



What shall we do with a drunken sailor?

Pull out the plug and wet him all over.

Shave his belly with a rusty razor.

Put him in the longboat till he's sober.

Stick him in a scupper* with a hosepipe on him.

Put him in the brig with the captain's daughter.**

*a hole in a ship's side to carry water overboard from the deck

** double entendre: literally in bed with the captain's daughter to

"wake him up", or referring to a cat o' NIne tails whip

https://www.google.com/search?rlz=1C1GCEA_enUS999US999&sxsrf=AB5stBgNAVqk1VjsDRAQcM5t96vvVSgM4w:1690990135289&q=overboard&si=ACFMAn8hzZSJQsgXIYlkGc-z1vmpA6Wn5yEP0m2a7X92MXfIz-y2aCR1HJaat5dhPtfyK7iKRfap5EohC7qFKC6PGP4rivbr6g%3D%3D&expnd=1


Don't Give Up the Ship

1.5 oz. Toledo Spirits East Side Gin

0.5 oz. Cointreau

0.5 oz. Fernet Branca

0.5 oz. sweet vermouth

1-2 dashes orange bitters

Add all ingredients to a mixing

glass and stir on ice for 20

seconds. Strain into a coupe glass

and garnish with an orange peel

As the USS Chesapeake was overwhelmed by British fire, a mortally
wounded Captain James Lawrence ordered his officers "Don't give up the
ship. Fight her till she sinks." These words were taken up by his good
friend Commodore Oliver Hazard Perry who proudly flew the phrase
on the battle flag high above the USS Lawrence. Perry and his ship were
integral players in the War of 1812, as their victory in the Battle of Lake
Erie proved to play a pivotal role in the victory for the United States.

The cocktail is first seen in Crosby Gaige's "Cocktail Guide and Ladies’
Companion" (1941), and while it fell out of favor soon thereafter, the
drink has seen a resurrgence in modern years.
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https://clicks.trx-hub.com/xid/pmc_0aaa4_robbreport?q=https%3A%2F%2Fgo.skimresources.com%3Fid%3D87443X1569519%26xs%3D1%26url%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.reservebar.com%252Fsearch%253Fq%253Dlondon%252Bdry%252Bgin%26sref%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Frobbreport.com%252Ffood-drink%252Fspirits%252Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%252F&p=https%3A%2F%2Frobbreport.com%2Ffood-drink%2Fspirits%2Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%2F&ref=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.google.com%2F&event_type=click
https://clicks.trx-hub.com/xid/pmc_0aaa4_robbreport?q=https%3A%2F%2Fgo.skimresources.com%3Fid%3D87443X1569519%26xs%3D1%26url%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.reservebar.com%252Fproducts%252Fcointreau%26sref%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Frobbreport.com%252Ffood-drink%252Fspirits%252Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%252F&p=https%3A%2F%2Frobbreport.com%2Ffood-drink%2Fspirits%2Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%2F&ref=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.google.com%2F&event_type=click
https://clicks.trx-hub.com/xid/pmc_0aaa4_robbreport?q=https%3A%2F%2Fgo.skimresources.com%3Fid%3D87443X1569519%26xs%3D1%26url%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.reservebar.com%252Fproducts%252Ffernet-branca%26sref%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Frobbreport.com%252Ffood-drink%252Fspirits%252Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%252F&p=https%3A%2F%2Frobbreport.com%2Ffood-drink%2Fspirits%2Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%2F&ref=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.google.com%2F&event_type=click
https://clicks.trx-hub.com/xid/pmc_0aaa4_robbreport?q=https%3A%2F%2Fgo.skimresources.com%3Fid%3D87443X1569519%26xs%3D1%26url%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.reservebar.com%252Fproducts%252Fhella-cocktail-orange-bitters-5oz%26sref%3Dhttps%253A%252F%252Frobbreport.com%252Ffood-drink%252Fspirits%252Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%252F&p=https%3A%2F%2Frobbreport.com%2Ffood-drink%2Fspirits%2Fbest-dont-give-up-ship-recipe-gin-cocktail-1234629846%2F&ref=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.google.com%2F&event_type=click


When I was a little lad, or so my mommy told me,
That if I didn't kiss the girls, my lips would grow all moldy.

You call yourself a second mate, you cannae tie a bowline. 
You can't even stand up straight, when the packet she's a rollin'.

St. Patrick was a gentleman, he came from decent people. 
He built a church in Dublin town and put on it a steeple.

From Ireland he drove the snakes, then drank up all the whiskey.
This made him dance, and sing, and jig - it made him feel all frisky.

King Louis was the King of France before the revolution.
Then he got his head cut off, and it spoiled his constitution.

Well now can't you see the black clouds a-gatherin'.
Well now can't you see the black clouds a-risin'.



This song would traditionally be sung near the very end of a trip,

perhaps even as the ship reached the docks, as a sort of “airing of

grievances” at the end of a long journey. The lyrics were used as a way to

complain about the ship, rations, and crewmates alike, with little fear of

repercussions as the voyage was all but over.



I thought I heard the Old Man say:
"Tomorrow you will get your pay."

Oh the times are hard and the wages low.
I guess it's time for us to go.

Oh, the wind was foul and the seas ran high.
She shipped it green and none went by.

I hate to sail on this rotten tub.
No grog allowed and rotten grub.

Beware these packet ships, I say:
They'll steal your stores and your clothes away.

She would not wear and she would not stay.
She shipped great seas both night and day.

Oh the work was hard and the voyage was long.
The sea was high and the gales were strong.

Oh now it's time to say goodbye.
Them pilings they is a drawing nigh.
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Oh we'd be alright if the wind was in our sails.

Oh we'll be alright if we make it 'round the horn.

A nice fat cook wouldn't do us any harm.

A drop of Nelson's Blood wouldn't do us any harm.

Oh a night on the town wouldn't do us any harm.

A roll in the clover wouldn't do us any harm.

One more beer wouldn't do us any harm.

A round on the house wouldn't do us any harm.



Nelson's Blood

1.5 oz Cognac

1.5 Oz Ruby Port

Add all ingredients to a mixing

glass and stir on ice for 20

seconds. Strain into a coupe glass

Garnish with a lemon twist..

When The Most Noble Lord Horatio Nelson was killed in the Battle of

Trafalgar (1805), his crew - hoping to preserve his body for the journey home

to England - placed him in a barrel of booze (Brandy or Rum, depending on

the account). However, by the time they reached shore, there were a number of

holes in the barrel and decidedly less spirit than one might expect. The crew,

however, is rumored to have had just enough to drink to sustain them on

their journey. After all, a drop of nelson's blood wouldn't do you any harm.
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Nelson's Blood No. 2

1.5 oz Overproof Rum

1.5 oz Sweetened Cranberry Juice

.75 oz Orange Juice

.75 oz Lime Juice

12 ml simple syrup

2 Dashes Angostura Bitters

Add ingredients to shaker glass

with ice. Shake for 12 seconds.

Strain into ice filled glass. 

Garnish with lime and mint leaves.

This recipe is taken from the Pusser's Rum Website, Used with permission.



Now we are ready to head for the Horn.
Our boots and our clothes, boys, are all in the pawn.

Man stout capstan and heave with a will!
Soon will be driving her 'way down the hill!

Heave away bullies, ye parish-rigged bums!
Take her hands out yer pockets and don't suck her thumbs.

Come breast the bar bullies, heave 'er away!
Soon we'll be rolling away down the bay.

Soon we'll be warping her out through the locks,
where the pretty young girls all come down in flocks.

We're outward bound for Vallipo Bay.
Get crackin' me lads, 'tis a hell of a way!





It's a damn tough life full of toil and strife
We whalermen undergo. 

And we don't give a damn when the day is done
How hard the winds did blow.
'Cause we're homeward bound,

Tis a grand ol' sound
On a good ship, taut and free.

And we won't give a damn when we drink our rum
With the girls of Old Maui.

Once more we sail with a northerly gale
Towards our island home. 

Our mainmast sprung, our whaling done, 
And we ain't got far to roam.

Six hellish months have passed away
On the cold Kamchatka Sea,

But now we're bound from the Arctic ground
Rolling down to Old Maui.

Once more we sail with a northerly gale
Through the ice and wind and rain.

Them coconut fronds in them tropical lands
We soon shall see again. 

Our stuns'l booms are carried away.
What care we for that sound?

A living gale is after us,
Thank God we're homeward bound.

We'll heave the lead where old Diamond Head
Looms up on old Wahu. 

Our masts and yards are sheathed with ice
And our decks are hid from view.

The horrid ice of the sea-caked isles,
That deck the Arctic sea,

Are miles behind in the frozen wind
Since we steered for Old Maui.
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Oh Sally Brown of New York City.
Sally Brown she's a nice young lady.

Sally's teeth are white and pearly.
Her eyes are blue, her hair is curly.

She drinks rum, and I drink whisky.
A couple of drinks and things got frisky.

Seven long years I courted Sally;
Sweetest girl in all the valley.

Seven long years, she wouldn't marry;
I no longer cared to tarry.

I left aboard an ocean liner;
I love her still there is none finer.



There once was a ship that put to see
The name of the ship was the Billy of Tea
The winds blew up, her bow dipped down
Oh blow, my bully boys, blow

She had not been two weeks from shore
When down on her right a whale bore
The captain called all hands and swore
He'd take that whale in tow

Before the boat had hit the water
The whale's tail came up and caught her
All hands to the side, harpooned and fought her
When she dived down low

No line was cut, no whale was freed
The captain's mind was not of greed

And he belonged to the Whaleman's creed
She took that ship in tow

For forty days or even more
The line went slack then tight once more
All boats were lost, there were only four

But still that whale did go

As far as I've heard, the fight's still on
The line's not cut and the whale's not gone

The Wellerman makes his regular call
To encourage the captain, crew and all



Bobby Burns

2 oz Scotch Whisky 

3/4 oz Sweet Vermouth

1/2 oz Benedictine

2 dashes Peychaud's Bitters

Add all ingredients to a mixing

glass and stir on ice for 20

seconds. Strain into a coupe glass

and garnish with an Lemon peel

Robert Burns (1759-1796) is widely regarded as the national poet of

Scotland, and he is celebrated around the world on his birthday

(January 25). Whateverandeveramen. hosted our first Burns Supper in 2014

at lark restaurant in Seattle. We continue to host Burns' nights

annually. While the Bobby Burns cocktail may not have originally been

named for the Ploughman Poet, it has become a favorite cocktail to

accompany an evening celebrating the old Bard.

Burns is a poet of particular interest for choral musicians, as he is one

of few poets from this time period who were involved in setting his own

poetry to Music. Concerned that old Scots melodies were being lost to

the passage of time, James Johnson set out to compile these melodies into

a written collection. Concluding that these songs would have longer

lives provided text, Johnson enlisted Burns to write poetry to accompany

the tunes. In this way, choirs have a unique insight into the meaning and

artistic intention behind many of these poems.
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Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and auld lang syne!

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stowp!
and surely I’ll be mine!
And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
for auld lang syne.

We twa hae run about the braes,
and pu’d the gowans fine;
But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit,
sin auld lang syne.

We twa hae paidl’d i' the burn,
frae morning sun till dine;

But seas between us braid hae roar’d
sin auld lang syne.

And there’s a hand, my trusty fere,
and gie's a hand o’ thine!

And we’ll tak a right gude-willie waught,
for auld lang syne.



In a neat little town they call Belfast,
apprentice to trade I was bound.
And many an hour of sweet happiness, 
have I spent in this neat little town.
'Till bad misfortune came o'er me,
which caused me to stray from the land,
far away from my friends and relations
betrayed by a black velvet band.

As I went strolling down Broadway,
meaning not for long to stay,
when who should I meet but this pretty fair maid
came a traipsing along the highway.
She was both fair and handsome,
her neck it was just like a swans,
and her hair is hung over her shoulder
tied up with a black velvet band.

I took a stroll with this pretty young maid,
and the gentleman passing us by.

Well I knew she meant the undoing of him
by the look in her roguish black eye.

A gold watch she took from his pocket
and placed it into my right hand,
and the very first thing I said was
bad luck to the black velvet band.

Before the judge and jury
next morning I had to appear,

and the judge he said to me, young man,
"Your case is proven clear."

"We'll give you seven years servitude,
to be spent far away from the land.

Far a way from your friends and companions
Betrayed by the black velvet band."



Well a Scotsman clad in kilt left a bar one evening fair
 And one could tell by how he walked that he'd drunk more than his share

 He fumbled round until he could no longer keep his feet
 Then he stumbled off into the grass to sleep beside the street

Ring ding diddle iddle I de oh - ring di diddly I oh
 He stumbled off into the grass to sleep beside the street

About that time two young and lovely girls just happened by
 And one says to the other with a twinkle in her eye

 See yon sleeping Scotsman so strong and handsome built
 I wonder if it's true what they don't wear beneath the kilt

Ring ding diddle iddle I de oh - ring di diddly I oh
I wonder if it's true what they don't wear beneath the kilt



They crept up on that sleeping Scotsman quiet as could be
 Lifted up his kilt about an inch so they could see

 And there behold, for them to view, beneath his Scottish skirt
 Was nothing more than God had graced him with upon his birth

Ring ding diddle iddle I de oh - ring di diddly I oh
Was nothing more than God had graced him with upon his birth

They marveled for a moment, then one said we must be gone
 Let's leave a present for our friend, before we move along

 As a gift they left a blue silk ribbon, tied into a bow
 Around the bonnie star, the Scot's kilt did lift and show

Ring ding diddle iddle I de oh - ring di diddly I oh
 Around the bonnie star, the Scots kilt did lift and show

Now the Scotsman woke to nature's call and stumbled toward the trees
 Behind a bush, he lifts his kilt and gawks at what he sees
 And in a startled voice he says to what's before his eyes.

 O lad I don't know where you been but I see you won first prize
Ring ding diddle iddle I de oh - ring di diddly I oh

O lad I don't know where you been but I see you won first prize

whateverandeveramen.



Tim Finnegan lived on Walkin Street
A gentle Irishman, mighty odd

He'd a beautiful brogue so rich and sweet
And to rise in the world he carried a hod*

Tim had a sort of a tipp' lin' way
With a love of the liquor, poor Tim was born
And to help him on with his work each day
He'd a drop of the craythur** every morn

*a trough for carrying bricks and mortar
**whiskey



One mornin' Tim was rather full
His head felt heavy, which made him shake

He fell from the ladder and he broke his skull
So they carried him home his corpse to wake

They rolled him up in a nice clean sheet
And laid him out upon the bed

With a gallon of whiskey at his feet
And a barrel of porter at his head

His friends assembled at the wake
And Mrs. Finnegan called for lunch
First they brought in tea and cake

Then pipes, tobacco and whiskey punch
Biddy O'Brien began to cry

"Such a nice clean corpse did you ever see?
Tim Mavourneen* why did you die?"

"Oh shut your gob" said Paddy McGee

Then Maggie O'Connor took up the job
"O Biddy," says she "you're wrong I'm sure" 

Biddy gave her a belt in the gob
And left her sprawling on the floor

Then the war did soon engage
It was woman to woman and man to man

Shillelagh** law was all the rage
And a row and a ruction soon began

Then Mickey Maloney ducked his head
When a bucket of whiskey flew at him

It missed and falling on the bed
and the whiskey splattered all over Tim

Tim revives, see how he rises
Timothy rising from the bed

Said "Whirl your whiskey around like blazes
Thundering blazes, do you think I'm dead?"

*my darling  **a wooden walking stick or club



One pleasant evening in the month of June, 
As I was sittin' with my glass and spoon, 

A small bird sat on an Ivy bunch,
and the song he sang was the "Jug O' Punch"

What more diversion can a man desire,
than to sit him down by an alehouse fire?

Upon his knee a pretty wench,
aye, and on the table a jug of punch. 

When I'm dying and my drinking's o'er
I will take one drink and then take no more, 

When I'm dying and my drinking's o'er
I will take on more drink and then take no more,

And when I'm dead and I'm in my grave, 
No costly tombstone will I crave.

Just lay me down in my native peat, 
With a jug of punch at my head and feet.



I am a weaver, a Calton weaver
I am a rash and a roving blade
I got silver in my pouches
And I follow a roving trade

As I walked into Glasgow city
Nancy Whiskey I did smell
I walked in, sat down beside her
Seven long years I loved her well

The more I kissed her, the more I loved her
The more I loved her, the more she smiled
And I forgot my mother's teaching
Nancy soon had me beguiled

I woke up early in the mornin'
Lying half way off the bed

I tried to rise but was not able
Nancy damn near knocked me dead

I'll gang back to the Calton weaving;
I surely make those shuttles fly

For I'll make more at the Calton weaving
Than ever I did in the rovin’ trade

All ye weavers, ye Calton weavers
All ye weavers where e're ye be

Beware of whiskey, Nancy Whiskey
She'll ruin you as she ruined me!



Let grasses grow and waters flow in a free and easy way
But give me enough of that rare old stuff that's brewed near Galway Bay,

Come policemen all from Donegal, Sligo and Leitrim too,
Oh, we'll give them a slip and we'll take a sip, of the rare old mountain dew

At the foot of the hill there's a neat little still, where the smoke curls up to the sky
By the smoke and the smell you can plainly tell that there's poitin brewin'  near by

For it fills the air with a perfume rare, and betwixt both me and you,
As home we stroll, we can take a bowl, or a bucket of the mountain dew

Now the glass that cheers is sweet and clear, like the honey from the bee
The smell is fine and taste sublime, it'll set your senses free

Then your cares and woes, all away they'll fall when you try a drop or two
Whether day or night you can take delight in the rare old mountain dew

Now learned men who use the pen, have sung the praises high
Of the rare poitin from Ireland green, distilled from wheat and rye.

Throw away your pills, it'll cure all ills, be ye Pagan, Christian or Jew,
Take off your coat and grease your throat, with a bucket of the mountain dew.



(claps)
[ ] [

]



whateverandeveramen.

As I was a goin' over the far famed Kerry mountains
I met with Captain Farrell and his money he was counting
I first produced my pistol and I then produced my rapier

Saying "stand and deliver" for he were a bold deceiver

I counted out his money and it made a pretty penny
I put it in me pocket and I took it home to Jenny

She sighed and she swore that she never would deceive me
But the devil take the women for they never can be easy

I went up to my chamber, all for to take a slumber
I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure 't was no wonder

But Jenny drew me charges and she filled them up with water
Then sent for captain Farrell to be ready for the slaughter

'Twas was early in the morning, just before I rose to travel
Up comes a band of footmen and likewise captain Farrell

I first produced me pistol for she stole away me rapier
I couldn't shoot the water, so a prisoner I was taken

Now there's some take delight in the carriages a-rollin'
And others take delight in the hurling and the bowling

But I take delight in the juice of the barley
And courting pretty fair maids in the morning bright and early

If anyone can aid me 'tis my brother in the army
If I can find his station in Cork or in Killarney

And if he'll go with me, we'll go rovin' through Killkenny
And I'm sure he'll treat me better than my own a-sporting Jenny



I've been a wild rover for many a year
And I've spent all my money on whiskey and beer
But now I'm returning with gold in great store
And I never will play the wild rover no more

I went to an alehouse I used to frequent
And I told the landlady my money was spent
I asked her for credit, she answered me "nay"
Saying,“Custom as yours I can have every day"

I then took from me pocket ten sovereigns bright
And the landlady's eyes opened wide with delight

She says "I have whiskeys and wines of the best
And the words that that I told you were only in jest”

I'll go home to my parents, confess what I'd done
And I'll ask them to pardon their prodigal son

And when they've hugged me as ofttimes before
I never will play the wild rover no more



Eins! Zwei! Drei! G'Suffa!

Zicke, zacke, zicke, zacke. Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!
Zicke, zacke, zicke, zacke. Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!

[DRINK]



Ranye West

Equal Parts:

Beer 
(Lager, Pilsner, Pale Ale, Wheat Ale)

Mixer

(Ginger Beer, Citrus Soda, Lemonade)

Fill Wine Glass with ice,

Add all ingredients and stir.

Garnish with Lemon Peel

Created by Seattle Bartender Jeff Steiner, This drink combines the flavors

of a shandy and a classic Aperol Spritz. WE love the nod to Seattle and

Think any excuse to keep Vitamin R on hand is a good one. 

Classic Shandy

4 oz Rainier Beer (or other Lager)

1 oz Aperol

.25 oz Lemon Juice

2 dashes Angostura Bitters

Pour Beer and Mixer into Pislner

Glass. Garnish with Lemon Wedge

or Twist.

A Shandy is a perfect way to enjoy a beer on a hot summer day, or to

create a lower ABV beverage for an all day drinking event like

Oktoberfest. 

whateverandeveramen.



Note: It's ok if you don't speak German. Hum along until the

"Eins, Zwei, G'suffa" - shout it as loud as you can - and drink up!

*In Munich is the Hofbräuhaus:
One, two, drink up!

There so many kegs are emptied:
One, two, drink up!

There is always some good man:
One, two, drink up!

Who wants to show how much he can drink
He starts in the early morning

And late in the evening he comes out
Because it's so nice at the Hofbräuhaus.

*The above translation is not intended to be sung and is included only as a reference.



Marx Augustin was a popular 15th century Viennese musician,

so beloved that he was known as "Dear Augustin" (Lieber

Augustin). Legend has it that one evening in 1679, after an

evening of heavy drinking, Augustin passed out and fell

asleep in the gutter. He was in a rough enough state that

the local gravediggers, assuming he'd fallen victim to the

plague, picked him up and threw him - and his bagpipes - into

a pit filled with bodies outside the city. In the morning,

disoriented and unable to get out of the pit, he began to

play his bagpipes. Eventually he was heard by the townspeople

who were able to rescue him.

Somehow, this odd and disturbing tale has become a well

known folksong, sung by adults and children alike.



Geld ist weg, Mäd'l ist weg,
Alles hin, Augustin.
O du lieber Augustin,
Alles ist hin.

Rock ist weg, Stock ist weg,
Augustin liegt im Dreck,
O du lieber Augustin,
Alles ist hin.

Und selbst das reiche Wien,
Hin ist's wie Augustin;
Weint mit mir im gleichen Sinn,
Alles ist hin!

Jeder Tag war ein Fest,
Und was jetzt? Pest, die Pest!
Nur ein groß' Leichenfest,
Das ist der Rest.

Augustin, Augustin,
Leg' nur ins Grab dich hin!
O du lieber Augustin,
Alles ist hin!

*Money's gone, girlfriend's gone,
All is lost, Augustin!

Oh, you dear Augustin,
All is lost!

Coat is gone, staff is gone,
Augustin lies in the dirt.
Oh, you dear Augustin,

All is lost!

Even that rich town Vienna,
Broke is it like Augustin;

Shed tears with me with thoughts akin,
All is lost!

Every day was a feast,
Now we just have the plague!

Just a great corpse's feast,
That is all that's left.

Augustin, Augustin,
Lie down in your grave!
Oh, you dear Augustin,

All is lost!

*To be sung in German, English provided for reference

whateverandeveramen.



*This is a poetic translation, intended to be sung in addition to, or in

place of the original german

Drink, drink, drink people drink,
Leave all your troubles at home.
Drink, drink, drink people drink,

Let no one here drink alone.
Forget all your worries, forget all your woes,

Be happy and carefree all day.
Forget all your troubles on such a nice day,

And drink all your troubles away.


