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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. 

whateverandeveramen.

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.
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Oh, there was a little hen and she had a wooden leg
The best little hen that ever laid an egg

she laid more eggs than any hen on the farm
And another little drink wouldn’t do us any harm

We had a little duck and a lot of green peas
A quart of ginger beer and some Stilton cheese

Then we felt such a pain in the shade of the palm
And another little drink wouldn’t do it any harm

I went to a ball dressed as a map of France
Said a girl, “Show me how the French advance”

When she reached the firing line I should shouted in alarm
And another little drink wouldn’t do us any harm
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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. 
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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.
It’s 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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Come one and all, both great and small,
With voices loud and clear,
And let us sing, bless Billy the King,
Who bated the tax upon beer.

Let Ministers shape the Duty on Cape
And cause Port wine to be dear,
So that they keep, the bread and meat cheap,
and give us a drop of good beer.

In drinking of rum, the maggots will come, 
and soon bald pates will appear;
I never goes out, but I carried about,
My little pint noggin of beer.

My wife and I, feel always dry,
At market on Saturday night,

Then a noggin of beer, I never need fear,
For my wife always says it is right.

In harvest field, there’s nothing can yield
The laboring man such good cheer,

To reap and sow, and make barley grow,
And to give them a skinfull of beer.
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Apple Cider Spaghett

12 oz Miller High Life 

        (or other light beer)

1.5 oz Aperol

.5 oz Lemon Juice

Combine ingredients in a glass. 

stir.

Spaghett

12 oz Miller High Life 

 (or other light beer)

1.5 oz Aperol

.1 oz chilled apple cider

Combine ingredients in a glass. 

stir.
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Alternatively, and for authenticity, take a healthy swig of your beer and

add the aperol and lemon juice directly to your bottle.

A fall take on a summer cocktail. Fancy it up by adding a lemon wedge

and a sprig of thyme to your glass or bottle. 

What the heck is a Spaghett?

“The spaghett cocktail was created by bartender Reed Cahill at Wet City

Brewing in Baltmore, Maryland. “We named it Spagett because it’s a bastardized

Aperol Spritz, which is an elegant Italian cocktail. And the character in the

‘Tim & Eric’ skit is a weirdo eating spaghetti,” Sullivan said, noting that an

Aperol Spritz is typically built with actual champagne instead of The

Champagne of Beers. “[It] seemed to characterize the cocktail and idea of the

cocktail perfectly.””*

In the end, drinks are meant to be fun and delicious - and the Spaghett is

both. The ratios above are approximate and should be adjusted to taste.
https://depauliaonline.com/55300/artslife/spagett-a-cheap-regional-crowd-pleasing-cocktail/
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I once had a fortune
Locked up in my trunk
Spent it all on gamblin’

One night when I was drunk

Seven long years I been married
Wish I was single again

A woman never knows her troubles
Until she’s married to a man

Down to the barroom he staggered
Fell down on the floor

The last word he ever uttered
I’ll never get drunk any more
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Come all you bold heroes, give an ear to me song;
I will sing in the praise of good brandy and rum:

There’s a clear crystal fountain near England shall roll.

From France we do get brandy, from Jamaica comes rum;
Sweet oranges and apples from Portugal come.

But stout and strong cider are England’s control.

My wife she do disturb me when I’m laid at my ease,
For she does as she likes and she says as she please.

My wife she’s a devil, her heart’s black as coal.

My father he do lie in the depths of the sea.
With no stone at his head, but what matters to he?

There’s a clear crystal fountain near England shall roll.
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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...
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Come all you lads and lasses, 
together let us go
Into some pleasant cornfieed 
our courage for to show

With reaphook and the sickle 
so well we’ll clear the land
The farmer says, “Well done, my lads,
 here’s liquor at your command.”

By daylight in the morning,
when birds do sweetly sing,
They are such charming creatures,
they make the valley ring.

Then in comes lovely Nancy,
the corn all for to lay,
She is my charming creature, 
I must begin to pray

See how she gathers, binds iit,
she folds it in her arms,

Then gives it some waggoner
to fill the farmer’s barns.

Now harvest’s done and ended,
the corn secure from harm,

All for to go to market boys,
we must thresh in the barn.

Here’s a health to all you farmers,
likewise to all you men,

I wish you health and happiness
till harvest comes again.
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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 and 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.
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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.

16



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.
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100 Year Old Cigar
In a mixing glass, add bitters, scotch,

benedictine, cynar, and rum

Add Ice and Stir

Spray Chilled Nick & Nora with Absinthe

Strain and pour

This recipe was featured on TikTok by @HighProofPreacher - The original

100 year old cigar recipe was created by Maks Pazuniak at Jupiter Disco in

Bushwick, a neighborhood in Brooklyn

1.75 oz Aged Rum

..5 oz Benedictine

.5 oz Cynar

.25 oz Islay Scotch Whiskey

1 dash Aromatic Bitters

Absinthe

whateverandeveramen.
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Ingredient Spotlight: Cynar

Cynar is an amaro - an Italian liqueur made from a neutral base spirit,

infused with herbs, citrus, roots, flowers or other botanicals. In the

case of cynar, the unique and somewhat surprising ingredient is

Artichoke. With a smooth, slightly sweet flavor, and a lower ABV than

many Amari, Cynar is beloved as both an aperitif and digestif (before or

after dinner drink). It is delicious on it’s own, in more liquor forward

cocktails, or even added as a shot in beer (not unlike the Spaghett). 



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!
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There’s a big holler tree down the road here from me
Where you lay down a dollar or two

You go down the ben an’ you come back again
With a jug full of good ol’ mountain dew

Well, my Uncle Nort, he’s pawed-off an’ short
He measures about four-foot-two

But he think he’s a giant when ya give him a pint
Of that good old mountain dew

My old Aunt June bought some brand new perfume
It has such a sweet smellin’ fume

But to her surprise when she had it in her eyes
They put nothin’ but good ol’ mountain dew

Well, the preacher rode by an’ his head heisted high
Said his wife had come down with the flu

An’ he thought just by force, just sell him a quart
Of that good old mountain dew

My brother Bill’s got a still on the hill
Where he runs off a gallon or two

The buzzards in th’ sky get so drunk they can’t fly
From just smellin’ that good ol’ mountain dew
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And in that hole there was a tree, rare tree and a rattlin’ tree.
And the tree in the hole, and the the hole in the bog, and the bog down in the valley, oh.

Bough
Limb

Branch
Twig
Leaf

Nest
Bird
Egg
Yolk

Chick
Wing

Feather
Flea

Speck

This is an additive song, where each verse gets longer and includes the

words to the previous verse. Want to make it a little more challenging?

Try and finish each verse in a single breath. 
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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.
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Well,  I courted a girl in Albany,
One in Montreal,
One in Philadelphia
But the best in Lewiston Falls

When you get to Albany
Give the girls a call.
There’s not a gal to be compared,
With the one’s from Lewiston Falls.

When I came on from Ireland
I was just a lad.
But working these canal boats
Is the only life I’ve had.

A dollar in a tavern
Is very easy spent

If I had it in Ireland,
I’d have to pay down the rent

Amsterdam or Liverpool,
Rome or Syracuse,

If you’ve ever been to Lewiston Falls
It’s the only place you’d choose

A drunkard in the tavern
A fish in the sea!

The cork is in the bottle,
But the whiskey is in me!
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Bourbon Lemonade
Add bourbon, lemon juice, simple

syrup and ice to a shaker and shake

well  Add ice to rocks glass. Strain

shaken mixture over ice. top with

soda water. 

garnish with lemon wheel.

This recipe was featured on instagram by @MuddleNmix

2 0z bourbon

1 oz fresh squeezed lemon juice

1 oz simple syrup

1-3 oz soda water 

1 dehydrated lemon wheel, optional

whateverandeveramen.
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In the bosom dwells no sigh, While the goblet’s brimming high,
All the world is filled with treasure, When the bowl goes round,
Darkling sorrows take their flight, In the wine’s rich ruby light, 

And the hours are winged with pleasures, When the bowl goes round.

Sweeter far the fair one smiles, Dearer all her pleasing wiles,
And the many joys she brings us, When the bowl the goes round,

Gleefully the wine we sip, With her name up-on each lip,
And no blighting sadness sings us, When the bowl goes round.

Who would shun the social board, Fly the place where mirth is stored,
And the jocund song is ringing, When the bowl goes round,

Here we join the merry band, Here we grasp the friendly hand,
Golden pleasures ever bringing, When the bowl goes round.
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Flannel Shirt
In a shaker, add whiskey, maple syrup,

lemon juice, cider, and bitters.

Shake with icE.

Strain into a rocks glass

Garnish with an Orange Twist

This recipe was featured on TikTok by @TipsyApp

2 0z Whiskey

.5 oz Maple Syrup

1.25 Oz Lemon Juice

1 oz Hard Cider

2 Dashes Bitters

1 Orange Twist

whateverandeveramen.
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Highland Gold
Add all Ingredients to shaker, 

fill completely with ice 

and shake vigorously. 

Strain into rocks glass over ice.

1oz Scotch Whisky

.5oz lemon juice

.5oz Honey

1 Lemon Peel

whateverandeveramen.
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Oh, whiskey is the life of man,
I drink whiskey when I can.

Whiskey from an old tin can,
I drink whiskey when I can.

I drink it hot, I drink it cold,
I drink it new, I drink it old.

Whiskey makes me feel so sad,
Whiskey killed my poor old dad.

Whiskey killed my poor old dad,
And whiskey drove my mother mad.

I thought I heard the old man say,
I’ll treat my crew in a decent way.

Whiskey up and whiskey down,
And whiskey all around the town.

Oh, whiskey here and whiskey there,
Oh, I’ll have whiskey everywhere.
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A way down south where I was born.

O! early on a summer’s morn.

I made up my mind to go to sea.

A smart Yankee packet lay out in the bay.

She was waiting a fair wind to get under way.

If she hasn’t a fair wind she’s lying there still.

In Portsmouth town where I was born.

’Twas there I joined the boys in blue.

And in Portsmouth town there lived a girl.

And this young girl I loved her so well.
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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.

Swung

31



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 ingredienb ts to shaker with

ice, shake and strain into 

glass filled with ice.

Garnish with Lime Wedge
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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 you a song.

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'll 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.
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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.
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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.
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Oh, the sweetest packet you can find, 
Is the “Margaret Evans” of the Blue Star Line!

Oh, the times are hard and the wages low,
Oh, it can’t get worse, so we’re bound to go.

Oh, the winds were foul and the work was hard,
From the Liverpool docks to the Brooklyn yard.

Oh, we’re outward bound for New York Town,
Them bowery gals we’ll waltz around.

Oh, we’re outward bound for the West Street Pier,
With Galway shale and Liverpool beer.

Oh, and when we’re back in Liverpool town,
We’ll stand ya’s whiskeys all around!
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Safe and sound at home again
 Let the waters roar, Jack
Safe and sound at home again
Let the waters roar, Jack

Since we sailed from Plymouth Sound 
Four years gone, or nigh, Jack 
Was there ever chummies, now 
Such as you and I, Jack?

We have worked the self-same gun: 
Quarterdeck division 
Sponger I and loader you 
Through the whole commission

Oftentimes have we laid out toil 
nor danger fearing, 
Tugging out the flapping sail
to the weather bearing

When the middle watch was on 
And the time went slow, boy 

Who could choose a rousing stave 
Who like Jack or Joe, boy?

There she swings, an empty hulk 
Not a soul below now 

Number seven starboard mess 
Misses Jack and Joe now

But the best of friends must part 
Fair or foul the weather 

Hand yer flipper for a shake 
Now a drink together
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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
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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 resurgence in modern years.
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Come all you young sailor men, listen to me,
I’ll sing you a song of the fish in the sea.

Up jumps the eel with his slippery tail,
Climbs up aloft and reefs the topsail!

Then up jumps the shark with his nine rows of teeth,
Saying “You eat the dough, boys, and I’ll eat the beef!”

Up jumps the whale, the largest of all,
“If you want any wind, well I’ll blow you a squall!”
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General Taylor gained the day,
Oh, General Taylor gained the day

Oh, I wish I was old Stormy’s son,
I’d build a ship ten thousand tons

I’d load her down with ale and rum,
And every shellback should have some

Oh, we dig his grave with a silver spade,
And his shroud of the softest silk is made

And we lower him down on a golden chain,
On every link we’ll carve his name

General Taylor’s dead and gone,
General Taylor’s dead and gone
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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'.

Swung
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Horsefeather
In a Highball glass, add rye whiskey,

lemon juice, and bitters.

Fill with Ice - top with Ginger beer

Garnish with a lemon wedge

This recipe was featured on TikTok by @TipsyApp

2 0z Rye Whiskey

.5 oz fresh squeezed lemon juice

13 dashes angostura bitters

Ginger Beer

1 Lemon Wedge

whateverandeveramen.
43



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.
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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.

whateverandeveramen.
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I dreamed a dream the other night,
My love, she came, all dressed in white.

I dreamed my love came in my sleep,
Her cheeks were wet, her eyes did weep.

She came to me at my bedside,
All dressed in white, like some fair bride.

And bravely in her bosom fair,
A red, red rose my love did wear.

She made no sound, no word she said,
And then I knew my love was dead.
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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.
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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.

whateverandeveramen.

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

Man the 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!
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Oh, poor old Reuben Ranzo,
Oh, poor old Reuben Ranzo.

Oh, Ranzo was no sailor,
So he shipped aboard a whaler.

Oh, Ranzo was no beauty,
He couldn’t do his duty.

So they took him to the gangway,
And gave him five and thirty.

Now the captain was a good man,
He took him to the cabin.

And he took him to his cabin,
And gave him wine and brandy.

And he taught him navigation,
To fit him for his station.

And he married the captain’s daughter,
And still he sails blue water.

And now he’s Captain Ranzo,
Hurrah for Captain Ranzo!

50



51



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.
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There once was a ship that put to sea,
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 a right 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.
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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.

whateverandeveramen.
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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.
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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 away from your friends and companions
Betrayed by the black velvet band."
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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.”
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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,

 Oh, 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

Oh, lad I don't know where you been but I see you won first prize!
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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
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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,
 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
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1 oz Guinnesss

1.5 oz Irish Whiskey
Bar spoon of Demerara Syrup

3 dashes molasses bitters

Guinness Old Fashioned
Combine ingredients in mixing glass. 

Add Ice and stir.

Strain into a rocks glass.
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This recipe was featured on instagram by itscocktailhour_ (Sean Briggs). 

Did you Know?

Guinness was founded in 1759 - the same year Robert Burns was born

The location for the original Guinness brewery at St. James Gate was

contracted as a 9,000 year lease

Guinness registered the harp as their trademark logo in 1876 - but it is

also the national symbol of Ireland. How do you differentiate the

two? The straight edge of the Guinness harp is always on the left,

while the soundboard of the Republic of Ireland always goes on the

right.

Split the G

A smooth drinking Guinness is a great addition to a cocktail, and can

be mixed in a variety of different ways - but the simplest way to enjoy it

is in a pint. Next time you have one on draft - see if you can split the G!

On your first gulp, do your best to drink exactly enough that when

you set your pint down on the table, the beer will measure directly to

the middle of the G in the word Guinness on your glass.



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’ll take one drink and then take no more. 

When I'm dying and my drinking's o'er
I’ll take one 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.
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Bourbon Prosecco Punch
Add all ingredients to a large bottle

Shake

Pour mix into wine glass, and top with

prosecco – ratio of mix to prosecco

varies based on preference.

This recipe was featured on TikTok by @crewbarware

.75 Cups Bourbon

1.75 Cups Apple Cider

.5 cup Orange Juice

2 oz Lemon Juice

2 Oz Honey

1 Tsp Vanilla Extract

Dehydrated lemons, cranberries,

rosemary, cinnamon sticks

Prosecco

whateverandeveramen.
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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’ll 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!
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Let your quacks and newspapers be cutting their capers
and curing the vapor, the scratch or the gout.

With their medical potions, their pills and their lotions,
Upholding their notions they’re mighty put out.

Who can tell the true physics of all things pathetic
And pitch to the devil cramp, colic, and spleen?
You will find it, I think, if you take a big drink,

With your mouth to the brink of a jug of poitín. 

So stick to the craythur, the best thing in nature,
For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys.

Oh, what moderation gives hope to a nation
Can give consolation like poitín, me boys.
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No liquid cosmetic to lovers athletic
Or ladies pathetic can give such a bloom

As the sweet by the powers in the garden of flowers
E'er gave their own bowers such a darling perfume.

And this liquid so rare if you willingly share
To be taking your hair when it's frizzled and dead;

Oh, the sod has the merit to yield the true spirit,
So strong it will shake all the hairs from your head

So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature
For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys.

Oh, since its perfection, no doctor's direction
Can cleanse the complexion like poitín, me boys.

As a child in me cradle, the nurse from her ladle
Was swillin her mouth with a notion of Pep.

When a drop from her bottle fell into my throttle,
I capered and scrambled right out of her lap.

On the floor I lay crawlin' and screaming and bawling
'Til me mother and father were called to the fore.
All sobbing and sighing they feared I was dying.

They found I was only crying for more.

So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature
For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys.
Oh lord, how I'd chuckle if babes in their truckle

Could only be suckled on poitín, me boys.
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Through youthful digressions and times of depression,
My childhood's impression still clung to my mind.
And at school or at college, the basis of knowledge

I never could gulp 'til with whisky combined.
And as older I'm growing times e'er bestowin'

On Erin's potation, a flavor so fine;
And how ere they may lecture on Jove and his nectar

Itself is the only true liquid divine.

So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature
For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys.

Oh lord, 'tis the right thing for courting and fighting
There's naught so exciting as poitín, me boys.

Come guess me this riddle: what beats pipes and fiddle?
What's hotter than mustard and wilder than cream?

What best wets your whistle? What's clearer than crystal?
What's sweeter than honey and stronger than steam?

What will make the dumb talk? What will make the lame walk?
The elixir of life and philospher's stone.

And what helped Mr. Brunel to dig the Thames Tunnel?
Wasn't it poteen from ould Inishowen?

So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature
For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys.
Oh lord, it's no wonder, if lightning and thunder
Was made from the plunder of poitín, me boys.

67



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 the 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.
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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 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
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Irish Revolver
In a rocks glass with large ice cube

add Irish whiskey, liqueur, & Bitters

Stir for 10-15 seconds

Express Orange Peel and Garnish

This recipe was featured on TikTok by @Moodycocktails

2 0z Irish Whiskey

.5 oz Coffee Liqueur

2 Dashes Orange Bitters

1 Orange Twist
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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 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 have hugged me as ofttimes before
I never will play the wild rover no more.
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Bring on the beer or I’ll collapse - hurray!

Should the beer be in the cellar,
while I’m about to faint here?

If  I don’t get beer right away,
I’ll wreck the whole pub!

Bavarian Lagers and the Rheinheitsgebot

Rheinheitsgebot is the formal 1873 name for a Bavarian law issued by the Duke

of Bavaria, Wilhelm IV, on April 23 1516. In its modern form, this “purity law”

dictates that all beer brewed in Germany must include only barley, hops, and

water (although yeast is a universally accepted fourth ingredient). For

centuries, this led to the prevailing thought that German beer was somehow

more pure, more healthy, and in fact better than beer that did not follow

this strict guideline. As beer styles and flavors around the world have

evolved over time, some view this law as more prohibitive than beneficial -

more marketing ploy than necessary restriction. Still, for most German

brewers it is a source of pride, and we love it as symbol of German culture

and all things Bier. Prost!



Eins! Zwei! Drei! G'Suffa!

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

[DRINK]
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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 Pilsner

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. 
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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.

Note: this is only the chorus of a longer German song
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Marx Augustin was a popular 17th 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.
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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
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Da wollen wir nit zaghaft sein!
Bring noch ein volles Glas,
Heda, Wirt, vom besten Wein,
Dort aus dem größten Faß!
 
Sauft die Gläser zügig aus,
Werft Tisch und Bänke um,
Schmeißt den Wirt zum Fenster raus!
Heda, der schaut sich um!

Heda he! Er kann nicht mehr,
Sein Bauch ist viel zu klein.
Sauf dir einen Ranzen an
Wie ich, so sollst du sein!

Saufen ist ein gut's Gelag,
Das kostet nicht das Geld.
Drum trauert keinem Pfennig nach!
Das Geld bleibt in der Welt.

Wer beim Saufen kläglich ist,
Ist nüchtern nicht gescheit.
Darum sauft die Gläser leer
Und klagt zur andern Zeit!

We don't wanna be shy!
So bring another full glass,

Hey, innkeeper, of the best wine,
From the biggest cask!

Drink the glasses up quickly,
Knock the table and benches over,

Kick the innkeeper out of the window!
Hey, he's in for a good surprise!

Hey! He can't take it anymore,
His stomach is way too small.
Drink until you get a beer-gut

You shall do as I do!

Getting drunk is a nice feast,
It is well worth the money.

So don't regret a penny of it!
The money stays in the world.

Whoever's a bad drinker,
Isn't sane when sober.

So drink up your glasses
And complain another time!
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*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.

Note: this is only the chorus of a longer German song
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Originating around 1905, Ban Bourguignon has (unofficially) become

the anthem of the Burgundy (a region in france well known for its

wine). Sing this with friends the next time you open a great bottle of

wine!

X - indicates a clap

Hold your arms up at a Near ninety degree angle, with your hands

positioned as if they are holding a glass of wine in the air. turn your

hands at the wrist on every beat, as if to turn the wine inside. Then drop

your hands to clap.
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A song to encourage the drinking of wine. Traditionally, this song is

sung and directed at one person until they have finished their glass of

wine. When finished, they turn over their glass and place it on the table.

If a drop of wine is spilled, they must fill it up and start again.

Drink it all.

He drank it all
and it didn’t hurt him

Water hurts him
Wine makes him sing



Nous étions six fameux bougres.
Revenant de Longjumeau,
Nous entrâm's dans une auberge
Pour y boir' du vin nouveau, oh!

Nous entrâm's dans une auberge
Pour y boir' du vin nouveau
Nous vidâm's plus d'une fiole
Nous y bûmes plus d'un pot, oh!

Chacun fouilla dans ses poches
Quand il fallut payer l'pot,
Dans la poche du plus riche
On n'trouva qu'un écu faux, oh!

Sacrebleu! dit la patronne.
Qu'on leur prenne leur shako!
Nom de Dieu! dit la servante,
Leur falzar, leurs godillots, oh!

We were six famous buggers.
Returning from Longjumeau,

We entered an inn
To drink new wine there, oh!

We entered an inn
To drink new wine there

We emptied more than one vial
We drank more than one pot there, oh!

Everyone reached into their pockets
When it was time to pay the pot,

In the pocket of the richest
We only found a false shield, oh!

Damn it! said the boss.
Take their shako!

For God Sake! said the servant,
Their falzar, their shoes, oh!
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Quand nous fûmes en liquette,
Nous montâm's sur des tonneaux,
Nos liquett's étaient si courtes
Que l'on voyait nos marteaux, oh!

Sacrebleu! dit la patronne,
Qu'ils sont noirs et qu'ils sont beaux!
Nom de Dieu! dit la servante,
J'en voudrais bien un morceau, oh!

Sacrebleu! dit la patronne,
Tous les six, il me les faut!
Et tous les six y passèrent,
Du plus p'tit jusqu'au plus gros, oh!

Sacrebleu! dit la patronne,
Qu'on leur rende leur shako!
Nom de Dieu! dit la servante,
Leur falzar, leurs godillots, oh!

Et en sortant nous plaçâmes
Sur la porte un écriteau :
C'est ici qu'on boit, qu'on mange
Et qu'on paye à coups d'marteaux, oh!

The first two lines of each stanza are to be sung once as a solo, and

then repeated by everyone. the second two lines are then sung once as a

solo before everyone joins in the chorus.

When we were in clothes,
We climbed onto barrels,
Our shirt's were so short

That we could see our hammers, oh!

Sacrebleu! said the boss,
How black and beautiful they are!

For God Sake! said the servant,
I would like a piece of it, oh!

Sacrebleu! said the boss,
I need all six of them!

And all six passed there,
From the smallest to the biggest, oh!

Sacrebleu! said the boss,
Give them back their shako!

For God Sake! said the servant,
Their pants, their boots, oh!

And going out we placed
A sign on the door:

This is where we drink, where we eat
And we pay with hammers, oh!

85



Chevaliers de la table ronde,
Goûtons voir si le vin est bon. 
Goûtons voir, oui, oui, oui,
Goûtons voir, non, non, non,
Goûtons voir si le vin est bon.

S'il est bon, s'il est agréable,
J'en boirai jusqu'à mon plaisir.

J'en boirai cinq ou six bouteilles,
Une femme sur les genoux.

Knights of the round table,
Let's taste if the wine is good.

Let's taste it, yes, yes, yes,
Let's taste it, no, no, no,

Let's taste if the wine is good.

If it is good, if it is pleasant,
I'll drink it to my heart's content.

I’ll drink five or six bottles,
A woman on my knees.

Each couplet of text is sung twice, first as a solo and then repeated by

everyone. The second line is then sung again, interspersed with “Oui, oui,

oui” or “Non, non, non”. An example is provided for the first verse,

subsequent couplets take the same form.
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Et si le tonneau se débouche
J’en boirai jusqu’à mon loisir.

Si je meurs, je veux qu'on m'enterre
Dans une cave où il y a du bon vin.

Les deux pieds contre la muraille
Et la tête sous le robinet.

Sur ma tombe je veux qu'on inscrive,
“Ici gît le roi du bon vin.”

La morale de cette histoire
C'est de boire avant de mourir.

And if the barrel is uncorked
I will drink it at my leisure.

If I die, I want to be buried
In a cellar where there is good wine.

Both feet against the wall
And the head under the tap.

On my grave I want to be inscribed,
“Here lies the king of good wine.”

The moral of this story
Is to drink before you die.
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Lulu had two boyfriends,
both were very rich
One was the son of a baker,
the other the son of a

Some girls work in cafes, 
others work in stores
Lulu works in a trailer,
with fourteen other

High upon the mountain,
sitting in the grass,
Her little skirt was so short,
it showed us all her

Lulu had a baby, 
it came as quite a shock
She couldn’t name it “Lulu”
because it had a 

Lulu had a boyfriend,
He drove a garbage truck

Never got no garbage
‘cause he he did was

Lulu has a bicycle,
the seat’s on back to front

every time she sit on it
it goes right up her

Lulu had a rooster,
Lulu had a duck,

She put them in the backyard
to see if they would
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Well this is number one, and we’ve only just begun.

Oh, this is number two, and we’re taking off  our shoes.

This is number three and his hand is on my knee.

Oh this is number four, and we’re rolling on the floor.

This is number five and his hand is on my thigh.

Oh this is number six, and he’s got me in a fix.

This is number seven, I think I’ve died and gone to heaven.

This is number eight, and it’s getting rather late.

This is number nine, and I’m feeling pretty fine.

This is number ten and let’s do it all again.
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	Oh, there was a little hen and she had a wooden leg The best little hen that ever laid an egg she laid more eggs than any hen on the farm And another little drink wouldn’t do us any harm
	We had a little duck and a lot of green peas A quart of ginger beer and some Stilton cheese Then we felt such a pain in the shade of the palm And another little drink wouldn’t do it any harm
	I went to a ball dressed as a map of France Said a girl, “Show me how the French advance” When she reached the firing line I should shouted in alarm And another little drink wouldn’t do us any harm
	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
	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.
	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. It’s only eight pence hapenny and one and six in tax. **(1 2 3 4 5)
	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.
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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.
	Come one and all, both great and small, With voices loud and clear, And let us sing, bless Billy the King, Who bated the tax upon beer.
	Let Ministers shape the Duty on Cape And cause Port wine to be dear, So that they keep, the bread and meat cheap, and give us a drop of good beer.
	In drinking of rum, the maggots will come,  and soon bald pates will appear; I never goes out, but I carried about, My little pint noggin of beer.
	My wife and I, feel always dry, At market on Saturday night, Then a noggin of beer, I never need fear, For my wife always says it is right.
	In harvest field, there’s nothing can yield The laboring man such good cheer, To reap and sow, and make barley grow, And to give them a skinfull of beer.
	Spaghett
	12 oz Miller High Life          (or other light beer) 1.5 oz Aperol .5 oz Lemon Juice
	Combine ingredients in a glass.  stir.
	Alternatively, and for authenticity, take a healthy swig of your beer and add the aperol and lemon juice directly to your bottle.

	Apple Cider Spaghett
	12 oz Miller High Life   (or other light beer) 1.5 oz Aperol .1 oz chilled apple cider
	Combine ingredients in a glass.  stir.
	A fall take on a summer cocktail. Fancy it up by adding a lemon wedge and a sprig of thyme to your glass or bottle.
	What the heck is a Spaghett?
	“The spaghett cocktail was created by bartender Reed Cahill at Wet City Brewing in Baltmore, Maryland. “We named it Spagett because it’s a bastardized Aperol Spritz, which is an elegant Italian cocktail. And the character in the ‘Tim & Eric’ skit is a weirdo eating spaghetti,” Sullivan said, noting that an Aperol Spritz is typically built with actual champagne instead of The Champagne of Beers. “[It] seemed to characterize the cocktail and idea of the cocktail perfectly.””*
	In the end, drinks are meant to be fun and delicious - and the Spaghett is both. The ratios above are approximate and should be adjusted to taste.
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	I once had a fortune Locked up in my trunk Spent it all on gamblin’ One night when I was drunk
	Seven long years I been married Wish I was single again A woman never knows her troubles Until she’s married to a man
	Down to the barroom he staggered Fell down on the floor The last word he ever uttered I’ll never get drunk any more
	Come all you bold heroes, give an ear to me song; I will sing in the praise of good brandy and rum: There’s a clear crystal fountain near England shall roll.
	From France we do get brandy, from Jamaica comes rum; Sweet oranges and apples from Portugal come. But stout and strong cider are England’s control.
	My wife she do disturb me when I’m laid at my ease, For she does as she likes and she says as she please. My wife she’s a devil, her heart’s black as coal.
	My father he do lie in the depths of the sea. With no stone at his head, but what matters to he? There’s a clear crystal fountain near England shall roll.
	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...
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	Come all you lads and lasses,  together let us go Into some pleasant cornfieed  our courage for to show
	With reaphook and the sickle  so well we’ll clear the land The farmer says, “Well done, my lads,  here’s liquor at your command.”
	By daylight in the morning, when birds do sweetly sing, They are such charming creatures, they make the valley ring.
	Then in comes lovely Nancy, the corn all for to lay, She is my charming creature,  I must begin to pray
	See how she gathers, binds iit, she folds it in her arms, Then gives it some waggoner to fill the farmer’s barns.
	Now harvest’s done and ended, the corn secure from harm, All for to go to market boys, we must thresh in the barn.
	Here’s a health to all you farmers, likewise to all you men, I wish you health and happiness till harvest comes again.
	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 and 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.
	100 Year Old Cigar
	whateverandeveramen.

	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!
	There’s a big holler tree down the road here from me Where you lay down a dollar or two You go down the ben an’ you come back again With a jug full of good ol’ mountain dew
	Well, my Uncle Nort, he’s pawed-off an’ short He measures about four-foot-two But he think he’s a giant when ya give him a pint Of that good old mountain dew
	My old Aunt June bought some brand new perfume It has such a sweet smellin’ fume But to her surprise when she had it in her eyes They put nothin’ but good ol’ mountain dew
	Well, the preacher rode by an’ his head heisted high Said his wife had come down with the flu An’ he thought just by force, just sell him a quart Of that good old mountain dew
	My brother Bill’s got a still on the hill Where he runs off a gallon or two The buzzards in th’ sky get so drunk they can’t fly From just smellin’ that good ol’ mountain dew
	And in that hole there was a tree, rare tree and a rattlin’ tree. And the tree in the hole, and the the hole in the bog, and the bog down in the valley, oh.
	Bough Limb Branch Twig Leaf
	Nest Bird Egg Yolk
	Chick Wing Feather Flea Speck
	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.
	Well,  I courted a girl in Albany, One in Montreal, One in Philadelphia But the best in Lewiston Falls
	When you get to Albany Give the girls a call. There’s not a gal to be compared, With the one’s from Lewiston Falls.
	When I came on from Ireland I was just a lad. But working these canal boats Is the only life I’ve had.
	A dollar in a tavern Is very easy spent If I had it in Ireland, I’d have to pay down the rent
	Amsterdam or Liverpool, Rome or Syracuse, If you’ve ever been to Lewiston Falls It’s the only place you’d choose
	A drunkard in the tavern A fish in the sea! The cork is in the bottle, But the whiskey is in me!
	Bourbon Lemonade
	whateverandeveramen.

	In the bosom dwells no sigh, While the goblet’s brimming high, All the world is filled with treasure, When the bowl goes round, Darkling sorrows take their flight, In the wine’s rich ruby light,  And the hours are winged with pleasures, When the bowl goes round.
	Sweeter far the fair one smiles, Dearer all her pleasing wiles, And the many joys she brings us, When the bowl the goes round, Gleefully the wine we sip, With her name up-on each lip, And no blighting sadness sings us, When the bowl goes round.
	Who would shun the social board, Fly the place where mirth is stored, And the jocund song is ringing, When the bowl goes round, Here we join the merry band, Here we grasp the friendly hand, Golden pleasures ever bringing, When the bowl goes round.
	Flannel Shirt
	whateverandeveramen.

	Highland Gold
	whateverandeveramen.

	Oh, whiskey is the life of man, I drink whiskey when I can.
	Whiskey from an old tin can, I drink whiskey when I can.
	I drink it hot, I drink it cold, I drink it new, I drink it old.
	Whiskey makes me feel so sad, Whiskey killed my poor old dad.
	Whiskey killed my poor old dad, And whiskey drove my mother mad.
	I thought I heard the old man say, I’ll treat my crew in a decent way.
	Whiskey up and whiskey down, And whiskey all around the town.
	Oh, whiskey here and whiskey there, Oh, I’ll have whiskey everywhere.
	A way down south where I was born.
	O! early on a summer’s morn.
	I made up my mind to go to sea.
	A smart Yankee packet lay out in the bay.
	She was waiting a fair wind to get under way.
	If she hasn’t a fair wind she’s lying there still.
	In Portsmouth town where I was born.
	’Twas there I joined the boys in blue.
	And in Portsmouth town there lived a girl.
	And this young girl I loved her so well.
	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.
	Grog
	Hot Grog
	whateverandeveramen.

	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 you a song.
	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'll 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.
	Oh, the sweetest packet you can find,  Is the “Margaret Evans” of the Blue Star Line!
	Oh, the times are hard and the wages low, Oh, it can’t get worse, so we’re bound to go.
	Oh, the winds were foul and the work was hard, From the Liverpool docks to the Brooklyn yard.
	Oh, we’re outward bound for New York Town, Them bowery gals we’ll waltz around.
	Oh, we’re outward bound for the West Street Pier, With Galway shale and Liverpool beer.
	Oh, and when we’re back in Liverpool town, We’ll stand ya’s whiskeys all around!
	Safe and sound at home again  Let the waters roar, Jack Safe and sound at home again Let the waters roar, Jack
	Since we sailed from Plymouth Sound  Four years gone, or nigh, Jack  Was there ever chummies, now  Such as you and I, Jack?
	We have worked the self-same gun:  Quarterdeck division  Sponger I and loader you  Through the whole commission
	Oftentimes have we laid out toil  nor danger fearing,  Tugging out the flapping sail to the weather bearing
	When the middle watch was on  And the time went slow, boy  Who could choose a rousing stave  Who like Jack or Joe, boy?
	There she swings, an empty hulk  Not a soul below now  Number seven starboard mess  Misses Jack and Joe now
	But the best of friends must part  Fair or foul the weather  Hand yer flipper for a shake  Now a drink together
	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.**
	Don't Give Up the Ship
	whateverandeveramen.

	Come all you young sailor men, listen to me, I’ll sing you a song of the fish in the sea.
	Up jumps the eel with his slippery tail, Climbs up aloft and reefs the topsail!
	Then up jumps the shark with his nine rows of teeth, Saying “You eat the dough, boys, and I’ll eat the beef!”
	Up jumps the whale, the largest of all, “If you want any wind, well I’ll blow you a squall!”
	General Taylor gained the day, Oh, General Taylor gained the day
	Oh, I wish I was old Stormy’s son, I’d build a ship ten thousand tons
	I’d load her down with ale and rum, And every shellback should have some
	Oh, we dig his grave with a silver spade, And his shroud of the softest silk is made
	And we lower him down on a golden chain, On every link we’ll carve his name
	General Taylor’s dead and gone, General Taylor’s dead and gone
	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'.
	Horsefeather
	whateverandeveramen.

	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.
	whateverandeveramen.
	I dreamed a dream the other night, My love, she came, all dressed in white.
	I dreamed my love came in my sleep, Her cheeks were wet, her eyes did weep.
	She came to me at my bedside, All dressed in white, like some fair bride.
	And bravely in her bosom fair, A red, red rose my love did wear.
	She made no sound, no word she said, And then I knew my love was dead.
	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
	Nelson's Blood No. 2
	whateverandeveramen.

	Now we are ready to head for the Horn. Our boots and our clothes, boys, are all in the pawn.
	Man the 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!
	Oh, poor old Reuben Ranzo, Oh, poor old Reuben Ranzo.
	Oh, Ranzo was no sailor, So he shipped aboard a whaler.
	Oh, Ranzo was no beauty, He couldn’t do his duty.
	So they took him to the gangway, And gave him five and thirty.
	Now the captain was a good man, He took him to the cabin.
	And he took him to his cabin, And gave him wine and brandy.
	And he taught him navigation, To fit him for his station.
	And he married the captain’s daughter, And still he sails blue water.
	And now he’s Captain Ranzo, Hurrah for Captain Ranzo!
	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 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.
	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.
	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.
	whateverandeveramen.
	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 sea, 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 a right 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
	whateverandeveramen.

	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 away 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,  Oh, 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 Oh, 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
	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,  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?"
	Guinness Old Fashioned
	whateverandeveramen.

	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’ll take one drink and then take no more.  When I'm dying and my drinking's o'er I’ll take one 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.
	Bourbon Prosecco Punch
	whateverandeveramen.

	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’ll 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!
	So stick to the craythur, the best thing in nature, For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys. Oh, what moderation gives hope to a nation Can give consolation like poitín, me boys.
	So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys. Oh lord, how I'd chuckle if babes in their truckle Could only be suckled on poitín, me boys.
	So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys. Oh, since its perfection, no doctor's direction Can cleanse the complexion like poitín, me boys.
	So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys. Oh lord, 'tis the right thing for courting and fighting There's naught so exciting as poitín, me boys.
	So stick to the craythur the best thing in nature For drowning your sorrows and raising your joys. Oh lord, it's no wonder, if lightning and thunder Was made from the plunder of poitín, me boys.
	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 the 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)
	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 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
	whateverandeveramen.
	Irish Revolver
	whateverandeveramen.

	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 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 have hugged me as ofttimes before I never will play the wild rover no more.
	[DRINK]
	Classic Shandy
	Ranye West
	whateverandeveramen.

	*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.
	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!
	Marx Augustin was a popular 17th 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!
	whateverandeveramen.
	Da wollen wir nit zaghaft sein! Bring noch ein volles Glas, Heda, Wirt, vom besten Wein, Dort aus dem größten Faß!
	Sauft die Gläser zügig aus, Werft Tisch und Bänke um, Schmeißt den Wirt zum Fenster raus! Heda, der schaut sich um!
	Heda he! Er kann nicht mehr, Sein Bauch ist viel zu klein. Sauf dir einen Ranzen an Wie ich, so sollst du sein!
	Saufen ist ein gut's Gelag, Das kostet nicht das Geld. Drum trauert keinem Pfennig nach! Das Geld bleibt in der Welt.
	Wer beim Saufen kläglich ist, Ist nüchtern nicht gescheit. Darum sauft die Gläser leer Und klagt zur andern Zeit!
	We don't wanna be shy! So bring another full glass, Hey, innkeeper, of the best wine, From the biggest cask!
	Drink the glasses up quickly, Knock the table and benches over, Kick the innkeeper out of the window! Hey, he's in for a good surprise!
	Hey! He can't take it anymore, His stomach is way too small. Drink until you get a beer-gut You shall do as I do!
	Getting drunk is a nice feast, It is well worth the money. So don't regret a penny of it! The money stays in the world.
	Whoever's a bad drinker, Isn't sane when sober. So drink up your glasses And complain another time!
	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.
	*This is a poetic translation, intended to be sung in addition to, or in place of the original german

	X - indicates a clap
	Hold your arms up at a Near ninety degree angle, with your hands positioned as if they are holding a glass of wine in the air. turn your hands at the wrist on every beat, as if to turn the wine inside. Then drop your hands to clap.
	Originating around 1905, Ban Bourguignon has (unofficially) become the anthem of the Burgundy (a region in france well known for its wine). Sing this with friends the next time you open a great bottle of wine!
	Drink it all.
	He drank it all and it didn’t hurt him Water hurts him Wine makes him sing
	A song to encourage the drinking of wine. Traditionally, this song is sung and directed at one person until they have finished their glass of wine. When finished, they turn over their glass and place it on the table. If a drop of wine is spilled, they must fill it up and start again.
	Nous étions six fameux bougres. Revenant de Longjumeau, Nous entrâm's dans une auberge Pour y boir' du vin nouveau, oh!
	Nous entrâm's dans une auberge Pour y boir' du vin nouveau Nous vidâm's plus d'une fiole Nous y bûmes plus d'un pot, oh!
	Chacun fouilla dans ses poches Quand il fallut payer l'pot, Dans la poche du plus riche On n'trouva qu'un écu faux, oh!
	Sacrebleu! dit la patronne. Qu'on leur prenne leur shako! Nom de Dieu! dit la servante, Leur falzar, leurs godillots, oh!
	We were six famous buggers. Returning from Longjumeau, We entered an inn To drink new wine there, oh!
	We entered an inn To drink new wine there We emptied more than one vial We drank more than one pot there, oh!
	Everyone reached into their pockets When it was time to pay the pot, In the pocket of the richest We only found a false shield, oh!
	Damn it! said the boss. Take their shako! For God Sake! said the servant, Their falzar, their shoes, oh!
	Quand nous fûmes en liquette, Nous montâm's sur des tonneaux, Nos liquett's étaient si courtes Que l'on voyait nos marteaux, oh!
	Sacrebleu! dit la patronne, Qu'on leur rende leur shako! Nom de Dieu! dit la servante, Leur falzar, leurs godillots, oh!
	Sacrebleu! dit la patronne, Tous les six, il me les faut! Et tous les six y passèrent, Du plus p'tit jusqu'au plus gros, oh!
	Sacrebleu! dit la patronne, Qu'ils sont noirs et qu'ils sont beaux! Nom de Dieu! dit la servante, J'en voudrais bien un morceau, oh!
	Et en sortant nous plaçâmes Sur la porte un écriteau : C'est ici qu'on boit, qu'on mange Et qu'on paye à coups d'marteaux, oh!
	When we were in clothes, We climbed onto barrels, Our shirt's were so short That we could see our hammers, oh!
	Sacrebleu! said the boss, How black and beautiful they are! For God Sake! said the servant, I would like a piece of it, oh!
	Sacrebleu! said the boss, I need all six of them! And all six passed there, From the smallest to the biggest, oh!
	Sacrebleu! said the boss, Give them back their shako! For God Sake! said the servant, Their pants, their boots, oh!
	And going out we placed A sign on the door: This is where we drink, where we eat And we pay with hammers, oh!
	Chevaliers de la table ronde, Goûtons voir si le vin est bon.  Goûtons voir, oui, oui, oui, Goûtons voir, non, non, non, Goûtons voir si le vin est bon.
	S'il est bon, s'il est agréable, J'en boirai jusqu'à mon plaisir.
	J'en boirai cinq ou six bouteilles, Une femme sur les genoux.
	Knights of the round table, Let's taste if the wine is good. Let's taste it, yes, yes, yes, Let's taste it, no, no, no, Let's taste if the wine is good.
	If it is good, if it is pleasant, I'll drink it to my heart's content.
	I’ll drink five or six bottles, A woman on my knees.
	Et si le tonneau se débouche J’en boirai jusqu’à mon loisir.
	Si je meurs, je veux qu'on m'enterre Dans une cave où il y a du bon vin.
	Les deux pieds contre la muraille Et la tête sous le robinet.
	Sur ma tombe je veux qu'on inscrive, “Ici gît le roi du bon vin.”
	La morale de cette histoire C'est de boire avant de mourir.
	And if the barrel is uncorked I will drink it at my leisure.
	If I die, I want to be buried In a cellar where there is good wine.
	Both feet against the wall And the head under the tap.
	On my grave I want to be inscribed, “Here lies the king of good wine.”
	The moral of this story Is to drink before you die.
	Lulu had two boyfriends, both were very rich One was the son of a baker, the other the son of a
	Some girls work in cafes,  others work in stores Lulu works in a trailer, with fourteen other
	High upon the mountain, sitting in the grass, Her little skirt was so short, it showed us all her
	Lulu had a baby,  it came as quite a shock She couldn’t name it “Lulu” because it had a
	Lulu had a boyfriend, He drove a garbage truck Never got no garbage ‘cause he he did was
	Lulu has a bicycle, the seat’s on back to front every time she sit on it it goes right up her
	Lulu had a rooster, Lulu had a duck, She put them in the backyard to see if they would
	Well this is number one, and we’ve only just begun.
	Oh, this is number two, and we’re taking off our shoes.
	This is number three and his hand is on my knee.
	Oh this is number four, and we’re rolling on the floor.
	This is number five and his hand is on my thigh.
	Oh this is number six, and he’s got me in a fix.
	This is number seven, I think I’ve died and gone to heaven.
	This is number eight, and it’s getting rather late.
	This is number nine, and I’m feeling pretty fine.
	This is number ten and let’s do it all again.

