THE WILD ROVER




I’ve been a wild rover for many’s a year,




And I’ve spent all my money on whiskey and beer.




And now I’m returning with gold in great store,




And I never will play the wild rover no more.





CHORUS:





And it’s no, nay, never,





No, nay, never no more,





Will I play the wild rover





No never, no more.




I went to an inn-house I used to frequent,




And I told the landlady my money was spent.




I asked her for whiskey, she answered me nay,




Such a custom as yours I can have any day.




CHORUS



I took from my pocket ten sovereigns bright,




And the landlady’s eyes opened wide with delight.




She said I have whiskey and wines of the best,




And the words I have spoken were only in jest.




CHORUS



I went to my parents, confessed what I’d done,




And I asked them to pardon the prodigal son.




And when they’ve caressed me as oft times before,




And I never will play the wild rover no more.




CHORUS



Níl ‘Na Lá



Chuaigh mé ‘steach I dteach aréir,



Is d’iarr mé cárt ar bhean a’ leanna,



‘Sé dúirt sí liom, “Ní bhfaighidh tú deoir,



Buail an bóthar ‘s gabh’n a’ bhaile”.



CURFÁ:


Níl ‘na lá, níl, a ghrá,



Níl ‘na lá, ná baol ar maidin,



Níl ‘na lá, ‘s ní bheidh go fóill,



Solas ard atá sa ghealaigh.



Chuir mé féin mo lámh i m’phóc’,



‘S d’iarr mé briseadh corón uirthi,



‘Sé dúirt sí liom, “Buail a’ bord,



Is bí ag ól anseo go maidin!”



CURFÁ



“Éir’ i d’shuí, a fhir a’ tí,



Cuir ort do bhríste is do hata,



Go gcoinní tú ceol leis a’ duine cóir,



A bhéas ag ól anseo go maidin.”



CURFÁ



Nach mise féin an fear gan chéill,



A d’fhág mo chíos I mo scornach?



D’fhág mé léan orm féin,



Is d’fhág mé séan ar dhaoine eile.



CURFÁ




TOMORROW




The sun’ll come out tomorrow




Bet your bottom dollar that tomorrow




There’ll be sun.




Just thinkin’ about tomorrow




Clears away the cobwebs and the sorrow




‘Til there’s none.




When I’m stuck with a day that’s grey and lonely




I just stick out my chin and grin and say




Oh, the sun’ll come out tomorrow




So you gotta hang on ‘til tomorrow




Come what may.




Tomorrow, tomorrow, I love ya, tomorrow,




You’re only a day away.




Tomorrow, tomorrow, I love ya, tomorrow,




You’re only a day away.

******************************************

MAYBE




Maybe far away




Or maybe real nearby,




He may be pouring her coffee,




She may be straightenin’ his tie.




Maybe in a house,




All hidden by a hill,




She’s sittin’ playing piana,




He’s sittin’ payin’ a bill.




Bet ya they’re young,




Bet ya they’re smart,




Bet they collect things like ashtrays and art.




Bet ya they’re good,




Why shouldn’t they be,




Their one mistake was givin’ up me.




So maybe now it’s time,




And maybe when I wake,




They’ll be there callin’ me “Baby”




Maybe!

***********************************************

YOU’RE NEVER FULLY DRESSED WITHOUT A SMILE



1.
Hey Hobo Man




Hey Dapper Dan




You both got your style




But brother you’re never fully dressed without a smile.



2.
Your clothes may be Beau Brummely




They stand out a mile




But brother you’re never fully dressed without a smile.



3.
Who cares what they’re wearin’ 




On Main Street or Saville Row




It’s what you wear from ear to ear 




And not from head to toe that matters.




REPEAT 1, 2 AND 3




So Senator




So Janitor




So long for a while




Remember you’re never fully dressed without a smile.




REPEAT 3




So Senator




So Janitor




So long for a while




Remember you’re never fully dressed




Though you may wear the best




You’re never fully dressed with - out - a - smile.

IT’S THE HARD KNOCK LIFE




It’s the hard knock life for us




It’s the hard knock life for us




‘Stead of treated, we get tricked




‘Stead of kisses, we get kicked




It’s the hard knock life.




Got no folks to speak of so




It’s the hard knock grow we ho




Got maggots ‘stead of wool




Empty bellies ‘stead of full




It’s the hard knock life.




Don’t it feel like the wind is always howlin’




Don’t it seem like there’s never any light




Once a day don’t you want to throw the towel in




It’s easier than puttin’ up a fight.




No-one’s there when your dreams at night get creepy




No-one cares if you grow or if you shrink




No-one dries when your eyes get red and weepy




From the cryin’ you would think this place would sink.




Empty belly life, rotten smelly life,




Full of sorrow life, no tomorrow life.




Santa Clause we never see




Santa Clause, what’s that, who’s he ?




No-one cares for you a smidge




When you’re in an orphanage




It’s the hard knock life.




It’s the hard knock life for us




It’s the hard knock life for us




No-one cares for you a smidge




When you’re in an orphanage




It’s the hard knock life.




It’s the hard knock life.




It’s the hard knock life.




It’s - the - hard - knock - life.

*****************************************

ROCK ‘N ROLL

D’éirigh mé ar maidin

Is chuaigh mé ag bleán na bó

D’éirigh mé ar maidin

Is chuaigh mé ag bleán na bó, oh yea!

Chuaigh mé ag bleán na bó

Amhrán ar an sean-nós

A chasainn chuile mhaidin don bhó

Thaladh sí an bhainne

‘S bhímse sásta go leor, oh yea!

Bhímse sásta go leor

Ansin a tháinig athrú

Athrú an-aisteach ar an mbó

Thosaigh sí ag cartadh

‘S ní thaladh sí an bhainne níos mó, oh nó!

Ní thaladh sí an bhainne níos mó

Smaoinigh mé ar phlean

Go gcasainn de Rock ‘N Roll

B’fhéidir nach dtaitníonn

An sean-nós léi níos mó, oh nó!

Ní thaitníonn sí léi níos mó

Ansin a tháinig athrú

Athrú an-aisteach ar an mbó

Thosaigh sí ag pramsáil 

Agus tháil sí an bhainne gan stró, oh yea!

Tháil sí an bhainne gan stró

Nach iontach is nach aisteach

An rud é an Rock ‘N Roll

Murach go bhfuil sé aisteach

Ní bheadh sé á dhamhsú ag bó, oh nó!

Ní bheadh sé á dhamhsú ag bó

MORNINGTOWN RIDE

Train whistle blowin’

Makes a sleepy noise;

Underneath the blankets

Go all the girls and boys.

CHORUS

Rockin’, Rollin’, Ridin,

Out along the bay,

All bound for Morningtown

Many miles away.

Driver at the engine,

Fireman rings the bell,

Sandman swings the lantern,

To say that all is well.

Maybe it is raining,

Where our train will ride,

All the little travellers,

Are warm and snug inside.

Somewhere there is sunshine,

Somewhere there is day,

Somewhere there is Morningtown,

Many miles away.


MORNINGTOWN RIDE

Train whistle blowin’

Makes a sleepy noise;

Underneath the blankets

Go all the girls and boys.

CHORUS

Rockin’, Rollin’, Ridin,

Out along the bay,

All bound for Morningtown

Many miles away.

Driver at the engine,

Fireman rings the bell,

Sandman swings the lantern,

To say that all is well.

Maybe it is raining,

Where our train will ride,

All the little travellers,

Are warm and snug inside.

Somewhere there is sunshine,

Somewhere there is day,

Somewhere there is Morningtown,

Many miles away.
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