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A	Drop	of	Nelsons	Blood	

	

Well a drop of Nelson’s blood wouldn’t do us any harm, 
A drop of Nelson’s blood wouldn’t do us any harm, 
A drop of Nelson’s blood wouldn’t do us any harm, 

And we’ll all hang on behind. 

Chorus		
And we’ll roll the old chariot along, 
And we’ll roll the old chariot along, 
And we’ll roll the old chariot along, 

And we’ll all hang on behind. 

 
Oh, we’d be alright if the winds was in our sails etc 

 
Oh, we’d be alright if we made it round the Horn etc 

 
And a big fat bosun wouldn’t do us any harm etc 



	

Apple	Tree	Wassail	(Somerset	–	Willie	Smiths)	
	

	
 

Oh, apple tree we wassail thee and hope that thou will bear, 
The Lord shall know where we shall be to be merry another year, 

 
Chorus 

To blow well and to bear well 
And so merry let us be: 

Let every man take off his hat 
And shout to the old apple tree. 

 
Followed by chant to wake the apple trees: 

 
Oh, apple tree we wassail thee and hope that thou will bear, 

Hats full, caps full, three-bushel bags full, and a little heap under the stairs 
Three cheers to the old apple tree! 



Bluebells	of	Scotland	

	
	
	
 

Oh where, tell me where, has your Highland laddie gone? 
Oh where, tell me where, has your Highland laddie gone? 

He's gone wi' streaming banners where noble deeds are done 
And it's oh, in my heart I wish him safe at home 

Oh where, tell me where, did your Highland laddie dwell? 
Oh where, tell me where, did your Highland laddie dwell? 

He dwelt in Bonnie Scotland, where blooms the sweet blue bell 
And it's oh, in my heart I lo'ed my laddie well 

Oh what, tell me what, does your Highland laddie wear? 
Oh what, tell me what, does your Highland laddie wear? 

A bonnet with a lofty plume, and on his breast a plaid 
And it's oh, in my heart I lo'ed my Highland lad 

Oh what, tell me what, if your Highland laddie is slain? 
Oh what, tell me what, if your Highland laddie is slain? 

Oh no, true love will be his guard and bring him safe again 
For it's oh, my heart would break if my Highland lad were slain 

 
In the dance, Hatters sing… 

He’s gone to war with his tartan knickers on…. 
	



British	Grenadiers	

	
	

Some talk of Alexander, and some of Hercules 
Of Hector and Lysander, and such great names as these. 

But of all the world's brave heroes, there's none that can compare. 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, to the British Grenadiers. 

 
Those heroes of antiquity ne'er saw a cannon ball, 

Or knew the force of powder to slay their foes withal. 
But our brave boys do know it, and banish all their fears, 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the British Grenadiers. 
 

Whene'er we are commanded to storm the palisades, 
Our leaders march with fusees, and we with hand grenades. 
We throw them from the glacis, about the enemies' ears.[n 1] 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the British Grenadiers. 
 

And when the siege is over, we to the town repair. 
The townsmen cry, "Hurrah, boys, here comes a Grenadier! 

Here come the Grenadiers, my boys, who know no doubts or fears! 
Then sing tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the British Grenadiers. 

 
Then let us fill a bumper, and drink a health of those 

Who carry caps and pouches, and wear the loupèd clothes. 
May they and their commanders live happy all their years. 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, row, for the British Grenadiers. 
 



Catalpa	

	
	

A noble whale ship and commander, called the Catalpa, they say 
Came out to Western Australia, and took six poor Fenians away 

 
Chorus 

So come all you screw warders and jailers, remember Perth regatta day 
Take care of the rest of your Fenians, or the Yankees will steal them away 

 
Seven long years had they served here, and seven long more had to stay 
For defending their country Old Ireland, for that they were banished away 

 
You kept them in Western Australia, till their hair began to turn grey 

When a Yank from the States of America, came out here and stole them away 
 

Now all the Perth boats were a-racing, and making short tacks for the spot 
But the Yankee she tacked into Fremantle, and took the best prize of the lot 

 
The Georgette armed with bold warriors, went out the poor Yanks to arrest 

But she hoisted her star-spangled banner, saying you'll not board me I guess 
 

So remember those six Fenians colonial, and sing o'er these few verses with 
skill 

And remember the Yankee that stole them, and the home that they left on the 
hill 

 
Now they've landed safe in America, and there will be able to cry 

Hoist up the green flag and shamrock …Hurrah for old Ireland we'll die. 



Country	Gardens	
	

	
	
	

How many kinds of gentle flowers grow in an English country garden? 
I'll tell you now, of some that I know, and those I miss I hope you'll pardon. 

Daffodils, hearts-ease and flocks, meadow sweet and lilies, stocks, 
Gentle lupins and tall hollyhocks, 

Roses, fox-gloves, snowdrops, forget-me-knots in an English country garden. 

How many insects find their home in an English country garden? 
I'll tell you now of some that I know, and those I miss, I hope you'll pardon. 

Dragonflies, moths and bees, spiders falling from the trees, 
Butterflies sway in the mild gentle breeze. 

There are hedgehogs that roam and little garden gnomes in an English 
country garden. 

How many song-birds make their nest in an English country garden? 
I'll tell you now of some that I know, and those I miss, I hope you'll pardon. 

Babbling, coo-cooing doves, robins and the warbling thrush, 
Blue birds, lark, finch and nightingale. 

We all smile in the spring when the birds all start to sing in an English country 
garden. 



Country	Life 
	

	
	

Chorus 
I like to rise when the sun she rises, 

Early in the morning, 
I like to hear those small birds singing, 

Merrily upon their ley land 
And hurrah for the life of the country boy 

And to ramble in the new mown hay. 
 

In spring we sow at the harvest mow 
And that is how the seasons round they go 

But of all the times, if choose I may, 
I’d be rambling through the new mown hay. 

 
In summer when the sun is hot 

We sing, and we dance, and we drink a lot 
We spend all night in sport and play 

And go rambling in the new mown hay 
             



In autumn when the oak trees turn 
We gather all the wood that’s fit to burn 

We cut and stash and stow away 
And go rambling in the new mown hay 

 
In winter when the sky’s gray 

We hedge and ditch our times away, 
But in the summer when the sun shines gay, 
We go ramblin’ through the new mown hay. 

 
Oh Nancy is me darling gay 

And she blooms like the flowers every day 
But I love her best in the month of May 

When we’re rambling through the new mown hay 
 

Dancing	at	Whitsun	
	

	

It's fifty long spring times since she was a bride, 
But still you may see her at each Whitsuntide 
In a dress of white linen with ribbons of green, 

As green as her memories of loving. 

The feet that were nimble tread carefully now, 
As gentle a measure as age will allow, 

Through groves of white blossoms, by fields of young corn, 
Where once she was pledged to her true-love. 



The fields they stand empty, the hedges grow (go) free-- 
No young men to turn them or pastures go see (seed) 

They are gone where the forest of oak trees before 
Have gone, to be wasted in battle. 

Down from the green farmlands and from their loved ones 
Marched husbands and brothers and fathers and sons. 

There's a fine roll of honor where the Maypole once stood, 
And the ladies go dancing at Whitsun. 

There's a straight row of houses in these latter days 
All covering the downs where the sheep used to graze. 
There's a field of red poppies (a gift from the Queen) 

But the ladies remember at Whitsun, 
And the ladies go dancing at Whitsun. 

 
   

Donkey	Riding	

	
	

 
Were you ever in Quebec, 

Stowing timber on the deck? 
Where you can break yer bleeding neck, 

Riding on a donkey 
 

Chorus 



Way! hey! away we go, 
Donkey riding, donkey riding 
Way! hey! and away we go, 

Riding on a donkey 
 

Was you ever ‘round Cape Horn, 
Where the weather's never warm? 

Wish to God you'd never been born, 
Riding on a donkey 

 

Was you ever in Fortune Bay? 
Where the girls all shout, "Hurray” 

Here comes Johnny with six months pay, 
Riding on a donkey 

 

Was you ever in London town? 
See the king, he does come down 
See the king in his golden crown 

Riding on a donkey 
 

Was you ever in Miramichi 
Where they they tie us to a tree 

And they sees a dirt like me 
Riding on a donkey 

 

Drunken	Sailor	

	
What will we do with a drunken sailor? 
What will we do with a drunken sailor? 



What will we do with a drunken sailor? 
Early in the morning! 

 
Chorus 

Way hay and up she rises 
Way hay and up she rises 
Way hay and up she rises 

Early in the morning! 
 

Shave his belly with a rusty razor 
Shave his belly with a rusty razor 
Shave his belly with a rusty razor 

Early in the morning! 
 

Put him in a long boat till his sober 
Put him in a long boat till his sober 
Put him in a long boat till his sober 

Early in the morning! 
 

Stick him in a scupper with a hosepipe bottom 
Stick him in a scupper with a hosepipe bottom 
Stick him in a scupper with a hosepipe bottom 

Early in the morning! 
 

Put him in the bed with the captain’s daughter 
Put him in the bed with the captain’s daughter 
Put him in the bed with the captain’s daughter 

Early in the morning! 
 

That's what we do with a drunken sailor 
That's what we do with a drunken sailor 
That's what we do with a drunken sailor 

Early in the morning! 
	



Fathom	the	Bowl	

	
 

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

But beer and strong cider, are in England’s control. 
Give me the punch ladle, I’ll fathom the bowl. 

 
Chorus 

I’ll fathom the bowl, I’ll fathom the bowl. 
Give me the punch ladle, I’ll fathom the bowl. 

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

My wife she is the devil and she’s black as the coal. 
Give me the punch ladle, I’ll fathom the bowl. 

 
My father he do lie at the bottom of the sea, 

With a rope round his neck, but what matter to me. 
With a flagon of strong cider, myself to console. 
Give me the punch ladle, I’ll fathom the bowl. 

 



Hal	an	Tow 

	
	

Robin Hood and Little John, 
They both are gone to fair, O 

And we will to the merry green wood 
To hunt the buck and hare -O 

And for to chase,  
To chase the buck and doe. 

 
Chorus 

Hal-an-tow, jolly rumble - O. 
We were up long before the day - O 

To welcome in the summer 
To welcome in the May - O 
For Summer is a-coming in,  
And Winter’s gone away - O. 

 
Where are those Spaniards 

That make so great a boast, O? 
For they shall eat the grey goose feather 

And we will eat the roast, O 
In every land,  

The land where-e’er we go. 
 

St Piran showed his care for us 
And all our sons and daughters, O. 

He brought the book of Christendom 
Across the western waters, O 

And taught the love of Heaven above 
For Cornishmen below. 



As for that good knight, St George 
St George he was a knight, O. 

Of all the knights in Christendom 
St George he is the right, O 

In every land,  
The land where-e’er we go. 

 
But to a greater than St George 

Our Helston has a right, O: 
St Michael with his wings outspread, 

The archangel so bright, O 
Who fought the fiend,  
Of all mankind the foe. 

 
God bless Aunt Mary Moses 

And all her power and might, O 
And send us peace in merry England 

Both day and night, O. 
And send us peace in merry England 

Both now and ever more, O. 
 
“Hal an Tow” was once more widespread, and was sung in other towns in 
Cornwall besides Helston. Some version of the song goes back to the 1600s, 
since the chorus was written down at that time, but the full verses were not 
recorded until the 1840s. 
 



Nutting	Girl	

	
	

Now come all you jovial fellows, come listen to my song 
It is a little ditty and it won't detail you long 

It's of a fair young damsel, and she lived down in Kent 
Arose one summer's morning, and she a-nutting went 

 
Chorus 

With my fal-lal_lal to my ral-tal-tal 
Whack-for-the-dear-old-day 

And what few nuts that poor girl had 
She threw them all away. 

 
It's of a brisk young farmer, was ploughing of his land 

He called unto his horses, to bid them gently stand 
As he sit down upon his plough, all for a song to sing 
His voice was so melodious, it made the valleys ring 

 
It's of this fair young damsel, she was nutting in the wood 
His voice was so melodious, it charmed her as she stood 

In that lonely wood, she could no longer stay 
And what few nuts she had, poor girl, she threw them all away 

 



She then came to young Johnny, as he sit on his plough 
She said: ``Young man I really feel I cannot tell you how'' 

She took her to some shady broom, and there he laid her down 
Said she: ``Young man, I think I feel the world go round and round'' 

 
He went back to his horses to finish off his song 

He said: ``My pretty fair maid, your mother will think you long'' 
But she flung her arms all round his neck 

as they went o'er the plain 
And she said: ``My dear, I should like to see the world go round again'' 

 
Now, come all you young women, take warning by my song 

If you should a-nutting go, don't stay from home too long 
For if you should stay too late, to hear the ploughboy sing 
You might have a young farmer to nurse up in the spring 

 

Pace	Egging	

	
	

Chorus 
Here's one two three jolly lads all in one mind 

We have come a pace egging and we hope you'll prove kind 



And we hope you'll prove kind with your eggs and strong beer 
And we'll come no more nigh you until the next year 

 
The first that comes in is Lord Nelson, you'll see 

With a bunch of blue ribbons to tie round his knee 
And a star on his breast like silver does shine 

I hope he remembers it's pace egging time 
 

Well the next that comes in it is Lord Collingwood 
And he's fought with Lord Nelson till he shed his blood 

And he's come from the sea old England to view 
He's come a pace egging with the whole of his crew 

 
And the last that comes in is old Tosspot, you'll see 

He's a valiant old man and in every degree 
He's a valiant old man and he wears a pigtail 

And all his delight is a-drinking mulled ale 
 

Come ladies and gentlemen, sit by the fire 
Put your hands in your pockets and give us our desire 
Put your hands in your pockets and treat us all right 

If you give nought, we'll take nought, farewell and goodnight 
 
 

Padstow	May	Song		
The daytime Padstow Hobby Horse Song celebrating the old ‘Oss 
 

	
	

Unite, and unite, and let us all unite, 
For summer is a-come unto day, 

And wither we are going, we will all unite, 
In the merry morning of May. 

 



The young men of Padstow, they could if they would, 
For summer is a-come unto day, 

They might have built a boat and gilded it with gold, 
In the merry morning of May. 

 
 The young maids of Padstow, they could if they would, 

For summer is a-come unto day, 
They might have built a garland of the white rose and the red, 

In the merry morning of May. 
  

Oh where are the young men that now here should dance, 
For summer is a-come unto day, 

Oh some they are in England and some they are in France, 
In the merry morning of May. 

 
slows 

Oh where is Saint George? Oh where is he-O? 
He’s out in his long boat, All on the salt sea-O. 

Up flies the kite, Down falls the lark-O, 
Old Ursula Birdhood she had an old ewe, and died in her own park-O 

 
briskly 

With a merry ring, and now the joyful spring, 
For summer is a-come unto day, 

How happy are the little birds and the merrier we shall sing. 
In the merry morning of May. 

 
Unite and Unite and let us all unite, 

For summer is a-come unto day, 
And wither we are going, we will all unite, 

In the merry morning of May. 
 
 



South	Australia	

	
In South Australia I was born, 

Heave away, Haul away! 
In South Australia, round Cape Horn, 

Bound for South Australia 
 

Chorus 
Haul away, you rollin' king! 
Heave away, Haul away! 

Haul away, Oh hear me sing! 
We're bound for South Australia 

Now as I went out one morning fair, 
Heave away, Haul away! 



'twas there I met Miss Nancy Blair, 
Bound for South Australia! 

 
I shook her up, I shook her down, 

Heave away, Haul away! 
I shook her up and down the town! 

Bound for South Australia! 
 

Haul away, you rollin' king! 
Heave away, Haul away! 

Haul away, Oh hear me sing! 
We're bound for South Australia 

Wellerman	
	

	
	

There 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 

O blow, my bully boys, blow 
 

Chorus 
Soon may the Wellerman come   

And bring us sugar and tea and rum 
One day, when the tonguin’ is done   

I’ll take my leave and go 
 

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 below 
 

No line was cut, no whale was freed 
The Captain’s mind was not of greed 

But he belonged to the whaleman’s creed  
She took the 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 the whale did go 
 

As far as I know, 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 

 
repeat  chorus to finish 

Who’s	the	Fool	Now	

	
 

Martin said to his man, fie, man, fie 
Martin said to his man, who's the fool, now 

Martin said to his man, Fill thou the cup and I the can 
Thou hast well drunken man, who's the fool now 

 
I saw the man in the moon, fie, man, fie 

I saw the man in the moon, who's the fool, now 
I saw the man in the moon, Clouting o St. Peter's shoon 



Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool, now 
 

I saw the goose ring the hog, fie, man, fie 
I saw the goose ring the hog, who's the fool, now 

I saw the goose ring the hog, saw the snail bite the dog 
Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool, now 

 
I saw the hare chase the hound, fie, man, fie 

I saw the hare chase the hound, who's the fool, now 
I saw the hare chase the hound, Twenty miles above the ground 

Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool, now 
 

I saw the mouse chase the cat, fie, man, fie 
I saw the mouse chase the cat, who's the fool now 

I saw the mouse chase the cat, Saw the cheese eat the rat 
Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool now 

 
I saw a flea heave a tree, fie, man, fie 

I saw a flea heave a tree, who's the fool now 
I saw a flea heave a tree, twenty miles out to sea 
Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool now 

 
I saw a maid milk a bull, fie, man, fie 

I saw a maid milk a bull, who's the fool now 
I saw a maid milk a bull, at every pull a bucket full 
Thou hast well drunken, man, who's the fool now 

 
Martin said to his man, fie, man, fie 

Martin said to his man, who's the fool, now 
Martin said to his man, Fill thou the cup and I the can 

Thou hast well drunken man, who's the fool now 
 


