Saturday
Sing A long
27-03-2021

Well, you've asked for it, and here it is!
Welcome to the second edition of our
'Saturday Sing-A-Long'. And, just as with
the ﬁrst, we invite you to sing, play,
dance and jam along with us! So, with
this little booklet in hand, go and
practise! And we'll see you on Saturday.
Sjoerd
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Our setlist for tonight:
1. Coﬀee N DeCann
2. Caledonia
3. The Cup of Life
4. Clouseau's Fancy
5. Pick a Bale of Cotton
6. Come by the Hills
7. Sing me a Song
8. Come Fill, Fill My Good Fellow

Coﬀee 'N DeCann

A set of 2 tunes that features on our ﬁrst
album 'Before Dawn'. Vincent (our ﬁrst
accordeon player) brought the ﬁrst one in
and we learned the second tune of an old
Danú album...if I remember correctly

A song we've originally released on our album 'Three
Wheels' (which is a story of it's own). We later re-released a live
version on 'Live At Elﬁa'. This great song is written by the
wonderfull Dougie MacLean, who we have the honour to have
met at the Skagen Folk Festival back in 2013. Well, I can tell you
that singing a song like that in front of the composer is a good
work-out for the nerves...

D
Look at how far we've come, since we set out,
A
Bm
We took our chances, and ﬁgured out.
D
Let us live our lifes in peace and freedom,
A
D
Let no one say, what we should do.
We started oﬀ all those years ago,
And where it let to we didn't know.
But still we walk those lonesome roads together,
We face our troubles hand in hand.
Chorus:
D
So have a drink, toast to the good times,
G
Let your worries fade away.
D
Enjoy the good times, enjoy the music,
A
D
And have a sip of the cup of life.
Let there be no end, and no beginning,
Let me always see you as you are now.
Let there be no borders, let there be no ﬁghting,
Just the love between you and me.
Chorus till end

Clouseau's Fancy

Pick A Bale of Cotton
You gotta jump around turn around, pick a bale of cotton
Jump around turn around, pick a bale a day
Jump around turn around, pick a bale of cotton
Jump around turn around, pick a bale a day
Chorus:
Oh Lordy
Pick a bale of cotton
Oh Lordy
Pick a bale a day
Oh Lordy
Pick a bale of cotton
Oh Lordy
Pick a bale a day

Nienke, Mike and Dominique at Folkcafé 'De Lantaern' in 2005

Me and my wife went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my wife went to pick a bale a day
Me and my wife went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my wife went to pick a bale a day
Chorus
Me and my partner went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my partner went to pick a bale a day
Me and my partner went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my partner went to pick a bale a day

Sjoerd and Dominique at Jerafest, back in 2009

Chorus
You gotta jump around turn around, pick a bale of cotton
Jump around turn around, pick a bale a day
Jump around turn around, pick a bale of cotton
Jump around turn around, pick a bale a day.
Festival Maritim in Bremen, 2017

Chorus
Me and my mama went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my mama went to pick a bale a day
Me and my mama went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my mama went to pick a bale a day
Chorus
Me and my papa went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my papa went to pick a bale a day
Me and my papa went a pick a bale of cotton
Me and my papa went to pick a bale a day
Chorus

D
G6/B
D
Come by the hills to the land
G6/B D
Where fancy is free
G
D
And stand where the peaks meet the sky
G
A
And the rocks reach the sea
D
G
Where the rivers run clear and the bracken
D
A
Is gold in the sun
D
G6/B
D
And the cares of tomorrow must wait
G6/B
D
'Til this day is done.

Live at Elﬁa, Haarzuilens. Is it time for tea yet?

Come by the hills to the land
Where life is a song
And sing while the birds ﬁll the air
With their joy all day long
Where the trees sway in time, and even
The wind sings in tune.
And the cares of tomorrow must wait
'Til this day is done.
Come by the hills to the land
where legend remains
Where stories of old stir the heart
and may yet come again
Where the past has been lost and the future
is still to be won
And the cares of tomorrow must wait
till this day is done.
Come by the hills to the land
Where fancy is free
And stand where the peaks meet the sky
And the rocks reach the sea
Where the rivers run clear and the bracken
Is gold in the sun
And the cares of tomorrow must wait
till this day is done.

At the Bastaard Fantasy Awards, 2018

G
C
G
Well I feel like I ain't got no place left to go,
C
G
D
No purpose in life to fulﬁll,
Em
G
D
G
I'm thinking of leaving I'm leaving tonight,
C
D
G
To a place where they still have free will.
Im taking the next ticket out of this town,
I never felt so alive
My mind set onrambling my hair in the wind,
It feels like a new leash on life.
Chorus:
C
G
Won't you sing me a song it's the end of the night,
D
Em
And I ain't got no place to call home,
C
G
I'm lost in this world I got no strength to ﬁght,
D
G
Sing a song so I won't feel alone.
I used to wake up at the dawn of the day,
When the sun rose merry and bright,
But now I am leaving I'll be on my way,
And I'm gone by the dead of the night.
Chorus
In a pub in Killarney I landed last night,
Where the beer ﬂowed easy and free,
I suddenly missed all the friends by my side,
And loneliness struck over me.
As the night nearly ended and the last round was called,
And the folk-singer sang his last song,
A feeling of homesickness came over me,
And a tear down my cheek it did roll.
Chorus

At the Mercedes Benz Arena with The Music Show Scotland
in 2018

Em
Come ﬁll, ﬁll, my good fellow!
D
B7
Fill high, high, my good Fellow,
Em
And let's be merry and mellow,
B7
Em
And let us have one bottle more.
When warm the heart is ﬂowing,
D
And bright the fancy glowing,
G
Oh, shame on the dolt would be going,
D
Em
Nor tarry for one bottle more!
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My Heart, let me but lighten,
And Life, let me but brighten,
And Care, let me but frighten.
He'll ﬂy us with one bottle more!
By day, tho' he confound me,
When friends at night have found me,
There is Paradise around me
But let me have one bottle more!
So now, here's to the Lasses!
See, see, while the toast passes,
How it lights up beaming glasses!
Encore to the Lasses, encore.
We'll toast the welcome greeting
Of hearts in union beating.
And oh! For our next merry meeting,
Huzza! Then for one bottle more!

Sjoerd and Gilian at Elﬁa, Arcen in 2017

