Fiddlers Green D-Dur

As| walked by the dock-side one evening so fair,
to view the salt water and take the sea air,

| heard an old fisherman singing a song:

Won't you take me away boys, metimeisnot long.

Wrap meup in my oilskin and jumber

no moreon the docks I’ be seen,

just tell me old shipmates, | ’'m taking a trip mates
and I’ll seeyou someday in Fiddlers Green.

Now Fiddlers Green isaplacel ve heard tell,
wher e fishermen go if they don’t go to hell,
wherethe skiesare all clear and the dolphinsdo play
and the cold coast of Greenland isfar, far away.

Wrap meup ...

Wheretheskiesareall clear and there’snever agale
and the fish jump on board with one swish of their tail,
whereyou lieand your leisurethere’snowork to do
and the skippersbelow making tea for the crew.

Wrap meup ...

When you get to the docks and thelong trip isthrough,
there’spubsand there's clubsand there slassierstheretoo,
wherethegirlsareall pretty and thebeer it isfree

and there's bottles of rum growing from every tree.

Wrap meup ...

Now | don’t want a harp nor a halo, not me.
Just give me a breeze and a good rolling sea.
1”1l play me old squeeze-box aswe sail along,
with thewind in therigging to sing me a song.



