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Roll, Alabama, Roll 

(circa 1865?) Traditional 

When the Alabama's keel was laid,

  Roll, Alabama, roll,

'Twas laid in the yard of Jonathan Laird,

  Oh, roll Alabama, roll.

'Twas laid in the yard of Jonathan Laird,

'Twas laid in the town of Birkenhead,

Down by the Mersey ways she rolled then,

Liverpool fitted her with guns and men,

From the Western Isles she sailed forth,

To destroy the commerce of the North,

To Cherbourg port she sailed one day,

To take her count of prize money,

Many a sailor lad he saw his doom,

When the Ke-arsarge it hove in view,

Till a ball from the forward pivot that day,

Shot the Alabama's stern away,

Off the three-mile limit in sixty-five

The Alabama went to her grave,

Poverty knock

1.   Up every morning at five 

It’s a wonder that we’re still alive

Tired and yawning upon a cold morning

Its back to the dreary old drive

Chorus:

Poverty poverty knock 

my loom it is saying all day

Poverty poverty knock 

the gaffers too skinny to pay

Poverty poverty knock 

always one eye on the clock

I know I can guttle 

when I hear my shuttle

go poverty, poverty knock

2.   Tattler should fettle my loom

But he’d rather sit on his bum

He’s far too busy a coutrtin’ our Lizzie

That I canna get him to come

3.   Lizzie’s so easily led

I think that he takes her to bed

She used to be skinny now look at her pinny

I think it’s high time they were wed

4.   Sometimes a shuttle flies out

And gives some poor bugger a clout

While she lies bleedin’ nobody’s heedin’

Who’s gonna carry her out
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Matchstalk Men And Matchstalk Cats And Dogs 

He painted Salford's smokey tops 
On cardboard boxes from the shops 
And parts of Ironcoats where I used to play 
I'm sure he once walked down our street 
Cause he painted kids who had nowt on their feet 
The clothes we wore had all seen better days. 

Now they said his works of art were dull 
No room, all round the walls are full 
But Lowry didn't care much anyway 
They said he just paints cats and dogs 
And matchstalk men in boots and clogs 
And Lowry said that's just the way they'll stay 

And he painted matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 
He painted kids on the corner of the street with the sparking clogs 
Now he takes his brush and he waits outside them factory gates 
To paint his matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 

Now canvas and brushes were wearing thin 
When London started calling him 
To come on down and wear the old flat cap 
They said tell us all about your ways 
And all about them Salford days 
Is it true you're just an ordinary chap 

And he painted matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 
He painted kids on the corner of the street with the sparking clogs 
Now he takes his brush and he waits outside them factory gates 
To paint his matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 

Now Lowries hang upon the wall 
Beside the greatest of them all 
And even the Mona Lisa takes a bow 
This tired old man with hair like snow 
Told northern folk its time to go 
The fever came and the good Lord mopped his brow 

And he left us matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 
He left us kids on the corner of the street with sparking clogs 
Now he takes his brush and he waits outside them pearly gates 
To paint his matchstalk men and matchstalk cats and dogs 


The Knocker-Up

A pal of mine once said to me,

Will you knock me up at half-past three?"

And so promptly at half-past one,

I knocked him up and said, "O John,

I've just come round to tell ya 

I've just come round to tell ya

I've just come round to tell ya

You've got two more hours to sleep!"

King Cotton

1.   See how the lint flies over the moor-land

See how the smoke in the valley clings

See how the slate roofs shine in the drizzle

This is the valley where cotton is king

2.   Sleep is washed from their broken faces

Tattered clothes on the flesh does cling

Dust in the lungs and their bodies twisted

This is the valley where cotton is king

3.   Work all day to the looms hard rhythm

Toil and sweat till your tired bones ring

Crawl back home as the gaslight flickers

This is the valley where cotton is king

4.   This is the land where children labour

Where life and death seem the self same thing

Where many work that a few might prosper

This is the valley where cotton is king

5.   See how the lint flies over the moor-land

See how the smoke in the valley clings

See how the slate roofs shine in the drizzle

This is the valley where cotton is king

Dirty old town

1.   I met my love by the gasworks croft

Dreamed a dream by the old canal

Kissed my girl by the factory wall

Refrain: Dirty old town, Dirty old town

2.   Clouds are sailin’ across the moon

Cats are prowling on their beat

Springs a girl in the streets at night

Refrain: Dirty old town, Dirty old town

3.   I heard a siren from the dock

Saw a train set the night on fire

Smelt the spring on the smoky wind

Refrain: Dirty old town, Dirty old town

4.   I’m gonna make a good sharp axe

Shining steel tempered in the fire

I’ll chop you down like an old dead tree

Refrain: Dirty old town, Dirty old town

Steal Away to Jesus

Chorus:

Steal away, steal away

Steal away to Jesus

Steal away, steal away home

I ain’t got long to stay here

My Lord he calls me

He calls me by the thunder

The trumpet sound within my soul

I ain’t got long to stay here

Green trees bending

Poor sinner stands a-trembling

The trumpet sound within my soul

I ain’t got long to stay here

My Lord he calls me

He calls me by the lightening

The trumpet sound within my soul

I ain’t got long to stay here

All along the Rossendale

1.   The cotton mills are closing down all over Lancashire

From Burnley to the Mersey from Oldham to the Wyre

And all along the Rossendale you can hear the weavers cry

As the wind across the Pennines moans a low and deathly sigh

2.   Save our sheds from unemployment that's all that we demand

We're clemmin' and we're starving with no money in our hands

Redeployment is the answer from Whitehall's empty mouth

Bring your friends and family there's a job for you down south

3.   And meanwhile for the last time the factory whistle blows

The profit margin's falling and capital's run low

And the stockbrokers of Altrincham are selling all their shares

Don't give a damn for the working man, no one really cares

4.   As the sun sets over Pendle and the rain begins to fall

The Government at Westminster ignores the weavers call

And the glory that was England dies beneath those coal black hills

A vision of Jerusalem and those dark satanic mills

Swing low, sweet Chariot

Swing low, sweet Chariot

Comin' for to carry me home

Swing low, sweet Chariot

Comin' for to carry me home

1. I looked over Jordan and what did I see,
Comin' for to carry me home

A band of angels comin' after me,

Comin' for to carry me home

2. If you get there before I do, 

Conmin' for to carry me home

Tell all my friends I'm comin' too. 

Comin' for to carry me home. 

3 The brightest day that ever I saw, 

Comin' for to carry me home 

When Jesus washed my sins away

Comin' for to carry me home.

4. I'm sometimes up and sometimes down, 

Comin' for to carry me home. 

But still my soul feels heavenly bound, 

Comin' for to carry me home.

Deep River

Deep river, my home is over Jordan,

Deep river, Lord, 

I want to cross over into camp ground.

Oh don’t you want to go to the gospel feast

That promised land where all is peace

Deep river, my home is over Jordan,

Deep river, Lord, 

I want to cross over into camp ground.
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