ee-scor

I

dominique gauquelin

France, rouen
THE FIDDLER'S GREEN

A propos de l'artiste

Musicien dorénavant handicapé, il ne me reste que la composition.Mais
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,une flute, un tin-whistle,une mandoline,etc....Ah!Gros détail : je n'ai
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Page artiste : https://www.free-scores.com/partitions_gratuites_gauquelin.htm

A propos de la piéce

Titre : THE FIDDLER'S GREEN
Compositeur : gauquelin, dominique
Arrangeur : gauquelin, dominique
Droit d'auteur :  Copyright © dominique gauquelin
Editeur : gauquelin, dominique
Style : Celtique

Commentaire : AUTEUR : W. CONNOLLY

dominique gauquelin sur free-scor

* écouter l'audio

* partager votre interprétation
* commenter la partition

* contacter l'artiste

Interdiction de diffusion sur d'autres sites
Web.

Ajoutée le : 2019-09-29 Derniére mise a jour le : 2019-09-28 14:45:52


http://www.free-scores.com

As | walked by the dockside one evening so fair
To view the salt water and take the sea air
| heard an old fisher man singing a song.
« Won't you take me away, boys ,my time is not long.
CHORUS Wrap me up in me oilskin and jumper.
Nomore on the docks,l'll bee seen.
Just tell me old shipmates,I'm taking a trip mates
And I'll see you someday in Fiddler’s Green .

Now Fiddlers Green is a place | heard tell

Where the fishermen go if they don’t go to hell
Where the skies are all clear and the dolphins do play
And the cold coast of Greenland is far,far away.
CHORUS

When you get on the docks and the long trip is through
There’s pubs and there’s clubs and there’s lassies there too
Where the girls are all pretty and beer it is free

And there’s bottles of rum growing from every tree.
CHORUS

Now,| don't want a harp nor a halo,not me.
Just give me a breeze and a good rolling sea.
I'll play me old squeeze-box as we sail along
With the wind in the rigging to sing me a song.
CHORUS
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