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Pressed For Time
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Catharsis
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gong For a deCk hand’s daugher

C Dm
He'd always whistle "Jolie Blonde"
Fmaj7 C
On his way out the back door on a Friday night
C Dm
So many times he just stayed gone
Fmaj7 C I
And rarely did he try to treat your Mama right
Am Em
Shut off the tractor with the field half mowed
FIC C
Set the brake and headed down the road
Am Em
Came home for Christmas, never said where he'd ba
FIC
With no presents for the children
Am
Only stories for the men

CHORUS 1:
Am G(see riff at end)
Still your Mama called him Daddy
C C/B
She never told him no
Am G
Said she couldn't help but love him
FIC Am

You wondered how it could be so

VERSE 2:
He'd work two weeks out on a river barge
She worked in the factory, never missed a day
He'd spend his week off holding up the bar
Never took him long to drink a deck hand's pay
Wind off the river cut the lines on his face
And left him dreaming of some other place
Maybe Memphis town or Baton Rouge
When it's cold in Cape Girardeau
There's nothing much to do

CHORUS 2 (same as before)

SOLO:.

Am G F/C Am
Am G F/C Am
Am G F/C Am

VERSE 3:
Am Em

And if his suitcase wasn't standing in the hall
FIC C

He might not be coming home at all
Am Em

All the sides of him you never knew before

FIC
Would be drifting down the river
Am
To another back door

CHORUS 3: (chords as before)

Still your Mama called him Daddy

She couldn't tell him no

Said she couldn't help but love a man like
that

You wondered how it could be so

Fin:
Am C/B C
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Maid oh the shore

There is a young maiden who lives all alone
She lives all alone on the shore-o

Theres nothing she can find to comfort her mind
But to roam all alone on the shore shore shore
But to roam all alone on the shore

Twas of the young captain who sailed the salt sea
Let the wind blow high blow low-0

I will die | will die the young captain did cry

If I dont have that maid on the shore shore shore
If I dont have that maid on the shore

Well | have lots of silver | have lots of gold

| have lots of costly ware-o

Il divide Il divide with my jolly ships crew

If they row me that maid on the shore shore shore
If they row me that maid on the shore

After much persuasion they got her aboard
Let the wind blow high blow low-0

They replaced her away in his cabin below
Heres adieu to all sorrow and care care care
Heres adieu to all sorrow and care

They replaced her away in his cabin below

Let the wind blow high blow low-0

Shes so pretty and neat shes so sweet and complete
She sung captain and sailors to sleep sleep sleep
She sung captain and sailors to sleep

Then she robbed him of silver she robbed him ofl gol
She robbed him of costly ware-o

Then took his broadsword instead of an oar

And paddled away to the shore shore shore

And paddled away to the shore

Well me men must be crazy me men must be mad
Me men must deep in despair-0

For to let you away from my cabin so gay

And to paddle your way to the shore shore shore
And paddle your way to the shore

Well your men was not crazy your men was not mad
Your men was not deep in despair-o

| deluded your sailors as well as yourself

Im a maiden again on the shore shore shore

Im a maiden again on the shore
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TRainhdrops

You took the twinkle from my eyes and the sunlifyjbtn my smile when ou left me
And | don’t laugh anymore not sincerely not so swurell not really.

The sky is crying, raindrops over me

The sun is shining for you

I can’t understand how things turned out the way they did, all so easy

How long will we keep pretending nothing ever re&lappened, between you and me
The sky’s still crying, raindrops over me

The sun is shining for you

Don’t you see, what you’ve done to me

Don't you feel a thing anymore, for me the one {@wed so sure before
Is this how, it's gonna be

Are we only vague acquaintances who used to sharertights to the full

Time’s gone by and things have changed, I'm fedhiatier in myself since I left you
And | don’t feel a thing at all when | meet youtive mall, well not really

The sky’s stopped crying raindrops over me

Clouds have started to clear

So you come back into my life, waiting for me téure by your side
But it's too late for us now, | don’t need you arym, | feel so free
The sky’s now crying, raindrops over you

The sun is shining for me.
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A Punch In The Dark

Reel
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Mazurka 3 Margot

Fréderic Carlier

Mazurka
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Highlands of Holland

by Winifred Horan
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Ralamouk

Balkan  Structure AB/AB/C

Toué par les yeux noirs
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Women Of The Sidhe

(River Dance)

Jig
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Top Of the world

| wished | was (E) smarter g
Wished | was (B) stronger d
| wished | (C#m) loved jesus em
The way the my (A) wife does C

| wished it'd been (E) easier
Instead of any (B) longer

| wished | could've (C#m) stood
Where you would've been (A) proud
That won't happen (E) now

That won't happen (B) now
There's a whole lot of (A) singing
That ain't (B) gonna be heard
Disap(C#m)pearing every day
Without so (A) much as a word
Somehow (E)

I think I (A) broke the wings

Off a little (B) songbird

And she's never (C#m) gonna fly
To the top of the (A) world

How (E)

To the top of the (A) world

| don't have to (E) answer

Any of these (B) questions

Don't have no (C#m) guide to
Teach me no (A) lessons

| come home in the (E) evening
Sit in my (B) chair

But I'd pretend to be (E) sleeping
When you'd come in in the (B) morning
To whisper (C#m) goodbye

Go work at the (A) rain

| don't know (E) why

Don't know (B) why

Cause (A) everyone's singing
We just wanna (B) be heard
Disap(C#m)pearing every day
Without so (A) much as a word
So how? (E)

Gonna (A) grab a hold

Of that little (B) songbird

And take her (C#m) for a ride
To the top of the (A) world
Right (E) now

To the top of the (B) world

C#m A CH#m A C#M A

C#m A
Ohhh ohhhhhhhh  Ohhh ohhhhhhh

C#m A

To The top of the world To the top of the wofk®)

One night they called me for (C#m) supper

But | never got (A) up
| stayed right (E) there
In my (B) chair

There's a whole lot! of (A) singing
That ain't (B) gonna be heard
Disap(C#m)pearing every day
Without so (A) much as a word
Somehow (E)

I think I (A) broke the wings

Off a little (B) songbird

And she's never (C#m) gonna fly

To the top of the (A) world

How (E)

To the top of the (B) world (C#m) (A)

| wished I'd had (E) known you
Wished | had (B) shown you
All of the (C#m) things |

Was on the (A) inside
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Waltzing's for dreamers

Oh play me a blue song and fade down the light
I'm sad as a proud man can be sad tonight

Just let me dream on, oh just let me sway

While the sweet violins and the mandoline play
And Miss, you don't know me, but can't we pretend
That we care for each other, till the band reaehetid

One step for aching, and two steps for breaking
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love

One step for sighing and two steps for crying
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love

Now they say love's for gamblers, oh the pendulumngs

| bet hard on love and | lost everything

So don't send me home now, put a shot in my arm

And we'll drink out old memories and we'll drinktime dawn
And Mr Bandleader won't you play one more time

For I've good folding money in this pocket of mine

Oh, one step for aching, two steps for breaking
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love
One step for sighing, and two steps for crying
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love

Oh Miss, you don't know me, but can't we pretend
That we care for each other, till the band reaehethd

Oh, one step for aching, two steps for breaking
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love
One step for sighing, two steps for crying
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love
Waltzing's for dreamers and losers in love
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