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One day as I was walk ing- down by the Clar ence- Dock, Heave a way- my

 

bull ies,- heave a way- ay One day as I was walk ing- down by the Clar ence-
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Dock, Heave a way- my bul ly- boys, we're all bound to go, I
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Solo Chorus

We're All Bound to Go

Trad. Shanty
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Chorus

I met a pretty Irish girl who gave a smile to me

(Heave away, my bullies, heave away,)

I met a pretty Irish girl who gave a smile to me

(Heave away my bully boys, we're all bound to go)

"Good morning, dear" I said to her, "Good morning, Sir" said she,

"And are you Mr Tapscott whose ships are on the sea?"

"And have you got a packet ship for North Americee?"

Said I "My dear, you need not fear, if you come along with me"

"For I have got a packet ship to carry you over the sea"

"With more than fifty emigrants bound for Americee"
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