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Three Little Babes

Mr. High's song combined and shortened using the Chieftains version.

Am

There was a lady in the west countree

        C


      Am 
And three little babes had she
             C


        Am
She sent them away to the north countree

            Dm  Em 


   Am
To learn their grammaree 

They hadn't been gone but a very small while

Only three months an' a day

Till death, o death, spread over the land

And swept those babes away 

Is there no king in heaven, she cried

That used to wear a crown

Please send me home my three little babes

For tonight or in the morning soon 

Short Intermezzo
Dm   Em  Am 
't Was on a cold dark Christmas night

When everything was still

She seen, o seen, her three little babes

Come running down the hill

She spread the table with bread and wine

So they might drink and eat 

She made the bed with nice clean sheets

So they migth sleep so sweet


Intermezzo flute
Am  Dm   F  Em  Am  (2x)
Rise you up, rise you up, cried the oldest one

Rise you up, rise you up, cried she
For yonder stands our Saviour dear

And him we must obey 

Green grass grows at our heads, Mother

Cold clods lie at our feet

The tears you shed for us, Mother

Would a wet our winding sheets 

Enjoy Elizabeth Laprelle on YouTube: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H5h7c-MZBX0 
Three Little Babes

Mr. High said he learned this song when he was about 8 years old and has sang it since.

There was a lady lived in the west countree

An' children she had three

She sent them away to th north countree

For to learn th grammaree 

They hadn't been gone but a very small while

Scarcli twelve months an' a day

Till death, o death, spread over th land

And swept those babes away 

Is there no King in heaven, she cried

That used to wear a crown

Pray send me home my three little babes

For tonight or in the morning soon 

It being here, at Christmas time

Th nights so long an' cold

She seen, o seen, her three little babes

Come running home early in th morning soon 

She set th table right before them

And spread it with bread an' wine

Says, come, o come, my three little babes

Come eat and drink of mine 

We cain't eat none of your bread, Mother

Nor drink none of your wine

For just before th break of day

Our Saviour we must jine 

She made th beds in th back side room

And spread it with clean sheets

And on th top spread a golden cloth

For to make a better sleep 

Rise you up, rise you up, says th oldest one

Rise you up, rise you up, says he

For yonder stands our Saviour dear

And him we must obey 

Green grass grows at our head, Mother

Cold clods lie at our feet

The tears you shed for us, Mother

Would a wet our winding sheets 

If you like this song, you'll probably also like "The Poor Wayfaring Stranger"
No music in last verse





No music in 1st verse








