Gilly’s Privateers

Oh the year was two thousand eight

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

A letter of Marque came from the king

To the scummiest canoe I’d ever seen

Course
God Damn them all! I was told

We’d cruse the river for salmon holes
We’d cast our rods, drink our beers

but I’m a broken man on a Gander Bay pier

The last of Gilly’s privateers

O’ Gilly Cried the town

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

For fourteen brave men, all buddies, who
Would make for him a drunken crew,

Course;
The sniper canoe was a sickening sight
How I wish I was in Glennwood now

She’d a list to port and her seats in rags
And Strickland in the front with staggers and jags

Course;

On Gilly’s birthday we put to sea,

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

We were only 3 days to Gander Bay

Paddling like madmen all the way

Course;
On the second day we sailed again

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

When a bloody old Yankee hove in sight

With Strickland in the lead we made to fight

Course;

The Yankee lay low down with gear

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

He was broad and fat and loose in stays

But to catch him drunk would take two whole days.

Course;
Then at length we stood two turns away
How I wish I was in Glennwood now

To a bottle of so-co we made an awful din,
But with one big rock the rattle hove us in

Course;

The sniper shook and pitched on her side

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

Gilly was smashed like a bowl of eggs

And Taylor said to Timmy can I bum some faggs

Course;

So here I lay in my thirty first year

How I wish I was in Glennwood now

Its been four days since we sailed away
And we just made Mary Brown’s yesterday
Course;

