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Fishermans Boy

Text and music by Simon Oaktree

        E
        so

  so
so    mi fa  so  so 
     so

When we’re out in a flying storm





       D


E
   so  
   la         ti   
  ti      la   so     fa    so  so

We can feel the power of water

Thinking about our houses warm

With our lovely wives and daughters

   E

 mi-do   do-ti     ti     do      do         do

Wey hey, fishermans boy

     
                                     D

   mi
     do      fa         mi      re       ti   ti    do

Hold ye tight our ship is a toy

Of the mighty wheather and waves

Pray to the lord for our souls to save

    A
Wey hey, fishermans son

   




G
Hold ye tight or you’ll be gone

In the mighty wheather and waves

Pray to the lord our souls to save
   E

Wey hey, fishermans son

     
                                     D
           E

Hold ye tight or you’ll … be gone

When we’re out in our public house 

We can feel the power of porter

We all sing what it’s all about

But she wants you to sing for her 

Wey hey, fishermans boy

Hold ye tight 'cause you're a toy

On her the mighty waves of love

Pray for your soul to the lord above

Wey hey, fishermans kid
Hold ye tight or you’ll get rid
Of the money you earned at sea
But worst of all you'll be not free
Wey hey, listen to me
Worst of all you'll be … not free

Fishermans son
Fishermans son
Fishermans son
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