
Down Trinidad 
Oh tell me, master stevedore, how you stow your cargo?
Way, hey, sing Sunny Dore!
Tell me, master stevedore, how do you stow your cargo?
Bound down Trinidad, to look for Sunny Dore

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway

Trinidad! Oh Trinidad! The lovely little harbor!
What will you do with Sunny Dore if ever you should find her?

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway

Roll her in the grass, me boys, and all amongst the clover
Roll her in the grass, me boys, and all amongst the clover

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway

Oh say, Mr. Barber, how you shave your customers?
Take 'em by their noses, and scrape them on their chinsieos!

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway

Now stretch her luff, she's high enough, the end is just in sight boys
Hoist her high an' hoist her dry, come rock and roll me over

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway

The ship's all right, the crew is tight, the ol' man's all in clover
The ship's all right, the crew is tight, the ol' man's all in clover

Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
Booch free, me bully boys, and burtoned in the archway
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