
GO TO SEA ONCE MORE 
 
"Go To Sea Once More" is a favorite song of mine. I have wonderful 
memories of walking into the old Gate of Horn in 
Chicago, and hearing Alan Rebeck and Albert Grossman singing it. 
They would be at a table near the door, Alan would straddle his 
chair with its back facing outward and his classical guitar propped 
on top. He and Grossman would harmonize on this and other sea 
chanteys for hours. 
 
This, as many a sailing song, warns of the dangers of the sea as 
well of those of shore leave. 
 
I decided to record this song for the Folk Den because we're on tour 
in Anchorage, Alaska, and there is a reference to the 
Acrtic Sea in the song. I don't know of an Arctic Sea, but there is 
an Arctic Ocean on the north coast of this state.  
 
Thanks to Anchorage radio station, KOOL FM for donating their studio 
and to Brian Roberts ( kool973@alaska.net ) for 
engineering the recording.  
 

Em              D            C           Em 
WHEN FIRST I COME TO LIVERPOOL, I WENT UPON A SPREE 
   Em                                 Em       D           B7 
ME MONEY AT LAST I SPENT IT FAST, GOT DRUNK AS DRUNK COULD BE 
    Em                    Em                     D      B7 
AND WHEN ME MONEY WAS ALL GONE 'TWAS THEN THAT I WANTED MORE 
Em                            D                  
BUT A MAN MUST BE BLIND OR BE OUT OF HIS MIND  
   C              Em 
TO GO TO SEA ONCE MORE 
 
 
I SPENT THAT NIGHT WITH ANGELINE, TOO DRUNK TO ROLL IN BED 
 
ME CLOTHES THEY WERE NEW AND ME MONEY WAS TOO  
 
IN THE MORNING WITH 'EM SHE FLED 
 
AND AS I WALKED THE STREETS ALONE, THE WHORES THEY ALL DID ROAR 
 
THERE GOES JACK TARR, THAT POOR SAILOR LAD,  
 
HE MUST GO TO SEA ONCE MORE 
 
 



AS I WAS WALKIN' DOWN THE STREET, I RUN INTO RAPPER BROWN 
 
I ASKED HIM FOR TO TAKE ME IN AND HE LOOKED AT ME WITH A FROWN 
 
HE SAID LAST TIME YOU WAS ON-BOARD WITH ME YOU CHALKED NO SCORE 
 
BUT I'LL TAKE YOUR ADVANCE AND I'LL GIVE YOU THE CHANCE 
 
AND I'LL SEND YOU TO SEA ONCE MORE 
 
 
HE SHIPPED ME ABOARD OF A WHALING SHIP BOUND FOR THE ARCTIC SEA 
 
WHERE THE COLD WINDS BLOW THROUGH THE FROST AND THE SNOW AND  
 
JAMAICA RUM WOULD FREEZE 
 
ALAS I HAD NO LUCK WITH ME GEAR,  
 
FOR I'D SPENT ALL ME MONEY ASHORE 
 
'TWAS THEN THAT I WISHED THAT I WAS DEAD  
 
OR SAFE WITH THE GIRLS ASHORE 
 
 
SOME DAYS WE CATCHIN' WHALES ME LADS SOME DAYS WE CATCHING NONE 
 
WITH A TWENTY FOOT OAR STUCK IN YOUR HAND  
 
FROM FOUR O'CLOCK IN THE MORN' 
 
AND WHEN THE DAY IS OVER LADS, YOU SIT ON YOUR WEARY OAR 
 
IT'S THEN THAT YOU WISH THAT YOU WERE DEAD,  
 
YOU'D GO TO SEA NO MORE 
 
 
SO COME ALL YOU BOLD SEAFARING LADS WHO LISTEN TO MY SONG 
AND WHEN YOU GO OUT ON THEM LONG TRIPS,  
PRAY THAT YOU DON'T GO WRONG 
TAKE MY ADVICE, DRINK NO STRONG DRINK,  
DON'T GO SLEEPIN' WITH NO WHORE 
BUT GET MARRIED LADS AND HAVE ALL NIGHT IN AND GO TO SEA NO MORE 
 


