
THE ROVING KIND
aka THE FIRESHIP

Traditional

This song is a cautionary tale.  In this version the sailor only loses his money.  During sea battles, one  
practice was to sail an unmanned ship on a course to intercept the enemy and rig it to burst into a  
fireball in the hopes it would burn the enemy ship and sink it.  The unmanned ship was known as a  
"fireship".  The alternate last verse from Oak, Ash & Thorn is suggestive.

REFRAIN:
G                                                      A7       D7

She had a dark and a roving eye, and her hair hung down in ring-a-lets
         G    D7      G                      D7  G

She was a nice girl, a decent girl, but one of The Roving Kind

     G                                           D7
As I walked out one evening upon a night's career
      G                                         D7 
I spied a lofty clipper ship and to her I did steer

                 G                   E7                      Am             
I hoisted up my signals which she did quickly view 
                         D7        G          E7             A7                    D7
And when she saw my bunting fly, she immediately hove to.

          G                                                 D7              
"Excuse me, sir," said she to me, "for being out so late;
G                                                 D7 
If my parents knew of this, oh, sad would be my fate.
                        G                E7                          Am  
My father is a minister, a good and righteous man,
                  D7     G    E7          A7                 D7   
My mother is a Methodist,* so I do the best I can.      
   [* For 16C Renaissance change to Catholic ]

     G                                                            D7
I took her to a taver-in and treated her to wine;
 G                                            D7 
Little did I think that she was of The Roving Kind

                 G                        E7                     Am             
I handled her, I dandled her, but much to my surprise,
                            D7     G   E7             A7              D7
She was nothing but a fireship rigged up in a disguise.
Alternate:  I found she was a pirate ship rigged up in a disguise.



      G                                              D7              
So listen, all you sailormen, who sail upon the sea,
      G                                                  D7 
Beware of them there fireships, one was the ruin of me.
                                       G                            E7                     Am 
Beware of them, steer clear of them, they'll be the death of you,
                      D7         G         E7                     A7                           D7   
'Twas there I had my mizzen sprung and my strong box broken through.

Alternate last verse as sung by Oak, Ash & Thorn:
      G                                             D7      
So all you lonesome seamen that on the streets do sail
      G                                                      D7      
If you would have companionship, beware the ships you hail
                                  G                     E7                           Am  
For I barely left my fireship, it was hardly a week gone past
                              D7         G            E7            A7                  D7   
When I found the fire that burned in her was a-ragin' in my mast.
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