Sacramento
Oh, around Cape Horn we are bound for to go, to me, hoo-dah, to me, hoo-dah.
Around Cape Horn through the sleet and the snow, to me, hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day!

Chorus:
Blow, boys blow, for Cal-i-forn-eye-o.
[bookmark: _GoBack]There’s plenty of gold, so I’ve been told,
On the banks of the Sacramento

Oh, around Cape Horn in the month of May, to me, hoo-day, to me, hoo-dah.
Around Cape Horn is a bloody long way, to me, hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day.

Chorus

To the Sacramento we’re bound away, to me, hoo-dah, to me, hoo-dah.
For there the gold’s more bright than day, to me hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day.

Chorus

Ninety days to Frisco Bay, to me, hoo-dah, to me, hoo-dah.
Ninety days for to make our pay, to me, hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day.

Chorus

Those gold rush girls ain’t got no combs, to me, hoo-dah, to me, hoo-dah.
They comb their hair with tunny-fish bones, to me, hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day.

Chorus

Oh, those were the days of the good old times, to me, hoo-dah, to me, hoo-dah.
Back in the days of the Forty-nine, to me, hoo-dah, hoo-dah, day.

Chorus



