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10 - Abdullah Bulbul Amir ¾ (e)

[bookmark: _Hlk76626217][bookmark: _Hlk76626175][C] . The [G7] ranks of the prophet are [C] hardy and bold, and 
[F] quite unaccustomed to [C] fear, But the [G7] bravest of all was a 
[C] man I am told, called [G7] Abdullah Bulbul A[C]mir.

[C] . When they [G7] needed a man to en[C]courage the van, or to 
[F] harass the foe from the [C] rear, Storm [G7] fort or redoubt, they had 
[C] only to shout For [G7] Abdullah Bulbul A[C]mir.

[C] . Now, the [G7] heroes were plenty and [C] well known to fame, who [F] fought in the ranks of the [C] Czar. But the [G7] bravest of these was a [C] man by the name Of [G7] Ivan Skavinsky Ski[C]var.

[C] . He could [G7] imitate Pushkin, play [C] poker and pool, And 
[F] strum on the Spanish gui[C]tar. In fact, [G7] quite the cream of the 
[C] Muscovite team Was [G7] Ivan Skavinsky Ski[C] var.

[C] . One [G7] day this bold Russian had shoul[C]dered his gun and 
[F] donned his most truculent [C] sneer. Down[G7]town he did go, where he [C] trod on the toe Of [G7] Abdullah Bulbul A[C]mir.

[C] . “Young [G7] man,” quoth Bulbul, “has your [C] life grown so dull, that you’re [F] anxious to end your car[C]eer? Vile in[G7]fidel, know, you have [C] trod on the toe Of [G7] Abdullah Bulbul Amir.”

[C] . Said [G7] Ivan, “My friend, your re[C]marks in the end, Will avail [F] you but little, I [C] fear. For you [G7] ne’er will survive to re[C]peat them alive, Mister [G7] Abdullah Bulbul A[C]mir.”

[C] . They [G7] fought all that night ’neath the [C] yellow moonlight, The [F] din, it was heard from a[C]far. And huge mul[G7]titudes came, so 
[C] great was the fame Of [G7] Abdul and Ivan Ski[C]var.

[C] . As [G7] Abdul’s long knife was ex[C]tracting the life, In 
[F] fact he had shouted, “Huz[C]zah!” He [G7] felt himself struck by that 
[C] wily Kalmuck, Count [G7] Ivan Skavinsky Ski[C]var.

[C] . There’s a [G7] tomb made of gold where the [C] Blue Danube rolls, And [F]’graved there in characters [C] clear, Is, “Stran[G7]ger, when passing, oh, [C] pray for the soul Of [G7] Abdullah Bulbul A[C]mir.”

<SLOW>
[C] . A Mus[G7]covite maiden, her [C] lone vigil keeps, ’Neath the 
[F] light of the pale polar [C] star. And the [G7] name that she murmurs so [C] oft as she weeps, Is [G7] Ivan Skavinsky Ski[C]var.
