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Verse 1.
Dm
Qut beyond the street lanp s
Am A
And the calliope s roar
Dm
Past the wack and sanphire,
Am A
Beyond t he shore,
Dm

| have seen wal king through the tide
Gn
As the rain cuts through the spray,
Dm
Chi nese Cockl e pickers

Am A
On the sands of Morecanbe Bay

Dm
| stood beside themin the corner shop
Am A
And in the market too

Dm

| should have spoken to them

Am A

Told them everything | knew,
Dm

Li ke our nothers told us

Gn

As we went out to play

Dm

Never try and race the tide
Am A

On the sands of Morecanbe Bay

Dm
For the tide s the very devil,
Gm
It will run you out of breath,
Dm

Race you to the sea shore,
Am A



Chase you to your death,

Dm
Yes the tide s the very devil
Gm
And the devil has his day
Dm Am A Dm

On the lonley cockle grounds of Morecanbe Bay

Dm
Saw t hem sendi nhg noney orders hone
Am A
There hard earned pay
Dm
Tal es of crossing borders

the road to Morecanbe Bay;

993

Sl eeping in crouded roomns

cold hard floors

Y99

Sutch dreamess life
Am A
Is not worth dieing for

Dm
Now | see themin the distance
Am A
Laid out in the norning |ight,
Dm
M grant workers,
Am A
Twenty-three where drowned | ast night.
Dm
Their final phone calls
Gn
Hal f the world had crossed
Dm
Bet ween the river esureys
Am A
They raced the tide and | ost.

Dm
For the tide s the very devil,
Gm
It will run you out of breath,
Dm
Race you to the sea shore,
Am A
Chase you to your death,
Dm
Yes the tide s the very devil
Gm



And the devil has his day
Dm Am

A Dm

On the lonley cockle grounds of Morecanbe Bay

Dm
In Fujian and Xel ang
Am
They nourn their next of kin,
Dm
Gang masters with snake tattoos,

Am A
Call noney |ones back in

Dm

Br oken hearted parents

Gm

Watch their children stow away,
Dm

To di e anong the

Am A Dm

Cockl e banks of Morecone Bay

Dm
For the tide s the very devil,
Gm
And the devil has his day
Dm Am

A Dm

On the lonley cockle grounds of Morecanbe Bay



