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The Cremation of Sam McGee

Bob La Torre
Narrator
Lyrics by Robert Service
" Allegro J:zgo (Vamp) g (Spoken or sung)
| lD : ; | | < : ; = | | - N
[ 1 = hd [ 1 hd = - 5
%)V T | | | |
There are
13 A
f) |
— 57 73
(ey > v P S —
Y,
strange things done in the mid-night sun by the men who moil for gold; The
17
0|
55 — ~ 72
>0 22
g |
Arc-tic trails have their sec-ret tales that would make your blood run cold. The
21
f) |
L I’JD' 73
’QQ)'D D < -
North ern Lightshave seen queersights, but the queer est they e'erdid see  Was that
25 B
H | 3]
b £
D v o ® —_
night on the marge of Lake La Barge when I cre mat ed Sam Mc Gee.
296 | ) (Spoken)
A :IQDI I - 72
%\'\V 1 I P &
Now, Sam Mc-Gee was from Ten-nes-see, where the
34
f) |
L 'b.p| \i
o ‘ -
cot-ton blooms and blows. Why he left his home in the South to roam 'round the
38
f) |
(aoh !
\;)u [ J N [ ) o o [

Pole, God on-ly knows. He was al-ways cold, but the Land of Gold seemed to
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42
)|
55 3
v ‘A 1
)
hold him like a spell;  Though he'd of-ten say in his home-ly way that he'd
—s— | C 5
|
5o I - 3
Y D I I PN
soon-er live in Hell. On a Christ-mas Day we were

@

mush-ing our way ov-er the Daw-son Trail.

Talk of your cold! Through the

/’4‘/

e *D% e *3& C—@;*DS C—@;*Dg

r [ — o -
par-ka's fold it stabbed like a driv-en nail! If our eyes we'd close, then the
|
1 D N
b £
o ¢ —]
lash-es froze, 'til some-times we could-n't see! It was-n't much fun, but the
63 37 1 D
H | 2
L bl I - g
| 1 € & 1
on-ly one to whim-per was Sam Mc-Gee. And that
68
0
L Ib ! \5
S ) -
ver-y night, as we lay packed tight in our robes be-neath the snow,  And the
72
0
L Ib ! \ﬁ
S o M—_—
dogs were fed, andthe stars o'er-head were dan-cing heel and toe, He
76
f) |
L 'b.p| 3
G e
turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "I'll cash in this trip, I guess, and
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3 E

Well, he seemed so low, I could-n't say no, and he says with a sort of

88
f) |
L I’JD' 73
—%B—H — - -
moan, "It's the cursedcold,andit's gotrighthold'til I'm chilledcleanthroughto the
92
)|
L 'bp| 2
%‘v - < -
bone! Yet 'tain't be-ing dead, it's my aw-ful dread of the 1i-cy grave that
b 3T
55 72
O
)
pains; So I wantyou to swearthat, foul or fair, you'll cre - mate my last re mains."
0o | F
f)
(A7) = e
= \ [ [ — -
Now, a pal's last need is a thing to heed, so I
104
£ |
(A7) !
\;)u & & N & & & |
swore I would not fail. And we start-ed on at the streak of dawn, but
108
f) |
L 'b.p| \i
S - @ & o @ &
God! Helookedghast ly pale! He crouchedon thesleigh,and he ravedall day of his
112
)|
55 2
@ vV D P 1
)

home in Ten-nes - see, And be - fore night-fall, a corpse was all that was
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llg 37 1 G 4
|
—L 'vV.D| I o \i
Q) [ 1 ¢ | |
left of Sam Mc-Gee. There was-n't a breath in that
123
f) |
5 ¥
S o & ® o &
land of death, and 1 hur-ried, hor-ror driv-en. With a corpse half hid that I
127
£ |
i e
€NV D |
\Q\)u & [ ) ® &
could n't get rid, be - cause of a promise giv-en. It was lashedto thesleigh,and it
131
£ |
(b !
= [ _— ® ¢ o -
seemedto say, "Youmay testyourbrawnand brains, But you promisedtrue,and it's
135 3 H
H | 4
— 'bp| | e z
' ; \ i
up to you to cre - mate these last re-mains." Now, a
142
f) |
55 73
| an WV PN ||
D) ‘ ‘
prom-ise made is a debt un-paid, and the trail has its own stern code. In the
146
f) |
55 2
P Py —
)
days to come,thoughmy lips weredumb, in my hearthow I cursedthat load! In the
150
f) |
55 2
| an WV PN
D) * ‘
long, long night, by the lone fire light, while the hus kies, 'roundin a ring, Howled
154
f) | 3
55 I - 2
| [ I P
)
Oh

out their woes to the home-less snows,
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3 | J

|
|
I

Q@;*D

o & [ ) [ ) N

God, how I loathed that thing. And ev-'ry day that

*Di‘i

—
[*))
]

/,,~/

qui-et clay seemed to hea-vy and hea-vi-er grow. But on I went, though the

/’4./

o &

Q@;*D

dogs were spent, and the grub was get-ting low. The trail was bad, and I

\J *35

/,4~/

¥ & &

felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in, And I'd of-ten sing to the

—s—  |K

[ [ ) N [

\J *D§

—
e
(@)}

hate - ful thing, and it hear-kened with a grin. "Til 1

I

Q@;*D

[ N

—_
el
(=]

came to the marge of Lake La Barge, and a steam-boat wreck there lay. It was

N\
Y ]
P.N

o &

Q@;*D

—
\O
S

jammed in the ice, and 1 saw in a trice it was called the "Al-ice May." And I

/,4~/

Q@;*D

looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my fro-zen chum, Then
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198 371
£ | L
54 h =
f\f_vf\ vV D gIV
oJ
"Here!" said I, with a sud-den cry, "is my cre-ma-tor-i-um!"
202
f)
A= 2
'{)D — - s
Some planks I tore from the cab -in floor, and I lit the boil-er
206
f)
= 2
—%B—a ) o [ _—_—
fire. Some coal I found that was ly-ing a-round, and 1 heaped the fu-el
210
f)
i ¥
—%9—1—1 -
high-er. The flames just soared and the fur-nace roared, such a blaze you sel-dom
214 371
0 //
i 73
—%B—a o 1
see! And 1 bur-rowed a hole in the glow-ing coal, and 1 stuffed in Sam Mc-Gee.
M
21h8 3
25— I 72
@ v I I PN
o)
Then I made a hike, for I did-n't like to
224
f)
—%B—g ) [ —_—
hear him siz-zle so. And the heav-ens scowled, and the hus-kies howled, and the
228
f)
A 73
- < "
o)

wind be-gan to

blow. It was 1-cy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my
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f)
X !
NP « _—
)
cheeks, and I don't know why, And the greas-y smoke, in an ink-y cloak, went
N
) 19
5 I I 72
[ an W I I P.N
N~V O N
)
streak - ing down the sky. I
258 | O
f)
72— ¥
€ -
)
do not know how long in the snow I  wrest-led with gris-ly fear. But the
262
f)
S r h— -
stars came out and danced a-bout ere a - gain I ven-tured near. I was
26,? poco rit.
M—_—
)
sick with dread, but I brave-ly said, "I'll just have a peep in - side. I
a tempo
29 371
f) 2
= :
S [ S—— o o ;
guess he'scooked,and it's time Ilooked."Thenthe door I o-pened wide!
P
275

@@?D
345

279
f)

And

there sat Sam, look-ing cool and calm in the heart of the fur-nace

N

4>
[y

roar.

@

He was wear ing a smile youcould see a mile, and he said,"Pleaseclose that
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f)
> X
\;)u N [ ] & & [ J
door. It's fine in here, but I great-ly fear you'll let in the cold and
22}; —3—
—L b y3
—%B—a—"—aj
storm. Since I left Plumtree,downin Ten nes see, it's the firsttime I've beenwarm!"
201 | Q (Spoken or sung)
n [
A - = y3 — o
& £
Y

N
Ne)
(9]

There are strange things done in the mid-night sun by the

/"~/

P

@@#D

men who moil for gold; The Arc-tic trails have their sec-ret tales that would
299 |
n |
- z —
ANV N
Y

(O8]
S
w

make your blood run cold.  The North-ern Lights have seen queer sights, but the

/’4~/

@@#D

(O%)
S
|

queer-est they e'er did see  Was that night on the marge of Lake La Barge when 1

I 3 I

\ *D
L

cre - mat-ed Sam Mc - Gee.




