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Tune: after "Cole Younger"

Key: D (2/C)

The Clan Alpine

C---F----C----------------F---------------C--------G-C--G

For the Clan Alpine, in Chittagong, it was her fi-nal run;
-----------F-------------G---C----------------------------F--C--G

She was heading for the "breakers yard" way over in Tai-wan,
---------F--------------------C-------------F---------------G---C

But the monsoon it came early, Force 9, with a roll-ing swell–
------------F---------------C--------------------------G-----------C

From the Bengal Bay it raced its way, now her story I will tell.

--------F--C------------------F------------------C--------G--C--G

Well, her Master rang for half ahead, both anchors he had laid,
------F-------------G--C-----------------------------------F--C-G

But still she start-ed dragging, and the Chief called up a-fraid,
-F--------------------C----------------------F-------------G-----C

"We’ve lost water suction, though I 'm sure I don't know how.”
------F--------------------------C--------------------------G------------------C

"I’ll tell you why,” was the Captain's cry, “we’ve a palm tree on the bow!”

Chorus
C-------F---------------C

We’d a palm tree on the bow, 

---F---------------G---C

If you could see her now,
------F----------------------C--------------------G

And through that paddy field ploughed her keel (ploughed her keel);

C--------F------------------C

We'd a palm tree on the bow;

------------F--------------C

We could only wonder how,

--------F-------------------C-----------------G

When we looked out it really seemed un-real;
--------F-------------------G-----------------C

When we looked out it really seemed un-real.
So, one mile from the river, when the water it went down,
Hard and fast in a paddy field the Clan Alpine was found;
Then a magistrate accosted us, on the mast he nailed a writ,
Though it sounds surreal, "for importing steel without the right permit!"(CHO)

Then the farmer to the owners he sent his just demand:
Rent for our grounded ship that was parked all on his land!
So they sold her to the breakers, her fate was duly sealed;
Now there’s no sign of the Clan Alpine in that paddy field! (CHO)
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The Clan Alpine
The Clan Alpine, in Chittagong, it was her final run
She was heading for the ‘breakers’ out there in Taiwan
But the monsoon it came early, Force 9, with a rolling swell–
From the Bengal Bay, it raced her way, now her story I will tell.
Chorus:
She’d a palm tree on the bow, a palm tree on the bow,
And through a paddy field ploughed her keel, with a palm tree on the bow.
 
Her Master rang for half ahead, and both anchors he had laid
But still she started dragging, and the Chief said “I’m afraid–
We’ve lost water suction, though I cannot tell you how.”
“I’ll tell you why!” the Captain cried “we’ve a palm tree on the bow!”
 
One mile from the river, when the water it went down,
Hard and fast in that paddy field the Clan Alpine was found.
Then a ‘Jobs worth’ he arrested them, on the mast he nailed a writ,
Though it sounds surreal, for importing steel without the right permit!
 
And of course the farmer from the owners did demand
Rent for the grounded ship that they’d parked on his land!
There they sold her to the breakers so her fate was signed and sealed
So now there’s no trace of Clan Alpine now in that paddy field! (CHO)
