
BUMBY 
by Alban Henry 

 
  Granny: 

 Since yo living here wid me Thelma  
 I can’t understand yo behaviour. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Granny: 
 Every thing yo do aggravate me 
 No respect yo ha fo yo granny. 
 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

 
  Granny: 

 All around de people talking yo 
 Not’ing good dey saying about you. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Granny: 
 Never mind yo young an’ yo hansome  
 Soon or later yo gwine go feel um. 
 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by,  
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by, Burn by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

 
  Thelma: 

 People talk because dey gelous me 
 More dey talk is less it bothers me. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Thelma: 
 Ah don’t mix wid Tom, Dick an Harry  
 All me friends in big society. 



 
  Chorus: 

 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

   
  Granny: 

 Fowl an cockroach don’t keep company 
 Hang yo hat just where yo could reach ee. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Granny: 
 When dey talk dey mouth full ah sugar  
 Word ah mouth no load pon dey shoulder. 

 
  Chorus: 

 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

 
  Thelma: 

 What yo talking suit little pickey 
 I too big fuh those nancy story. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Thelma: 
 I am young an quite amunising 
 But you granny old an’ disgusting. 
 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 Burn by, Bum by, Burn by, Burn by, Burn by 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

 
  Granny: 

 Bum by Thelma yo go feel um 
 Moon does run till morning catch um. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 



  Granny: 
 If for breakfast yo nar get um 
 Then for dinner yo go meet um. 
 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 
 

   
  Thelma: 

 Ah cant stomach dis any longer 
 Yo just acting like a soucoya. 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by. 

  Thelma: 
 Nobody will tell me what to do 
 If ah fall is my own callalou. 
 

  Chorus: 
 Bum by, Bum by, Bum by 
 Bum by Thelma ...Yo go feel urn 
 Bum by Thelma ...Yo go feel urn 
 Bum by Thelma Bum by. 

 
 
 



 
 


