The NEW
 ‘Lonely’ Song Book

COPYRIGHT NOTICE
These songs are either my own compositions or my adaptations of traditional material.

I give them to you free because, while I’d like you to pay me for my performances, live or on record, I would like you to be able to enjoy playing the songs for yourself without  struggling to work them out by ear.
But this work is copyright. My fellow Scot, Dick Gaughan, explains this situation well:-
Use [this material] freely for your own personal research or private non-commercial purposes . . .but please credit the source. The use of any of it for any commercial or profit-making purpose is absolutely, totally prohibited, without any exceptions. Such use is a breach of UK and International copyright law as well as morally indefensible. You're getting it free - if you want to pass it on, pass it on free.

You may sing these songs and quote the informative notes, you may print out the songs in order to learn them, but please do not reproduce any of this material in written or printed form, online or offline, for any other reason than your own personal use without asking my permission. 

This is a gesture of trust. Please respect it.
In this edition I’ve included ‘My Father’ and ‘Merlin’ because, although they were written after the first publication of the album, I feel they belong there. ‘My Father’ tells of why I first became an angry young man; ‘Merlin’ ends the story when I finally came to terms with who I have become - hopefully someone more positive than the grumpy old man who picks up a paper in the album’s title track.
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Murray Laing, April 2010
What you’ll find here are the words of songs I’ve written, together with the words of some traditional (folk) songs the way I sing them. 
This document is a Wordfile. You can easily interact with it – and resize the font where I’ve made it small in order to fit lyrics to a single page.

I believe it’s important that we make the songs we sing our own – and that goes for the way you might sing or play one of my songs.  I’ve given you the basic chord sequence for each track but I have made no attempt to transcribe or tab the arrangements: a valueless exercise, in my view. I’m just making it up as I go along, using my own chops; and it’s a bit different every time.
I have written down the chord progressions behind what I am actually playing and the capo position I use to get the piece into the key on the record. I have also indicated where I have used a partial capo, set to cover the 3rd, 4th & 5th strings at the second fret
. All the songs are in standard tuning.
You can email queries and comments via my website: www.murraylaing.com
CONTENTS

· Lyrics and guitar chords for all the songs on the album ‘Lonely’.

· Appendix : notes on  the origins of  the songs
1. She Moved Through the Fair

Partial capo at II
(I use a glass bottleneck. The ‘orchestral bit’ at the end is layered ebows)
Note that this simple song alternates a bar of C with a bar of D, throughout.
     C                            D           C                   D 
My young love said to me: my mother won’t mind
And my father won’t slight you for your lack of kind

She stepped away from me and these words she did say:
It will not be long, love, till our wedding day

She stepped away from me and she moved through the fair

And fondly I watched her move here and move there

She made her way homeward with one star awake

As the swan in the evening moves over the lake

Last night she came to me, my dead love came in

So softly she entered that her feet made no din

She laid her hand upon me and this she did say:

It will not be long, love, till our wedding day

2. Lonely

Partial capo @ 2nd fret 
Old man walking in the morning rain


D        C     G
Picks up a paper at the shop;


D        C     G
Reads all about it: the football and the girls.

D        C     G
Why does the killing never stop?


C        G     D





D        C     D




Why does the killing never stop?


D        C      D
The man behind the counter comes from Pakistan.
He charges more for lager than he should.
Paedophiles, he says, should have their cocks chopped off,
Then they’d know where they stood 
Then they’d know where they stood 

You get so lonely, you get so lonely you could die.   A    G   D    A     G
Jimi played like an angel at Monterey

Or so they say, for I was never there

But the Ecstacy of Love seemed real enough.
We should fashion our gods with more care

We should fashion our gods with more care 

The priest takes his confession all by himself.
Forgive me Father for I have sinned.
I’ve soiled my guilty sheets in the darkness of the night

And sold your lies to the innocent and blind. 

And sold your lies to the innocent and blind.
I’m so lonely, I’m so lonely I could die.
Doctor, doctor can you heal my wounds

The pain is more than I can bear

Can you take your knife to the meaning of my life

Can you give me a pill for my despair?
Can you give me a pill for my despair?

[INSTRUMENTAL BREAK]

Young girl walking in the pouring rain:
She’s living her life inside her head;
She’s talking to her lover on her mobile telephone;
In her mind they’re lying in her bed.
In her mind they’re lying in her bed.

Young man bleeding in the pouring rain:
They took his money – left him for dead.
Now he’s waiting for a stranger to come along.
His pain cuts like thorns into his head.

His pain cuts like thorns into his head.

He’s so lonely, he’s so lonely he could die.
3. Van Diemen’s Land
Capo I + partial capo @ III
Come all you gallant poachers that ramble without care,

D   G    D


That go out on a moonlit night with your dog, your gun and your snare.
D   G    D
By the keepers of the land, my boys, one night we were trepanned,
D   G    D
And for fourteen years transported to Van Diemen's Land. 

F   D   C    G   D
Where do the days go?
F  F9  D
The first day that we landed upon that fateful shore,
The planters they came round us, full twenty score or more.
They ranked us up like horses and sold us out of hand.
They yoked us to the plough, my boys, to plough Van Diemen's Land.

Where do the days go?


God bless our wives and families, likewise that happy shore,
That isle of sweet contentment that we shall see no more.
As for our wretched females, see them we seldom can:
There’s fourteen to one woman In Van Diemen's Land.
Where do the days go?

There was a girl from Birmingham, Sweet Susan was her name:
Fourteen years transported for playing at the game.
Our captain bought her freedom and married her out of hand
But she gave us all good usage upon to Van Diemen's Land.

And what have you done, my love, to bring you to this fate?
You lived your life on credit, till the day you couldn’t pay.

You were blinded by the glitter of the things you couldn’t have:

Don’t you know – the Rich are always with us and the Poor are meant to starve.
Where do the days go?

4. I Cannot Keep From Crying Sometimes

Capo III + partial capo V 
Chorus:
I cannot keep from crying sometimes
D   C   D
I cannot keep from crying sometimes
D   C   D
My heart is full of sorrow


G  D
My eyes are full of tears


G  D
I cannot keep from crying sometimes
D  C  D

I need another pill to keep me happy;
D


I need another pill to keep me sane;

D

I need a pill to stop you getting pregnant
C   G   D
And another to keep it up all the same
C   G   D

Keep on climbing up the corporate ladder.
Watch the new day rise from the 13th floor.
When it all goes down just like The Tower of Babel

You’re back on the streets; you’re just another whore.

But it’s Love we’re really searching for my honey;
It’s Love that makes these bastards feel afraid.
If we all found out at last what really mattered

We wouldn’t play their stupid games again.
Don’t touch me with your dirty hands, you pervert,
You know I know just what you want to do.
I’ve read about it in the red-top papers:
I know you know I’ve had those same dreams too. 


Walking down that long highway
I’m going to travel night and day
My heart is full of sorrow
My eyes are full of tears
I cannot keep from crying sometimes
They promised us a future Age of Leisure:
Machines would do the work we used to do.
My father lived and died without much pleasure;
Looks like I’ve been conned and suckered too.

5 . The Day I Heard His Voice (for Phil Ochs)
Capo II
Am                           C                 G                    Am

The day I heard his voice I was dancing in the dark

Am                          F            G              Em

And full of love and lust and hope and dreams.

      F                     C                   G                      Am     

He sang about injustice and he sang about the war

         C                          Am                  G                    Am    

And I told my love that I would be like him.

His words became a legend in the living of my life:

They haunted me like perfume in the air.

I can’t forget the passion as we lay there in the dark:

An amber necklace tangled in her hair.
And something of me died the day she went away

And I got on with the living of my life.
I cut off my long hair and I wore a suit and tie:
Lost myself from nine o’clock till five, till five.
An insect in an amber bead: he was caught inside his time:

That year we bravely said we’d never lie.

My God, I would go back there and change it all from then:
Take her long dark hair from off her eyes.
In the end he hanged himself because the times had changed

And the battles that he sang about were won.

Now I stand ashamed and crippled with regret

And the girls of that long summer are long gone, long gone.

6. Another Song

Capo III + 2 partial capos @ V. (Note that you can get the same effect by dropping the top and bottom strings by a full step.)
I’ve written you another song


G
The tune’s not bad and it’s not too long

F
It was meant to be about the human condition
C    G

But every time I sing for you


G
I just turn out another blues


F
I suppose that says a lot about our position

C    G
Chorus:

        D                        C                  G                         D

The game was never worth it, for all the cards in the pack

      D                           C                   F      F9                     G

I don’t know where I’m going but I know . . . I’m not going back.

I’ve been working hard from 9 to 5

Spending my days more dead than alive

And everyone said they thought I was doing quite well

With overdraft and mortgage raising

I’ve got a tomb with a vie w with double glazing

You don’t need horns to know when you’re in Hell.

So this is goodbye to the pinstripe suit

The quest for power, the pursuit of loot

And the sons of bitches I used to call my friends

They’re welcome to their useless lives

Their stomach ulcers and their painted lives

I’d rather chase a rainbow to its end.

So, I’m walking down this lonesome road

It’s hard beneath a heavy load

But there’s nothing unique in doing the best that you can

You’ve heard this kind of thing before

So won’t you fix me a pallet on your floor

Do you have any room in your heart for a one man band?

On the record, I play (but don’t sing) the first 2 lines of ‘Oh, Susannah’
G                                                                D

I come from Alabama with a banjo on my knee

G                                              D                G
I’ve come to Louisiana, my true love for to see

C                      G                          D

Oh, Susanna, don’t you cry for me. 
7. Passchendaele
Capo V
G                     C                         G 

Grandfather, I need your help today.
      G                   C                       G

It’s closing in – I fear I’ve lost my way.
Am                       Em         D

I know I’m on the field

                        C              G

And this is my Passchendaele.
I meet your eyes inside your varnished frame;
There’s more between us than a common name.
We’re so alike: my brother

And this is the best of times.

Floods of rain have cloaked the Flanders plain.
We wait for death to end this constant pain.
Sleep is no escape

From the nightmare that the morning brings.
We who are the wounded battle on.
It’s dark and there’s nowhere else to go.
The blind still give the orders

To the marching line.
I envy you the enemy in sight.
I envy you the chance you had to fight:
The chance to hold the devil in your sights

Across the field of Passchendaele.
Give me the right to die like a man.
Put a cold revolver in my hand:
I will win this day

And this is my Passchendaele. 

8. All That I leave Is Now
Capo I

(On the recording, I overdubbed some sustained notes with an ebow)






Dm
You call my name


Dm    G
But I don’t feel much like singing

C        Am
All that I leave is now


Em   G   Am
All that I leave is now


Em    G  Am
I hear your voice

But you’re outside my window

And the streets are black with rain

The streets are black with rain

I look out

To a world without bright colours

The sky is grey as smoke

The sky is grey as smoke

O, hold me now
F   C    G

     


 Hold me now

F  Em  G
Fill up my glass

I’ll drink to all my demons

They never went away

They never went away

Just one sweet kiss

From this poisoned chalice

Will put an end to pain

Will put an end to pain

Inside my head

A song just keeps on playing

Never comes to an end

Never comes to an end

O, hold me now

Hold me now

You call my name

But I don’t feel much like singing

All that I leave is now

All that I leave is now

All that I leave is now

9. My Father 
capo I + partial at III          (I use a 12-string guitar on the record)
My father came home safe in the fall of ’45



D  A  G  D
To a future that was his for the taking



D  A  G
He wore a suit and tie and made sure his hands were clean
D  A  G  D
And he married the girl who’d been waiting



A  D  A D. . . into riff



*
My grandfather still worked the land when he’d done his bit in France

He’d a home and a family to build

He still touched his cap to the passing ruling class:

The ones who gave the orders on the field

But the social order faltered in the fall of ‘69

My generation thought the tide was turning

They promised us a future where we’re walking on the moon

While the corpses in My Lai still lay burning




*
My father clenched his fist when I sang him my first song

He hated everything I stood for

He hated his enemies more than he hated himself:

“How can you call another man your brother?

Get yourself a job and work for 40 years

Join the same church as your boss

Vote for the Tories ‘cause you’re better than you are

And rise to the top at any cost.”




*

I lost my faith in 1979:

27 years old and nothing done
Youth turned to nostalgia; Love turned into dust,

Waiting for another war to come.
History hangs like Cancer on the final battlefield:
Waiting to defeat you in the end
I can see my father hanging on the wire:

His tattered skin is blowing in the wind.
10. If I Had My Time Again
Capo III     
Note: the F9 chords are just my way of annotating the lick between at the ends of line..

If I had my time again I would love you.


C  G  Am  F9

I’d love you till all the seas run dry.


C  G  F  F9

I’d love you all the years that we’ve been apart.

C  G  F  Am

I would love you till I die
.



C  G  Am  F9

If I had my time again I’d never leave you

To find another waiting in the wings.
I’d recognise the moment, I’d rewrite the script,
I’d find another song to sing.

CH:
And if you think this song’s for you – you can have it
F  C  Fmaj7

For the private pain you never could confess.

C  G  F  F9
A hundred thousand poems written about Love

C  G  F  Am


Don’t make it worth any less.



C  G  Am  F9
Now I carry reminders of a life

And I wear the scars I’ve gathered on the way

But there’s a picture of you I still carry in my heart

And it just won’t go away.
When I met you again many years had passed:
They’d taken all our youth away.
I hardly recognised you when you opened your door;
I couldn’t find the words to say.
And if you think this song’s for you – you can have it

For the private pain you never could confess.
A hundred thousand poems written about Love   
Don’t make it worth any less.                        
If I had my time again I would love you.                                                                              
I’d love you till all the seas run dry.
I’d love you all the years that we’ve been apart.
I’d love you till I die.
11.  Highland Widow’s Lament/Flowers of the Forest

This is a modal piece played on

· Appalachian dulcimer, tuned E B bb

· Acoustic guitar, partial capo @ II 
· 2 ebows, playing the notes E and B to simulate a bagpipe drone

Oh, I am come to the low countrie,
Och-on, och- on, och- rie!
Without a penny in my purse
To buy a meal to me.


I was the happiest of my clan,
Och- on, och- on, och- rie!
For Donald was a handsome man
And Donald  was for me.

Till Charlie Stuart came at last.
Och- on, och- on, och- rie!
 My Donald's arm was wanted then
For Scotland and for me.


Their woeful fate what need I tell?
Och- on, och- on, och- rie! 
My Donald and his country fell
Upon Culloden-field.

12. Merlin  
capo II + partial at IV




Guitar instrumental: chord progression as verse
He was born under a blanket brought home from the war

D  A  G  A

He was his daddy’s pride and joy





D A  G

He could become a lawyer or a soldier or a saint
:


D  A  G  D

His mother’s darling boy






A  G  D

Once he saw the future in the crystal of a tear

And the long years of waiting in between

Hiding his light under a blanket that he’d saved

Hiding from what might have been.

Guitar instrumental: chord progression as verse
Now broken on the Wheel, they throw him to the air

He finds the wind to hover in the blast

His feathers are grey now and his brown eyes are pale

And he knows that he’s found his song at last

Now wine fills up your senses and sends you back in time 

To a young man mad with blood and bone

And O but she was beautiful when she called your name

You still would give her everything you own

Guitar instrumental: chord progression as verse
I’ve long admired the heroes who fell along the way. 

They died young but then their work was done

They left behind a message; they escaped the long decay:

Every man will find his Time will come.
13. Port Stanley Sunday

Capo III
I used to have friends who died by a bullet


Em   D   A   Bm
Or fell screaming in flames in their ships or their planes
Em   D   Em   C
Now voices behind me say now I’m not wanted

Em   D   C     G

It’s a Port Stanley Sunday and it’s pouring with rain

Em    D    Em
Now people back home read their Sunday papers

They eat their cornflakes; they sugar their tea

Economic recession and public depression

Are diverted by thoughts of our boys overseas

For we’re flying the flag and we’ve shown what we’re made of

The Great British spirit that put Hitler to flight

And feeling a bit homesick is character-building

And dying is glorious when you’re in the right

And when we come home there’s all the flag-waving

And the tearful reunions with wives on TV:

Vicarious thrills for out-of-work miners

And frustrated housewives but you’re not fooling me

For the truth is six months when you’ve not seen your woman

You sleep six to a room but you still feel alone

You’re sick of the jokes about pin-ups in toilets

And you don’t want a whore – you just want to go home
Now Government leaders sit on fat pinstriped arses

They ponder the moves of expendable pawns

Political gambits are other men’s losses

And another piece soon fills your place when you’re gone

And in the half-dark of a late-night party

Where bored expatriates circle like flies 

They burn with ambition behind masks always smiling

For friends get you things that money can’t buy

And a sad-eyed girl sat alone in a corner

God knows, we both had our sorrows to share

I wanted to hold her till morning came slowly

And just hear her say she believed that I cared

And at six o’clock on a Sunday morning

When curtains are drawn and the city is dead

I left very quietly – I’d never be back there – 

I’d left the girl sleeping alone in her bed

I kept on walking without looking backwards

I fought off the thought that she didn’t care

And I thought of a moment that couldn’t be longer

But the smell of her perfume was still in my hair

I lay in my bed on a Sunday morning

I fell asleep with the radio on

Love songs are whores when they’re sung to make money

The cost of my song is the pain now she’s gone.

Appendix: notes on the origins of the songs
1. She Moved Through The Fair

This is the first folk song I ever heard: sung on the radio by the late Scottish tenor Kenneth McKellar, round about 1960. When I first came to sing it myself, I used a chord progression a bit like Dire Straits’ ‘The Sultans of Swing’ which upset the Folk Police. Then I heard Johnny Dickinson play it using a slide. Now I do, too.

Bert Jansch apparently objects to Jacqui McShee, and other singers, who insist on making the song a ghost story by using the word ‘dead’ in the last verse. Personally, I prefer it. These old songs continue to mutate like a game of Chinese Whispers. The story of the dead lover’s ghost is a lot more compelling than an account of the girlfriend who broke off the engagement, probably because the young man didn’t have enough cattle!

2. Lonely

I watched a girl walking down the street and talking on her mobile phone. I couldn’t hear her conversation but her expression told me that she was focused on the scene at the other end of the call, not the here and now of the rainy street she didn’t really want to be on. I imagined she was lonely and just wanted to make it back to her boyfriend.
But her hopes would be dashed: her boyfriend wouldn’t make it home. He’s mugged and left bleeding by a godless mob manipulated by the tabloid press to take out their frustration on strangers.  Looking back on this song, it feels like a gritty Eleanor Rigby for our times.
3. Van Diemen’s Land
I was researching the background to Timberlake Wertenbaker’s play ‘Our Country’s Good’, about the Australian penal colonies. I read Robert Hughes’ account in ‘The Fatal Shore’ and discovered that the deportees of the well-know folk song ‘Van Diemen’s Land’ were actually disenfranchised young men and women whose crime was, typically, to steal a linen shirt with a value greater than any sum they had the ability to pay back. These people were the ASBO-branded ‘hoodies’ that our present day middle classes want to see banged up or even sent to prison hulks adapted from the ‘floating hotels’ we sent to the Falklands.

I have added a final verse to the otherwise traditional lyric hopefully to make clear that thrusting ‘must have’ consumer desirables in the faces of people on minimum wages or benefit can have only one consequence.
4. I Cannot Keep From Crying Sometimes

The original ‘I Cannot Keep from Crying Sometimes’ is a blues song I’ve known since I heard John Renbourn sing it in the 70’s. It’s attributed to Blind Willie Johnson. It’s got hardly any words - a chorus without any verses. – so I merged it with a grumpy rant of my own that was looking for a chorus. I guess this is my song and I’m just referencing its blues origins but I acknowledge my inspiration by crediting it to Laing/Johnson in case some anally retentive folknik sends me hate-mail (I said I was grumpy).
We’re all being manipulated by the media into a mob bonded by prejudice and distracted from seeing that a world of love and well-being is entirely possible. Of course, we wouldn’t sell our labour and lives if we spotted the con trick. Tragic.
5.   The Day I Heard His Voice (for Phil Ochs)

I first heard Phil Ochs’ recording of ‘I Ain’t Marchin’ Anymore’ in the long summer of 1970, before I started university. It was in a friend’s flat and he was passionate about introducing me to a record that he said changed his life. At the same time, I’ll always associate that room with another of that summer’s rites of passage. 
I remained inspired by the songs on that album – and I occasionally wondered if he had made any more, though I never got around to finding out. It was many years later that I read in Marc Eliot’s 1989 biography ‘Death of a Rebel’ that Ochs was dead. He had committed suicide in 1976; his fans had forgotten him; his time had passed. I felt guilty when I realized that, as my hero’s ashes were being scattered from the battlements of Edinburgh Castle I was possibly walking down Princes Street, preoccupied with earning a living.

6. Another Song

This is a letter to my wife on the first of several occasions when I vowed to burn my briefcase. I really wanted to be a wandering minstrel. It took a few more years and a few more adventures in Capitalism, but I got there in the end.
7.Passchendaele
I have an old photograph of my grandfather, in WW I military uniform standing beside a sign which reads ‘Somewhere in France’. 

I empathized with these men who were forced to go over the top to near-certain death at the whim of the generals. At the time, I was fighting my own hopeless battle, however metaphorical.  At least the soldiers had someone to shoot at.
7.All That I Leave Is Now
You might recognise the symptoms of Depression: apathy, alcoholism and vision that says someone has turned a dimmer switch down on the world.

        9.   My Father

It’s funny how words have different meanings in English and American English. Autumn 1969 is remembered for the lost dream of Woodstock, but it was truly the ‘fall’ of the old social order. My generation would never again passively obey its self-appointed masters.
My father read The Daily Mail. He thought social advancement involved sucking up to his betters. So: no surprise when he discovered that I was turning my English Language skills to writing verses that characterized him as a jingoistic warmonger. He called me a Communist which, at the time, was the sort of non-negotiable insult that ‘spastic’, ‘gay’ and ‘mental’ have provided in their time.

I won’t try to ‘explain’ the penultimate line of this song. The truth is: I can see my father hanging on barbed wire like the poor Tommies who went over the top and didn’t make it – and I wonder what this vision means. 
10. If I Had My Time Again

I started to write this for a friend who told me of his ‘lost love’; when I finished I discovered I had written about myself; when I performed the song, I realized the experience was actually universal.  So: ‘If you think this song’s for you, you can have it.’

I’m making a reference to the Scots poet Robert Burns in the phrase ‘till all the seas run dry’. Burns defined poetry as that which has often been said before but never so well expressed. 
‘A hundred thousand poems written about Love don’t make it worth any less.’

11. Highland Widow’s Lament/The Flowers of the Forest

The song is the lament of a woman for her husband fallen at Culloden, near Inverness. She comes down to the Lowlands as part of a straggling band of refugees such as we still see somewhere, on television news, every night. 
 ‘The Flowers of the Forest’ is a traditional pentatonic tune nowadays heard played on the Highland bagpipe on Remembrance Day and other occasions when we honour our war dead. The tune is early 17th century. The words usually associated with it, written in 1756, refer to the battle of Flodden Field in 1513 but I use it to counterpoint a song about the battle of Culloden (1746
12.  Merlin
I remember an old grey army blanket in our house when I was a child. It smelled of the past (a romantic way of describing mildew).
My parents had high hopes that I would live out their ambitions to climb the social ladder in the new world ‘fit for heroes’. In the end, it took me a very long time to grow into my own skin. I wrote this song this year (2010) when I realized that the grey-bearded face looking out of the mirror at me was the man I had been waiting to become. I felt in that moment like T H White’s Merlin, who had lived his life backwards.
If much of this collection of songs is a catalogue of despair for the loss of life and love, ‘Merlin’ calls to my generation, the ‘baby-boomers’, to say that we might have thirty years left to fulfill our destiny.  Use it well.
13. Port Stanley Sunday

‘Port Stanley Sunday’ is an Appendix to the rest of the album. 

One cold night in 1983, I sat in the Portakabin I called home in Port Stanley, the Falkland Islands, and wrote a song. 

I had arrived on the islands in Mrs Thatcher’s ship of fools: the boatload of ‘experts’ who would put the place to rights after the conflict with Argentina. An evening at an expat. party had provided a chat with a soldier, who told me of an isolated and unexpected romantic encounter. I wrote the piece from the soldier’s point of view though, inevitably, the song became a vehicle for my own political view of the Falklands situation: the local people who openly told the soldiers they didn’t want them; the six-to-a-room dormitories; the expatriate community where the currency of influence was fresh vegetables; the ever-on radio, from one of whose broadcasts this performance was recovered.

END OF DOCUMENT
� Revised in line with the 2010 re-issue of the album as DCD003.


� I tend to use a partial capo to make the Esus shape (It’s sort of like fake dadgad).  I want to be able to play closed chord shapes and find notes as normal – but be able to drop back to a full open-tuned sound where I need to. You can also cover strings 2, 3 & 4  to make a first position A chord (then  think ‘G shapes’ when you’re playing). In Song 3, I prefer to use 2 partial capos rather than tune my top and bottom strings down.
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