Blue Moon of Kentucky

G
Blue l\éloon of Kentucky keep on sl?ining D
Shine on the one that's gone and proved untrue
Blue M%on of Kentucky keep on shining
Shine on the one that's ggne and left me blue.

c G
Well it was on one moonlit night, the starsp_s’hining bright
And they whispered from on high, your lover said goodbye
L 3
Blue Moon of Kentucky légep on shining .
Shine on the one that's gone and said goodbye.

Lead
Repeat song
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All The Good Times

Chorus: c G
All the good times are past and gone
A]l the good times are o er &

I the good times are pl%S‘t and gone
Little darlin’' don't you wéep no more.

I wish to the Lord I'd nsc\"'fer been bgrn
Or died when I was yoiung
. G
I never would have see&your sparkling blue eyes
Or heard your lﬁng tongue. Ch.

Now don't you see that turtle dove
A-flying from pine to pine

It's mournin' for it's own true love
Just like I mourn for mine. Ch.

Don’t you see that passenger train
Going around the bend?

It’s taking away my own true love
To never return again. Ch.

Come back, come back my own true love
And stay a while with me

For if ever I've had a friend in this world
You've been a friend to me. Ch.

L_;.
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Rock Island Line

Chorus:
I say the rock Island Line is a miglégv good road
I say the %ock Island Line is the road to ride
Oh the Rock Island Line is a mighty good road
e c?2 = . .

If you want to ride it got to ride it like Jou find it
Buy your ticket at the station on the Rock Island Line,
I mcz;l:y be right and I may be wrong ‘

[~ . &
I know you're gonna miss me when I'm gone. x2

ABC, double XYZ (zee)
Cat's in the cupboard but he can't see me. x2

ABC, double XYZ (zee)
Come on baby, let’s ride with me. x2

I know I'm right when I say it's fine
It's really great to ride on the Rock Island Line. x2

Now this here train has but one design
To get you where you're going on the Rock Island Line x2

And man, oh man! It's a place divine
For Kkissing in the tunnels on the Rock Island Line. x2
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Tennessee Waltz

< c? F
I was waltzmg with my darlmg to the Tennessee waltz
P? @7

When an old friend I happened to see
I mtroduced him to my loved one
And Whlle they were dalfcmg
My fnend stole my sweetheart from me

e F <
I remember the night 2nd the Tenn;"sseg _v7valtz
Only ygu know how much I have lost
Yes I lost my little darling the nlght they were playmg

¢
The beautiful Tennessee ngtz.
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Dance all night with a bottle in my hand

Chprus

Dance all night with a bottle in my hand,
Botile in my hand, with a bottle in my hand
Dangce all night with a bottle in my hand,
Just for a day give the fiddler a dram.

I left that jawbone sitting on the fence
Sitting on the fence, sitting on the fence

I left that jawbone sitting on the fence

I ain’t seen nothing of the jawbone since. Ch

Walked on home didn’t get along
Didn’t get along, didn’t get along
Walked on home didn’t get along
In comes Sally with the big boots on. Ch.

Who’s been here since I been gone?
Since I been gone, since I been gone
Who’s been here since I been gone?
Pretty little girl with the red dress on. Ch.

She took it off, and I put it on

And I put it on, and I put it on

She took it off, and I put it on

In comes Sally with the big boots on. Ch.
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Pick a Bale of Cotton

Gonna jump down, turn around, | ‘i:( a bale of %(_)tton
Gonna jump down turn around, pick a bale a day. x2
Chorus:

Oh Lordy, pig a bale of c?'tton

Oh Lordy, pick a bale a day

Oh Lordy, pi a bale of cgtton

Oh Lordy, picK a bale a'di%.

The Master say gonna pick a bale of cotton
The Master say gonna pick a bale a day. x2 Ch.

‘1do believe I’m gonna pick a bale of cotton
I do believe I’m gonna pick a bale a day. x2 Ch.

Me and my pal, gonna pick a bale of cotton
Me and my pal gonna pick a bale a day. x2 Ch.

Extra verses
Me and my brother, friend, sister etc

Hop around, skip around, pick a bale of cotton
Hop around, skip around, pick a bale a day. x2 Ch

Gonna picka, picka, picka, picka, picka bale of cotton
Gonna picka, picka, picka, picka, picka bale a day. x2 Ch.
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Oh Suranna.
A

| co?ne from Alabama with a banjo on my knee,
D . . ‘ D

'm going to Louisiana, my true love fgr to see
It rai%ed all night the day I left, the weathei\it was (%/
The sun so hot I froze to death; Susanna, don't you Cry.
Chorus D A
Oh, Susanna, don't you cry for me
cos' I come from Alabama
With my banjo o'?1 my kitee.

I had a dream the other night when everything was s’gll,

I th([))ught I saw Susanna coming up the hill,

A buck wheat cake was in her mouth, a tear was in her eye,
I sBid I'm coming from the south, Susanna don't you c?y.
Chorus

I soon will be in New Orleans and then I'll look aroﬁ-nd
And when I find my Susanna, I'll fall upo'?l th gl‘O%.l’ld
But if I do not find her, this man will surely, die

And when I'm dead and buried, Susanna doAn't you cDry.
Chorus

Ol Su2 ountee

D A
ﬁﬂuf; l 1 l‘é;

= o CESE
» D L , A D
> 1 i ‘l i ‘l :
. G . (») A D .
L, l' 1 —r 1 ™

— — ™ .._ti___.__~
g
A

- ‘ 2




A?




PUTTING ON THE STYLE

») A?
Sweet sixteen goes to church just to see the boys
Laughs and screams and giggles at every litﬂ‘f‘, noise
Turns her face a little and turns her head awhile
But everybody knows she's only, putting on the st%'le

Chorus
She's putting on the agony putting on the style
That's what all the young folks are doing all the whD le
An as I look around me I sometimes have to smzle
Seemg all the young folks, putting on the stﬁe
)] 1
Well the young man in the hot rod car driving like %e's mad
With a pair of yellow gloves he's borrowed from his dad
He makes it roar so lively just to make his girlfriend smile
But she]&nows he's only, putting on the style
Chorus
0 A7
Preacher in the pulpit roars with all his might
Sing Glory Halleluja puts the folks all in a fright
Noyw you might think it's satan that's a-coming down the aisle
Bupllt's only our poor preacher boys that's putting on his Style
Chorus
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Deep Ellem Blues wnd B o necestoy

Wl?en you go down in Deep Ellem

Keep your money in your shoes

'Cause the women in Deep Ellem

Sing the Deep Ellem Blues

Chorus: 2 D A7
Sweet Mama, P&a got them Deep Ellem Blues

Met a girl down in Deep Ellem

And she lives upon the hill

Anything that she won't do

Her little sister will.

Chorus.

Now her daddy's a policeman
And her mother walks the street
Her daddy met her mother
While they both were on the beat.
Chorus.

Oh, she says that we must marry
And her daddy says the same

I'd make a run for Frisco

But her daddy's got dead aim.
Chorus.

Got a girl down in Deep Ellem
And a girl in Santa Fe

If they ever get together
Better make my getaway.
Chorus.
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Frankie and Johnny (Leaving Home)

Fr?mkie and Johnny were sweethearts,

They had a quarrel one day, o

Johnny vowed to le%ye her, said he was g%ing away,

Going away from home, going away to roam.

Frz‘nkie begged and she pleaded, 'Oh my Johnny please stay,
I know, honey, I've done you wrong, but please don't go away.
And Frankie sighed and as Johnny cried.

Cholius: b
‘Oh I'm gging away, I'm leaving today, never coming home.
Gonna més Eze honey, in the days to come:

When the winter winds begin to blow the ground is covered up
and when you think of the way you’re gonna wish me back your

loving n'z'?(z
; . D
Gonna nliss me honey in the days they says to come.’

Frankie said to her Johnny, 'Say man, you're timeDhas come.'
Then from b:éeath her kimona she pulled her 44gun.

These love affairs are hard to béar.

Johnny ran down the stairway,

Crying 'Frankie, oh please don't shoot.' 5
Frankie aimﬂ her 44 and the gun went rooty toot toot.

Old Johnny fell and Johnny yell?ed. Ch.




Send for your rubber-tired hearse,

Seéll(d for your rubber-tired hack,

Take my Johnny to the graveyard, I done shot him in the back
With my forty-four gun while he raced to ran.

Send for a big policeman to come take me away,

Lock me up in 3 dungeon cell ang throw the key away.

My Johnny's dead because he said: Ch.
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Footprints in the snow
c £
Some folks like the summertime when the they can walk about
Strolling through the meadow green, it's pleasant there no d%ubt
But give me the wintertime when the snow is on the ground
I found her when the snow on the gl%und
Chorus: G
I traced her little footprints in the snow
I found her little footprints in the sfiow £
1 blcgs that happy day when my darling lost her way
I found her when the snow was on the ground

I dropped in to see her, there was a big round mgon c
Her mother said she just stepped out, but would be returning soon
I found her little footprints and I traced them in the sifow

I fo§nd her when the snow was on the ground

Ch. |

Now;, she's up in heaven, she's with the angel bzfnd
I know I'm going to meet her in that promised ggnd
Everytime the snow falls it brings back memories
For I found her when the snow was on the gr%und
Ch.
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Free Little Bird

Chorus:
I'm as free a little bird as I can be, I can be,
I'm as free a little bird as I can b

. . C. .
Gonna btild ?_y nest in a weeping willow tree
Where the bad girls cannot bother me.

Oh I'll never build my nest on the ground x2
Gonna build my nest in the weeping willow tree
Where the bad girls cannot bother me.

I'll never steal honey from a bee, x2
But I'll steal me a kiss from my sweet darling’s lips
And then fly far away out to sea.

I'll ruffle my feathers when I please, x2
But I'll build my nest in the weeping willow tree
Where the bad girls cannot bother me.
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Sandy River Belle
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In the Jailhouse Now
c
I had a friend named Ramblin' Bob
Who used to steal, gamble and rob
He thought he was the smartest guy in town
But I found out last Monday
That Bob got locked up Sunday
They've got him in the jailhouse way down town.
Chorus: c
He's in the jailhouse now,
He's in the jailhouse now
I told him once or twice G
Z"%quit playing cards and shooting dice
e's in the jailhouse now.
Ahdio 5@£y-ee ee-0-hee,
f di o lay-dee o-dle o-dle oo e
odelay ee hee, Yodelay ee hee, Yodelay eeee

He played a game called poker

He knuckled with Dan Yoakum

But shooting dice was his greatest game

Now he's downtown in jail

Nobmgz to go his bail G

The judge done said that he will pay the fine. Ch. + Yodel

I went out last Tuesday

Met a girl named Susie £

I told her I was the swellest man around

We started to spend my money

Then she started to call me hopey

We took in every cabaret in town. Ch. +Yodel
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Freight Train

Chg_rus: D7
Freight train, freight train, ryn so fast,
Fi rezght train, freight train, rin so fast,
Please don't tell what tram I'mon,

So they won't know whore I've ggl_ze

Freight train, freight train coming round the bend
Freight train, freight train gone again

One of these days turn that train around,

Go back to my home town. Ch.

One more place I'd like to be,

One more place I'd like to see,

To watch those old Blue Ridge Mountains climb
When I ride old number nine. Ch.

When I die Lord bury me deep,
Way down on old Chestnut Street,
So I can hear old Number Nine
As she comes rolling by. Ch.

When I'm dead and in my grave,

No more good times here I'll crave,

Place those stones at my head and feet

And tell them all that I'm gone to sleep. Ch.
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Johnson Boys

G

Johnson boys were born in the ashes

’][){i)dn't know how to court a maid
urned their backs and hide their faces

Hop up pretty girls on’t be afraid.

Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Johnson boys they went a hunting

Took two dogs and went astray _
Tore there clothes and scratched their faces
Didn't come home till the break of day.

Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Johnson boys they went a courting
Cripple Creek girls so pretty and sweet
They couldn't make no conversation
Didn't know where to put their feet.
Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Johnson boys they went to the city
Riding in a Chevrolet

They came home broke and a walking
Had no money for to pay their way.
Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Johnson boys they have girlfriends
Girls so ugly you could weep

Still it beats an ice-cold shower

Or visiting the neighbour’s sheep.
Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Johnson boys’ll never get married
They’ll stay single all their life
They’re too scared to pop the question
Ain’t no woman that’ll be their wife.
Hop up pretty girls don’t be afraid. x4

Shame, shame the Johnson Boys!
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Old Dan Tucker Wﬁ 2 A

G
Novgt?Old Dan Tucker was a i%ne old man
Washed his face in a frying pan
Combed his hair with a wagon whgeel
And dfed with a toothache in his el

Chorus:

Get gut the way, Old Dan Tgcker

Yo ’re too late to get your supper
Supper’s over and dinner’s cookigg

Old Dan Tucker’s just standing looking.

Old Dan Tucker come to town

Ri?i-l)ng a billy goat, leading a hﬁmd
Hound dog barked and billy goat jumped
And la%’ded Old Tucker on a st&mp. Ch.

Ol%i Dan Tucker got drunk and fell
IR the fire and kicked up holy hell

A red-hot coal got in his sho
And oh my Lord the ashes fléw. Ch.

Now Old Dan Tucker come to town
Sw?inging them ladies all round

Fir t’to the right, then to the left

Then to the gal that he loved best. Ch.




Old Dan Tucker began eatly in life
Topf)lay the banjo and the Tife
He,,played the ladies all to slegp

Ifto their bunks then he’d créep. Ch
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Sally Goodin

AG)
Had a piece of pie and I had aE B%;ce of pud i&’
And I give it all away just to see my Sally oéin.
Had a piece of pie and I had az% ce of pudd}g'
And I give it all away just to sée my Sally Goodin.

Well, I looked down the road and I see my Sally comin',
And I thought to my soul that I'd kill myself a-runnin’'.
Well, I looked down the road and I see my Sally comin',
And I thought to my soul that I'd kill myself a-runnin’'.

Love a 'tater pie and I love an apple pudding ,
And I love a little gal that they call Sally Goodin. (repgj‘}-.t—c 2)

And I dropped the 'tater pie and I left the apple puddin’,
But I went across the mountain to see my Sally Goodin. x 2

Sally is my dooxy and Sally is my daisy,
Sally says she hates me I think I'm goin crazy. x2

Little dog'll bark and the big dog'll bite you,
Little gal will court you and a big gal'll fight you. x2

Raining and a-pouring and the creek's running muddy,
And I'm so dam drunk I can't stand steady, x2

I'm goin up the mountain and marry little Sally,
Raise corn on the hillside and the devil in the valley. x2
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Copolq

Little cabin home on the hill

G G '
Well Tonight I'm alone without you my gll‘

It seems there's a longigg for you still -
All T have to do now is sit alone gnd ¢

In our little cabin hdfe on the hill. %
Chorus & |
Oh, Someone has taken you from me

And left me here all al8fe ¢

Just to liSten to the rain beat on my window pane

In our little cabin hofie on the ML

IGhope you are haplg'y tonight as you gre 07
ut in my heart therg’s a longing for you still _
I just keep it there so I won't be alone
In our little cabin h8ie on the IffiL.
Ch.
G ¢ G
Now when you have come to the end of thevway
?’nd find there's no more happiness for ygu -
ust let you thoughts,tum back gnce more if you will
To our little cabin home on the hill.

Ch.
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Golden Slippers st

0%1, my golden slippers am laid away

'Cause I don't expect to wear them till my wedding day
And my long tailed coat, that I love so \gell

When we ride up in the chariot in the morn.

And my long white robe that I bought last June

I'm going to get changed 'cause it fits too soon

And the old grey hoss that I used to driye

When we ride up in the chariot in the morn.

Oh, (l'em golden slippers, Oh, d%m goldeg slippers

Golgen slippers I’'m going to wgar, Because they look so neat.
Oh, jem golden slippers, Oh, dem golden slippers

GolD en slippers I'm going to wear,To walk the golden street.

Ocil, my old banjo hangs on the wall 09
'Cause it ain't been tuned since way last fall

But the folks all say we'll have a good time

When we ride up in the chariot in the morn.
There's old brother Ben and his sister, Luce
They will telegraph the news to uncle Bacco Juice
What a great camp meeting there will be that day
When we ride up in the chariot in the md#n. Ch.



S(g— it's good-bye, children I will have to go 51
Where the rain don't fall and the wind don't blow
And yer ulster coats, why, you will not nged

When you ride up in the chariot in the morn.

But yer golden slippers must be nice 7and clean
And yer age must be just sweet sixteen

And yer white kid gloves you will have t(? wear
When you ride up in the chariot in the morn. Ch.
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Make me a Pallet on your Floor

Ch({zrus: I

Make me a pallet on your floor
¢ \
Make me a pallet on your loor c will
' Oh, make it soft, make it low, so ma good gal PH never
know ¢
Make me a pallet on your floor.

ngl I’ll be more than satisf:ed
If I%ould catch a train to ri(}e

And avhen I reach Atlan7ta, and, - hgve no place to go
Please make me a pallet on your floor. Ch.

LEAD  VvEQSE [LHetvsS C

TheL blues are everywhere I see

Oh the blues are everyw&nere I see

Oh those blues are around me, everywhere I see
Nob8dy’s got the bides like me. Ch.

Leao  vEAsE/ crtov ¢

Come all you good time friends of mine

Corfle all you good tjme friends of mine

When I had ten do a"rs, you treated me so fine
Whel("e were you when I only had a dithe? Ch.

Enoine (EPEAT (AST TwWo wiWés
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Goodbye Old Booze

Chorgs c

Oh goodbye bgoze, forever mo Ff'

My foolish ala)wc will sodn be o'er e
I had a good ttme and 1 couldn 't agree
You see what booze has done for Ié

She tore my clothes, she swelled my heGsld
So goodbye booze, I'm gomg to bed
Oh1had a good time and I couldn't agree
You see what booze has done for fie. Ch.

She swelled my héad, she broke my heart
So goodbye booze, s Ve NOwW shall part
OhlIhada goodotlme and DI couldn't agree
You see what booze has done for me. Ch.

C
She whispered low, how sweet olt soﬁnds

We'll take another ride on the merry-gg-round

Oh I had a good Dtlme and I couldn’t agree
You see what booze has done for me. Ch.

Groodbye€ ld—Esor
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Cumberland Gap

Em
The Cumberland Gap ain't no where
Fifteen miles from Middlesborough x2
Chorus: Em
Well the Cumberland Gap, the Cumberland Gap,
Fifteen miles to the Cumbérland ap Em 23
The Cumberland Gap, the Cumberland Gap, /+
Fifteen miles to the Cumberland ap.

Well I've got a gal six feet tall
Sleeps in the kitchen with her feet in the hall. x2 Ch.

Two old ladies sitting in the sand
Each one wishing the other was a man. x2 Ch.

Lay down boys, take a little nap
We're all going down to the Cumberland Gap. x2 Ch.

I got a girl in the Cumberland Gap
She's got a baby calls me pap. x2 Ch.
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More pretty girls than one

Chorus: . G e
There’s more pretty girls than one
There’s more pretty girls than one
Every old town I rambled all aronﬁng___
And there’s more pretty girls than one.

<
And I look down that lc‘iz'lilroad line
. c
See the train roll by c Am
Thcg rain rolls by Witgthe woman I love
I hang my head and cry. Ch.

And I look out ac&ross the sce'a
Sde the breakers swell c Am
Howamany in love have been washed away
No human tongue can tgll. Ch.

G c
I’ve got a woman on mzf:mind
Don’t even know her name e Am
Neger been to her place, never seen her face
I love her just the same. Ch.

Mamg talked to lge last nic ht

She gave. me some good advice m
She saci‘d ‘Son, you’d better quit this rambling all around
And marry you a sweet little wife’. Ch.

G c

Honey, look down that old lonesonclg road
Hangz own your pretty gfad and cry Atn
‘Cause I'm thinking about tlgm pretty little gals
And a-hoping that I'never die. Ch.
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Because I'm jealous

D
Get your rocker chair to rock, get your rubber ball to roll,
. Get the woman 1 love to satisfy my soul
Chorus:

G D
Because I'm jealous, jealous hearted me
A? (>
I said I'm jealous, jealous as I can be.

Got a stove in the kitchen, bakes nice and brown
But I need my mama to turn the damper down
Chorus.

You can have my money, you can have my home,
But for goodness sakes men leave my woman alone.
Chorus.

Gonna buy me a bulldog to watch mama sleep
To watch this woman of mine on her midnight creep

Chorus.

1% verse again.
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California Blues

W%ll I'm gopna California where they sleep out every night
Well I'm gonna California where they sleep out every niéhtD
Ic'>m a leaving you papa 'cos you know you don't treat me right.
Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh.. ..

Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de Iay ec ay Oh de lay ee oh. A

Ay

Well let me tell you something papa that you don't know x2
I'm a do right mama and got a home everywhere I go.

Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh.

Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh.

So if the house catches fire and there ain't no water around x2
Just put my trunk out the window and let the house burn on down.
Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh. x2

Now if that's your papa, you'd better tie him to your side x2
'Cos if he flags my train I'm sure gonna let him ride.
Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh. x2

Got the California blues and I'm sure gonna leave you here x2
I may ride your blinds but I ain't got no railroad Bill
Oh de lay hey hey, Oh de lay ee ay Oh de lay ee oh. x2
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Buffalo Girls

D
As I was walking down the street,
Down the street, down the street,
A pregty little gal I chanced to meet,
Oh, she was fair to see.

Chorus:

Bz%alo Gals, won 'gfvou come out tonight,
Come out tonight, Come out tonight.
Buffal _7Gals, won't you come ogt tonight
And dance by the light of the moon.

I stopped her and we had a talk,
HAd a talk, had a talk,

Her feet took up the whole sidewalk
And 16f no room for e. Ch.

I asl_ged her if she'd have a dance,
Have a dance, haE\)fe a dance,

I thoyght that I mightgave a chance
To shake a foot with her. Ch.

I danced with a gal with a hole in her st(gkin',
And her heel kept a-knockin', and her toes kept a-
rockin'

I danced ;’Vith a gal with a hole in he‘g stockin'
And we danced by the light of the moon. Ch.
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Shady Grove

Chorus 5 o Enn
Shady Grove my little love, Shady Grove I say
Slgady Grove my little love, I’'m bound to go away.
Em
Cheeks as red as a_blooming rose, eyes are the pretglest brown
She s the darling of my heart, the sweetest girl in town. Ch.

Wish I had a big fine horse, corn to feed him on
Shady Grove to stay at home and feed him when I’m gone. Ch.

Went to see my Shady Grove, she was standing in the door
Shoes and stockings in her hand, bare feet on the floor. Ch.

Wish I had a banjo string made of golden twine
Every time I played on it she’d tell me she was mine. Ch.

A Kkiss from pretty little Shady Grove is sweet as brandy wine
Ain’t no girl in this old world that’s prettier than mine. Ch.

Peaches in the summertime, apples in the fall
If I don’t get my own true love, won’t have none at all. Ch.

5% Grove
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Red River Valley

From this yalley they say you are g%ing

We will mjss your bright eyes and swec?t smile
For they saé you are taking?the sunshine
That has brightened our pathways awhile
Chorus

Come and sit by my side, iéyou love me

Do not hgsten to bid me adieu

Just remember the Red River Valley G

And the cowboy who loved you so true

I've been ﬁinking a long time, my dgrling

Of the swéet words you never would say

Now, alas, must my fond hopes all vanish

For they say you are going away. Ch

Do you thGnk of the valley you're lea\(;'ng

O how logely and how dreary it will be ¢

And do yQu think of thg kind hearts you're breaking
And the pain you are causing to nle. Ch

They will Gury me where you have gal%dered
Near the hills where the daffodils grow
When ygfl'l're gone from Othe Red Iéiver Valley
For I can't live without you I know. Ch
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Keep My Skillet Good and Greasy

G

I’m going down town, gonna buy me sack of flour,
Bake a hoecake ev'ry hour.

Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time, time, time
Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time.

Honey if you say so,I'll never work no more

I’ll bed down on the floor

I'll lay around your shanty all the time, time, time
I’ll lay around your shanty all the time.

I’m going down town, got some chickens in my sack
Got the bloodhounds on my track

Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time, time, time
Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time

I’m going down town, if you beat me to the door

I’ll put ‘em under the floor

Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time, time, time
Keep my skillet good and greasy all the time.

I’m going down town, gonna buy me a jug of brandy

Gonna give it all to Nancy

Keep her good and drunk and goosey all the time, time, time,
Keep her good and drunk and goosey all the time, time, time.

Skilek Good + Greasy
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New River Train

Choruys:

I'm r:ging on that New River Train

I'm riding on that New River T rain

That sfine gld train that br%cgght me here
Is gonna cé"ry me mgzy. ajmk .

You cgn't love one and have any fun

D

Darling you can't love one, darling you can't love one
f . D, ﬁ

Oh darling you can't love oiie. Ch

: : 0
Darling you can't love two, darling you can't love two
You ca%'t love two and your liffle heart be true

" Oh darling you cafi't love tw6. Ch.

Darling you can't love three, darling you can't love tl?ree
You Can't love three and still Jove me

Oh darling you cz?n't love three. Ch.

Darling you can't love four, darling you can't love four
You can't love four and love me anymore

Oh dgrling you can't love fofir. Ch.

Darlin' you can't love five...... and get honey from my hive

Darlin' you can't love six... that kinda love don't mix

Darling you can’t love seven......and expect to get to heaven.




Darlin’ you can’t love eight....that’s too much on one plate
Darlin’ you can’t love nine....and still be mine

Darlin you can’t love 10....and be welcome here again
Darlin' you can't love but one (x2)

You can't love but one, and still have any fun
Oh, Darlin' you can't love but one. Ch.

Ne.) River Trad.
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Turkey in the Straw
¢ 07
Well 1 ha(cir an old hen and she had 3 wooden leg
Just th%’ best old hen that ever laid an egg.
Well, she laid more eggs than any ﬂ on the far:{r
But an(ﬁther little drink wouldn't do her any harni. »1

Chgrus:

T u¢ ey in the hay, turkey in the hay

T uré;ey in the straw, turkey in the straw

Pick 'em up, shake 'em up, any wgy, at all,

And strike up a tune called 'Turkey in the Straw'. >t

Well if frogs had wings and snakes had hair
And automobiles went flyin' through the air
Well if watermelons grew on a huckleberry vine
We'd have winter in the summer time. ;7
Chorus.

Well I come to the river and I couldn't get across

So I paid five dollars for an old blind horse

Well he shouldn't go ahead and he wouldn't stand still
So he went up and down like an old saw mill. 2
Chorus.
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Midnight Special
G

Well you wake up in the mc()rning, hear the ding dong ring,
You go a-marching {o the table, see the same damn thing

Well, it's on a one table, kni;‘e, a fork and a pan,

and if you say anything about it, you're in trouble with the man
Chorus: C G

Let the midnight special, shine her light on me c

Let the midnight special, shine her(ever—loving)light on me

If you ever go to Hous%on, you better wal right,

You better not sta£g7er you’d better not fight

Sheriff Benson will arrest you, he'll carry you down

And if the jury finds you guilty, you’re penitentiary bound. Ch.

Yonder come little Rgsie, how in the world do you kﬁow

I can tell her by her aplzon, and the dress she wore

Umbrella on her shoulder, piec_’e of paper in her hand

She goes a-marching to the captain, says, ‘I want my man’. Ch

"I don't believe that Rosie lgves me'"', well tell me v?hy

She ain't been to sée'm , since last July G

She brought me some coffee, she l_),rought me some tea
Brought me damn near everything but the jailhouse key. Ch.

Yonder comes doctor_,Ad%ms, ‘How in the world do you klenrow?’
Well he gave me taoblet, the day gefore

There ain't no doctor, in all the land

Can cure the fe¥er of a convict man. Ch. X 2
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Old Joe Clark
A(6)
Old Joe Clark, the preacher's on, preached gl o)ver the p"‘l*z:gﬁ

The only text he ever used was 'High, low, jack and the ga eei x2

Chorus: G- G
Round GS" around, Old Joe Clark, round and ar g

He'd j(,ﬁ ow me ten thousand miles to hear my fid lay X2

Old Joe Clark had a mule, his name was Morgan Brown

{And every tooth in that mule's head was sixteen inches around. x2,
Ch.

Old Joe Clark had a yellow cat she would neither sing or pray
She stuck her head in the buttermilk jar and washed her sins
away. x2 Ch.

Old Joe Clark had a house, fifteen stories high
And every storey in that house was filled with chicken pie. x2
Ch.

Wish I was a sugar tree, standing in the middle of some town
Every time a pretty girl passed, I shake some sugar down. x2
Ch.

Old Joe Clark was a good old man, never did no harm
Said he would not hoe my corn, might hurt his fiddling arm. x2
Ch.
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Roving gambler
G

I am a roving gambler, I gamble all around D G
Whenever I meet with a deck of cards I lay my money down.
Ch.

Lay my money down, lay my money down 5 G
Whenever I meet with a deck of cards I lay my money down.

I've gambled down in Washington, I've gambled over in Spain
I'm goin' down to Georgia to, gamble my last game.

I had not been in Washington not many more weeks than three
When I fell in love with a pretty little gal, she fell in love with me.

She took me to her parlor, she cooled me with her fan
She whispered low in her mother's ear, I love that gambling man.

Oh daughter, Oh dear daughter, how can you treat me so?
To leave your dear old mother, and with a gambler go?

Oh mother, Oh dear mother,

You know I love you well

But the love I have for this gambling man,
No human tongue can tell.

I would not marry a farmer, he's always in the dirt
The man I want is a gambling man, who wears a silken shirt.

1 would not marry a railroad man, I'll tell you the reason why
I never knew a railroad man, wouldn't tell his wife a lie.




I would not marry a cowboy, he's always in the rain
The man I want is a gambling man, who wears a golden chain. -

I hear that train a-coming, it's a-coming 'round the curve
A-whistling and a-blowing and, a-straining every nerve

Oh mother, Oh dear mother, I'll tell you if I can
If you ever see me back again, it'll be with that gambling man.

CA_(»?-G—
=255 e=Ec==sss

| D G
$—— ;
J_Zt_'L - - >

Lot

f"‘B:. N — ‘Il
—é’——“{‘. 1 —
—Fdloo-o

E A

\

e

| b
P~




