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Big City Blues by [Rob Lylan 1901

3‘- keen thinkian' a out you derlind
You heen on my mind
But i csnt stay long in this here tovn
I ain't the satilin' kind
;\;Flfl is crashin on the roof
S hoaty M&u Hhat s tunde
Go% l-:eep movin on
Xou know i got to go -
Goin' to New York eity
Conna find my way
Gonna play in the bigrest nightclu
undernesth the lighte of ol Brocdusay
Hewrd lots B things sbout that big town
Heard the sircets are s @ cold
Gonna dig me up a hrick teke it to the lank
gonna roll; Jelly rall
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Talking New York

Ramblin’ outa the wild West

Leavin’ the towns I love the best
Thought I'd seen some ups and downs
"Til I come into New York town
People goin’ down to the ground
Buildings goin’ up to the sky

Wintertime in New York town

The wind blowin’ snow around

Walk around with nowhere to go

Somebody could freeze right to the bone

I froze right to the bone

New York Times said it was the coldest winter in seventeen
years

I didn’t feel so cold then

I swung onto my old guitar

Grabbed hold of a subway car

And after a rocking, reeling, rolling ride
I landed up on the downtown side
Greenwich Village

I walked down there and ended up

In one of them coffee-houses on the block
Got on the stage to sing and play

Man there said, “Come back some other day
You sound like a hillbilly

We want folk singers here”



Well, I got a harmonica job, begun to play
Blowin’ my lungs out for a dollar a day

I blowed inside out and upside down

The man there said he loved m’ sound

He was ravin’ about how he loved m’ sound
Dollar a day’s worth

And after weeks and weeks of hangin’ around
I finally got a job in New York town

In a bigger place, bigger money too

Even joined the union and paid m’ dues

Now, a very great man once said

That some people rob you with a fountain pen

It didn’t take too long to find out

Just whar he was talkin’ about

A lot of people don’t have much food on their table
But they got a lot of forks 'n’ knives

And they gotta cut somethin’

So one mornin’ when the sun was warm
I rambled out of New York town

Pulled my cap down over my eyes

And headed out for the western skies
So long, New York

Howdy, East Orange
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Song to Woody

I’'m out here a thousand miles from my home
Walkin’ a road other men have gone down

I’'m seein’ your world of people and things

Your paupers and peasants and princes and kings

Hey, hey, Woody Guthrie, I wrote you a song
"Bout a funny ol’ world that’s a-comin’ along
Seems sick an’ it’s hungry, it’s tired an’ it’s torn
It looks like it’s a-dyin’ an’ it’s hardly been born

Hey, Woody Guthrie, but I know that you know

All the things that I'm a-sayin’ an’ a-many times more

I’'m a-singin’ you the song, but I can’t sing enough

"Cause there’s not many men that done the things that
you've done

Here’s to Cisco an’ Sonny an’ Leadbelly too

An’ to all the good people that traveled with you
Here’s to the hearts and the hands of the men

That come with the dust and are gone with the wind

I’'m a-leavin’ tomorrow, but I could leave today
Somewhere down the road someday

The very last thing that I'd want to do

Is to say I've been hittin’ some hard travelin’ too
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Hard Times in New York Town

Come you ladies and you gentlemen, a-listen to my song
Sing it to you right, but you might think it’s wrong

Just a litde glimpse of a story I'll tell

"Bout an East Coast city that you all know well

It’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town

Old New York City is a friendly old town

From Washington Heights to Harlem on down

There’s a-mighty many people all millin” all around

They’ll kick you when you’re up and knock you when
you’re down

It’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town

It’s a mighty long ways from the Golden Gate
To Rockefeller Plaza 'n’ the Empire State
Mister Rockefeller sets up as high as a bird
Old Mister Empire never says a word

It’s hard times from the country

Livin’ down in New York town

Well, it’s up in the mornin’ tryin’ to find a job of work
Stand in one place till your feet begin to hurt

If you got a lot 0’ money you can make yourself merry
If you only got a nickel, it’s the Staten Island Ferry
And it’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town
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Mister Hudson come a-sailin’ down the stream
And old Mister Minuet paid for his dream
Bought your city on a one-way track

'F I had my way I'd sell it right back

And it’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town

I'll take all the smog in Cal-i-for-ne-ay

"N’ every bit of dust in the Oklahoma plains

’N’ the dirt in the caves of the Rocky Mountain mines
It’s all much cleaner than the New York kind

And it’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town

So all you newsy people, spread the news around
You c’n listen to m’ story, listen to m’ song

You ¢’n step on my name, you c'n try 'n’ get me beat
When I leave New York, I'll be standin’ on my feet
And it’s hard times in the city

Livin’ down in New York town
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Talking Bear Mountain Picnic Massacre Blues

I saw it advertised one day

Bear Mountain picnic was comin’ my way
“Come along 'n’ take a trip

We'll bring you up there on a ship

Bring the wife and kids

Bring the whole family”

Yippee!

Well, I run right down 'n’ bought a ticket
To this Bear Mountain Picnic

But little did I realize

I was in for a picnic surprise

Had nothin’ to do with mountains

1 didn’t even come close to a bear

Took the wife 'n’ kids down to the pier
Six thousand people there

Everybody had a ticket for the trip
“Oh well,” I said, “it’s a pretty big ship

_Besides, anyway, the more the merrier”

Well, we all got on 'n’” what d’ya think
That big old boat started t’ sink

More people kept a-pilin’ on

That old ship was a-slowly goin’ down
Funny way t start a picnic

Well, I soon lost track of m” kids 'n’ wife
So many people there I never saw in m’ life
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That old ship sinkin” down in the water

Six thousand people tryin’ ¢’ kill each other
Dogs a-barkin’, cats a-meowin’

Women screamin’, fists a-flyin’, babies cryin’
Cops a-comin’, me a-runnin’

Maybe we just better call off the picnic

I got shoved down 'n’ pushed around

All T could hear there was a screamin’ sound
Don’t remember one thing more

Just remember wakin’ up on a little shore
Head busted, stomach cracked

Feet splintered, I was bald, naked...

Quite lucky to be alive though

Feelin’ like I climbed outa m’ casket
I grabbed back hold of m’ picnic basket
Took the wife 'n’ kids 'n’ started home

Wishin’ I'd never got up that morn

Now, I don’t care just what you do

If you wanta have a picnic, that's up t’ you

But don’t tell me about it, I don’t wanta hear it
"Cause, see, I just lost all m’ picnic spirit

Stay in m’ kitchen, have m’ own picnic...

In the bathroom

Now, it don’t seem to me quite so funny

What some people are gonna do f'r money

There’s a bran’ new gimmick every day

Just t’ take somebody’s money away

I think we oughta take some o’ these people

And put "em on a boat, send "em up to Bear Mountain...
For a picnic
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Rambling, Gambling Willie

Come around you rovin’ gamblers and a story I will tell
About the greatest gambler, you all should know him well
His name was Will O’Conley and he gambled all his life
He had twenty-seven children, yet he never had a wife
And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

He gambled in the White House and in the railroad yards

Wherever there was people, there was Willie and his cards

He had the reputation as the gamblin’est man around

Wives would keep their husbands home when Willie came
to town

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

Sailin’ down the Mississippi to a town called New Orleans

They're still talkin’ about their card game on that Jackson

_ River Queen

“I've come to win some money,” Gamblin’ Willie says

When the game finally ended up, the whole damn boat was
his

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

Up in the Rocky Mountains in a town called Cripple Creek
‘There was an all-night poker game, lasted about a week
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Nine hundred miners had laid their money down

When Willie finally left the room, he owned the whole
damn town

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

But Willie had a heart of gold and this I know is true

He supported all his children and all their mothers too

He wore no rings or fancy things, like other gamblers wore

He spread his money far and wide, to help the sick and the
poor

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

When you played your cards with Willie, you never really
knew

Whether he was bluffin’ or whether he was true

He won a fortune from a man who folded in his chair

The man, he left a diamond flush, Willie didn’t even have
a pair

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

[t was late one evenin’ during a poker game

A man lost all his money, he said Willie was to blame

He shot poor Willie through the head, which was a tragic
fate '

When Willie's cards fell on the floor, they were aces backed
with eights

And it’s ride, Willie, ride
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Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows

So all you rovin’ gamblers, wherever you might be

The moral of the story is very plain to see

Make your money while you can, before you have to stop

For when you pull that dead man’s hand, your gamblin’
days are up

And it’s ride, Willie, ride

Roll, Willie, roll

Wherever you are a-gamblin’ now, nobody really knows
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Standing on the Highway

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway

Tryin’ to bum a ride, tryin’ to bum a ride
Tryin’ to bum a ride

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway

Tryin’ to bum a ride, tryin’ to bum a ride
Tryin’ to bum a ride

Nobody seem to know me

Everybody pass me by

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway

Tryin’ to hold up, tryin’ to hold up

Tryin’ to hold up and be brave

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway

Tryin’ to hold up, tryin’ to hold up and be brave
One road’s goin’ to the bright lights

The other’s goin’ down to my grave

Well, I'm lookin’ down at two cards
They seem to be handmade
Well, I'm lookin” down at two cards
They seem to be handmade

One looks like it’s the ace of diamonds
The other looks like it is the ace of spades

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway
Watchin’ my life roll by
Well, I'm standin’ on the highway
Watchin® my life roll by
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Well, 'm standin’ on the highway
Tryin’ to bum a ride

Well, I'm standin’ on the highway
Wonderin’ where everybody went,
wonderin” where everybody went
Wonderin’ where everybody went
Well, I'm standin’ on the highway
Wonderin’ where everybody went,
wonderin’ where everybody went
Wonderin’ where everybody went
Please mister, pick me up
I swear | ain’t gonna kill nobody’s kids

I wonder if my good gal

I wonder if she knows I'm here
Nobody else seems to know I'm here
I wonder if my good gal

I wonder if she knows I'm here
Nobody else seems to know I'm here
If she knows I’'m here, Lawd

1 wonder if she said a prayer
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Poor Boy Blues

Mm, tell mama

Where'd ya sleep last night?
Cain’t ya hear me cryin™?
Hm, hm, hm

Hey, tell me baby
What's the matter here?
Cain’t ya hear me cryin?

Hm, hm, hm

Hey, stop you ol train
Let a poor boy ride
Cain’t ya hear me cryin’?
Hm, hm, hm

Hey, Mister Bartender

I swear I'm not too young
Cain't ya hear me cryin’?

Hm, hm, hm

Blow your whistle, policeman
My poor feet are trained to run
Cain’t ya hear me cryin™?

Hm, hm, hm
Long-distance operator

I hear this phone call is on the house
Cain’t ya hear me cryin’?
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Hm, hm, hm

Ashes and diamonds
The diffrence I cain’t see
Cain’t ya hear me cryin’?
Hm, hm, hm

Mister Judge and Jury

Cain’t you see the shape I'm in?
Don’t ya hear me cryin’?

Hm, hm, hm

Mississippi River
You a-runnin’ too fast for me
Cain’t ya hear me cryin’?

Hm, hm, hm
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Ballad for a Friend

Sad I'm a-sittin’ on the railroad track
Watchin’ that old smokestack

Train is a-leavin’ but it won’t be back

Years ago we hung around
Watchin’ trains roll through the town
Now that train is a-graveyard bound

Where we go up in that North Country
Lakes and streams and mines so free

I had no better friend than he

Something happened to him that day
I thought I heard a stranger say
I hung my head and stole away

A diesel truck was rollin’ slow

Pullin’ down a heavy load

It left him on a Utah road

They carried him back to his home town
His mother cried, his sister moaned
Listenin’ to them church bells tone
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Man on the Street

I’ll sing you a song, ain’t very long

"Bout an old man who never done wrong
How he died nobody can say

They found him dead in the street one day

Well, the crowd, they gathered one fine morn
At the man whose clothes 'n’ shoes were torn
There on the sidewalk he did lay

They stopped 'n’ stared 'n’ walked their way

Well, the p’liceman come and he looked around
“Get up, old man, or I'm a-takin’ you down”
He jabbed him once with his billy club

And the old man then rolled off the curb

Well, he jabbed him again and loudly said
“Call the wagon; this man is dead”

The wagon come, they loaded him in

I never saw the man again

I've sung you my song, it ain’t very long
'Bout an old man who never done wrong
How he died no one can say

They found him dead in the street one day
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The Death of Emmett Till

"Twas down in Mississippi not so long ago -

When a young boy from Chicago town stepped through a
Southern door

This boy’s dreadful tragedy I can still remember well

The color of his skin was black and his name was Emmett

Till

Some men they dragged him to a barn and there they beat
him up '

They said they had a reason, but I can’t remember what

They tortured him and did some things too evil to repeat

There were screaming sounds inside the barn, there was
laughing sounds out on the street

Then they rolled his body down a gulf amidst a bloody red
rain

And they threw him in the waters wide to cease his
screaming pain

The reason that they killed him there, and I'm sure it ain’t

- no lie

Was just for the fun of killin’ him and to watch him slowly

die

And then to stop the United States of yelling for a trial

Two brothers they confessed that they had killed poor
Emmett Till

But on the jury there were men who helped the brothers
commit this awful crime

And so this trial was a mockery, but nobody seemed to mind
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I saw the morning papers but I could not bear to see

The smiling brothers walkin’ down the courthouse stairs

For the jury found them innocent and the brothers they
went free

While Emmett’s body floats the foam of a Jim Crow
southern sea

If you can’t speak out against this kind of thing, a crime
that’s so unjust

Your eyes are filled with dead men’s dirt, your mind is filled
with dust

Your arms and legs they must be in shackles and chains, and
your blood it must refuse to flow

For you let this human race fall down so God-awful low!

This song is just a reminder to remind your fellow man

That this kind of thing still lives today in that ghost-robed
Ku Klux Klan

But if all of us folks that thinks alike, if we gave all we could
give

We could make this great land of ours a greater place to live
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Let Me Die in My Footsteps

I will not go down under the ground

"Cause somebody tells me that death’s comin’ 'round
An’ I will not carry myself down to die

When I go to my grave my head will be high

Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

There’s been rumors of war and wars that have been
The meaning of life has been lost in the wind

And some people thinkin’ that the end is close by
"Stead of learnin’ to live they are learnin’ to die

Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

I don’t know if 'm smart but I think I can see
When someone is pullin’ the wool over me
And if this war comes and death’s all around
Let me die on this land ’fore I die underground
Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

There’s always been people that have to cause fear
They’ve been talking of the war now for many long years
I have read all their statements and I've not said a word
But now Lawd God, let my poor voice be heard

Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

If I had rubies and riches and crowns
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I'd buy the whole world and change things around
I'd throw all the guns and the tanks in the sea

For they are mistakes of a past history

Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

Let me drink from the waters where the mountain streams
flood

Let the smell of wildflowers flow free through my blood

Let me sleep in your meadows with the green grassy leaves

Let me walk down the highway with my brother in peace

Let me die in my footsteps

Before I go down under the ground

Go out in your country where the land meets the sun

See the craters and the canyons where the waterfalls run
Nevada, New Mexico, Arizona, Idaho

Let every state in this union seep down deep in your souls
And you'll die in your footsteps

Before you go down under the ground
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Baby, I'm in the Mood for You

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna leave my lonesome
home

And sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna hear my milk
cow moan

And sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna hit that highway
road

But then again, but then again, I said oh, I said oh, I said i

Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you

Sometimes I'm in the mood, Lord, I had my overflowin’ fill

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I'm gonna make out my final
will

Sometimes I’'m in the mood, I'm gonna head for the walkin’
hill

But then again, but then again, I said oh, I said oh, I said

Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna lay right down and
die

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna climb up to the sky

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I'm gonna laugh until I cry

But then again, I said again, I said again, I said

Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I'm gonna sleep in my pony’s
stall

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I ain’t gonna do nothin’ at all

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna fly like a cannonball

But then again, but then again, I said oh, I said oh, I said
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Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna back up against the
wall

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I wanna run tll I have to crawl

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I ain’t gonna do nothin’ at all

But then again, but then again, I said oh, I said oh, I said

Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you

Sometimes I’'m in the mood, I wanna change my house
around

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I'm gonna make a change in
this here town

Sometimes I'm in the mood, I'm gonna change the world
around

But then again, but then again, I said oh, I said oh, I said

Oh babe, I'm in the mood for you
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Long Ago, Far Away

To preach of peace and brotherhood
Oh, what might be the cost!

A man he did it long ago

And they hung him on a cross

Long ago, far away

These things don’t happen

No more, nowadays

The chains of slaves

They dragged the ground

With heads and hearts hung low
But it was during Lincoln’s time
And it was long ago

Long ago, far away

Things like that don’t happen

No more, nowadays

The war guns they went off wild
The whole world bled its blood
Men’s bodies floated on the edge
Of oceans made of mud

Long ago, far away

Those kind of things don’t happen
No more, nowadays

One man had much money

One man had not enough to eat
One man he lived just like a king
The other man begged on the street
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Long ago, far away
Things like that don’t happen
No more, nowadays

One man died of a knife so sharp

One man died from the bullet of a gun
One man died of a broken heart

To see the lynchin’ of his son

Long ago, far away

Things like that don’t happen

No more, nowadays

Gladiators killed themselves

It was during the Roman times
People cheered with bloodshot grins
As eyes and minds went blind

Long ago, far away

Things like that don’t happen

No more, nowadays

And to talk of peace and brotherhood
Oh, what might be the cost!

A man he did it long ago

And they hung him on a cross

Long ago, far away

Things like that don’t happen

No more, nowadays, do they?
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Ain’t Gonna Grieve

Well, T ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no moie
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

And ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

Come on brothers, join the band
Come on sisters, clap your hands
Tell everybody that’s in the land

You ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

Well, I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

And ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

Brown and blue and white and black

All one color on the one-way track

We got this far and ain’t a-goin’ back

And I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

Well, I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

We’re gonna notify your next of kin

You're gonna raise the roof until the house falls in
If you get knocked down get up again

We ain’t a-gonna grieve no more
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‘Well, I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

We'll sing this song all night long

Sing it to my baby from midnight on

She’ll sing it to you when I'm dead and gone
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more

Well, I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more
Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

Ain’t a-gonna grieve no more, no more

I ain’t a-gonna grieve no more
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Gypsy Lou

If you getcha one girl, better get two

Case you run into Gypsy Lou

She’s a ramblin’ woman with a ramblin’ mind
Always leavin’ somebody behind

Hey, 'round the bend

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Well, I seen the whole country through
Just to find Gypsy Lou

Seen it up, seen it down

Followin’ Gypsy Lou around

Hey, ’round the bend

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Well, I gotta stop and take some rest
My poor feet are second best

My poor feet are wearin’ thin

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Hey, gone again

Gypsy Lou’s "round the bend

Gypsy Lou’s 'round the bend

Well, seen her up in old Cheyenne
Turned my head and away she ran
From Denver Town to Wichita

Last I heard she’s in Arkansas
Hey, 'round the bend
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Gypsy Lou’s gone again
Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Well, I tell you what if you want to do
Tell you what, you’ll wear out your shoes
If you want to wear out your shoes

Try and follow Gypsy Lou

Hey, gone again

Gypsy Lou’s 'round the bend

Gypsy Lou’s 'round the bend

Well, Gypsy Lou, I been told
Livin’ down on Gallus Road
Gallus Road, Arlington
Moved away to Washington
Hey, 'round the bend

Gypsy Lou’s gone again
Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Well, I went down to Washington

Then she went to Oregon

I skipped the ground and hopped a train
She’s back in Gallus Road again

Hey, I can’t win

-Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Well, the last I heard of Gypsy Lou
She’s in a Memphis calaboose

She left one too many a boy behind
He committed suicide

Hey, you can’t win

Gypsy Lou’s gone again

Gypsy Lou’s gone again
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Long Time Gone

My parents raised me tenderly

I was their only son

My mind got mixed with ramblin’
When I was all so young

And I left my home the first time
When I was twelve and one

I'm a long time a-comin’, Maw

An’ I'll be a long time gone

On the western side of Texas

On the Texas plains

I tried to find a job o’ work

But they said I's young of age

My eyes they burned when I heard
“Go home where you belong!”

I’'m a long time a-comin’

An’ T'll be a long time gone

I remember when I's ramblin’
Around with the carnival trains
Different towns, different people
Somehow they’re all the same

I remember children’s faces best
I remember travelin’ on

I’'m a long time a-comin’

I’ll be a long time gone

I once loved a fair young maid
An’ I ain’t too big to tell
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If she broke my heart a single time
She broke it ten or twelve

I walked and talked all by myself

I did not tell no one

I'm a long time a-comin’, babe
An’ I'll be a long time gone

Many times by the highwayside

I tried to flag a ride

With bloodshot eyes and gritting teeth
I'd watch the cars roll by

The empty air hung in my head

I's thinkin’ all day long

I’'m a long time a-comin’

I'll be a long time gone

You might see me on your crossroads
When I'm a-passin’ through
Remember me how you wished to
As I'm a-driftin’ from your view

I ain’t got the time to think about it
I got too much to get done

Well, I'm a long time comin’

An’ I'll be a long time gone

If I can’t help somebody
With a word or song

If I can’t show somebody
They are travelin’ wrong

But I know I ain’t no prophet
An’ I ain’t no prophet’s son
I'm just a long time a-comin’
An’ I'll be a long time gone
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- So you can have your beauty
It's skin deep and it only lies
And you can have your youth
I£'ll rot before your eyes

Just give to me my gravestone
With it clearly carved upon:
“Is a long time a-comin’

An’ I'll be a long time gone”
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Walkin’ Down the Line

Well, I'm walkin’ down the line
I’m walkin’ down the line

An’ I’'m walkin’ down the line
My feet’ll be a-flyin’

To tell about my troubled mind

I got a heavy-headed gal

I got a heavy-headed gal

I got a heavy-headed gal

She ain’t a-feelin’ well

When she’s better only time will tell

Well, 'm walkin’ down the line
I'm walkin’ down the line

An’ I'm walkin’ down the line
My feet’ll be a-flyin’

To tell about my troubled mind

My money comes and goes

My money comes and goes

My money comes and goes

And rolls and flows and rolls and flows
Through the holes in the pockets in my clothes

Well, I'm walkin’ down the line
I’'m walkin’ down the line

An’ I'm walkin’ down the line
My feet’ll be a-flyin’

To tell about my troubled mind
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I see the morning light

I see the morning light
Well, it’s not because

I’m an early riser

I didn’t go to sleep last night

Well, I’'m walkin’ down the line
I’m walkin” down the line

An’ I'm walkin’ down the line
My feet’ll be a-flyin’

To tell about my troubled mind

I got my walkin’ shoes

I got my walkin’ shoes

I got my walkin’ shoes

An’ [ ain’t a-gonna lose

I believe I got the walkin’ blues

Well, I'm walkin’ down the line
I'm walkin’ down the line

An’ I'm walkin’ down the line
My feet'll be a-flyin’

To tell about my troubled mind
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Train A-Travelin’

‘There’s an iron train a-travelin’ that’s been a-rollin’ through
the years

With a firebox of hatred and a furnace full of fears

If you ever heard its sound or seen its blood-red broken
frame

Then you heard my voice a-singin’ and you know my name

Did you ever stop to wonder "bout the hatred that it holds?
Did you ever see its passengers, its crazy mixed-up souls?

Did you ever start a-thinkin’ that you gotta stop that train?
Then you heard my voice a-singin’ and you know my name

Do you ever get tired of the preachin’ sounds of fear

When they’re hammered at your head and pounded in your
ear?

Have you ever asked abour it and not been answered plain?

Then you heard my voice a-singin’ and you know my name

I’'m a-wonderin’ if the leaders of the nations understand

This murder-minded world that they’re leavin’ in my hands

Have you ever laid awake at night and wondered ’bout the
same?

Then you’ve heard my voice a-singin’ and you know my name

Have you ever had it on your lips or said it in your head

That the person standin’ next to you just might be misled?

Does the raving of the maniacs make your insides go insane?

Then you’ve heard my voice a-singin” and you know my
name
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Do the kill-crazy bandits and the haters get you down?

Does the preachin’ and the politics spin your head around?

Does the burning of the buses give your heart a pain?

Then you’ve heard my voice a-singin’ and you know my
name F
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Ballad of Donald White

My name is Donald White, you see
I stand before you all

I was judged by you a murderer
And the hangman’s knot must fall
I will die upon the gallows pole
When the moon is shining clear
And these are my final words

That you will ever hear

I left my home in Kansas

When I was very young

I landed in the old Northwest
Seattle, Washington

Although I'd a-traveled many miles
I never made a friend

For I could never get along in life

With people that I met

If T had some education

To give me a decent start

I might have been a doctor or

A master in the arts

But I used my hands for stealing

When I was very young

And they locked me down in jailhouse cells
That’s how my life begun

Oh, the inmates and the prisoners
I found they were my kind
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And it was there inside the bars

I found my peace of mind

But the jails they were too crowded
Institutions overflowed

So they turned me loose to walk upon
Life's hurried tangled road

And there’s danger on the ocean
Where the salt sea waves split high
And there’s danger on the battlefield
Where the shells of bullets fly

And there’s danger in this open world
Where men strive to be free

And for me the greatest danger

Was in society

So I asked them to send me back

To the institution home

But they said they were too crowded
For me they had no room

I got down on my knees and begged
“Oh, please put me away”

But they would not listen to my plea
Or nothing I would say

And so it was on Christmas Eve
In the year of '59

[t was on that night [ killed a man
I did not try to hide

The jury found me guilty

And I won’t disagree

For I knew that it would happen
If I wasn’t put away
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And I’'m glad I've had no parents

To care for me or cry

For now they will never know

The horrible death I die

And I’'m also glad I've had no friends

To see me in disgrace

For they’ll never see that hangman’s hood
Wrap around my face

Farewell unto the old north woods
Of which I used to roam

Farewell unto the crowded bars

Of which’ve been my home
Farewell to all you people

Who think the worst of me

I guess you’ll feel much better when
I’'m on that hanging tree

But there’s just one question
Before they kill me dead

I'm wondering just how much

To you I really said

Concerning all the boys that come
Down a road like me

Are they enemies or victims

Of your society?
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Quit Your Low Down Ways

Oh, you can read out your Bible
You can fall down on your knees, pretty mama
And pray to the Lord

But it ain’t gonna do no good.

You're gonna need .
You're gonna need my help someday

Well, if you can’t quit your sinnin’

Please quit your low down ways

Well, you can run down to the White House

You can gaze at the Capitol Dome, pretty mama
You can pound on the President’s gate

But you oughta know by now it’s gonna be too late

You're gonna need

You’re gonna need my help someday
Well, if you can’t quit your sinnin’
Please quit your low down ways

Well, you can run down to the desert

Throw yourself on the burning sand

You can raise up your right hand, pretty mama

But you better understand you done lost your one good
man

You're gonna need

You’re gonna need my help someday
Well, if you can’t quit your sinnin’

098



Please quit your low down ways-

And you can hitchhike on the highway

You can stand all alone by the side of the road
You can try to flag a ride back home, pretty mama
But you can’t ride in my car no more

You’re gonna need

You're gonna need my help someday
Well, if you can’t quit your sinnin’
Please quit your low down ways

Oh, you can read out your Bible

You can fall down on your knees, pretty mama
And pray to the Lord

But it ain’t gonna do no good

You're gonna need

You're gonna need my help someday
Well, if you can’t quit your sinnin’
Please quit your low down ways
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I'd Hate to Be You on That Dreadful Day

Well, your clock is gonna stop
At Saint Peter’s gate

Ya gonna ask him what time it is
He’s gonna say, “It’s too late”
Hey, hey!

I'd sure hate to be you

On that dreadful day

You’re gonna start to sweat
And you ain’t gonna stop
You’'re gonna have a nightmare
And never wake up

Hey, hey, hey!

I'd sure hate to be you

On that dreadful day

You're gonna cry for pills

And your head’s gonna be in a knot
But the pills are gonna cost more
Than what you've got

Hey, hey!

I'd sure hate to be you

On that dreadful day

You’re gonna have to walk naked
Can’t ride in no car

You're gonna let ev’rybody see
Just what you are

Hey, hey!
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I'd sure hate to be you
On that dreadful day

Well, the good wine's a-flowin’

For five cents a quart

You're gonna look in your moneybags
And find you're one cent short

Hey, hey, hey!

I'd sure hate to be you

On that dreadful day

You're gonna yell and scream

“Don’t anybody care?”

You're gonna hear out a voice say

“Shoulda listened when you heard the word down there”
Hey, hey!

I'd sure hate to be you

On that dreadful day
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Mixed Up Confusion

I got mixed up confusion

Man, it’s a-killin’ me

Well, there’s too many people
And they’re all too hard to please

Well, my hat’s in my hand

Babe, I'm walkin’ down the line
An’ I’'m lookin’ for a woman
Whose head’s mixed up like mine

Well, my head’s full of questions
My temp’rature’s risin’ fast

Well, ’'m lookin’ for some answers
But I don’t know who to ask

But I'm walkin’ and wonderin’

And my poor feet don’t ever stop
Seein’ my reflection

I’'m hung over, hung down, hung up!
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Hero Blues

Yes, the gal I got

I swear she’s the screaming end
She wants me to be a hero

So she can tell all her friends

Well, she begged, she cried
She pleaded with me all last night
Well, she begged, she cried
She pleaded with me all last night

She wants me to go out

And find somebody to fight

She reads too many books

She got new movies inside her head
She reads too many books

She got movies inside her head

She wants me to walk out running
She wants me to crawl back dead

You need a different kinda man, babe
One that can grab and hold your heart
Need a different kind of man, babe
One that can hold and grab your heart
You need a different kind of man, babe
You need Napoleon Boneeparte

Well, when I’'m dead

No more good times will I crave

When I'm dead
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No more good times will I crave
You can stand and shout hero
All over my lonesome grave
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Tomorrow Is a Long Time

If today was not an endless highway

If tonight was not a crooked trail

If tomorrow wasn’t such a long time

Then lonesome would mean nothing to you at all
Yes, and only if my own true love was waitin’

Yes, and if I could hear her heart a-softly poundin’
Only if she was lyin’ by me

Then I'd lie in my bed once again

I can’t see my reflection in the waters

I can’t speak the sounds that show no pain

I can’t hear the echo of my footsteps

Or can’t remember the sound of my own name
Yes, and only if my own true love was waitin’

Yes, and if I could hear her heart a-softly poundin’
Only if she was lyin’ by me

Then I'd lie in my bed once again

There’s beauty in the silver, singin’ river

There’s beauty in the sunrise in the sky

But none of these and nothing else can touch the beauty
That I remember in my true love’s eyes

Yes, and only if my own true love was waitin’

Yes, and if I could hear her heart a-softly poundin’

Only if she was lyin’ by me

Then I'd lie in my bed once again
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Bob Dylan’s New Orleans Rag

I'was sittin’ on a stump
Down in New Orleans

I was feelin’ kinda low down
Dirty and mean

Along came a fella

And he didn’t even ask

He says, “I know of a woman
That can fix you up fast”

I didn’t think twice

I said like I should

“Let’s go find this lady

That can do me some good”
We walked across the river
On a sailin’ spree

And we came to a door
Called one-oh-three

I was just about ready

To give it a little knock

When out comes a fella

Who couldn’t even walk

He’s linkin’ and a-slinkin’
Couldn’t stand on his feet

And he moaned and he groaned
And he shuffled down the street
Well, out of the door

There comes another man

He wiggled and he wobbled

He couldn’t hardly stand
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He had this frightened
Look in his eyes

Like he just fought a bear
He was ready to die

Well, I peeked through the key crack
Comin’ down the hall

Was a long-legged man

Who couldn’t hardly crawl

He muttered and he uttered

In broken French

And he looked like he’d been through

A monkey wrench

Well, by this time

I was a-scared to knock

[ was a-scared to move

I’s in a state of shock

I hummed a little tune
And I shuffled my feet
And I started walkin’ backwards
Down that broad street
Well, I got to the corner

[ tried my best to smile

I turned around the corner
And I ran a bloody mile
Man, I wasn’t runnin’
’Cause I was sick

I was just a-runnin’

To get out of there quick

Well, I tripped right along
And I'm a-wheezin’ in my chest
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I musta run a mile

In a minute or less

I walked on a log

And I tripped on a stump

I caughr a fast freight

With a one-arm jump

So, if you’re travelin’ down
Louisiana way

And you feel kinda lonesome
And you need a place to stay
Man, you're better off

In your misery

Than to tackle that lady

At one-oh-three
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All Over You

Well, if I had to do it all over again

Babe, I'd do it all over you

And if T had to wait for ten thousand years
Babe, I'd even do that too

Well, a dog’s got his bone in the alley

A cat, she’s got nine lives

A millionaire’s got a million dollars

King Saud’s got four hundred wives

Well, ev'rybody’s got somethin’

That they're lookin’ forward to

I'm lookin’ forward to when I can do it all again
And babe, I'll do it all over you

Well, if I had my way tomorrow or today

Babe, I'd run circles all around

I'd jump up in the wind, do a somersault and spin
I'd even dance a jig on the ground

Well, everybody gets their hour

Everybody gets their time

Little David when he picked up his pebbles

Even Sampson after he went blind

Well, everybody gets the chance

To do what they want to do

When my time arrives you better run for your life
"Cause babe, I'll do it all over you

Well, I don’t need no money, I just need a day that’s sunny

Baby, and my days are gonna come
And I grab me a pint, you know that I'm a giant
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When you hear me yellin’, “Fee-fi-fo-fum”

Well, you cut me like a jigsaw puzzle

You made me to a walkin” wreck

Then you pushed my heart through my backbone
Then you knocked off my head from my neck

Well, if I'm ever standin’ steady

A-doin’ what I want to do

Well, I tell you little lover that you better run for cover
"Cause babe, I'll do it all over you

I’m just restin’ at your gate so that I won’t be late

And, momma, I'm a-just sittin’ on the shelf

Look out your window fair and you'll see me squattin’ there
Just a-fumblin’ and a-mumblin’ to myself

Well, after my cigarette’s been smoked up

After all my liquor’s been drunk

After my dreams are dreamed out

After all my thoughts have been thunk

Well, after I do some of these things

I'm gonna do what I have to do

And I tell you on the side, that you better run and hide
"Cause babe, I'll do it all over you
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John Brown

John Brown went off to war to fight on a foreign shore
His mama sure was proud of him!

He stood straight and tall in his uniform and all

His mama’s face broke out all in a grin

“Oh son, you look so fine, I'm glad you’re a son of mine
You make me proud to know you hold a gun

Do what the caprain says, lots of medals you will get
And we'll put them on the wall when you come home”

As that old train pulled out, John’s ma began to shout

Tellin’ ev'ryone in the neighborhood:

“That’s my son that's about to go, he’s a soldier now, you
know”

She made well sure her neighbors understood

She got a letter once in a while and her face broke into a smile
As she showed them to the people from next door

And she bragged about her son with his uniform and gun
And these things you called a good old-fashioned war

Oh! Good old-fashioned war!

Then the letters ceased to come, for a long time they did not
come

They ceased to come for about ten months or more

Then a letter finally came saying, “Go down and meet the
train

Your son’s a-coming home from the war”
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She smiled and went right down, she looked everywhere
around

But she could not see her soldier son in sight

But as all the people passed, she saw her son at last

When she did she could hardly believe her eyes

Oh his face was all shot up and his hand was all blown off
And he wore a metal brace around his waist

He whispered kind of slow, in a voice she did not know
While she couldn’t even recognize his face! -

Oh! Lord! Not even recognize his face

“Oh tell me, my darling son, pray tell me what they done
How is it you come to be this way?”

He tried his best to talk but his mouth could hardly move
And the mother had to turn her face away

“Don’t you remember, Ma, when I went off to war

You thought it was the best thing I could do?

I was on the battleground, you were home... acting proud
You wasn't there standing in my shoes”

“Oh, and I thought when I was there, God, what am |
doing here?

I'm a-tryin’ to kill somebody or die tryin’

But the thing that scared me most was when my enemy

came close

And I saw that his face looked just like mine”

Oh! Lord! Just like mine!
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“And I couldn’t help but think, through the thunder rolling
and stink

That I was just a puppet in a play

And through the roar and smoke, this string is finally broke

And a cannonball blew my eyes away”

As he turned away to walk, his Ma was still in shock
At seein’ the metal brace that helped him stand

But as he turned to go, he called his mother close
And he dropped his medals down into her hand
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Farewell

Oh it’s fare thee well my darlin’ true

I'm leavin’ in the first hour of the morn

I’'m bound off for the bay of Mexico

Or maybe the coast of Californ

So it’s fare thee well my own true love

We'll meet another day, another time

It ain’t the leavin’

That's a-grievin’ me

But my true love who’s bound to stay behind

Oh the weather is against me and the wind blows hard
And the rain she’s a-turnin’ into hail

I still might strike it lucky on a highway goin” west
Though I'm travelin’ on a path beaten trail

So it’s fare thee well my own true love

We'll meet another day, another time

It ain’t the leavin’

That’s a-grievin’ me

But my true love who's bound to stay behind

[ will write you a letter from time to time

As I'm ramblin’ you can travel with me too
With my head, my heart and my hands, my love
I will send what I learn back home to you

So it’s fare thee well my own true love

We'll meet another day, another time

It ain’t the leavin’

That’s a-grievin’ me

But my true love who's bound to stay behind
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I will tell you of the laughter and of troubles

Be them somebody else’s or my own

With my hands in my pockets and my coat collar high
I will travel unnoticed and unknown

So it’s fare thee well my own true love

We'll meet another day, another time

It ain’t the leavin’

That's a-grievin’ me

But my true love who's bound to stay behind

I've heard tell of a town where I might as well be bound
It’s down around the old Mexican plains

They say that the people are all friendly there

And all they ask of you is your name

So it’s fare thee well my own true love

We'll meet another day, another time

It ain’t the leavin’

That’s a-grievin’ me

But my true love who's bound to stay behind
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Blowin’ in the Wind

How many roads must a man walk down
Before you call him a man?
Yes, 'n’ how many seas must a white dove sail
) 4

Before she sleeps in the sand?
Yes, 'n’ how many times must the cannonballs fly
Before they're forever banned?

ey
The answer, my friend, is blowin’ in the wind
The answer is blowin’ in the wind

Ow many years can a mountain exist
H Yy t
Before it's washed to the sea?
Yes, 'n’ how many years can some people exist
Before they're allowed to be free?
es, 'n’ how many times can a man turn his head
Y, y
Pretending he just doesn’t see?
The answer, my friend, is blowin’ in the wind
y
The answer is blowin’ in the wind

How many times must a man look up

Before he can see the sky?

Yes, 'n” how many ears must one man have
Before he can hear people cry?

Yes, 'n’ how many deaths will it take till he knows
That too many people have died?

The answer, my friend, is blowin’ in the wind
The answer is blowin’ in the wind
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Girl of the North Country

Well, if you're travelin’ in the north country fair
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline
Remember me to one who lives there

She once was a true love of mine

Well, if you go when the snowflakes storm
When the rivers freeze and summer ends
Please see if she’s wearing a coat so warm
To keep her from the howlin’ winds

Please see for me if her hair hangs long
If it rolls and flows all down her breast
Please see for me if her hair hangs long
That’s the way I remember her best

I'm a-wonderin’ if she remembers me at all
Many times I've often prayed

In the darkness of my night

In the brightness of my day

So if you're travelin’ in the north country fair
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline
Remember me to one who lives there

She once was a true love of mine
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Masters of War

Come you masters of war

You that build all the guns
You that build the death planes
You that build the big bombs
You that hide behind walls
You that hide behind desks

1 just want you to know

I can see through your masks

You that never done nothin’
But build to destroy

You play with my world

Like it’s your little toy

You put a gun in my hand
And you hide from my eyes
And you turn and run farther
When the fast bullets fly

Like Judas of old

You lie and deceive

A world war can be won
You want me to believe

But I see through your eyes
And T see through your brain
Like I see through the water
That runs down my drain

You fasten the triggers
For the others to fire
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Then you set back and watch
When the death count gets higher
You hide in your mansion

As young people’s blood

Flows out of their bodies

And is buried in the mud

You've thrown the worst fear
That can ever be hurled

Fear to bring children

Into the world

For threatening my baby
Unborn and unnamed

You ain’t worth the blood
That runs in your veins

How much do I know

To talk out of turn

You might say that 'm young
You might say I'm unlearned
But there’s one thing I know
Though I'm younger than you
Even Jesus would never
Forgive what you do

Let me ask you one question
Is your money that good

Will it buy you forgiveness
Do you think that it could

I think you will find

When your death takes its toll
All the money you made

Will never buy back your soul
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And I hope that you die

And your death’ll come soon

I will follow your casket

In the pale afternoon

And I'll watch while you're lowered
Down to your deathbed

And I'll stand o’er your grave

"Til I'm sure that you're dead
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Down the Highway

Well, 'm walkin’ down the highway
With my suitcase in my hand

Yes, I'm walkin’ down the highway
With my suitcase in my hand

Lord, I really miss my baby

She’s in some far-off land

Well, your streets are gettin’ empty
Lord, your highway’s gettin’ filled
And your streets are gettin’ empty
And your highway’s gettin’ filled
Well, the way I love that woman

I swear it’s bound to get me killed

Well, I been gamblin’ so long

Lord, I ain’t got much more to lose

Yes, I been gamblin’ so long

Lord, I ain’t got much more to lose
Right now I'm havin’ trouble

Please don’t take away my highway shoes

Well, I'm bound to get lucky, baby

Or I'm bound to die tryin’

Yes, I'm a-bound to get lucky, baby
Lord, Lord I'm a-bound to die tryin’
Well, meet me in the middle of the ocean
And we'll leave this ol highway behind

Weell, the ocean took my baby



My baby stole my heart from me
Yes, the ocean took my baby

My baby took my heart from me
She packed it all up in a suitcase
Lord, she took it away to Italy, Italy

So, 'm a-walkin’ down your highway
Just as far as my poor eyes can see

Yes, I'm a-walkin” down your highway
Just as far as my eyes can see

From the Golden Gate Bridge

All the way to the Statue of Liberty
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Bob Dylan’s Blues

Well, the Lone Ranger and Tonto
They are ridin’ down the line
Fixin’ ev’rybody’s troubles
Ev’rybody’s "cept mine
Somebody musta tol’ ’em

That I was doin’ fine

Oh you five and ten cent women

With nothin’ in your heads

I got a real gal I'm lovin’

And Lord I'll love her till 'm dead

Go away from my door and my window too

Right now

Lord, I ain’t goin’ down to no race track
See no sports car run

I don’t have no sports car

And I don’t even care to have one

I can walk anytime around the block

Well, the wind keeps a-blowin’ me
Up and down the street

With my hat in my hand

And my boots on my feet

Watch out so you don’t step on me

Well, lookit here buddy
You want to be like me
Pull out your six-shooter
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And rob every bank you can see
Tell the judge I said it was all right
Yes!
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A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, where have you been, my darling young one?

I've stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains

I've walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways
I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests

I've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans

I've been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard
And it’s a hard, and it’s a hard, it’s a hard, and it’s a hard
And it’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall

Oh, what did you see, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, what did you see, my darling young one?

I saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it

I saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it

I saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin’

I saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin’

I saw a white ladder all covered with water

I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken
I saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of young children
And it’s a hard, and it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard
And it’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall

And what did you hear, my blue-eyed son?

And what did you hear, my darling young one?

I heard the sound of a thunder, it roared out a warnin’
Heard the roar of a wave that could drown the whole world
Heard one hundred drummers whose hands were a-blazin’
Heard ten thousand whisperin’ and nobody listenin’

Heard one person starve, I heard many people laughin’
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Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter
Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the alley
And it’s a hard, and it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard
And it’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall

Oh, who did you meet, my blue-eyed son?

Who did you meet, my darling young one?

I met a young child beside a dead pony

I met a white man who walked a black dog

I met a young woman whose body was burning

I met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow

I met one man who was wounded in love

I met another man who was wounded with hatred
And it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard

If’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall

Oh, whart'll you do now, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, what’ll you do now, my darling young one?

I'm a-goin’ back out "fore the rain starts a-fallin’

I'Il walk to the depths of the deepest black forest

Where the people are many and their hands are all empty
Where the pellets of poison are flooding their waters
Where the home in the valley meets the damp dirty prison
Where the executioner’s face is always well hidden
Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten

Where black is the color, where none is the number

And I'll tell it and think it and speak it and breathe it
And reflect it from the mountain so all souls can see it
Then I'll stand on the ocean until I start sinkin’

But I'll know my song well before I start singin’

And it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard, it’s a hard

It’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall

168



AlEEE, BHET

FOL, ARG LT T
FOEABC KR &

T, AFRREEH T TF
R =S ALY
RREET 53, PRI X Y 2 B
BEENS, RECHE

PR TR kL 1 B i Ji P
MHEE, WHET

EI, EREATIT R AR T
Fe MR WL ARAT e

0, EIROTIT R ES T

Fo A R 98— Ty

AARRAG A BB B 27
TR O R R ORR IR

AL INTARAT I KR EZH TR
B, WP ZAE, R T

4%, KWIFEH4 75 T3
R M AS 8 51X 2, fiied

169



T, KWL T T4

PR A P AR B

BB EAE R RGE A

T Zad —Pa AN, BT,
FALDE T, QB AR TR A R
HAFEAH, BHET

T, AR KPR A B ERTTT
BAEATAL, TR FOED I
BRI Rt TR, L
i ASORE Hoge o 177

FIFAE AT TR XL

VRA RIS S, (HRAER

PR LA i TR B B S OGP
BHFEE, "BFT

170



Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right

It ain’t no use to sit and wonder why, babe

[t don’t matter, anyhow

An’ it ain’t no use to sit and wonder why, babe
If you don’t know by now

When your rooster crows at the break of dawn
Look out your window and I'll be gone

You're the reason I'm trav’lin’ on

Don’t think twice, it’s all right

It ain’t no use in turnin’ on your light, babe

That light I never knowed

An’ it ain’t no use in turnin’ on your light, babe

I’m on the dark side of the road

Still I wish there was somethin’ you would do or say
To try and make me change my mind and stay

We never did too much talkin’ anyway

So don’t think twice, it’s all right

It ain’t no use in callin’ out my name, gal

Like you never did before

It ain’t no use in callin’ out my name, gal

[ can’t hear you anymore

I'm a-thinkin” and a-wond’rin’ all the way down the road
[ once loved a woman, a child I'm told

I give her my heart but she wanted my soul

But don’t think twice, it’s all right

I'm walkin’ down that long, lonesome road, babe
Where I'm bound, I can’t tell
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But goodbye’s too good a word, gal

So I'll just say fare thee well

I ain’t sayin’ you treated me unkind

You could have done better but I don’t mind
You just kinda wasted my precious time

But don’t think twice, it’s all right
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Bob Dylan’s Dream

While riding on a train goin’ west

1 fell asleep for to take my rest

I dreamed a dream that made me sad
Concerning myself and the first few friends I had

With half-damp eyes I stared to the room

Where my friends and I spent many an afternoon
Where we together weathered many a storm
Laughin’ and singin’ till the early hours of the morn

By the old wooden stove where our hats was hung
Our words were told, our songs were sung
Where we longed for nothin’ and were quite satisfied

Talkin’ and a-jokin’ about the world outside

With haunted hearts through the heat and cold
We never thought we could ever get old

We thought we could sit forever in fun

But our chances really was a million to one

As easy it was to tell black from white

It was all that easy to tell wrong from right

And our choices were few and the thought never hit

That the one road we traveled would ever shatter and split

How many a year has passed and gone
And many a gamble has been lost and won
And many a road taken by many a friend
And each one I've never seen again

175



[ wish, I wish, I wish in vain

That we could sit simply in that room again
Ten thousand dollars at the drop of a hat

I'd give it all gladly if our lives could be like that
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Oxford Town

Oxford Town, Oxford Town
Ev'rybody’s got their heads bowed down
The sun don’t shine above the ground
Ain’t a-goin’ down to Oxford Town

He went down to Oxford Town
Guns and clubs followed him down
All because his face was brown
Better get away from Oxford Town

Oxford Town around the bend

He come in to the door, he couldn’t get in
All because of the color of his skin

What do you think about that, my frien”?

Me and my gal, my gal’s son

We got met with a tear gas bomb

I don’t even know why we come

Goin’ back where we come from

Oxford Town in the afternoon

Ev’rybody singin’ a sorrowful tune

Two men died ’neath the Mississippi moon
Somebody better investigate soon

Oxford Town, Oxford Town
Ev'rybody’s got their heads bowed down
The sun don’t shine above the ground
Ain’t a-goin’ down to Oxford Town
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Corrina, Corrina

Corrina, Corrina

Gal, where you been so long?
Corrina, Corrina

Gal, where you been so long?

I been wort’in’ "bout you, baby
Baby, please come home

I got a bird that whistles
I got a bird that sings
I got a bird that whistles
I got a bird that sings
But I ain’ a-got Corrina
Life don’t mean a thing

Corrina, Corrina

Gal, you're on my mind
Corrina, Corrina

Gal, you're on my mind

I'm a-thinkin’ 'bout you, baby
_ I'just can’t keep from crying
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Honey, Just Allow Me One More Chance

Honey, just allow me one more chance
To get along with you

Honey, just allow me one more chance
Ah’ll do anything with you

Well, I'm a-walkin’ down the road
With my head in my hand

I'm lookin’ for a woman

Needs a worried man

Just-a one kind favor I ask you

"Low me just-a one more chance

Honey, just allow me one more chance
To ride your aeroplane

Honey, just allow me one more chance
To ride your passenger train

Well, I've been lookin’ all over

* For a gal like you

I can’t find nobody

So you'll have to do

Just-a one kind favor I ask you

"Low me just-a one more chance

Honey, just allow me one more chance
To get along with you

Honey, just allow me one more chance
AR’ll do anything with you

Well, lockin’ for a woman

That ain’t got no man

Is just lookin’ for a needle
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That is lost in the sand
Just-a one kind favor I ask you
"Low me just-a one more chance
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I Shall Be Free

Well, I took me a woman late last night
I’s three-fourths drunk, she looked uptight
She took off her wheel, took off her bell
Took off her wig, said, “How do I smell?”
I hot-footed it... bare-naked...

Out the window!

Well, sometimes I might get drunk

Walk like a duck and stomp like a skunk
Don’t hurt me none, don’t hurt my pride
’Cause I got my little lady right by my side
(Right there

Proud as can be)

I’s out there paintin’ on the old woodshed
When a can a black paint it fell on my head
I went down to scrub and rub
But I had to sit in back of the tub
(Cost a quarter
_And I had to get out quick...
Someone wanted to come in and take a sauna)

Well, my telephone rang it would not stop

It’s President Kennedy callin’ me up

He said, “My friend, Bob, what do we need to make the
country grow?”

I said, “My friend, John, Brigitte Bardot

Anita Ekberg

Sophia Loren”
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(Put 'em all in the same room with Ernest Borgnine!)

Well, I got a woman sleeps on a cot
She yells and hollers and squeals a lot
Licks my face and tickles my ear
Bends me over and buys me beer
(She’s a honeymooner

A June crooner

A spoon feeder

And a natural leader)

Oh, there ain’t no use in me workin’ so heavy
I got a woman who works on the levee
Pumping that water up to her neck

Every week she sends me a monthly check
(She’s a humdinger

Folk singer

Dead ringer

For a thing-a-mubh jigger)

Late one day in the middle of the week
Eyes were closed I was half asleep

I chased me a woman up the hill

Right in the middle of an air-raid drill
It was Little Bo Peep!

(I jumped a fallout shelter

I jumped a bean stalk

I jumped a Ferris wheel)

Now, the man on the stand he wants my vote
He’s a-runnin’ for office on the ballot note
He’s out there preachin’ in front of the steeple
Tellin’ me he loves all kinds-a people
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(He's eatin’ bagels
He’s eatin’ pizza
He’s eatin’ chitlins

He’s eatin’ bullshit!)

Oh, set me down on a television floor

I'll flip the channel to number four

Out of the shower comes a grown-up man

With a bottle of hair oil in his hand

(It’s that greasy kid stuff

What I want to know, Mr. Football Man, is

What do you do about Willy Mays and YulBrynner
Charles de Gaulle

And Robert Louis Stevenson?)

Well, the funniest woman [ ever seen

Was the great-granddaughter of Mr. Clean
She takes about fifteen baths a day

Wants me to grow a cigar on my face
(She’s a little bit heavy!)

Well, ask me why I’'m drunk alla time
It levels my head and eases my mind
[ just walk along and stroll and sing

I see better days and I do better things
(I catch dinosaurs

I make love to Elizabeth Taylor...
Catch hell from Richard Burton!)
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Whatcha Gonna Do

Tell me what you’re gonna do

When the shadow comes under your door
Tell me what you're gonna do

When the shadow comes under your door
Tell me what you’re gonna do

When the shadow comes under your door
O Lord, O Lord

What shall you do?

Tell me what you're gonna do
When the devil calls your cards
Tell me what you’re gonna do
When the devil calls your cards
Tell me what you’re gonna do
When the devil calls your cards
O Lord, O Lord

What shall you do?

Tell me what you're gonna do
When your water turns to wine
Tell me what you’re gonna do
When your water turns to wine
Tell me what you’re gonna do
When your water turns to wine
O Lord, O Lord

What should you do?

Tell me what you’re gonna do
When you can’t play God no more
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Tell me what you're gonna do
When you can’t play God no more
Tell me what you're gonna do
When you can’t play God no more
O Lord, O Lord

What shall you do?

Tell me what you’re gonna do

When the shadow comes creepin’ in your room
Tell me what you’re gonna do

When the shadow comes creepin’ in your room
Tell me what you’re gonna do

When the shadow comes creepin’ in your room
O Lord, O Lord

What should you do?
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Walls of Red Wing

Oh, the age of the inmates
I remember quite freely:
No younger than twelve
No older 'n seventeen
Thrown in like bandits
And cast off like criminals
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

From the dirty old mess hall
You march to the brick wall
Too weary to talk

And too tired to sing

O, it’s all afternoon

You remember your hometown
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

O, the gates are cast iron
And the walls are barbed wire
~ Stay far from the fence

With the "lectricity sting

And it’s keep down your head
And stay in your number
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

O, it’s fare thee well
To the deep hollow dungeon
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Farewell to the boardwalk
That takes you to the screen
And farewell to the minutes
They threaten you with it
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

It's many a guard

That stands around smilin’
Holdin’ his club

Like he was a king

Hopin’ to get you

Behind a wood pilin’
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

The night aimed shadows
Through the crossbar windows
And the wind punched hard
To make the wall-siding sing
It's many a night

I pretended to be a-sleepin’
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

As the rain rattled heavy

On the bunkhouse shingles

And the sounds in the night
They made my ears ring

"Til the keys of the guards
Clicked the tune of the morning
Inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing
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Oh, some of us’ll end up

In St. Cloud Prison

And some of us’ll wind up

To be lawyers and things

And some of us’ll stand up

To meet you on your crossroads
From inside the walls

The walls of Red Wing

205



WEAR T8 - EIJ\

WER T W - BER?
Afta, A K7

CREI, B
“BIHFIEREER

AT LATES /B 5  f5

s il fhidk it i

AR AR 2x & g, FRIBURIE
IR AR(E FSE M
fbAEFEA R KAET

BR WA KNS, FREER
AR A A F

A, R AT LABEIR”

HEZ T W4 - BEJRY
ottt 4, JEPE K2

1. B4 - B/ (Davey Moore, 1933—1963), EEAXRBRELF, B

HEAREE, 1963 FELEEPLERIHE.

206



CAREFRATT, T SR
BT AR L
“fARMIE X K ARET
{HIA] AL ZH T

IE T E AR 5E

TR AL EF B — LK
XEAT AR
AR Al T A

A, R4 AT LRI

HEA T RLE - R
Htta., Kl

AR, hE KT
(i & LN ES PN
CIXARAER, OfELL TR
H—E L At SR 4
f3E T, MMFEILKAET
fEAL A SRA G, %R
AR T 5

A, REEART]LAER”

HEAR T WHE - BE/R?

207



At R

AREK,” FHRAEE
SR TE

CAN RO o T R Y
FB T HRA Beal 2tk
FIH AR T HBETRAT
BIE, FRIMG R A2 Bk
ARFAEAME T H
A, R AA LI

HEAR T WAE - BEARY
Afta, REAE?

AR, FEEERD
—AFEIRFTFHL AT ED R+ 14
—i B

M BR HLTE L —FE RS

S - AR TR AR
EALRITZAFRREXEAR
ARFAEAME T

A, R AT

208



WHEA T HAE - JBEJR?
Faft 4, JEH A

“ARE,” HELEMET
F—HARFZHH B AR

b ol L T E X
Bz ED AT
CRATT b, RH, WHE

HIR RS2 T1F

PIVLRL AT, B CRE
BRAZE, LHNEE"

HEAR T WAE - BEIR?
Jofta, B A7

209



Who Killed Davey Moore?

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what’s the reason for?

“Not 1,” says the referee

“Don’t point your finger at me

I could’ve stopped it in the eighth

An’ maybe kept him from his fate

But the crowd would’ve booed, I'm sure

At not gettin’ their money’s worth

It’s too bad he had to go

But there was a pressure on me too, you know
It wasn’t me that made him fall

No, you can’t blame me at all”

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what's the reason for?

“Not us,” says the angry crowd

Whose screams filled the arena loud

“It’s too bad he died that night

But we just like to see a fight

We didn’t mean for him t’" meet his death
We just meant to see some sweat

There ain’t nothing wrong in that

It wasn’t us that made him fall

No, you can’t blame us at all”

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what's the reason for?
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“Not me,” says his manager

Puffing on a big cigar

“It’s hard to say, it’s hard to tell

I always thought that he was well

It’s too bad for his wife an’ kids he’s dead
But if he was sick, he should’ve said

It wasn’t me that made him fall

No, you can’t blame me at all”

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an” what’s the reason for?

“Not me,” says the gambling man
With his ticket stub still in his hand
“It wasn’t me that knocked him down
My hands never touched him none

I didn’t commit no ugly sin

Anyway, | put money on him to win
It wasn’t me that made him fall

No, you can’t blame me at all”

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what's the reason for?

“Not me,” says the boxing writer

Pounding print on his old typewriter

Sayin’, “Boxing ain’t to blame

There’s just as much danger in a football game”
Sayin’, “Fistfighting is here to stay

It’s just the old American way

It wasn’t me that made him fall

No, you can’t blame me at all”
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Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what’s the reason for?

“Not me,” says the man whose fists
Laid him low in a cloud of mist
Who came here from Cuba’s door
Where boxing ain’t allowed no more
“I hit him, yes, it’s true

But that’s what I am paid to do
Don’t say ‘murder,” don’t say ‘kill’

It was destiny, it was God’s will”

Who killed Davey Moore
Why an’ what'’s the reason for?
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Seven Curses

Old Reilly stole a stallion

But they caught him and they brought him back
And they laid him down on the jailhouse ground
With an iron chain around his neck

Old Reilly’s daughter got a message
That her father was goin’ to hang

She rode by night and came by morning
With gold and silver in her hand

When the judge he saw Reilly’s daughter
His old eyes deepened in his head
Sayin’, “Gold will never free your father
The price, my dear, is you instead”

“Oh I'm as good as dead,” cried Reilly

“It’s only you that he does crave

And my skin will surely crawl if he touches you at all
Get on your horse and ride away”

“Oh father you will surely die

If I don’t take the chance to try

And pay the price and not take your advice
For that reason I will have to stay”

The gallows shadows shook the evening
In the night a hound dog bayed

In the night the grounds were groanin’
In the night the price was paid
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The next mornin’ she had awoken

To know that the judge had never spoken
She saw that hangin’ branch a-bendin’
She saw her father’s body broken

These be seven curses on a judge so cruel:
That one doctor will not save him

That two healers will not heal him

That three eyes will not see him

That four ears will not hear him

Thar five walls will not hide him

That six diggers will not bury him

And that seven deaths shall never kill him
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Dusty Old Fairgrounds

Well, it’s all up from Florida at the start of the spring
The trucks and the trailers will be winding

Like a bullet we’ll shoot for the carnival route

We’re following them dusty old fairgrounds a-calling

From the Michigan mud past the Wisconsin sun

’Cross that Minnesota border, keep "em scrambling
Through the clear county lakes and the lumberjack lands
We're following them dusty old fairgrounds a-calling

Hit Fargo on the jump and down to Aberdeen

"Cross them old Black Hills, keep 'em rolling

Through the cow country towns and the sands of old
Montana

We're following them fairgrounds a-calling

As the white line on the highway sails under your wheels
I've gazed from the trailer window laughing

Oh, our clothes they was torn but the colors they was bright
Following them dusty old fairgrounds a-calling

It’s a-many a friend that follows the bend

The jugglers, the hustlers, the gamblers

Well, I've spent my time with the fortune-telling kind
Following them fairgrounds a-calling

Oh, it’s pound down the rails and it’s tie down the tents

Get that canvas flag a-flying
Weell, let the caterpillars spin, let the Ferris wheel wind
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Following them fairgrounds a-calling

Well, it’s roll into town straight to the fairgrounds
Just behind the posters that are hanging

And it’s fill up every space with a different kind of face
Following them fairgrounds a-calling

Get the dancing girls in front, get the gambling show
behind

Hear that old music box a-banging

Hear them kids, faces, smiles, up and down the midway
aisles

We're following them fairgrounds a-calling

It’s a-drag it on down by the deadline in the town
Hit the old highway by the morning

And it’s ride yourself blind for the next town on time
Following them fairgrounds a-calling

As the harmonicas whined in the lonesome nighttime
Drinking red wine as we’re rolling
Many a turnin’ I turn, many a lesson I learn

From following them fairgrounds a-calling

And it’s roll back down to St. Petersburg

Tie down the trailers and camp ’em

And the money that we made will pay for the space
From following them dusty old fairgrounds a-calling

221



484
43

-3

-7-5495-9
5%

ISBN 978
9N787549 68

>




	封面
	书名
	版权
	目录
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	11
	12
	13
	14
	15
	16
	17
	18
	19
	20
	21
	22
	23
	24
	25
	26
	27
	28
	29
	30
	31
	32
	33
	34
	35
	36
	37
	38
	39
	40
	41
	42
	43
	44
	45
	46
	47
	48
	49
	50
	51
	52
	53
	54
	55
	56
	57
	58
	59
	60
	61
	62
	63
	64
	65
	66
	67
	68
	69
	70
	71
	72
	73
	74
	75
	76
	77
	78
	79
	80
	81
	82
	83
	84
	85
	86
	87
	88
	89
	90
	91
	92
	93
	94
	95
	96
	97
	98
	99
	100
	101
	102
	103
	104
	105
	106
	107
	108
	109
	110
	111
	112
	113
	114
	115
	116
	117
	118
	119
	120
	121
	122
	123
	124
	125
	126
	127
	128
	129
	130
	131
	132
	133
	134
	135
	136
	137
	138
	139
	140
	141
	142
	143
	144
	145
	146
	147
	148
	149
	150
	151
	152
	153
	154
	155
	156
	157
	158
	159
	160
	161
	162
	163
	164
	165
	166
	167
	168
	169
	170
	171
	172
	173
	174
	175
	176
	177
	178
	179
	180
	181
	182
	183
	184
	185
	186
	187
	188
	189
	190
	191
	192
	193
	194
	195
	196
	197
	198
	199
	200
	201
	202
	203
	204
	205
	206
	207
	208
	209
	210
	211
	212
	213
	214
	215
	216
	217
	218
	219
	220
	221
	封底

