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AMAZING GRACE

   I                              IV             I

Amazing grace how sweet the sound

                                         V

That saved a wretch like me.

   I                             IV          I

I once was lost, but now I’m found;

                         V        I

Was blind, but now I see.

T’was grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved;

How precious did that grace appear

The hour I first believed.

Through many dangers, toils and snares,

I have already come;

‘Tis grace hath brought me safe this far,

And grace will lead me home.

When we’ve been there ten thousand years,

Bright shining as the sun.

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise

Than when we first begun.

BATTLE OF NEW ORLEANS

     I            IV

In 1814 we took a little trip,
    V                                                                            I

Along with Colonel Jackson down the mighty Mississippi.
                                                  IV

We took a little bacon and we took a little beans,
                V                                                                        I

And we caught the bloody British in the town of New Orleans.
[Chorus]
        I

We fired our guns and the British kept a coming.
                                                            V                  I

There wasn’t nigh as many as there was a while ago.
We fired once more and they began to running,
                                               V               I 

Down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.
We looked down the river and we seen the British come,
And there must have been a hundred of them beating on the drums.
They stepped so high and they made their bugles ring.
We stood behind our cotton bales and didn't say a thing.
Old Hickory said we could take ‘em by surprise,
If we didn't fire a musket till we looked ‘em in the eyes.
We held our fire till we seen their faces well.
We opened up or squirrel guns and really gave ‘em (well)
[Bridge]
Well, they ran through the briars and they ran through the brambles,
And they ran through the bushes where the rabbits couldn’t go.
They ran so fast the hounds couldn’t catch ‘em,
On down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.
We fired our cannon till the barrel melted down,
Then we grabbed an alligator and we fought another round.
We filled his head with cannonballs and powdered his behind,
And when we touched the powder off the gator lost his mind.
BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAIN BLUES

                     I                           V
When I was young and in my prime,
                                     I

I left my home in Caroline.
                                     V

Now all I do is sit and pine,
                                   I

For the folks I left behind.
[Chorus]

                    I                                  V

I've got the Blue Ridge Mountain Blues.
                                               I

And I'll stand right here and say,
                                                 IV

“Every day I'm counting till I climb those mountains,
             V                         I

On that Blue Ridge far away.”
I see your window with the light.
I see two heads of snowy white.
It seems I hear them both recite,
“Where is my wandering boy tonight?”
I've got the Blue Ridge Mountain Blues.
And I'll stand right here and say,
“My grip is packed to travel and I'm scratching gravel,
On that Blue Ridge far away.”
I'm gonna do right by my Pa.
I'm gonna do right by my Ma.
I'll hang around the kitchen door.
No work or worry anymore.
I've got the Blue Ridge Mountain Blues.
Gonna see my old dog Trey.
Gonna hunt my possums where the corndogs blossom,
On that Blue Ridge far away.
BLUES STAY AWAY FROM ME

I

Blues stay away from me.

IV                                         I

Blues why don’t you let me be.

V                                                            I

Don’t know why you keep on haunting me.

Love was never meant for me.

True love was never meant for me.

Seems some how we never can agree.

Life is full of misery.

Dreams are like a memory.

Brining back your love that used to be.

Tears so many I can’t see.

Years don’t mean a thing to me.

Time goes by and still I can’t be free.

Blues stay away from me.

Blues why don’t you let me be.

Don’t know why you keep on haunting me.

FADED LOVE

          I                                  IV       

As I look at the letters that you wrote to me

        I                                 V

It's you that I am thinking of

          I                              IV

As I read the lines that to me were so sweet

       I                   V        I

I remember our faded love.
I miss you, Darlin', more and more every day

As heaven would miss the stars above

With every heartbeat I still think of you

And remember our faded love.

I think of the past and all the pleasures we had

As I watch the mating of the dove

It was in the springtime that you said good-bye

I remember our faded love.

GOTTA TRAVEL ON

[Chorus]
         I

I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long.
                                              IV                        I

Summers almost gone, yes, Winter’s coming on.
I’ve laid around and played around this old town too long.
           IV                   V              I

And I feel like I’ve gotta travel on.
Poppa writes to Johnny but Johnny can't come home,
Johnny can't come home, no, Johnny can't come home.
Poppa writes to Johnny, but Johnny can't come home,
Cause he's been on this chain gang too long.
High Sheriff and Police riding after me,
Riding after me, yes, coming after me.
High Sheriff and Police riding after me,
And I feel like I've gotta travel on.
Want to see my Honey, want to see her bad,
Want to see her bad, oh, want to see her bad.
Want to see my Honey, want to see her bad,
She's the best Gal this poor Boy ever had.
HAVE I TOLD YOU LATELY THAT I LOVE YOU?

            I                                V

Have I told you lately that I love you?

                                                      I

Could I tell you once again somehow?

            IV                                              I

Have I told you with all my heart and soul how I adore you?

           V                                    I

Well, Darling, I’m telling you now

[Chorus]

       I                    IV                                  I

My heart would break in two if I should lose you.

             V                                I

I’m no good without you anyhow.

            IV                           I

Have I told you late that I love you?

           V                                    I

Well, Darling, I’m telling you now.

Have I told you lately when I’m sleeping,

Every dream I dream is you somehow?

Have I told you why the nights are long when you not with me?

Well, Darling, I’m telling you now.

HEY GOOD LOOKIN’
  I

Hey good lookin’.
What cha got cookin’?

  II                                   V                       I

How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me?

Hey sweet baby.
Don’t you think maybe,
We could find us another recipe?
           IV                           I

I got a hot rod ford and a two dollar bill,

        IV                             I

And I know a spot right over the hill.

  IV                                      I

There’s soda pop and the dancing’s free,

                 II                                             V

So if you want to have some fun come along with me.
Hey good lookin’.

What cha got cookin’?

How’s about cookin’ something; up with me?
HIGH ON A MOUNTAIN

          I                    VII                   I

As I looked at the valley down below,
                     I                VII                  I

They were green just as far as I could see.

             I              VII          I                            IV

As my memory return, oh how my heart did yearn,
        I                   V                      I

For you and the day that used to be.

[Chorus]

  I              VII    I                              IV

High on a mountain, wind blowing free,
  I                                 V                        I

Wondering about the days that used to be.

  I              VII    I                            IV

High on a mountain, standing all alone,
  I                                   V                               I

Wondering where the years of my life have flown.

Oh I wonder if you ever think of me,
Or if time has blotted out your memory.
As I listen to the breeze blow gently through the trees,
I’ll always cherish what you meant to me.

HOT CORN, COLD CORN

[Chorus]

  I

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.
  V

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.
  I

Hot corn, cold corn, bring along a demijohn.
  V

Fare thee well, Uncle Bill, see you in the morning.
  V   I

Yes sir.

Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.
Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.
Upstairs, downstairs, down in the kitchen.
See Uncle Bill, he's a-raring and pitching,

Yes sir.
Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again?
Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again?
Old Aunt Peggy won't you fill 'em up again?
Ain't had a drink since I don't know when,

Yes sir.
Yonder come the preacher and the children are a-crying.
Yonder come the preacher and the children are a-crying.
Yonder come the preacher and the children are a-crying.
Chickens are a-hollering, toenails a-flying,

Yes sir.
I SAW THE LIGHT

[Chorus]

 I

I saw the light. I saw the light.
IV                                       I

No more sorrow. No more night.
Now I’m so happy. No sorrow in sight.
                          V             I

Praise the Lord, I saw the light.
I wandered so aimless, life filled with sin.
I wouldn't let my dear Savior in.
Then Jesus came like an angel in the night.
Praise the Lord, I saw the light.

Just like a blind man, I wandered alone.
Worries and fears I claimed for my own.
Then like a blind man that God gave back his sight.
Praise the Lord, I saw the light.
I was a fool to wander astray.
For straight is the gate and narrow the way.
Now I have traded the wrong for the right.
Praise the Lord, I saw the light.
I'LL FLY AWAY

  I

Some glad morning, when this life is over,
IV          I

I'll fly away.
 I

To a home on God's celestial shore.
 V          I

I'll fly away.
[Chorus]

I’ll fly away, Oh glory,
I’ll fly away (in the morning).
When I die Hallelujah, by and by,
I’ll fly away.
When the shadows of this life have grown,
I'll fly away.
Like a bird from prison bars have flown.
I'll fly away.
Just a few more weary days and then,
I'll fly away,
To a land where joys shall never end.
I'll fly away.
JAMBALAYA

                  I                                      V

Good-bye Joe, me gotta go, me oh my oh,

                                                                 I

Me gotta go, pole the pirogue down the bayou.

                                                             V

My Yvonne, the sweetest one, me oh my oh.

                                                                I

Son of a gun, we'll have big fun on the bayou.

[Chorus]  

Jambalaya and a crawfish pie and fillet gumbo,

Cause tonight I’m gonna see my ma cher a –mi-o.

Pick guitar, fill fruit jar and be gay-o.

Son of a gun, we’ll have big fun on the bayou.

Thibodeaux, Fontainenot, the place is buzzin'.

Kinfolk come to see Yvonne by the dozen.

Dress in style and go hog wild, me oh my oh.

Son of a gun, we'll have big fun on the bayou.

Settle down far from town, get me a pirogue,
and I'll catch all the fish in the bayou.
Swap my mon to buy Yvonne what she need-o.
Son of a gun, we'll have big fun on the bayou.
KEEP ON THE SUNNY SIDE

                 I                IV                      I

There’s a dark and a troubled side of life;

                                                       V

There’s a bright and a sunny side too.

                                                                   I

Though you meet with the darkness and strife,

         V                              I

The sunny side may also view.

[Chorus]

  I                                      IV                 I
Keep on the sunny side, always on the sunny side,

                                           V

Keep on the sunny side of life;

            I                                       IV                     I
It will help us ev’ry day, It will brighten all the way,
          I       IV        I        V         I

If we keep on the sunny side of life.

Oh, the storm and its fury broke today,

Crushing hopes that we cherish so dear.

Clouds and storms will in time pass away,

The sun again will shine bright and clear.

Let us greet with a song of home each day,

Though the moment be cloudy or fair,

Let us trust in our Savior away,

Who keepeth ev’ry one in His care.
LITTLE MOUNTAIN CHURCH HOUSE

                I                                              IV  

There's a little mountain church in my thoughts of yesterday,

             I                                                       V

Where friends and family gathered for the Lord.

                I                                                      IV

There an old fashioned preacher taught the straight and narrow Way,

                       I                         V                     I
For what few coins the congregation could afford.

Dressed in all our Sunday best, we sat on pews of solid oak,
And I remember how our voices filled the air.
How Mama sounded like an angel on those high soprano notes.
And when the Roll is called up Yonder I'll be there.
[Chorus]
                I                     IV                     I 

Looking back now that little mountain church house,
                                                V

Has become my life’s corner stone.
            I                  IV                     I

It was there in that little mountain church house,
                                      V                    I

I first heard the Word I base my life upon.

At the all day Sunday Singings and dinner on the ground,
Many were the souls that were revived.
While the brothers and the sisters who've gone on to Gloryland,

Slept in peace in the maple grove near by.

LONG JOURNEY HOME (Two-Dollar Bill)

[Chorus]

 I

Lost all my money but a two-dollar bill,

                                       IV              I

Two-dollar bill, boys, a two-dollar bill.

Lost all my money bout a two-dollar bill,

              IV        V                   I

And I’m on my long journey home.

Cloudy in the west and it looks like rain,

Looks like rain, boys, looks like rain.

Cloudy in the west and it looks like rain,

And I'm on my long journey home.

Black smoke a-rising and it surely is a train,

Surely is a train, boys, surely is a train.

Black smoke a-rising and it surely is a train,

And I'm on my long journey home.

Homesick and lonesome and I'm feeling kind of blue,

Feeling kind of blue, boys, feeling kind of blue.

Homesick and lonesome and I'm feeling kind of blue,

And I'm on my long journey home.

Starting into raining and I've got to go home,

Got to go home, boys, got to go home.

Starting into raining and I've got to go home,

And I'm on my long journey home.
LOVE COME HOME

             I                                             VII

As you read this letter that I write to you,

           IV                                    I 

Sweetheart, I hope you’ll understand,

         IV                                I

That you’re the only love I know.

                 V                     I

Please forgive me if you can.

[Chorus]

Sweetheart, I beg you to come home tonight.

I’m so blue and all alone.

I promise that I’ll treat you right.

Love, oh love, oh please come home.

That old wind is cold and slowly creeping around,

And the fire is burning low.

The snow has covered up the ground.

Your baby’s hungry sick and cold.

MOLLY AND TENBROOKS

 I                                                     IV

Run old Molly run, run old Molly run.

                              I                        V                     I

Tenbrooks gonna beat you, to the bright shining sun.

                                                                V                     I

To the bright shining sun, Lord, to the bright shining sun.

Tenbrooks was a big bay horse, wore a shaggy mane.

He ran all ‘round the Midwest, and beat the Memphis train.

Beat the Memphis train, Lord beat the Memphis train.

Out in California, where Molly did as she pleased.

Come back to old Kentucky, got beat with all ease.

Beat with all ease, Lord, beat with all ease.

Tenbrooks said to Molly, what makes your head so red?

Running in the hot sun, with a fever in my head.

Fever in my head, Lord, fever in my head

Molly said to Tenbrooks, you’re looking mighty squirrel.

Tenbrooks said to Molly, I’m leaving this old world.

Leaving this old world, Lord, leaving this old world.

See old Molly coming, she’s coming around the curve.

See old Tenbrooks running, straining every nerve.

Straining every nerve, Lord, straining every nerve.

Kyper, Kyper, you’re not riding right.

Molly’s a-beating old Tenbrooks, clear ‘round the side.

Clear ‘round the side, Lord, clear ‘round the side.

Kyper, Kyper, Kyper my son. Give old Tenbrooks the bridle,

and let old Tenbrooks run.  Let old Tenbrooks run,

Lord, let old Tenbrooks run.

Women’s all a-laughing, children’s all a-crying,

Men folks all a-hollerin’, Old Tenbrooks a-flying,

Old Tenbrooks a-flying, Lord, Old Tenbrooks A-flyin’.

Go a-catch old Tenbrooks, and hitch him in the shade.

We’re gonna bury old Molly, in a coffin ready made.

Coffin ready made, Lord, a coffin ready made.
MOUNTAIN DEW

[Chorus]

          I

They call it that old mountain dew,

         IV                                I

And them that refuse it are few.

I’ll hush up my mug if you fill up my jug,

                                 V             I

With that good old mountain dew.

My Uncle Mort, he's sawed off and short.

He measures about four foot two.

But he thinks he's a giant when you give him a pint,

Of that good old mountain dew.

My Aunty June's got a brand-new perfume.

It has such a sweet-smelling p-u.

But to her surprise when she had it analyzed,

It was nothing but good old mountain dew.

The preacher came by with a tear in his eye.
He said that his wife had the flu.

We said that he ought to give her a snort,
Of that good old mountain dew. 

Mr. Roosevelt told me just how he felt,
The day the whiskey law ran through.

He said if your liquor's red it will swell up your head.
Better stick to that good old mountain dew.

My Uncle Bill's got a still on the hill,
Where he'll run off a gallon or two.

The birds in the sky get so drunk they can't fly,
From smelling that good old mountain dew.

MUNICIPAL TRAIN ASSOCIATION - PROTEST SONG 

                     I                                  IV

Well, let me tell you the story of a man named Charlie.

              I                           V

On that tragic and fateful day.

             I                                                     IV

He put ten cents in his pocket, kissed his wife and family,

               I                V     I

Went to ride on the M.T.A.

[Chorus]

Well, did he ever return? No, he never returned.

And his fate is still unlearned (what a pity).

He may ride forever ‘neath the streets of Boston.

He’s the man who never returned.

Charlie handed in his dime in the Kendall Square Station,

And a change for Jamaica plain.

When he got there the conductor told him "One more nickel!"

Charlie couldn't get off that train.

Now all night long Charlie rides through the station,

Crying "What will become of me?

How can I afford to see my sister in Chelsea,

or my cousin in Roxbury?"

Charlie's wife goes down to the Scollay Square Station,

Every day at a quarter past two.

And through the open window, she hands Charlie a sandwich,

As the train comes rumblin' through.
Now you citizens of Boston, don't you think it's a scandal,

How the people have to pay and pay?

Fight the fare increase: Vote for George O'Brian,

And get Charlie off the M.T.A.
NINE POUND HAMMER

         I                                                      IV

This nine pound hammer, is a little too heavy,

              I       V                   I

For my size, honey for my size.

[Chorus]

Roll on, buddy. Don’t you roll so slow.
How can I roll, when the wheels won’t go.

Going on a mountain, just to see my baby.

I ain’t coming back, I ain’t coming back.

It’s a long way to Harlen, it’s a long way to Hazard,

Just to get a little brew, just to get a little brew.

When I’m long gone, make my headstone,

Out of number nine coal, out of number nine coal.

There ain’t one hammer, that’s in this tunnel,

That will ring like mine, that will ring like mine.

OLD HOME PLACE
               I             III             IV            I
It's been ten long years since I left my home,
                                           V

In the hollow where I was born.
                  I              III                      IV                 I

Where the cool fall nights make the wood smoke rise,
               I                V              I

And the fox hunter blows his horn.
I fell in love with a girl from the town

I thought that she would be true

Then I ran away to Charlottesville

And worked in a sawmill, too

[Chorus]
  V                                         I

What have they done to the old home place?
  II                              V

Why did they tear it down?
         I               III           IV               I

And why did I leave my plow in the field,
                        V               I

And look for a job in the town?
Well, the girl ran off with someone else,
And the taverns took all my pay.
And here I stand where the old home stood,
Before they took it away.
Now the geese fly South and the cold wind blows,
As I stand here and hang my head.
I've lost my love. I've lost my home.
And now I wish I was dead.
ROCKY TOP

  I                IV            I                   vi                 V               I

Wish I was up on old Rocky Top, down in the Tennessee hills.

                            IV              I                  vi         V               I

Ain't no smoggy smoke on Rocky Top. Ain't no telephone bills.

I                     IV       I                   vi                  V              I

Once I had a girl on Rocky Top, half bear the other half cat.

                                  IV          I             vi        V                 I

Wild as a mink and sweet as soda pop, I still dream about that.

[Chorus]

  vi                          V               VII                           IV

Rocky Top you’ll always be, home sweet home to me.

                  I

Good Old Rocky Top,

                    VII     I                         VII     I

Rocky Top, Tennessee. Rock Top, Tennessee.

Once two strangers climbed old Rocky Top, lookin’ for a moonshine still.

Strangers ain't from down on Rocky Top, reckon they never will.

Corn don't grow at all on Rocky Top. Dirt's to rocky by far.

That's why all the folks on Rocky Top get there corn from a jar.

I've had years of cramped up city life. Cramped like a duck in a pen.

All I know is it’s a pity life. Can't be simple again.
ROLL IN MY SWEET BABY’S ARMS

[Chorus]

  I

Roll in my sweet baby’s arms.

                                         V

Roll in my sweet baby’s arms.

  I                                            IV

Lay around the shack till the mail train comes back,

              V                                     I

And I’ll roll in my sweet baby’s arms.

Where were you last Saturday night,

While I was locked up in jail?

Walking the streets with another man.

Wouldn’t even go my bail.

I know your parents don’t like me.

They turned me away from your door.

If I had my life to live over,

I wouldn’t go there any more.

Mama’s a gingerbread baker.

Sister can weave and can spin.

Daddy’s got an interest in that old cotton mill.

Just watch that money roll in.

Sometimes there’s a change in the ocean.

Sometimes there’s a change in the sea.

Sometimes there’s a change in my own true love.

But there’s never a change in me.
SWEET SUE (JUST YOU)

           V

Every star above knows the one I love.

            I

Sweet Sue, just you.

               V

And the moon up high knows the reason why.

            I

Sweet Sue, it’s you.

              I7th
No one else, it seems, ever shares my dreams,

               IV                                                     IVm

And without you dear I don’t know what I’ll do.

             V

In this heart of mine you live all the time.

            I

Sweet Sue, just you.

TAKE ME BACK TO TULSA

[Chorus]

  I                                                                V

Take me back to Tulsa, I’m too young to marry.

                                                                    I

Take me back to Tulsa, I’m too young to marry.

Where’s that gal with the red dress on. Some folks call her Dinah.

Stole my heart away from me, way down in Carolina.

Little bee sucks the blossom, big bee get the honey,

Poor man picks the cotton, rich man gets the money.

Travel ‘round the countryside, playin’ by the hour

Always wear a great big smile, and never do look sour.

TENNESSEE WALTZ

           I                                                                 IV

I was dancin’ with my darlin’ to the Tennessee Waltz,

                 I                                     V

When an old friend I happened to see.

                                                                                    IV

I introduced him to my darlin’ and while they were dancin’,

       I                        V                        I

My friend stole my sweetheart from me.
[Chorus]

    I                     III                  IV              I

I remember the night and the Tennessee Waltz,

                                                             V
‘Cause I know just how much I have lost.

           I                                                                IV

Yes, I lost my little darlin’ the night they were playin’,
         I                V             I

That beautiful Tennessee Waltz.
Now I wonder how a dance like the Tennessee waltz,
Could have broken my heart so complete.
Well I couldn’t blame my darlin’, and who could help fallin’,
In love with my darlin’ so sweet.

Well it must be the fault of the Tennessee Waltz.
Wish I’d known just how much it would cost.
But I didn’t see it comin’, it’s all over but the cryin’.
Blame it all on the Tennessee Waltz.
THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND

[Chorus]

                     IV                               I

This land is your land, this land is my land,

                 V                                   I

From California to the New York Island,

                               IV                                    I

From the redwood forest to the gulf stream waters,

 V                                                 I 

This land was made for you and me.

As I went walking that ribbon of highway,

I saw above me that endless skyway.

I saw below me that golden valley.

This land was made for you and me.

I roamed and rambled, and I followed my footsteps,

To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts.

All around me a voice was sounding,

“This land was made for you and me.”

When the sun come shining, then I was strolling,

And the wheat fields waving, and the dust clouds rolling.

A voice was chanting as the fog was lifting,

“This land was made for you and me.”

TRUCK DRIVING MAN

   I                                      IV

I pulled in a roadhouse in Texas.

     I                                     V

A place called Hamburger Dan's.

    I                                    IV

I heard that jukebox start playing,

     V                                        I

A song about a truck-driving man

[Chorus]

So pour me another cup of coffee.

For it is the best in the land.

Put another nickel in the jukebox,

And play that truck-driving man.

The waitress, she brought me some coffee.

I thanked her and called her again.

I said that song sure does fit me,

Cause I'm a truck-driving man.

I climbed back aboard my old semi.

Then like a flash I was gone.

I heard them old truck wheels start rolling.

I'm on my way to San Anton'.

WABASH CANNONBALL

                I                                           IV

From the great Atlantic ocean to the wide Pacific shore,

                 V                                                     I

From the queen of flowin' mountains to the south bells by the shore,
           I                                                IV

She's mighty tall and handsome and known quite well by all.
                V                                                      I

She's the combination of the Wabash Cannonball.
[Chorus]
Listen to the jingle, the rumble and the roar,
As she glides along the woodland through the hills and by the shore.

Hear the mighty rush of the engine. Hear the lonesome hobo’s squall.
You’re traveling through the jungle on the Wabash Cannonball.
She came down from Birmingham one cold December day.
As she rolled into the station you could hear all the people say,
“There's a girl from Tennessee; she's long and she's tall.
She came down from Birmingham on the Wabash Cannonball.”
Here's to Daddy Claxton, may his name forever stand,
And always be remembered in the courts of Alabam’.
His earthly race is over and the curtains round him fall.
We'll carry him home to victory on the Wabash Cannonball.
WHEN MY BLUE MOON TURNS TO GOLD AGAIN

[Chorus]

                 I                                          V

When my blue moon turns to gold again,

                                                                I

When the rainbows chase the clouds away,

                                                            V

When my blue moon turns to gold again,

                 IV                      V           I

You’ll be back within my arms to stay.

Memories that linger in my heart,

Memories that make my heart grow cold,

But someday they’ll live again, Sweet-heart,

And my blue moon again will turn to gold.

The lips that used to thrill me so,

Your kisses were only meant for me.

In my dreams, they live again, Sweet-heart,

But my golden moon is just a memory.

The castles we built of dreams together,

Were the sweetest stories ever told.

Maybe we will live them all again,

And my blue moon again will turn to gold.

WILL THE CIRCLE BE UNBROKEN

[Chorus]

               I                 IV

Will the circle be unbroken,

                                              I

Bye and bye, Lord, bye and bye?

There’s a better home awaiting,

                          V        I

In the sky, Lord in the sky.

I was standing by my window,

On a cold and cloudy day.

When I saw that hearse come rolling,

For to carry my mother away.

Lord, I told that undertaker,

“Undertaker please drive slow.

For this body that you're hauling,

Lord, I hate to see her go.”

I followed close behind her.

Tried to hold up and be brave.

But I could not hide my sorrow,

When they laid her in the grave.

I went home, my home was lonely.

Now my mother she has gone.

All my brothers, sisters crying.

What a home so sad and alone.

YOU ARE MY SUNSHINE

                  I

The other night dear, as I lay sleeping,

                    IV                     I

I dreamed I held you in my arms.

                    IV                              I

But when I woke, dear, I was mistaken,

                        V                I

So I hung my head and I cried.

[Chorus]

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.

You make my happy when skies are gray.

You’ll never know dear, how much I love you.

Please don’t take my sunshine away.

I’ll always love you and make you happy,

If you will only say the same.

But if you leave me to love another,

You’ll regret it all some day.

You told me once, dear, you really loved me,

And no one else could come between.

But now you’ve left me to love another.

You have shattered all of my dreams.

In all my dreams dear you seem to leave me.

When I awake my poor heart pains.

So won’t you come back and make me happy.

I’ll forgive dear I’ll take all the blame.

YOUR CHEATIN'  HEART

                        I                                  IV

Your cheatin' heart, will make you weep.

                        V                      I
You'll cry and cry, and try to sleep.
                                                               IV

But sleep won't come, the whole night through.
                        V                           I

Your cheatin' heart, will tell on you.
                              IV                        I
When tears come down, like fallin' rain.
                    II                              V

You'll toss around, and call my name.
                          I                        IV

You'll walk the floor, the way I do.
                        V                           I

Your cheatin' heart, will tell on you.
Your cheatin' heart, will pine someday,
And crave the love, you threw away.
The time will come, when you'll be blue.
Your cheatin' heart, will tell on you.
When tears come down, like fallin' rain,
You'll toss around, and call my name.
You'll walk the floor, the way I do.
Your cheatin' heart, will tell on you.
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