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Worried Man Blues 
   G 
It takes a worried man to sing a worried song 

 C                                       G 

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song 

G                               B7     Em 

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song 

             D                           G 

I’m worried now, but I won’t be worried long 

 

G 

I went across the river and I lay down to sleep 

C                                           G  

I went across the river and I lay down to sleep 

G 

Well I went across the river and I lay down to sleep 

           D                              G  

When I woke up, I had the shackles and my feet 

 

Twenty-nine links of chain around my leg 

Twenty-nine links of chain around my leg 

I’ve twenty-nine links of chain around my leg 

And on each link is the initial of my name 

 

 

I asked the judge, what might be my fine 

I asked the judge, what might be my fine 

I asked the judge, well what might be my fine 

Twenty-one years on that Rocky Mountain Line 

 

The train that I ride, is sixteen coaches long 

The train that I ride, is  sixteen coaches long 

The train I ride, is sixteen coaches long 

The girl I love is on that train and gone 

 

If anybody asks you who wrote this song 

If anybody asks you who wrote this song 

If anybody asks you who wrote this song 

Tell em was me, and I sang it all day long 
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Rock Island Line       (page 1 of 2) 
(text is spoken with a D-chord played in the background) 
  
Now, this here's the story about the Rock Island line. 
Now, the Rock Island line is a railroad line 
and it runs down into New Orleans. 
And just outside of New Orleans is a big toll gate, 
and all the trains that go through the toll gate, 
why, they gotta pay the man some money. 
Unless of course, they got certain things on board, 
then they, okay, then they don't ever have to pay the man nothin'. 
  
And right now, we see a train, she's comin' on down the line 
and when she got up here to the toll gate 
the - err - depot, he shouts down to the driver, 
he want to know what he got on board. 
So he say, “What you got on board there, boy?” 
And the driver, he sing right on back down to the depot agent,  
tell him what he got on board. He got a way of singing : 
  
                 D 
    I got sheep, I got cows I got horses, I got pigs, 
  
    I got all livestock, I got all livestock, I got all livestock ! 
  
And the man say, “Well, he say, you’re alright then, boy, 
you don't have to pay me nothin', just get 'em on through.” 
So the train go through the toll gate and as it go through, 
it got up a little bit of steam and a little bit of speed. 
  
And when he sees me on the other side of the toll gate 
The, the driver shout back down the line to the man, 
'course you don't hear what he say now, 
but home down the Rock Island line. 
  
        D 
    I fooled you, I fooled you, I got pig iron, I got pig iron, 
  
    I got a….ll pig iron !” 
  
He said, “Tell you where I'm goin', boy, 
goin' down the Rock Island line, yes, yes, she's a mighty good road!” 
  
Oh well … 
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  D 
The Rock Island line, she's a mighty good road, 
                                             A 
the Rock Island line is the road to ride, 
                   D 
yeah, the Rock Island line is a mighty good road, 
                   G                                D 
and if you want to ride, you gotta ride it like you find it, 
               G                                  A                D 
get your ticket at the station on the Rock Island line. 
  
                   D 
1. Well, I  may be right I may be wrong, 
         D                                           A7         D 
    I know you're gonna miss me when I'm gone. 
  
+ Yeah… + CHORUS 
  
    D 
2. A B C, W X Y Z, 
      D                                         A7          D 
    cat's in the cupboard, but he don't see me. 
  
+ Now… + CHORUS 
  
       D 
3. Halelujah, I'm safe from sin, 
            D                                   A7           D 
    the good Lord's comin' for to see me again. 
  
+ And …. + CHORUS   + CHORUS. 
  
    (Lonnie Donnegan) 
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Proud Mary- Creedence Clearwater Revival 

~ means tie the notes 

        ~~~                                     ~~~~~~ 

  _______________                   _______  __ __   _________ 

  | | | | | | | |                   | | | |  |  |    | | | | |  |  | 

 {}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}                  {}{}{}{} {} {}   {}{}{}{}{} {} {} 

|Bb     G         |       %        |Bb    G     F   |F       F6 F  G  | 

  ___   _____   _ 

  | |   | | |   |                  continue rhythm 
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|G               |       %        | 

 

 

G 

Left a good job in the city, workin for the man every night and day 

 

and I never lost one minute of sleepin', worryin' 'bout the way things might 

            G                                  Em 

have been.  Big wheel a-keep on turnin'  Proud    Mary keep on burnin', 

     G 

Roll - in', rollin', rollin' on the river. x2(fill 1) 

 

repeat intro: 

 

2nd verse: 

 

G 

Cleaned a lot of plates in Memphis,  pumped a lot of pain down in New 

 

Orleans,  But I never saw the good side of the city, till I hitched a ride 

                       D                            Em 

on a river boat queen. Big wheel a-keep on turnin,  Proud  Mary keep on 

          G  

burnin,  roll - in, rollin, rollin on the river. (fill 1) 

 

repeat intro: 

 

3rd verse: 

G 

if you come down to the river, bet you're gonna find some people who live, 

 

you don't have to worry, cause you have no money, people on the river are 

                D                              Em 

happy to give.  Big wheel keep on turnin, Proud  Mary keep on burnin, 

    G 

roll - in,  rollin,  rollin on the river. (fill 1)  repeat and fade 
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DON’T YOU ROCK ME DADDY-O 

 

G                                                   D        G 

Me and my brother was going’ to town (sing away, lady, sing away), 

 G                                                 D        G 

round the billygoat leadin' a hound (sing away, lady, sing away). 

 G                                                D        G 

Hound got dumped, billygoat jumped (sing away, lady, sing away), 

 G                                                       D        G 

throw'd my brother right over that stump (sing away, lady, sing away). 

 

  G               C       D                 G 

Don't you rock me daddy-o, don't you rock me daddy-o. 

  G               C       D                 G 

Don't you rock me daddy-o, don't you rock me daddy-o. 

 

 G                                             D        G 

Well, my old auntie promised me (sing away, lady, sing away), 

 G                                             D        G 

when she'd die she'd will to me (sing away, lady, sing away). 

 G                                                      D        G 

But she lived so long, her head got bald (sing away, lady, sing away), 

 G                                                         D        G 

she got out the notes and the dimes and all (sing away, lady, sing away) 

 

 

 

VIPERS LYRICS: 

 

Now me and my wife went to town/We went to buy a ten dollar gown 
 

She tried the green, she tried the red/I'll have 'em both that's what she said 
 

Well, she put one on and then looked a treat/Then found another man to meet 
 

Now mister leave my girl alone/ Well, she gets what she wants at home 
 

I'm going upstairs to pack my trunk/Gonna find a bar and get me drunk  
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Pick a bale of cotton (Leadbelly) 

A 

Great God Almighty I can pick a bale of cotton 

                          E             A  

Great God Almighty I can pick a bale a day. (x2) 
  

A  D       A                           A   D 

Oh Lord, I can pick a bale of cotton, oh Lord, 

E                   A 

I can pick a bale a day.  (x2) 

  

A  

Me and my wife can pick a bale of cotton, 

                   E             A 

Me and my wife can pick a bale a day. 

  

A 

Jump down, turn around to pick a bale of cotton. 

                          E             A  

Jump down, turn around to pick a bale a day. 

 

A  

Me and my buddy can pick a bale of cotton, 

                    E             A 

Me and my buddy can pick a bale a day. 

  

A  

Me and my papa can pick a bale of cotton, 

                   E             A 

Me and my papa can pick a bale a day. 

  

A  

Me and my sissy can pick a bale of cotton, 

                    E             A 

Me and my sissy can pick a bale a day. 

  

       A 

I can pick a pick a pick … a pick a bale of cotton 

A                            E             A 

I can pick a pick a pick … a pick a bale a day 

  

A 

Jump down, turn around to pick a bale of cotton. 

                          E             A  

Jump down, turn around to pick a bale a day. 
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Mama Don't Allow 

Traditional 

 

 

 

G 

Mama don't allow no guitar pickin' 'round here 

G                                          D 

Mama don't allow no guitar pickin' 'round here 

G                 G7                C                    C7 

I don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna pick my guitar anyhow 

G                   D                     G 

Mama don't allow no guitar pickin' 'round here 

 

Mama don't allow no banjo playin' 'round here 

Mama don't allow no banjo playin' 'round here 

I don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna play my banjo anyhow 

Mama don't allow no banjo playin' 'round here 

 

Mama don’t allow no ukelele ‘round here…. 

 

Mama don’t allow no washboard playing… 

 

etc... 

 

Mama don't allow no cigar smokin' 'round here 

Mama don't allow no cigar smokin' 'round here 

I don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna smoke my cigar anyhow 

Mama don't allow no cigar smokin' 'round here 

 

Mama don't allow no midnight ramblin' 'round here 

Mama don't allow no midnight ramblin' 'round here 

I don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna go out ramblin' anyhow 

Mama don't allow no midnight ramblin' 'round here 
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Multiple song medley 

 

|G |G    | 

|G |D    D7   | 

|G    G7 |C      C7 | 

|G   D |G     D7  | 

 

Oh, when the saints go marching in 

Oh, when the saints go marching in 

Lord I want to be in that number 

When the saints go marching in 

 
Oh, when the trumpet sounds its call 

Oh, when the trumpet sounds its call 

I want to be in that number 

When the saints go marching in 

 

 

Swing low, sweet chariot 

Coming for to carry me home, 

Swing low, sweet chariot, 

Coming for to carry me home. 

 

 She’ll be coming round the mountain…. 
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This train is bound for glory, this train.  

This train is bound for glory, this train.  

This train is bound for glory,  

Don't carry nothing but the righteous and the holy.  

This train is bound for glory, this train. 

This train don't carry no gamblers, this train;  

This train don't carry no gamblers, this train;  

This train don't carry no gamblers,  

Liars, thieves, nor big shot ramblers,  

This train is bound for glory, this train. 

This train don't carry no liars, this train;  

This train don't carry no liars, this train;  

This train don't carry no liars,  

She's streamlined and a midnight flyer,  

This train don't carry no liars, this train. 

This train don't carry no smokers, this train;  

This train don't carry no smokers, this train  

This train don't carry no smokers,  

Two bit liars, small time jokers,  

This train don't carry no smokers, this train. 

This train don't carry no con men, this train;  

This train don't carry no con men, this train;  

This train don't carry no con men,  

No wheeler dealers, here and gone men,  

This train don't carry no con men, this train. 

This train don't carry no rustlers, this train;  

This train don't carry no rustlers, this train;  

This train don't carry no rustlers,  

Sidestreet walkers, two bit hustlers,  

This train is bound for glory, this train. 
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Hard Travelin'         Words and Music by Woody Guthrie 

  

I've been havin' some hard travelin', I thought you knowed 

I've been havin' some hard travelin', way down the road 

I've been havin' some hard travelin', hard ramblin', hard gamblin' 

I've been havin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been ridin' them fast rattlers, I thought you knowed 

I've been ridin' them flat wheelers, way down the road 

I've been ridin' them blind passengers, dead-enders, kickin' up cinders 

I've been havin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been hittin' some hard-rock minin', I thought you knowed 

I've been leanin' on a pressure drill, way down the road 

Hammer flyin', air-hose suckin', six foot of mud and I shore been a muckin' 

And I've been hittin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been hittin' some hard harvestin', I thought you knowed 

North Dakota to Kansas City, way down the road 

Cuttin' that wheat, stackin' that hay, & I'm tryin' make about a dollar a day 

And I've been havin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been working that Pittsburgh steel, I thought you knowed 

I've been a dumpin' that red-hot slag, way down the road 

I've been a blasting, I've been a firin', I've been a pourin' red-hot iron 

I've been hittin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been layin' in a hard-rock jail, I thought you knowed 

I've been a laying out 90 days, way down the road 

Damned old judge, he said to me, "It's 90 days for vagrancy." 

And I've been hittin' some hard travelin', lord 

 

I've been walking that Lincoln highway, I thought you knowed, 

I've been hittin' that 66, way down the road 

Heavy load and a worried mind, lookin' for a woman that's hard to find, 

I've been hittin' some hard travelin', lord 
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       MIDNIGHT SPECIAL 

 

   A                          D                               A 

     Younder comes a Miss-a Rosie,   How in the world do you know 

   A                           E                          A 

     Well I knows her by her apron,    And the dress she wore 

   A                    D                                A 

     Umbrella on her shoulder,    Piece of paper in her hand 

   A                           E                                    A 

     Well I'm gonna ask the Governor,     Please turn a-loose-a my man 

   A                     D                           A 

     Let the Midnight Special,   Shine your light on me 

   A                     E                                        A 

     Let the Midnight Special,    Shine it's ever lovin' light on me 

 

When you gets up in the morning,  When that big bell ring 

You're gonna march into the table,  See the same damned thing 

Knife and fork are on the table,    There's nothin' in my pan 

N'you ever say an'thin' about it,   Having trouble with the man 

        Let the Midnight Special,   Shine your light on me 

        Let the Midnight Special,    Shine it's ever lovin' light on me 

 

Well I went into the nations,    And the terr-i-to 

Well I thought about a girl I love,    Lives in Mexico 

      Let the Midnight Special,   Shine your light on me 

      Let the Midnight Special,    Shine it's ever lovin' light on me 

 

If you ever go to Houston,   Boys you better walk right 

And you better not quarrel,     And you better not fight 

Benson Crocker will arrest you,   Eddie Boone will take you down 

You gonna bet your bottom dollar,    Penitentiary bound 

       Let the Midnight Special,   Shine your light on me 

       Let the Midnight Special,    Shine it's ever lovin' light on me 

 

Well jumpin' little Judy,   She was a mighty fine whore 

Well Judy brought jumpin',    To this whole round world 

Well she brought it in the mornin',    Just a while before day 

She brought me the news,   That my wife was dead 

N'that started me greivin',  Then hollerin' and cryin' 

Then I had to give the worry,   'Bout a very long time 

       Let the Midnight Special,   Shine your light on me 

       Let the Midnight Special,    Shine it's ever lovin' light on me 
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FREIGHT TRAIN - ELIZABETH COTTEN  (G) 

G                             D7 

Freight train, freight train, goin' so fast, 

D                             G 

freight train, freight train, goin' so fast 

B7                    C 

Please don't tell what train I'm on, 

        G          D7        G 

so they won't know where I'm gone. 

 

G                             D7 

Freight train, freight train, goin' round the bend, 

D                             G 

freight train, freight train, comin' back again 

B7                          C 

One of these days turn that train around, 

       G       D7      G 

and go back to my home town. 

 

G              D7 

One more place I'd like to be, 

D              G 

one more place I'd like to see 

   B7                       C 

To watch them old Blue Ridge Mountains climb, 

       G        D7     G 

when I ride old Number Nine. 

 

G              D7 

When I die Lord, bury me deep, 

D                   G 

down at the end of Chestnut Street 

 B7                       C 

Where I can hear old Number Nine, 

       G        D7     G 

as she comes down the line. 

 

G                             D7 

Freight train, freight train, goin' so fast, 

D                             G 

freight train, freight train, goin' so fast 

B7                    C 

Please don't tell what train I'm on, 

        G          D7        G 

so they won't know where I'm gone. 
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GOODNIGHT IRENE 

A                   E7 

I asked your mother for you 

   E7                        A   A7 

She told me that you was too young 

  A                         D7 

I   wish dear Lord that I'd never seen your face 

        E7                A 

I'm   sorry you ever was born 

 

 

A     E7 

Irene goodnight, 

E7         A 

I - rene good-night 

    A                D      D7 

Goodnight Irene, Goodnight Irene 

      E7             A 

I'll  kiss you in my dreams 

 

 

Sometimes I live in the country 

Sometimes I live  in  town 

Sometimes I have a  great notion 

To    jump into the river and drown 

 

Last Saturday night I got married 

Me and my wife settled down 

Now me and my wife are parted 

I'm   gonna take another stroll downtown 

 

Stop ramblin', stop your gamblin' 

Stop stayin' out late at  night 

Go home to your wife and your family 

Sit   down   by the fireside bright 

 

I love Irene God knows I  do 

Love her till the sea run dry 

And if Irene turns her back on me 

I'm   gonna take morphine and die 

 

One day, one day, one day 

Irene was walking  a- long 

Last words I heard her say 

I want you  to sing me a song 
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Eyes on the Prize (B.SPRINGSTEEN version) 
 
 
Am 
Paul and Silas bound in jail,  had no money to go their bail 

       Dm7          Em      Am 
Keep your eyes on the prize, Hold on 
 
 
Paul and Silas thought they was lost, Dungeon shook and the chains come off 
Keep your eyes on the prize, Hold on 
 

       C            Am 
 Hold on, Hold on 
                          Dm7          Em 
 Keep your eyes on the prize 
                  Am 
 Hold on 
 
Freedom’s name is mighty sweet And soon we’re gonna meet 
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on 
I got my hand on the gospel plow Won’t take nothing for my journey now 
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on 
       Hold on… 
 
Only chain that a man can stand Is that chain o'hand  
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on  
I gonna board that big Greyhound Carry the love from town to town  
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on  
       Hold on… 
 
The only thing I did was wrong Was stay in the wilderness too long 
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on 
The only thing I did was right was the day I stood up to fight 
Keep your eyes on the prize Hold on 

Hold on… 
 

Ain't been to heaven But I been told  
Streets up there are  Paved with gold  (end)  

16 



PARTING GLASS 

 

 Em      C          G      D 

Of all the money that e'er I had 

     Em      C       G     D 

I've spent it in good company 

    Em      C        G         D 

And all the harm that e'er I've done 

 Em    C      Am       Em 

Alas it was to none but me 

    G        C        G       D 

And all I've done for want of wit 

   Am  G  D     Em     D 

To memory now I can't recall 

   Em     C      G       D 

So fill to me the parting glass 

     Em       C      Am       Em 

Good night and joy be with you all 

 

 

Of all the comrades that e'er I had 

They are sorry for my going away 

And all the sweethearts that e'er I had 

They would wish me one more day to stay 

But since it falls unto my lot 

That I should rise and you should not 

I'll gently rise and I'll softly call 

Good night and joy be with you all 

 

A man may drink and not be drunk 

A man may fight and not be slain 

A man may court a pretty girl 

And perhaps be welcomed back again 

But since it has so ordered been 

By a time to rise and a time to fall 

Come fill to me the parting glass 

Goodnight and joy be with you all 

Goodnight and joy be with you all 
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