
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 B7    Em 
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 

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!”  
  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 D                                           A7         D 
1. Well, I  may be right I may be wrong, I know you're gonna miss me when I'm gone. 
  
     D          D                                           A7         D 
2. A B C, W X Y Z,     cat's in the cupboard, but he don't see me. 
  
       D   D                                           A7         D 
3. Halelujah, I'm safe from sin,  the good Lord's comin' for to see me again. 
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Pick a bale 
A 
Jump down, turn around to pick a bale of cotton. 
                          E             A   
Jump down, turn around to pick a bale a day. 
   
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   
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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Sally don't you grieve 
 
[G] I've got a restless foot with a roving mind  
[D] I'm gonna leave this [G] town behind 
[G7] Leave my honey so [C] sweet and kind  
I[G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me  
 

CHORUS  
[G] When I'm gone, Sally don't you grieve  
[D] When I'm gone, [G] Sally don't you grieve  
[G7] When I'm gone, [C] Sally don't you grieve  
I [G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me  

 
[G] I am one of them rambling men  
[D] Trav'ling since I [G] don't know when  
[G7] Here I come and then [C] gone again 
And I [G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me  
 
[G] Big old road goes round the bend  
There's a [D] pot of gold at the [G] other end  
[G7] Sally says “Boy, you'll [C] never mend”  
And I [G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me 
 
[G] I've been roaming everywhere  
[D] Never been satisfied [G] anywhere I  
[G7] dream of Sally so [C] sweet and fair  
And I [G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me  
 
[G] Goodbye, Sally, my heart's delight  
[D] I will come back when the [G] moon is bright  
[G7] If you're gone, it will [C] serve me right And I  
[G] told her not to [D] grieve after [G] me  
 
CHORUS X 2  
 
(Slow) G D G And I told her not to grieve after me 
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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 
 
Well I went into the nations,    And the terr-i-to 
Well I thought about a girl I love,    Lives in Mexico 
 
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 
 
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 
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Folsom Prison Blues 
 
G 
I hear the train a coming it's rolling round the bend 
                                                        G7  
And I ain't seen the sunshine since I don't know when 
      C                                                                          G  
I'm stuck at Folsom Prison and time keeps dragging on 
             D7                                                       G 
But that train keeps rolling on down to San Antone 
 
G  
When I was just a baby my mama told me Son 
                                            G7 
Always be a good boy don't ever play with guns 
        C                                                          G 
But I shot a man in Reno just to watch him die 
            D7              G 
When I hear that whistle blowing I hang my head and cry 
  
G 
I bet there's rich folks eating in a fancy dining car 
  G7 
They're probably drinking coffee and smoking big cigars 
         C  G 
But I know I had it coming I know I can't be free 
     D7       G 
But those people keep a moving and that's what tortures me 
  
G 
If they freed me from this prison if that railroad train was mine 
                                                   G7 
I bet I'd move on over a little farther down the line 
C  G 
Far from Folsom Prison that's where I want to stay 

 D7 G 
And I'd let that lonesome whistle blow my blues away 
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Freight train 

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. 
 
Freight train, freight train, goin' so fast, 
freight train, freight train, goin' so fast 
Please don't tell what train I'm on, 
so they won't know where I'm gone. 
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Wagon wheel 

G         D  
Headed down south to the land of the pines 
 Em              C 
And I'm thumbin' my way into North Caroline 
G  
Starin' up the road 
         D           C  
And pray to God I see headlights 
 
  G         D  
I made it down the coast in seventeen hours 
Em                           C  
Pickin' me a bouquet of dogwood flowers 
          G D 
And I'm a hopin' for Raleigh 
        C  
I can see my baby tonight 
 

   G                   D 
So rock me mama like a wagon wheel 
Em             C  
Rock me mama anyway you feel 
G       D   C  
Hey, mama rock me 
G  D  
Rock me mama like the wind and the rain 
Em                       C  
Rock me mama like a south-bound train 
G     D  C  
Hey,     mama rock me 

 
 

I'm running from the cold up in New 
England 

I was born to be a fiddler in an old time 
string band 

My baby plays a guitar, I pick a banjo now 
 
Oh, north country winters keep a-getting me 

down 
Lost my money playing poker so I had to 

leave town 
But I ain't turning back to living that old life 

no more 

Walkin' to the south out of Roanoke 
Caught a trucker out of Philly had a nice 

long toke 
But he's a heading west from the 

Cumberland gap 
To Johnson City, Tennessee 
 
And I gotta get a move on before the sun 
I hear my baby calling my name and I 

know that she's the only one 
And if I die in Raleigh at least I will die free 

8 



Cumberland gap 

G 
Cumberland gap, Cumberland gap, 
                                 D                 G 
fifteen miles on the Cumberland gap. 
  
Cumberland gap, Cumberland gap, 
                                  D - D7                 G 
fifteen miles on the Cu……mberland gap. 

  
               G 
    Well, Cumberland gap ain't nowhere, 
                                  D              G 
    fifteen miles from Middlesborough. 
  
    Cumberland gap ain't nowhere, 
                                  D              G 
    fifteen miles from Middlesborough. 
  
  
    I got a girl six feet tall, 
     sleeps in the kitchen with her feet in the hall. 
  
   Well, two old ladies sitting in the sand, 
    each one wishing that the other was a man. 
  
  
+ CHORUS   + instrumental = 4 x verse 2  + CHORUS 
  
Well, a dollar is a dollar and a dime is a dime, 
    and I love you baby most all the time. 
  
 CHORUS X2  
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Mama don't allow  
 
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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Man of constant sorrow  

F      Bb 
I Am A Man Of Constant Sorrow  
                C                   F 
I've seen trouble all my day.  
               Bb 
I bid farewell to old Kentucky  
     C                       F 
The place where I was born and raised.  

                            C                         F 
The place where he was born and raised  

 
 
For six long years I've been in trouble  
No pleasures here on earth I found  
For in this world I'm bound to ramble  
I have no friends to help me now.  

He has no friends to help him now  

 

It's fare thee well my own true lover  

I never expect to see you again  

For I'm bound to ride that northern railroad  

Perhaps I'll die upon this train.  

Perhaps he'll die upon this train.  

 

You can bury me in some deep valley  

For many years where I may lay  

Then you may learn to love another  

While I am sleeping in my grave.  

While he is sleeping in his grave.  

 

Maybe your friends think I'm just a stranger  

My face you'll never see no more.  

But there is one promise that is given  

I'll meet you on God's golden shore.  

He'll meet you on God's golden shore..  
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Whiskey in the jar 

  C   Am 
As I was going over the far fam'd Kerry Mountains, 
  F                  C                     G 
I met with Captain Farrel, and his money he was countin', 
  C                                              Am 
I first produced my pistol, and I then produced my rapier, 
  F                                                C 
Sayin': "Stand and deliver for you are a bold deceiver".  
 
      G 
Musha ring dum a doo dum a da, 
C 
Whack for the daddy ol', 
F 
Whack for the daddy ol', 
             C            G      C 
There's whiskey in the jar.  
 
I counted out his money and it made a pretty penny, 
I put it in my pocket, and I took it home to Jenny, 
She sighed, and she swore that she never would deceive me, 
But the devil take the women for they never can be easy. 
 
I went into my chamber all for to take a slumber, 
I dreamt of gold and jewels and for sure it was no wonder, 
But Jenny drew my charges and she filled them out with water, 
Then sent for Captain Farrel, to be ready for the slaughter. 
 
'Twas early in the morning just before I rose to travel, 
Up comes a band of footmen and likewise, Captain Farrel, 
I first produced my pistol for she stole away my rapier, 
But I couldn't shoot the water, so a prisoner I was taken. 
 
Now there's some take delight in the carriages a rolling 
and others take delight in the hurling and the bowling 
but I take delight in the juice of the barley 
and courting pretty fair maids in the morning bright and early 
 
If anyone can aid me 'tis my brother in the army, 
If I can find his station, in Cork or in Killarney, 
And if he'll go with me we'll go roving in Kilkenny, 
And I'm sure he'll treat me better than my old a-sporting Jenny. 
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New York girls 

 
D                 G 
As I walked down to New York town, 
A                 D 
A fair maid I did meet 
Bm                   G 
She asked me back to see her place 
A                     D 
She lived on Barrack Street 
 
 
D          G 
And away, Santy 
A        D 
My dear Annie 
D       G                A                   D 
Oh, you New York girls, can't you dance the polka? 
 
D   G    A   D 
 

And when we got to Barrack Street, 
we stopped at forty-four 
Her mother and her sister 
were waiting at the door 
 
And when I got inside the house, 
the drinks were passed around 
The liquor was so awful strong, 
my head went round and round 
 
And then we had another drink 
before we sat to eat 
The liquor was so awful strong, 
I quickly fell asleep 
 
When I awoke next morning, 
I had an aching head 
And there was I Jack all alone, 
stark naked in me bed 
 

My gold watch and my money 
and my lady friend were gone 
And there was I Jack all alone, 
stark naked in the room 
 
Oh looking round that little room, 
there's nothing I could see 
But a woman's shift and apron 
that were no use to me 
 
With a barrel for a suit of clothes, 
down Cherry Street forlorn 
Where Martin Churchill took me in 
and he sent me round Cape Horn 
 
So sailor lads, take warning  
when you land on New York shore 
You'll have to get up early 
to be smarter than a whore 
 

 

  

13 



Hotel Yorba 

          C                             F 
I was watching, with one eye on the other side, 
         G                                                          C 
I had fifteen people telling me to move, I got movin’ on my mind. 
           C                         F   
I found shelter, in some dolls turning wheels around, 
             G                                          C 
I've said 39 times that I love u to the beauty I have found. 

 
              C  
Well it's, one, two, three, four, take the elevator, 
         F   
at the hotel Yorba I'll be glad to see you later,  
G       C Bb C  
all they got inside is vacancy 

 
 
I've been thinking, by a little place down by the lake 
They've got a dirty old road leading up to the house, I wonder how long it will take 
 till we're alone, sitting on a front porch of that home 
Stompin our feet, on the wooden boards, Never gotta worry about locking the door 
 
[chorus] 
 
Strum/stabs: C*  F*   G*   C* 
 
It might sound silly, for me to think childish thoughts like these 
But I'm so tired of acting tough, and I gonna do what I please. 
Let's get married in a big cathedral by a priest 
because if I'm the man that you love the most, You could say I do at least. 
 

Well it’s, one, two, three, four, take the elevator, 
at the hotel Yorba I'll be glad to see you later, 
  all they got inside is vacancy  
And it's four, five six, seven, grab the umbrella, 
And grab hold of me cause I’m your favourite fella,  
All they got inside is vacancy 
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Way over yonder 

C                     F 
I lived in a place called Okfuskee  
F                          C  
And I had a little girl in a holler tree  
C                         F  
I said, little girl, it's plain to see  
F                                             C  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Dm7                                       Am  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me 
 
She said it's hard for me to see  
How one little boy got so ugly  
Yes my little girly that might be  
But there ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me 
 

F                   C 
Way over yonder in the minor key  
Dm7                 C  
Way over yonder in the minor key  
Dm7                          Am 
There ain't nobody that can sing like me  

 

We walked down by the Buckeye Creek  
To see the frog eat the goggle-eye bee  
To hear the west wind whistle to the east  
There ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
 
Oh my little girly will you let me see  
Way over yonder where the wind blows free  
Nobody can see in our holler tree  
And there ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
 
Chorus 
 
[Interlude] F     C    Dm7   C     Dm7    Am  
(Played like the chorus)  
 
 

Her mama cut a switch from a cherry tree  
And laid it on the she and me  
It stung lots worse than a hive of bees  
But there ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
 
Now I have walked a long long ways  
And I still look back to my Tanglewood days  
I've led lots of girls since then to stray  
Saying ain't nobody that can sing like me  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
 
Way over yonder in the minor key  
Way over yonder in the minor key  
Ain't nobody that can sing like me  
 
Ain't nobody that can sing like me 
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Sloop John B 

    G 
We come on the sloop John B 
My grandfather and me 
                          D 
Around Nassau town we did roam 
              G 
Drinking all night 
            C    Am 
Got into a fight 
        G 
Well I feel so broke up 
Am    D       G 
    I wanna go home 
 

So hoist up the John B's sail  
See how the mainsail sets  
Call for the Captain ashore, let me go home  
Let me go home, I wanna go home, yeah yeah 
Well I feel so broke up 
I wanna go home 

 
The first mate he got drunk 
And broke in the Captain's trunk 
The constable had to come and take him away 
Sheriff John Stone 
Why don't you leave me alone, yeah yeah 
Well I feel so broke up 
I wanna go home 
 
The poor cook he caught the fits 
And threw away all my grits 
And then he took and he ate up all of my corn 
Let me go home 
Why don't they let me go home 
This is the worst trip 
I've ever been on 
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Good night 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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500 miles 

          G                Em 
If you missed the train I'm on  

          Am                 C 
You will know that I am gone 

       Am                           Dsus2             G 
You can hear the whistle blow a hundred miles 

            G                      Em 

A hundred miles, a hundred miles, 

         Am                               C  
A hundred miles, a hundred miles 

       Am                           Dsus2                G  
You can hear the whistle blow a hundred miles 

 

Lord, I'm one, Lord, I'm two, 

Lord, I'm three, Lord, I'm four 

Lord, I'm five hundred miles away from home 

Away from home, away from home, 

Away from home, away from home 

Lord, I'm five hundred miles away from home 

 

Not a shirt on my back 

Not a penny to my name 

Lord, I can't go back home this a-way 

This a-way, this a-way, 

This a-way, this a-way, 

Lord, I can't go back home this this a-way 

 

If you missed the train I'm on 

You will know that I am gone 

You can hear the whistle blow a hundred miles 

A hundred miles, a hundred miles, 

A hundred miles, a hundred miles, 

You can hear the whistle blow a hundred miles  
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Wild mountain thyme  

 
 
  D         G          D               G                     D 
Oh the summer time is coming and the leaves are sweetly blooming,  
  G    D            Bm           G              Em       G 
And the wild mountain thyme grows around the blooming heather. 
 D   G       D                    G        D 
Will you go lassie go? And we’ll all go together.  
          G     D Bm          G         Em       G 
To pick wild mountain thyme all around the blooming heather. 
              D  G      D 
Will you go lassie go? 
 
        D           G          D  G       D 
I will build my love a tower near yon clear crystal fountain  
        G    D     Bm               G         Em     G 
and on it I will plant all the flowers of the mountain 
              D  G      D                   G        D 
Will you go lassie go. And we’ll all go together.  
 G     D Bm         G               Em       G 
To pick wild mountain thyme all around the blooming heather. 
             D  G      D 
Will you go lassie go 
 
         D            G             D                 G                D 
If my true love she were gone,I would surely find another  
           G    D              Bm                G               Em       G 
Where wild mountain thyme grows around the purple heather 
              D  G      D                   G           D 
Will you go lassie go. And we’ll all go together.  
            G    D             Bm          G              Em           G 
To pick wild mountain thyme all around the blooming heather. 
             D  G      D 
Will you go lassie go 
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Budapest  

C 
My house in Budapest my, My hidden treasure chest, 
Golden grand piano, My beautiful Castillo 
 

    F C  
For You, You, I’d leave it all 

 
My acres of a land, I have achieved, 
It may be hard for you to, Stop and believe 
 

        F C 
But for you,you, I’d leave it all 
        F C 
Oh, for you,you, I’d leave it all 

 
 

Chorus: G F                     C 
Give me one good reason Why I should never make a change, 

   G                           C 
And baby if you hold me  all of this will go away 

 
My many artefacts, 
The list goes on, 
If you just say the words I, 
I’ll up and run, 

F C 
Oh to you, you, leave it all 
        F C 
Oh, for you,you, I’d leave it all 

 
CHORUS X 2 
 
My friends and family they, Don’t understand 
They fear they'’d lose so much if, You take my hand 
 
Pre-Chorus (oh for you…) 
Chorus x2 (give me one good reason....) 

Verse 1 (my house in Budapest....) 
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The Cuckoo (trad arr R Gallagher) 

 
Am          Em           Am 
Oh the cuckoo, she's a pretty bird, and she warbles, as she flies 
                                                             Em            Am 
And she never holler cuckoo, until the 4th day, of July 
 
                                                     Em                Am 
Gonna build me a log cabin, on a mountain so high 
                                             Em                   Am 
So I can see my baby when she goes riding by 
 
                                                                             Em                   Am 
Jack of Diamonds, Jack of Diamonds, you're the meanest card I know 
  Em             Am 
Well you rob my poor pockets of the silver and of gold 
 
        Em                           Am 
I'm going up, up on a mountain, I'm gonna build me a whiskey still 
                 Em            Am 
And I'll sell you one bottle, for a twenty, dollar-bill 
 
           Em             Am 
I'm going up, up on a mountain, I'm gonna stand, lookin' down 
                                                                   Em                         Am 
So I can see my pretty baby, whenever she comes walking round 
 
Well I'll eat, when I'm hungry, and I'll drink, when I'm dry 
And if some woman, don't shoot me, then I'll live a long time 
 
I’ve gambled in England, I’ve gambled in Spain 
And I’ll bet you my last dollar I’ll beat you next game 
 
Jack of Diamonds, Jack of Diamonds, well I've known you, of old 
 Well you rob my, poor pockets, and you nearly, stole my soul 
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