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BLUES 

Brownie McGhee 

SIDE I, Band 1: WOR BOY 

Poor b y ,  a long vlry from home (3 ) 
Please don't misZreat me, please don't & 

me wrong. 

Broke and huugry, ragged and dirty 
toa (31 

~ u e t  want to know, cas I go hame a m  you. 

Good OM boy, jtmt been tre&t;ed 
W n g  (2) 

Good old boy, ain ' t  been treSbd right, 
f reezlng ground was my bed last 
night. 

Big bell  ringing, little bell's tone, 
I 'a a lonely, lonely, aad a Long, long 

my8 from home* 

This here paw yard, a mighty 
lonely place 

S i x  feet  ia the graund, thmr&lxt in 
(3) 

your face. 
I Ric my grave with a eilwr spade, (2) 

Baby, see that ngr grave $8 dug with a 
s13.ver 'spade, 

And let me down w i t h  a golden ohrain. 

Well, I ain't good looking, got an 
curly hair, 

I Well, then, nr and my Gad w i l l  tske 
(3) 

ms lmywbre. 

WhBt males you baby, bold your head so high, 
Tell me baby, vfist laalres you hold your head 

high, 
Tell pre baby, why you, bola your head so 

a*, 
Well, the way you hold it, tht's the wuy 

you'll die. 

I SIDE I, Band 2: MQBDRIES OF' MY 'BUP 

This i a  the way that a song i s  born. And 
while I wa8 on my trip, i n  England, I 
happetwd to write down a few words, and I 
called it "Mennries of My Trip". I had such 
a wonderAil time, I wanted to jot  this &wn, 
and so, I 'd better sing it for you, 

I In  Germeay, I saw Berlin; In  London, I saw 
Big Ben, 



Now we can't keep thg butter, she a in ' t  m e t  
l ike  she used to be, 

And I keep on walking, etc. 
There's grounds i n  my coffee, bol l  weevils all 

i n  ~qy meal, 
I've got the tacks i n  my l e f t  shoes, keep sticking 

me i n  my heel, 
And I keep on walking, trytng to walk my blues 

away, 
I know the sun's goma shine, i n  my 'back door 

some aay. 
Nobody cares about me, I ain ' t  even got a friend, 
Losd, I l o s t  my mother, when will my troubles end, 
I keep on walking, e tc  . 
Blues i n  the morning, blues i n  the afternoon, 
Blues whep it 's midnight, vhy do you come so soon? 
And I h e @  on walking, etc. 

smr: I, Band 4: wm FEicLnJG 

Yes, I'll say it, and when a man can't scold a 
woman that 's a mighty hard feeling, and i t ' e  
very unfortunate about a man when he's away, 
And hare goes a l i t t l e  song, "Ain't That a 5 r d  
Feeling When you're Down and Out". 

Well, when I was i n  prison, trying to do my 
ti-, 

I come back home, find my baby crying. 

Ain't that  a hard feelipg, (3)  
when you're down and doing bad. 

Well, my sh i r t s  i n  the lamdry, my pants in  the 
presser shop, 

I a in ' t  got no place to stay, Lord, I ' m  sleeping 
i n  an old vacant lot .  

I only had two friends, i n  the world since I 
was born, 

They were ny mother and father, now my mother's 
dead and gone. 

My friends, when they meet me on the s treet ,  
I ask them fo r  a dime, 

They say, I cannot see you, but 1'11 see you 
somi other time. 

Well, my s i s te rs  and my brothers, say I ' m  a 
arunkard and a in ' t  no good, 

They help everybody i n  town, and all around the 
neighborhood. 

(Hard, hard feeling). 

SIDE I, Band 5: A BARD RQAD TO TRAVEL 

(-1 
What did he say, boy? Huh. Where is she? 
That's the way you feel.  Raaa mad to travel, 
especially when you're all &one. 

Well, I a in ' t  going d m ,  tha t  big road 
by wseu, 

Well, if  I can't take you w i t h  me, I ' m  
(2) 

gonna take somebody else. 
We're long an8 dreary, Lord, and the road 

1s mighty rough, 
Seerus l ike  the harder and further I 

(2) 

travel, things get mighty tough. 

That's why I a in ' t  going down that big road 
all by myself, 

W e l l ,  i f  you don't come a d  go w i t h  me, m y ,  
I ' m  go- take somebody else. 

Oh, baby, won't you please come and go with me. 
Well, i f  you'll just come and go with me my 

l i t t l e  g i r l ,  
I'll be BB good as good can be. 

SIDE I,  and 6: YOU DON'T KNOW MY MIND 

You don't know, you don't know, you don't know 
4Y mind, Lord, L o w ,  

You don't know, you don't know my mindb 
Well, when p u  see me laughing, Laughing just 

t o  keep from crying. (repeat) . 

Well I asked my baby, i f  she stand to eee me 
cry, 

She said yes, i f  you can stand to see me die, 
You don't know, etc.  

I ' m  going to the racetrack, see my pony run, 
I O  I win, any money, I l m  goma bring my babe 

some. 
You don't kdow, etc. 

(1 think you understand now). 

SIDE I, Band 7: BROWNIE'S BLUE3 

This l i t t l e  dedication to my father. My mother, 
she 'a dead and gone. lvly father i s  pssL sixty- 
f ive  now, and I happened t o  jot these words dovn. 
I hoj~ they ' l l  always be remembered and never 
forgotten. It's called "Browniels Blues". 

- - -  

W e l l ,  my father's getting old, and his hair's 
turning white like snow (2) 

My mother's dead and gone, I ' m  doing the best 
I can, you know. 

It's a hald p i l l  to sWiUlow, when tha t  talk 
going ='ow, (2) 

After the womsn I made so happy, she's a f t e r  
every mn  i n  town. 

I can't even get a favor, from a friend I 
lcnm in  town, (2) 

Lord, I even go t o  the M a r e  store, and 
they 'll turn old Bnrvnie down. 

I can &my8 tell, when the g i r l  I love is 
loving someone else, 

I can alvaye tell when my baby's loving 
someone else, 

She gets mad w i t h  me, sleeps every night 
by herself, 

Urn, Lord, I can't go on l i ke  this, (2) 
I 'd give anything i n  the world, just to be 

where mqy baby is. 

I ' m  going to change my ways of Living, nobody 
e lse  is $0- treat me mng (2) 

You know moneyls goma be my only lover, 
I'll take the highway to be my home 

W e l l ,  I 'd  rather be wcrlkbg, I don't appreciate 
no ride, 

Because the one tha t  I love and want, she's 
not here by my side. 



SIDX 11, Band 1: FACB I N  THE CROWD 

Standing on the corner, people rush by me, 
Shy ones and sly ones, the humble and the 

Pro&, 
How long, must I go on looking, looking for  

your face i n  the crowd. 

W a r n  through the city, the crowded old ci ty,  
Thousands of faces, the quiet, the proud, 
Har long, how long wil l  it take you, to find 

my face i n  the crowd. 

Peofie all around me, f ee l  so all alone, just 
l ike  a glotherless child, 

A long ways frola how, 

I f  there is  a true love, how w i l l  I find it, 
Glowing l ike  diamonds, a l l  wrapped in  a shroud, 
HOW long w i l l  It take you, just t o  find my 

face in  the crowd. 

(repeat chorus and last verse) 

SIDE 11, Band 2: BLUES SWOER'S PRAYW 

(laughs) This is knam as the BLues Singer's 
Prayer. I usually play this...or pray this... 
when I ' m  by myself, but I ' d  alvaye rather play 
it when there's somebody near me. 

Please please, don't you worry, while out of 
yo- toxll, 

Oh, yes, God know, while I ' m  out of your town. 
Cause the love, the love I have fo r  you darling, 

can't be turned around, 
Oh, yes, God knows, can't be turned around. 
Please, I pray don't mistreat, because I ' m  young 

and wild, 
Oh, Lord, I say, because I ' m  young and wild. 
Because I want, I want you to remember, I ' m  

my mamrr's baby child, 
Oh, yes, I ' m  my mum's baby child,. (sing to me, 

I ' m  gonna write, goma write a l e t t e r ,  gonna 
m a i l  it i n  the air, 

Oh, yea, God knows, gonna m a i l  it i n  the air. 
To l e t  my friends, my friends all know, that 

B m i e  I s  got a love s o n ~ & ~ r e ,  
Oh, yes, God knows, Brownie's got a woman 

somewhere. (yes, I have) 
And I know, and I know my baby, she's got to 

love me some, 
Urn, yes, God knows, she's got to love me some. 

(How do you know i t ? )  
She throws her arms, aws all around me, l i ke  

a c i rc le  round the sun, 
Ua, yes, God knows, l i ke  a circle  around the sun. 

SIDE 11, Band 3: I AIN'T GONNA SCOLD YW 

There's a b i r th  to e v e m n g ,  and there's the 
living, and there 's the l i f e ,  and there 'a the 
joy, and there's a cause. But I wrote t h i s  
l i t t l e  number. It's from rea l i s t ic  l i f e .  It's 
something that  actually happened to me, and I 
said it and I meant it, because everybo@ knew 
about it. And the t i t l e  of this tune is "Ain't 
Gonnrp Scold You, Because Everybody Knws" . 
My baby, ehe dont% love me, ahe don't even care, 
I love& you and you hurt me, you wUldnlt play 

f a i r  and square, 

I ain ' t  gonna scold you, because everybody knows, 
I once loved you and you hwrt me, but I would 

awer love no more. 

My friends, they a l l  told me, and I thought it, 
thought it was a joke, 

They said, Brownie, there i s  f i r e ,  where you 
see a l o t  of smoke. 

But I a in ' t  gonm scold you, cause I don't care 
where you go, etc. 

I saw you last might darling, you was out: with 
my friend they call old JW, 

And he wasn't treating you baby, f a i r  but you 
were treating him. 

Well, I bought you, bought you nice dresses, sa 
you could look good, 
look good everywhere, 

I l e t  you l ive  in the beauty parlor, so you 
could have nice curly hair. 

Te l l  me, tell me baby, hellfire, t e l l  me 
the truth, 

Didn't I see you Last night, talking i n  that 
old telephone booth. 

(NO, no, I %mnlt do that) 

SIDE 11, Bsnd 4: A CIUCATER CAN'T WIN 

Usually i n  a man's l i f e  he always wants to sing, 
o r  talk about the things that  he has done, or  
the things that  he's doing. Yeah, I used to 
gamble a l i t t l e  b i t ,  but I wasn't such a good 
gambler a f te r  I met fellows bet ter  than me. SO 
I happened to write down a few words about a 
"Cheater Can't Win". 

WelJ., I used to be a dealer, and I was also a 
cheater too, (2) 

Lord, I found out the winner's got the best 
hands, what else could I do. 

I placed the aces on the bottom, snd then I 
walked those cards aFound, 

Well, I took kings %XI my hands, I was the 
loser when the deal wen* d m ,  

Stealing w i l l  not pay, Lord, and a cheater 
cannat win, 

Stealing will not pay, and a cheater cannot 
win, (2) 

You may think you are the Kinner, i n  t h i s  l i f e  
you are the loser i n  the end. 

(sing to =, guitar) 
Cheating was a habit, but winning was a l l  I 

craved, 
Lord, I t r ied  to pLay f a i r ,  I found out I 

(2) 

was a cheating slave. 
Chesting will not pey, and a cheat& cannot 

win, 
S w i n g  wi l l  not pay, and a cheater cannot 

-, 
You may Obink you are  the winner, but you &re 

the loser i n  the end. 

SIDF, 11, Band 5: BIG WIDE WORLD 

I don't have to worry about what I ea t  and &ink, 
neither the clothes I wear, 

Love is a burden, nobody wmts t o  share. 
Not i n  t h i s  big wide world, Lord that's all I ' m  

thinking of, 
Lovers greatest g i f t  to laankind, suffering fo r  

the need of love. 
(second & succeeding chorus, Mother natures 

greatest e tc  . ) 



Well, the deem they ba* places, s ~ u h 2 ~ ? l s  go 
from t ree  to tree, 

I ' m  out in this big wide mrld, wbody cares 
for me, 

Out in the big, etc. 

Well, the deers thsy got mates, squirrels go 
from tree to tree, 

The hmmingblrda sing mm?t songs, I ' m  lowly as 
a m  can be, 

Out here In this big, etc. 

well, I never dreamed i n  my l i fe ,  man could be 
treated so unkind, 

All these f ru i t  trees around me, and ain ' t  
nsryone of them-, 

Out here i n  W e  big, etc. (yes, yes) 

Well, you know I went to Litt le Rock, so tall and 
so fair ,  

Fell  d m  on ay b e e s  and I begen to say this 
pmyer, 

Loxd, out here in this, etc. 

Well, you kncm the good krok says do unto1 others, 
as you'd RBve tbem to do unto you, 

But  turn that same Bge over, it me8nS do tb3  
sama thing tarr, 

Out in  this, etc, 

BIDE IZ, Band 6: HOW LONG 

'Phis i s  a number I've always liked, and i f  seems 
like the people likes it too. And 3've been 
playing it around on concerts, here, end there 

everywhere. St's 'by an old friend of mine. 
And i t ' g  called 3- Long. 

How long* baby, bow long, hrJs tbrc t  evening tmtn 
been gone, 

How bag, Iwm long, baby bow lone[* 
Well,, if I could holler, well l ike a m u n U n  

jack, 
Go up on the mountain, c8&l ply bgby baEB, 
For how long, har long, baby how long. 
f c e ~  bar  a whistle, oanh see no train, 
Deep down i n  my heart, tbere's an aehiw pa2n, 
Far hat Low, bow LOW, W '  hoPr low, 
Going t o  the pewn shop, put aw latch in  pa^., 
Don't want it to tell me, baby, that you've 

been wne, 
For hrnt long, how long, baby hou Bag. 
I can sea that gsaen grf~s5, growing on a hill, 
I ain't seen no green grass, on a &Ilar bi l l ,  
For hDw long, haw long, bgby bow 1 ~ .  
well, atendo l l s rb i l l l ooks l ikea~adcn  

shade to Zm, 
A tmnty &Uar b i l l  baby, ~ o m e t i h i w  I b 8 t  

never see. 
Bor how low* hoor long, baby* hov lollg. 
I ain't got am mney, nor ticket on the train, 
But I umld ride the blirdB, baby, to be with 

Jmu win, 
FOX'  OW w, hQY low, baby, hrnr long* 
Cmw loag, -) 

SIDE XI, Band T: GOXI3 Btm NOT M]RtW!TEN 

Th5s is a number that I hope that you know, 
and yw that don't kaar, will t ry  t o  consider. 
The deatb of a good friend of 'mine tihat has 
not been too long, and I'll just try to do a 
f ~ m r d a .  I t ' s  than Big Bi l l  
Broomy. He 's gone but Hot Forgotten. And 
I waut to  do a l i t t l e  chant fox B i l l  and his 
friends,  fro^^ Arkansas to Chicago, from the 
Dominion of Csnsds fo the Gulf of M ~ x ~ c o .  

Wall, he's gone but not forgotten, Big Bill,  
he's gone amy (2) 

W e l l ,  he he& a wlce  calling, and he Isnew he 
could not stay. 

Well, he's gone but not forgotbn, I ' m  epMa 
t e l l  you the reason why, (2) 

Wen, Big B i l l  is gone, but his songs wiU 
never die. 

Big Bill 's  got a million friends, Mrth, East, 
~ o u t h  and west (2) 

Well, you know i t ' s  hard to tall, hard to tell., 
which place he was loved the best. 

The last le t ter  I got from Big B U ,  friends 
I was inbxdon town (2) 

H e  sai& Brawny, I'm from the hospital, but 
lay eyesight i s  failing IW. 

Well, I never vill forget the day, he said 
it's alright to sing my songs (2) 

Bill, 1 never w i l l  forget, I'll always try 
to carry you3: business on. 

(How do you play it, boy?) 
Farewell, so long, farewell old pe;L of 

mf.-, ( 2 )  
f 'll have to and, end mg song, cause I ' m  

farilost c*g now. 
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