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ASCH RECORDS Album No. AH 3903 
© 1970 Asch Records, 701 Seventh Ave., NYC USA 

DOCK BOGGS - Vol. 3 
RECORDED AND EDITED BY MIKE SEEGER 

All recordings were made on Nagra recorders with 
either Electrvoice 654, AKG D 24 or Sennheiser MKH 404 
microphones. Recorders kindly made available through 
Pete Seeger, Newport Folk Foundation, or Friends of Old 
Time Music. 

Roosevelt, NJ. recordings were made in school 
gym through kindness of the school board. They were 
made immediately after Dock's 1966 appearance at New­
port Folk Festival. 

Ann Arbor recordings were made at Canterbury 
House, a coffeehouse where we (Boggs and Seeger) were 
playing a weekend. 

Asheville, NC. recordings were made at Civic 
Auditorium where Dock played his first folk festival, the 
American Folk Festival. Courtesy, Jim Morris, 
director. 

Norton, Va. recordings were made at the home 
of Dock's sister, Laura (Mrs. Lee) Hunsucker on Guest 
River near Norton. Her help is much appreciated. 

****** 
Cove r photo by Fred Baldwin 

****** 
Guitar accompaniment by Mike Seeger 

****** 
Dock Boggs usually tunes his banjo about one 

whole tone low. Tunings listed are as if it was tuned 
standard. 

****** 
Xeroxed song texts and clippings courtesy Dock 

Boggs. Text transcriptions have been made with his 
assistance. 

****** 
With a couple of minor exceptions, song intro­

ductions have been taken from an interview 28/ July, 1966. 

SIDE I - Band 1 

Davenport- "I learnt that from my oldest brother, 
John Boggs ... I couldn't play it to amount to nothing but I 
heard him play it a lot from, I'll say, from nineteen and 
six on up 'til I could tune a banjo. You see I wasn't but 
eight years old in nineteen six. Of course I tried to 
learn but I didn't learn much about playing or haven't 
yet. •• " 

INSTRUMENTAL 

SIDE I - Band 2 

Dying Ranger- "Well, I can tell you exactly the per­
son that I learned that from, Gus Underwood. I don't know 
whether he'S a-living yet or not. And he had about as nice 
a VOice, he very near equalled Mac Wiseman in Singing. 

MS: "Where was he from?" 
DB: "I really don't know. He told me, but I don't 

know what state he was from. Last time I seen him he 
had North Dakota tags on his car. He come by and eat 
supper with me. 

MS: "About when was this that you learned the song 
from him?" 

DB: " ••• about '29 ••• " 
MS: "Was he a professional musician, or did he have 

a band?" 
DB: "No. And he couldn't play guitar very well. 

But Lord, the voice he had. He could sing so good." 
MS: "What kind of an occasion was it that you hap­

pened to learn the song from him?" 
DB: "Well, 'we put on three or four programs at 

them country schools. A teacher would write me and 
would want me to come. And after my bunch (band) 
decided to leave me ••• me and Gus Underwood went to 
three or four- but they wasn't all schools. We went to 
Neon one weekend into, supposed to be, a restaurant. 
It wasn't supposed to be like that, but you could buy 
drinks and they'd hand them right through the window to 
you. He must've had the town on his Side, I don't know. 
And we played in there a little while. According to the 
times and everything like that they (were) very friendly, 
very good. I had one fellow to put in a five dollar bill in 
a offering and just took up a offering, you know. He'S a 
awful fine fellow. That there song about Jerry Damron, 
it was his brother in law that got killed. And he was 
hauling me and Gus around ••• (Underwood and Dock Boggs 
worked together in Hayman mines and played together on 
some occasions-ed. ) 

"Gus Underwood and me went to a little place they 
call Blair's Branch, a little school down in, I think it's 
the lower end of Letcher County (Ky. ) ••• the teacher want­
ed us to come there and play. It wouldn't hold very many 
but we had the house full and standing plumb across the 
back of the house ••• And so we played at this here little 
school and they wouldn't charge us no percentage at all. 
Admission would be 25 or 50 cents for them to come in. 
We played that song, the 'Dying Ranger' and there was 



six, seven or eight in the back end of the house, some of 
them had on bib overalls. They had been in the war and 
got back home. And they hollered at the top of their 
voice-there was a lot of women and children in there, 
too-and some of them was cursing. There was about 
seven or eight come running right towards the stage and 
cursing saying, "Give us that again! Give us that piece 
again. We want to hear that again." And pulled out one 
dollar bills, I don't whether they got them off a roll or 
what, but anyway they pitched six or eight one dollar bills 
up on the stage. I called them down, I said 'Boys, ' I said, 
'be quiet. 'I said, 'Don't talk vulgar language, ' I said, 
'We have little children here, ' and I said, 'Women and 
Children'. I said "We'll play the piece for you again, we'd 
be pleased to.' And I said 'We'd thank you very much for 
you wanting it that bad and willing to give us extra money 
for it.' And so we went ahead and played it. We was want­
ed at a lot of other schools we didn't even go to ••• " 

me." 

MS: "(Underwood) was about your age, was he?" 
DB: "No ••• he must have been five years older than 

DYING RANGER 

The sun was sinking in the West and fell with a lingering 
ray, 

Through the branches of a forest where a wounded ranger 
lay; 

A group had gathered around him, his comrades in the 
fight; 

A tear rolled down each manly cheek as they bid his last 
goodnight. 

One tried and true companion was kneeling by his side, 
To stop the life blood flowing, but alas, in vain he tried; 
To stop the life blood flowing, he found 'twas all in vain; 
The tears foIled down each manly cheek like light showers 

of rain. 

"Draw closer to me comrades and listen to what I say; 
I'm a-going to tell a story while my spirit hastens away; 
Away back in Northwest Texas that good old lone star state, 
There's one that's for my coming with a worried heart will 

wait. 

It's a fair young girl, my sister, my only joy, my pride; 
She was my friend from boyhood, had no one left beside; 
I loved her as a brother, and with a fathers care 
I strove from grief and sorrow her gentle heart to spare. 

But our country was invaded, she called for volunteers; 
She threw her arms around me then bursted into tears, 
Saying, 'go my darling brother, drive those traitors from 

our shore! 
My heart may need your presence, but our country needs 

you more.' ' 

'Tis true I love my country, for her I gave my all; 
If it had not been for my sister boys, I'd be content to 

fall; 
I'm dying comrade, dying, she'll never see me more, 
But in vain she'll wait my coming by our little cabin door." 

SIDE I - Band 3 

Little Ommie Wise- "Well, I learnt that from my 
Sisters, Laura, Annie, and sister Jane." 

MS: "They all knew that same tune?" 
DB: "Yeah." 
MS: "Do you have any idea where they learned it?" 
DB: "I don't know where they learned it. They used 
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to Sing it when they was just young girls ..• " 
MS: "Do you remember when you made your banjo 

arrangement? " 
DB: ''It's been a awful long time ago ••. I've played 

it the way I play it for fifty years, anyway, maybe more." 

SIDE I - Band 4 

Sugar Blues- "Well that was accompanied by piano, 
I think sung by Sara Martin. •. some colored lady in New 
York it must have been 45-48 years ago ••• 

"I knew the words for several years but really, to 
get it worked out to where I could Sing it and play it on 
banjo, it's just been the last couple of years." 



SUGAR BLUES 

Have you heard these blues, 
Baby I'm a-going to sing for you; 
When you hear them 
They will play you through and through. 
They're the sweetest blues you ever heard, 
And listen and don't say a word. 

Got the sugar blues, 
Everybody's singing 
The sugar blues, the 
Whole town is ringing, 
I love my coffee, 
I love my tea, 
But the doggone sugar blues 
They got 'em for me. 

I fell so bad 
You could lay me down and die; 
Say what you choose 
'Bout the old-time blues; 
Got the sweet, sweet sugar, 
Gor the sweet, sweet sugar blues. 

SIDE I - Band 5 

Loving Nancy- "Well a neighbor of mine gave me that 
song. Woman by the name of Holbrook. .• I used to live on 
their property, lived under them, there at Mayking, I 
lived there awhile. They was good neighbors. She wanted 
me to play that song, 'Loving Nancy'. She said, 'I be­
lieve that would make a nice song for you, Dock.' Said, 
' I just want to give it to you'. It's on old yellow paper at 
home somewhere. Of course I had it printed (typed) ••• 
along about '29, I guess." 

MS: "Why did these people give you these songs?" 
DB: "Well, I don't want to try to flatter myself, or 

say anything like that, but I was pretty well thought of by 
my neighbors and people I got acquainted with and it seem­
ed like that nearly all of them, they wanted to help me all 
they could along in my career if I wanted to play and make 
phonograph records or anything like that. And they liked 
my first records that I put out. Nearly all of them had 
the first ones. And they wanted me to go on, that's what 
they wanted you know. And that's one reason that a lot of 
them would give them to me. Some of them just volunteer, 
people hand me songs ••• " 

MS: "They're often old songs that they give you." 
DB: "Yeah, well that's the kind of songs that I gen­

erally ask for. I ask people if they know them, or any­
thing. Well, I was told just before I started down here 
(to Newport RI and Roosevelt, NJ) ••. someone told me that 
they had a uncle orla aunt, or somebody that had a lot of 
old songs, and said they'd be glad if I come up to their 
place and they'd go with me. I believe it was a guy by the 
name of Steele, I won't say for sure. I know he come and 
bought on of each of my albums from me and he's a awful 
nice seeming fellow. He works away from home and lives 
back toward,:; Clintwood below Coeburn." 

{Ed. n'fJte·:· Until about 1965 Dock swg this with a 
major-sounding tune of his compostion. At about that time 
he changed the tune to the present one: "The tune I thought 
up myself to start with and this other one,it came to me a 
little more natural." 

The original text of this song was written on lined 
tablet paper headed 'Ballet of LOving Nancy Aug. 22, 1904 
Leslie (or Lester) Ky.' Dock adds that he thinks Mistress 
Holbrooks' grandmother (born 1878) sang this song. ) 
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Loving l'lancy 

1 . G,')ou !tlOrning loving Nancy 
lie have _net in due ti~e 
I will ask you a ques t ion 
I hope it '8 no crime. 

2. Come and sit yourself by ne 
What time you do stay 
So i'a,;.r you Noll Baney 
I am go':ng away. 

3. Go ~ut up yO'l:lr hoJ:t •• a and teed 
And retch 80Ill8 ha3' 
So rair you well .anoy 
I'll. ~lv. on rq ay. 

4. Yom' wagon to grease 
A..'1d your billa 1. to pay 
S O C :'1010 s~t. do.al by my side 
80 l ong ac 101;. at·ay. 

5. Uy \:Qgon 1s lieU groased 
102y whip is in Tfl1 band 
So rair you well Baney 
I'm leaving thia land. 

6. So were ... 8 I next morning 
So aeon .. 1 ari .. 
A crossing deep waters 
Wi th t"l!I 8 in my eyes. 

7. Tu thi r.k I uust leave her 
'20 S08 oor nu £lUre 
I loft her gl"iev1ng 
On the new r1v" shore. 

8. Somea aaye I am rude 
Some say. I am zoough 
Soma says I _ guilty 
O£ Ll.:lny bud czoiJDea. 

9. r Of'.!: prove them all l:!.ars 
By t l .. o Ilo\o-ar above 
I am guilty or nothing 
But I innooently lava. 

10. My PtlPa don't like me 
And this I well lmow 
Ho say8 1'm not worthy 
~o stop in his door. 



SIDE I - Band 6 
Cuba- "Well, I learnt that from my brothers, mostly 

from brother Roscoe that died in nineteen and eighteen. 
He could pick the banjo some, some old pieces. He just 
played with one forefinger and a thumb, he didn't hit the 
clawhammer style or anything like that. 

MS: "Did you ever hear much about what that song 
was about?" 

DB: "Well the way I've had it kind of explained - I 
don't know whether it's true or not - that Cuban war we had 
back in, was it eighteen and ninety-eight. •• you know when­
ever the Rough-Riders or Teddy Roosevelt, he was right 
over there in the middle of it. And my oldest brother in 
law went into the army under an assumed name, you see, 
not his right name because he had a wife and two children 
back here, you see. He got shot and killed at Esserville 
Virginia, and my sister would have been due for years a 
widow's pension from him, but the government couldn't 

voice for singing. But Brother John, he played fiddle or 
banjo, either one, but he just didn't try to sing. He was 
always kind of an odd ball, different-turned to everyone 
of my brothers and sisters. From a little child I've heard 
Mother say that he was stubborn and he had a disposi-
tion and turn of his own, and wanted to do as he pleased 
about certain things. You just couldn't beat it into him, 
hardly. He learnt to chew tobacco - he was the only one 
in the family out of nine children that lived to be grown to 
use tobacco. And he'S the one that defied my Dad, and he 
chewed tobacco anyway. He was the oldest boy, though. 
Brother John, if he was a-living he'd be around close to a 
hundred years old now ••• " 

JOHN HARDY 

find nobody by that name. There happened to be some 
old-timers a-living that served over there with him and 
seen him in Cuba •.• and there's about two or three that 
went and made sworn affidavits that they went and served 
with John D. Rogers over there during that war with Spain. " 

Oh little John Hardy was a bad little man 
He carried two guns every day; , 
He .shot him a man in Chinatown; 
Ought to saw John Hardy make his getaway, 
To saw John Hardy make his getaway. 

He run 'til he got to the East bound bridge, 
Oh the East bound train was late; MS: "Did you consider this as a song that was really 

about that war or more as a banjo tune?" 
DB: "No, I figured it was made concerning that war. 

And I figured there ought to be more verses of it. Maybe 
about that San Juan Hill ••• and bring Teddy Rossevelt in 
there, and the Rough Riders and so forth and so on. That 
would be nice, you see ••• " 

CUBA . 
Take me over to Cuba, I'll cross the waters o'er; 
Take me away to Cuba, you'll never see me no more. 

If I go to Cuba, I'll cross the waters wide; 
If I go to Cuba, I'll marry me another bride. 

The railroad is finished, the car's on the track; 
Take me away to Cuba, they'll never bring me back. 

Engineer blows the whistle, the fireman rings the bell, 
Brakeman takes up tickets, conductor drunk as ••.• 

Ed. Note: The following are two verses which 
Dock composed in the early 1960's and some­
times sings with this song. The version on 
this LP is the original at the request of the 
editor. 
Castro's in Cuba, he's a-ruling like a little God 
Anyone says anything about Castro, is put before 
the firing squad. 

Many Cubans in this country, they's feeling mighty 
alone 

Had their way about it, they'd all go back home. 

SIDE I - Band 7 

John Hardy- "Well, I learned that from my brother 
and SIster. My oldest brother, John, and sister Jane, 
married Taz Whompler. They picked 'John Hardy' in the 
'knock down' - 'clawhammer' - style ••• I learnt that 'John 
Hardy' and 'Poor Ellen Smith' from them ••• " 

MS: "Did they play it pretty much the way you do?" 
DB: "Well, pretty much. Only you see, they weren't 

picking it, just kind of the knock-down, you know .•• They 
didn't sing too much. •• Brother John, I never did hear 
him try to sing any at all; Sister Jane, she had a good 
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Up walked an old pOliceman and caught him by the arm 
Said, "John Hardy come and go with me Lord Lord ' 
John Hardy come and go with me". " 

I've been to the East and I've been to the West 
I've been this whole world around; , 
I've been to the river and I've been baptized, 
And now I'm a-going to my hanging ground, 
Oh now I'm going to my hanging ground . 

SIDE I - Band 8 

Peggy Walker- "You know, I would love to know 
where I got that song from, but it's absolutely ••• slipped 
my mind who it was. And when they gave it to me they 
gave it to me in printed form just like I've got it •.• type­
written. 

MS: "About how long ago was that"? 
DB: " ••• I wouldn't know how many years to say, 

probably forty years ••• " 
MS: "Did you start playing it on the banjo then •.. If? 
DB: "I started to play it on the banjo right from the 

first. Whoever gave me the song, why they gave me 
enough of the tune ••. and that's the way I Sing it." 

PEGGY WALKER 

(1) 

There was 8 jolly old farmer 
Who lived a neigr,Qor nigh, 
He had one only daughter, 
u~non her I cast my eye 

-6.~:~Vk 

(
0 he had one omly daughtery 
Upon her I cast my eye. 

(2) 
I ... ~d her 1t "he would be wllling, 
...... . to oro ••. · the Pl;'in,. 
ADd 1t au wIlU14 be true to me, 
"U.l I retu,rned agaln, 

(:5) 
!be said she would be true to 
Till death came on decline, 
So I shook hands and parted, 
From the glr1 I left behind, 

me, 



(4) 
I .teered .y boat for Portland, 
strange Countries for ~o eee, 
I met 'Mils Peggy Walker, 
And ahe tell in love with me, 

(5) 
I knew it I should marry her, 
That I would be to blame, 
Xha~ th. girl I lett behind me, 
Would laugh at me for shame, 

(6) 
I qUit , my work one evening, 
And walking up George street, 
The stage was just returning, 
And the Posy Boy I did Meet, 

(7) 
He handed me a letter that , 
That I might understand, 
That the girl I left behind me, 
Had married an other man, 

(8 ) 
As I stood there lamenting, 
Says he "poor boy don't cry", 
For I have money a plenty, 
To serve both you and I. 

(9 ) 
My pocket - book has grown quite 
And I think it is full time, 
To stop and think no longer, 
Of the girl I left behind, 
But to marry Miss Peggy Walker, 
And have a jolly old time. 

(Repeat the last two 11ne~ for chorus.) 

SIDE I - Band 9 

I Hope I Live a Few More Days- "There was some 
woman someplace in the country gave me that song, but I 
can't remember who it was. 

MS: "Was that around the time that you had a band?" 
DB: "Yes. It was along about, I guess '29 or '30." 
MS: "Did you ever play it with the band that you re-

member?" 
DB: " ••• Don't think I did. I think I got it about the 

time we broke up." 
(Dock adds that he learned the song fro m the Phillipps 
family, relatives of his. ) 

SIDE I - Band 10 

Turkey In the Straw- "Well, now I picked that up a 
little bit at a time, just here and there. I heard colored 
people playing it, that 'Turkey in the Straw', some and it 
put the idea in my head to learn it. The first time I heard 
them playing it. And then I've heard white fellows play it 
but I never did hear them play it the way I heard these 
colored fellows play. They played it different. I learned 
it as much like the colored people played it as I could, the 
way it stuck in my head as I first heard it ••• " 

"That sliding part, I coined that myself, I think. I 
don't remember seeing nobody else doing that. •• " 

INSTRUMENTAL 

SIDE II - Band 1 

6 J:p Calvary- " ••• it was in an old Holiness song book that 
, 1 my brother in law used to have, Lee Hunsucker. But I a [; J):u P.:. ~ C\..-~ 7nA!PlL~~ learned the song, well I got the words, even, from Lee 

8 f~ p.x--. 0 {Hunsucker." 

C2tut JoJ. -zJw. ~·hu-·Ift-/J.-C:.LI . 
tS:~ -fx.u me- ~ ~1~tk7YT-ii£ck~: 

To uJ~~ch,+~ r{'-'"-~ 
~~.~ . J? ..Loti ")tT/"t~c~ 
~ uJJJL ~- ~?rc-v{. '0 W I 

JtrrJ ~cwrli ~dR:f ~ 
~i£4~~frw-~~~ 
0w-e-o.f:~~£1, ~. 
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Cl!ORUS 

.a:, it bon ..... Marl, &all \lie tAar-d.."Ope will ltart, 
'oihen in ~ tM~ ~ II1ll I _, tar 'twu tMre on it'. d.de 
I ..... 111ft .... .... cI1M. til ~ a poe a1m>er llIot •• 



'nMm the ~ _ dMoD, aDd tbe ro<lke ~ around. 
J.nd a «l'T pS.-' tbe u4 ".... air, 'TIns tho nice of ...... 11Di, 
Wbe reoelftd ~'. ~ fUDI, Ul to ...... ". trom eruIlN. dellpOlir. 

Let the ..,., ht.- tt'. hee, .Let. the e.>rth J"Ml apace, 
Oyer _ wile ~ Ianar kft ala1n., borl, behald, rr- the .0'1 
c_ tho blMMd J.uI> IlL W, .. lOU llain, bolt s,. rum ..,w.. 

SIDE II - Band 2 

Roses While I'm Living- "Well if I remember right, 
there was one of my neighbors in Hayman, Ky. about 35 
or forty years ago, she wrote most all them words. She 
didn't put no tune to it or anything. But she wrote that ••• 
She gave me that song, them words. It was Bertha Holland 
••• (Her husband) he was that Indian left-handed fiddler I 
was telling you about that used to play with me. " 

Copyright, 1929 

BY MORAN L. BOGGS 

Roses While I'm living 
What care I for the purest white rose. 
Placed In my <:old stiff hand: 
What care I for the words of praise, 
When I can't understond. 

I care not Eor the flowers, 
Heaped in wreaths upon my mound: 
I can not scent their fragrance sweet, 
When I'm beneath the ground: 
When I'm beneath the ground, oh love, 
WhenI'm beneath the ground: 
I can not scent their fragrance sweet. 
When I'm beneath the ground. 

What good will deed. oE honor do, 
Above my lifeless form: 
When I am onchored in the vale. 
Safe sheltered from the storm; 
Oh give to me my roses now. 
Kind word. of love I crave: 
Wait not till death hos touched my brow. 
And I am in the grave; 
And I am in the Rrave. oh love, 
And I am in the STove ; 
Wait not till death has touched my brow, 
And I am in the grave. 

Beyond the lonely silent tomb, 
I hope to find sweet rest; 
SpeD" now the words oE comEort brought. 
And calm my troubled breast ; 
Wnit not till death has taRen me, 
Alas, it will be too late: 
For I will not need your songs of praise, 
When I'm once beyond the grove: 
When I'm beyond the grave. oh love. 
When I'm beyond the grave; 
I will not need your songs of praise. 
When r m beyond the graTe. 

CHORUS: 

When I can't understand. oh love. 
When I can't understand; 
I care not for the word. of praise. 
When I can't understand, 

SIDE II - Band 3 

Leave it There- "I learnt that song from Lee too, 
But it's out of a song book . ." ' 
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SIDE II .. Band 4 

Prayer of a Miner's Child- Text by teenager Shirley 
Hill of Dragerton, Utah printed in UMW of A Journal from 
which Dock Boggs copied it. He asked for and received her 
permission to use the text and composed the tune about 1965. 

/J~ 

rr~q ye r of A Hll1t-I·'S c h·I(J., 

"l3y5/1Ir/et II/II 
::nrqfel-~h,u~· 
ou:to~ 1iIe. MI 'n/! ..... 5 

To "- ,- 'J-\ ~ I. u rn pJ.~ ..r A 7H " TYI ~ 7"1 Ix I-' . 

7i'ef,~,.. e,f frill/if, ?1 ~". 
·t:/Jco< 1(~',3~'J1 y . 

f/c:<;; Ju5t All (JJJCC'~/-M/~e,;Lo;-/, 
%h q// h €'). eve J- b-e~ rt..:-

I!e/s lA/Or /(eJ his / i je. ci Wuy , 'rL 111,71e ~ 

w;th C!i111h~ othev Me ~. 

Prayer Of A Miner's Child 

He's just an old coal-miner, Lord, 
That's all he's ever been. 
He's worked hill life away in mihes 
With all the other men. 

So keep him safe and be with him 
When he goes in that mine. 
And also help him stay away 
From the unemployment line. 

Stay by his side in all he does, 
He's getting tired, you know. 
His hair is changing color fast. 
His age has begun"to show. 

1 kllOw some day he'll leave this earth 
And I will stay behind. 
But when he leaves, I hope it's not 
Caused by that old coal-mine. 

I want the yery best fol' him, 
1 don't want him to be sad. 
Because. Dear Lord, I think you know 
This coal-miner is my DAD. 

-Shirley Hill, DrBgerto1l, Utah. 

SIDE II - Band 5 

SIDE II - Band 6 

Ruben's Train- "Well, I learnt that from my brother 
Roscoe ••• " 
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RUBEN'S TRAIN 

Oh you ought to been in town 
As old Ruben's train rolled down; 
You could hear the whistle blow a hundred miles. 

Oh my train's off the track 
And I can't get it back, 
And I can't get a letter from my home. 

Oh if you say so 
I will railroad no more; 
I will sidetrack my train and go home. 

SIDE II - Band 7 

Cumberland Gap- "I learned that from my brothers. 
They played it about the way I play it, only brother John, 
he picked it with the double- noting, with the thumb, you 
know ... tf 



SIDE II - Band 8 

Careless Love- "Well I couldn't give no one person 
credit for where I learned that, cause I just picked up a 
little bit of the "Careless Love" here and there and really 
don't know just how the song goes together. But I put it 
together enough that I made a song out of it anyway. But 
I've heard in my life a dozen or more different people play 
it and sing it, you know. Then I've heard it on phonograph 
records, I've heard it sung by people in the country around, 
and an awful lot of different versions of it, and different 
words ••• But I just picked it up from this, that and the 
other one, the verses I thought sounded the best. .• There's 
an awful lot of 'Careless Love'; it's very easy to make a 
verse of 'Careless Love'. I don't know, some of the 
verses, I may have made them myself, that I sing." 

CARELESS LOVE 

Oh love, oh love, oh careless love; 
Oh love, oh love, oh careless love, Lord, Lord; 
Love, oh love, oh careless love, 
You see what careless love has done. 

Oh when my money you could blow, 
Oh when my money you could blow, Lord, Lord; 
When my money you could blow 
You was always hanging 'round my door. 

I wish to the Lord that train would run; 
I wish to the Lord that train would run, Lord, Lord; 
I wish to the Lord that train would run, 
To carry me back where I came from. 

Oh now my money's all spent and gone; 
Dh now my money's all spent and gone, Lord, Lord; 
Dh now my money's all spent and gone, 
You pass my door and sing a song. 

(Repeat third verse) 
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Oh mama, mama yonder he goes; 
Oh mama, mama yonder he goes, Lord, Lord; 
Mama, oh mama yonder he goes, 
With his brand new hat and a suit of clothes. 

Go place this ring upon his hand; 
Go place this ring upon his hand, Lord, Lord; 
Go place this ring upon his hand, 
To show to the world he's a married man. 

Go take this ring and put it on; 
Go take this ring and put it on, Lord, Lord; 
Go take this ring and put it on, 
And think of me, oh when Pm gone. 

If I had listened to what mama said; 
If I had listened to what mama said, Lord, Lord; 
If I had listened to what mama said, 
I'd been at home in mama's bed. 

Oh love, oh love, oh careless love; 
Oh love, oh love, oh love, oh Lord, Lord, Lord; 
Love, oh love, oh careless love; 
You see what careless love has done. 

You can pass my door, you can pass my gate; 
You can pass my door, you can pass my gate, Lord, Lord; 
You can pass my door, you can pass my gate, 
But you sure can't pass this thirty-eight. 
(Repeat tenth verse) 

Oh when I die don't bury me deep; 
Oh when I die don't bury me deep, Lord, Lord; 
When I die don't bury me deep, 
Place a marble rock at my head and feet. 

Upon my breast place a lily-white dove; 
Upon my breast place a lily-white dove, Lord, Lord; 
Upon my breast place a lily-white dove, 
For to show to the world I died for love. 

(Repeat tenth verse) 


	01
	02
	03
	04
	05
	06
	07
	08
	09
	10

