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Watergate Blues
We’ve got trouble in the White House,
And it’s making our future dim,

s 2 I've Got Love
i tmroa]uKbinlegz ol ibe Sarisg, I’ve got love, and that’s all I need,
5 I’ve got love, and that’s all I need
We won’t have no peace America 3 Y
Until we get rid of them. i %got love for you baby, tell me what you got
or me.

Ehggr:%%:nhﬁlef glagr:t:egrs oftortire. I want to love you in the morning, love you all

1
Thr > day long,
Is nf:rgxz'%:nh;lg mr:tgggrs of torture, I want to love you in the morning, lo_vg you all
You know this Watergate éffair, day long, I want to love you so long it’ll make you
Has flooded all over the land. glad that you were born.
They’re crying law and order, Guitar Solo "
What does law and order mean? g."e got loYe. and 'ahaltrs all Iuneed,d
They are crying law and order, 1 €8, lgot fove, Lo "b"t 3 ?l I nee b t
What does law and order mean? £ got love for you baby, tell me, what you go
Does it mean the people in the White House O e
All get executive clemency? )
g]e negtd 1;31 rteh-wrii;e theBC(znsltitutionih B g‘&efgwl‘e?f}ﬁtﬁg%:}ﬂ
e-write elir laws, But clean up e White ouse, ) .
R e e L e e spreade hed wiats stard s
'ouble 1n e e ouse, 1 wan O m € 11 very clear, b P
I believe it’s going to be another Nurenberg Trial, I get joy and everything
The Day of Reckoning is drawing near. I ask my baby for a nickel,
I Don’t Know Wh And she gave me a twenty dolllar bill, (REPEAT)

I w v When I asked her for a little drink of liquid, k . ) 2 g : L i %
i B o R She gave me a whiskey still. Bob Kirkpatrick is becoming an increasingly familiar blues performer in New York. His last
you treat me this-a-way. I ask my baby for a nickel . appearance at the Sloan House was in February and ‘met with considerable critical acclaim from blues
I’m in love with you baby — every And she gave me a twenty dollar bill, (REPEAT) e > 5 P
night and every day. Oh but when I ask her for cabfare home aficionados. In that program, commemorating W. C. Handy, Father of the Blues, Bob Kirkpatrick’s style
ZIop wztzkeﬁug in the nllornitng Ithe E@l\)’ebmesz Cu:;zlllai:tDew].le was likened to that of B. B. King.

rying to find some place to go, my baby (¢) quit me, m € > o ” 2 : L 3 , *
¥es, vou wake up in the motning hdy"obe.‘ii”e»tllw%“xfedift‘tfé‘%&%f“’ ; The d35 lyezilr Ol(%, bluqs artist, son l(l)fba lemﬁss m”(lllsui,r'"w}lof suppﬁrted [},"S _femlly '?‘{1 sha}l;(.z-
yving to 1ind someplace to go, u aon oV . a g Crc of« & S > S .
Xvﬁeglllyoulr.frsifrads agl{{about you, I Please tell me the reason why. “(Jz)rl)lr:llt':'%’"hé::ﬁmt&gy;?g Sirsn?;'ti:):tbg sInak. R0y W the Sehay s ORGENEIR o o
e. em I ju on’t know. " 5 v £ e ed.
nd of - . < . - ;
?gitarts}?lo A Qfgfﬁgfd f,’f‘,’ni}}’e'}“e In the custom of ‘that time, and that part of the country, Bob Kirkpatrick’s father wanted him
on’t know why, Don’t know Tell h 1 c . ¢ : L} . . A
why. Don’t know why, Don’t know why, Ifeyolgivgngtzfir?‘jlu:tneé% to dpldy t(_)nly in church. The other type of music, really not so different, had to be played at private homes
on ow why, on and cry, Old friend of mine, anda parties.
you treat me this-a-way T < . - e o ; % -~ .
I'm in love with you baby-ee — f?‘;,gg‘;alf‘;e(,{?f,:ﬁ’;ne ) After 2 years army service, Bob Kirkpatrick joined his big brother, the Rev. Frederick
VxR mighl and gvery: diy I’ll be at your side. Douglass Kirkpatrick, at the famed Grambling College in Louisiana. The Rev. Kirkpatrick, an early follower
Every-Ree-Da 0l1d friend of mine, E N avic - . : e - - . 5 E e : an
bt g ¢ o M S ‘ T e 0| Martin Lu‘lher King, is an accnghshe.d musician in his own right, and became nationally known as
Trying to find the one I love, If.ﬂo%%y you lfoyeddmcfe, our love the troubadour of Resurrection City”” during those heady civil rights days in the early sixties.
L:C‘“‘ e fmd_hle; “Io“’here‘ : Al v oulbtenE il While Rev. Kirkpatrick preached, strummed and sang of brotherhood, carrying the martyred
very-ree night, I pray so long, i s SR DR ade . . = ek e s TOLCOR — (A P SR
Please send ker back, the one T love, 'il,fllldblg ¢ acnc Loy need me, King’s message (‘)UL\I(I(, the south, al}d into a new (.ra.whcre. voices — both blE'{(/‘l\ and W'hllt. — of se paratism
I can’t find her nowhere & e grew stronger, his brother Bob continued honing musical skills to the most critical audiences of all — in the
Oh, in the morning — in the morning ip e towns and cities of Texas, Arkansas, Missouri : ,ouisiana. This wz: d-scrabble country where
s moratope i the saorming Baby. tell me you love me, Honey, ik : I ; sas, Missouri and Louisiana. This was the hard-scrabble country e
In the morning, in the morning, H%né";,e te%‘;g:ggl;bgiargea . lues was born.
B et vt diEr by ruygmide Because I love you, I love you, oy . z‘\lthoug_h Bob Kirkpatrick now lives in ]_)allas.3 it was his performance at the NewportA ]_azz
%;’;fg;fg Say ok hand, ALY, L ilaka you gnywhere Festival in July 1971 that brought him to the attention of Folkways Records. Following a series of New
I can’t find, her nowhere. ] ‘;n}‘l’c";’ldyf&%‘ﬁ o romins, York appearances, including participation at the Summer Folk Music Festival alongside such seasoned per-
I Need Your Love So Bad \{Yell ves, withla head rag on your head, formers as Pete Seeger, Muddy Waters, B. B. King, Buddy Guy, Junior Wells, Son House, Fred McDowell,
i ou say you love me, you love me, ~ m - : e o 2 i . e
8%:333: P . }gxgvsboolgifs ADd th et ta o SRt hat 1 was idead Sonny Terry and Brownie Mc(,n’,c,‘ Bob Kirkpatrick is heading south again for a concert at the Houston
And when we are out together, baby, Get.up! Get up! Get up, Baby! Astrodome where he will appear with his brother August 4-8.
I have more fun, than I've ever had. Q/nﬁ put gogr tbig feet ont:;_hefﬂoor. At
Oh-00, I need your love right now, (REPEAT) ell, yeah, just put your big feet on the floor,
And if you don’t give it to me baby, gozx Bkri)ow Illpve you, I lovehyou,
Iam golng to get love anyhOW. u aby, please don’t say that no more SIDE ONE SIDE TWO
Sty Solo 5 Xg& lﬁ?ﬁ? Ipllg:see St,;loo‘.rlf’tl é?)vtehgl?‘go more
Well you told me that you loved me, ’ . :
You told me a lie, Whett the Sun Rase This Mot 1. WATERGATE BLUES (4:35) 1. SWEET LITTLE ANGEL (5:16)
You said you were going to love me Whe‘;nthe‘;unur%se (f.)hsg moﬁmgornmg 2 1 DON'T K W HY (3:44 > 4
g‘x;gﬂotllll_%ggylléiég& your love so bad goqnd {)ne standlixlug in thebbgck door crying (REPEAT) = DON'T KNO W (j 4 ) 2. OLD FRIEND OF MINE (5:28)
i wh o t 5 ’ rying because I lost my baby . 9,
fO et e o0 oEsther by, And I almost lost my mind. 3. EVERYDAY (4:11) | 3. BIG FEET (3:15)
; When the sun went down this evening D .
}:yeeblzgﬁrég&vgg l%ggLerllgl gfgun% me staxixdingkiln ,tthe same old place 4. 1 NEED YOUR LOVE SO BAD (2:17) 4. WHEN THE SUN ROSE THIS
- * Yy1n; ecause couldn’t see B,
down don’t worry me, 1 3 biby s stling face. 5. I BEEN DOWN SO LONG (4:27) MORNING (4:25)
gve beéan d‘?wn so long, until alias &
own don’t worry me, suitar Solo . i
I’ve been down so long until down Piano Solo 6' I GOT LOVE (2 50) 5- STORMY MONDAY (4’ 55)
looks like up to me. Oh, I wish I had a heaven
A heaven all my own, (REPEAT) :

I was born in the ghetto, and raised
across the track. Yes I was born in
the ghetto and raised across the track,

I would give all you pretty girls
A real nice happy home.

I said if I ever get out, I was never Stormy Monday © 1973 by Folkways Records & Service Corp.
going back They call it stormy Monday, 701 Seventh Ave., New York, N.Y. 10036
Guitar Solo But Tuesday is just as bad (REPEAT) i

I was born in thliac?(m{}ry’ ina oge Wednesday is worse, Lord, and Thursday is also sad. Original cover art: Ronald Clyne

room country shack. Yes, I was born in i i Printed in U.S.A.

the country, in a one room country shack, gﬁglgaf){lfsggl};g‘ 8ggéll1mt Sulendey T80 Gibio BRI (BECEAT) % i

with nothing but crickets and frogs to
keep me company, and a raggety old 11’ And I'kneel down and pray.

All songs copyrighted by Bob Kirkpatrick
foot cotton sack. Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy on me (REPEAT) Recording supervised by Rev. F. D. Kirkpatrick
I’ve been trying, trying to find my baby

Repeat verse 1 and END Won’t somebody please send her home to me (REPEAT) Recorded and mastered at MAYFAIR Recording Studios, N.Y.C.
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