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A-1

Me and Bobby McGee

EVERHART Takes the Fifth!

(Knis Krnistofgerson)

Busted {fat 4in Baton Rouge

headed for the thain

geeling nearly gaded as my jeans
Bobby thumbed a diesel down

fust before it rained

took us all the way to New Ornfeans

1 took my harpoon out

of my dirnty red bandanna

was blowing sad while Bobby sang the blLues
wind shield wiper slapping time

and Bobby clapping hands we f§inally
Bang up every song that driver knew!

Freedom just another word for
nothing Left to Lose, nothing
ain't worth nothing but L{t's free.
Feeling good was easy Lord when
Bobby sang the blues. Feeling
good 44 good enough for me.

Good enough §or me and Bobby McGee.

From the coalmines of Kentucky

to the California sun

Bobby shared the secrets of my soul
Standing right beside me Lord

through everything 1 done.

Every night she kept me grom the cold.
Then somewhere near Salinas Lord,

I Let her sEip away, searching for the
home 1 hope she'fl §4ind. :
1'd thade my Tomorrows for a single o
yesternday. Holding Bobby's body close Lo mine.

This song by Krnistofferson £s probably one of the f4inest songs written

Ain the fast ten years that reflect the utlization of "old-time" thaditional
countrny music wiiting and singing. Kristoferson wiites much as 1 do,
neflecting on personal experiences and personalities. Since this is my
§4fth album, and since I've recedlved some criticism from reviewers of
never being able to break away from the mofd of "odd-time" country music,
1 hope the Listener will give a fair-shake, not only to this f4ine song

by a fine wiiter, but to the fLast two songs on this album, which should
prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that Bob Everhart does not write and play
stndetly "old-time" music because he does not have the ability Zo do it
otherwise.

A-2

SOME WE LOVE, SOME WE LOSE
(Bob Everhart)

Sometimes Life can be 50 evil

L'5 50 evil you cannol see.
Sometimes Life will reveal

atl the things you want to be.
Sometimes Life L4 40 reak,

it's 50 neal Lt cannot be.

Sometimes Life 4is an empty deak
that's all thats Left gor you and me.

Some will win, some will Lose,
some will never pay their dues
some will always sing the blues,
some we Love, and some we Lose.

Sometimes Life L5 full of pain
it's a hunting hiding place
Sometimes Life will repay

all the debts you never made.
Sometimes Life 45 an endfess day,
it's a nace to meet half-uny .
Sometimes Life will wash away
all of those gone astray.

Ah, sweet Life. My philosophy through all the travail that accompany's
any artist's venture on the road to reknown has been, it's for Living.
You probably wouldn't believe me 4if I told you of the incredible actions
and reactions o some people I1've met along the way, simply because 1
did on didn't do what they wanted, demanded o expected. The "good"
times ane easy, but when it gets down to vindictivness, jealousy, petty
hatred, and just plain spite, WOW! does it ever get beyond the reatm

of Logic or even reality. Hope you Like this Little version of a pretly
Little tune, that tells us all than nothing Ls stagnant, not even music.




A-3

BROWN'S FAIRY BLUES
(Traditional)

Hard Luck poppa counting his toes

you can smell his feet wherever he goes
Lord Lord got them Brown Fairy Blues.
Hard Luck poppa can't do his stuff,
trouble with him he's been too rough.
Lond Lord got Zhem Brown Fairy Blues.

Two odd madids sitting in the sand,

each one wishing that the other was a man
Lord Lord, got them Brown Fairy Blues.
Two old maids done Lost theirn styke,

A6 you want to be Lucky you got to smile.
Lond Lord got them Brown Fairy Blues.

Eanky to bed and early to rise,

and your gink goes out with other guys.
Lord Lord goi those Brown Fairy Blues.
If you don't believe me thy 4t yoursels,
well 1 trndied 4t and 1 got Left.

Lord Lond got them Brown Fairy Blues.

Hard Luck poppa standing in the rain,

Aif the wordd was corn he couldn'Z buy grain.
Lond Lord got them Brown Fairy Blues.

Hard Luck poppa standing <in the sow, = —
his knees knock together but he's raring to go. ==
Lord Lord 1 got them Brown Fairy Blues. P

This very very odd song 45 a typical attempt at hiding the true nature
of the song 4in words and Lyrics that on the surface seem unoffensive.
Yet, if the Listener reakly examined this song, deeply, reading between
the Lines, you'd find L{t's not a very nice song at all. This has been
a popular song with "up-town" folksingers for years and years. You
know the kind, that travel around the country with ofd clothes, dirty
and unshaven, singing about their trhials and trhibulations. And, when
they get tirned of 4t, they go back o thein parents penthouse in
Manhattan and re-become what they were, mostly pampered chifdren. The
"rneal" folksinger can only be found in Lsofated out-of-the-way places
anymore. No matiter what Zhey say, a folk club in the middle of New York
City 45 not a "folksingens" club. 1t's fust a figment of someone's
Amagination, and makes a nice place to go Zo....right? And the hipocracy
of the "foLk" idiom today £s morne incredible than the "anti-Nashvilfle!
movement. There are some folk Booking Agents who are very selective in
the choosing of their artists. Well, don't you know, they want "only"
the best folksingers.

A-4

MOLLY DARLING
(Traditional)

Won't you Love me Mofly Darlin'
far across the ocean waves

Won't you Love me Molly Darlin'
I'2L be your everfasting slave.

Won't you tell me MoLly Dartin'
that you Love no one but me.
Oh, 1 Love you Molly Darkin'
you are all the world to me.

Molly fairest, sweetest, dearest,
Look up darling tell me this.

Do you Love me Molly Darlin'

Let your ayvwser be a kiss.

Won't you tell me Molly Darlin'
that you Love no one but me.
Oh, 1 Love you Mofly Darlin'
you are all the wortd to me.

Won't you tell me Molly Darlin'
that you Love no one but me.
Oh, 1 Love you Molly Darlin'
you are all the world Zo me.

Stars are smiling Molly Darlin'

through the mystic veil of night.
They seem Laughing Molly Dardin'
while gain Luna hides her Light.

YU
When 1 g4inst stanted doing Zhis song, everyone that was "into" traditional
music alunys attributed it to Eddy Arnold. 1t's true that Eddy Arnofd did
record this song, and on the credit's fon songwriters, he gives himself
a great big pat on the back for writing it. There's anothern fellow from
Okkahoma way, Red someone, that also claims credit for writing this song.
HOWEVER, when T made my §inst trdip to Ineland in 1977, a fine record col-
Lecton, necond producer, and country music promoter, introduced me to a
Molly Darlin' very very similar to the way 1 am singing it hexre on this
album. 1t wasn't by Eddy Arnofd, or Red Whats-his-name. 1% was by an
okd 1nish folk group, doing the song much as they had Learned it passed
down from generation to generation. 1 think "Molly Dardin'" is a true
Inish golk melody, and was around a Long time before either of the two
chaps that claim credit fon it. 1t's kind of Like the Wildwood FLower .
Everybody that plays "traditional"” music knows the song was around a Long
time begore A.P.Carnter ftacked his name on it.
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BAD WOMAN BLUES
(Bob Everhart)

Can't you see my heart bleed
trying 40 hard to please,
what you got 1 sure don't need
<5 bad woman's blues.

This gal mkes a wreck of me,
my Lond she just can'Z see,
she's the Lock and 1I'm the key,
got the bad woman's blues.

She's the rdiver that never runs dry,
she's the Light in the darkened sky,
she's the tears everytime 1 cry,
don't want no bad woman blues.

Can't you hear me cry 4in the night,

don't you know Lt's going to be all night
fust waiting for the morning Light

and thos bad woman bfues.

Can't you hear my heart break

can't you feel my soul shake,

what you got 1 sure won't take
44 bad woman blues.

This gal's been the death of me,
my Lond she just can't see,
she's the Lock and 1'm the key,
got them bad woman blues.

She's the reason for my empty bed,
she's the prayers 1 nevern sadd,

she's the reason for the Life I've Led,
don't want no bad woman blues.

Cant you sing this song for me,
don't it bring you back a memory,
wondening 4f you'Ll ever be

bad woman blue!

My producer, Frank Green, always asks, "what you got that's up-tempo
blues?" s0 1 wrote a frivilous blues song about everybody's "bad woman."
wetll, nearly everybody has one, in today's workd at Least, can't help
nepeating a quote from an old magazine talking about Avoca, Iowa, con-
cerning the situation of newly marrnded..."You see, that was the time when
a young woman was willing to begin housekeeping with a Little, a not

keep a fellow waiting until he was a gray-haired, hard-hearted, millionaire."

Something to think about, eh? And probably because 1 quoted that ofd Line,
a female reviewer will undoubtedly say "macho pig"....not s0, not so!

B-1

SINGING KEVIN'S SONG
(Bob Everhart)

I'm ofd enough to be a star

just as far as Nashville, Tennessee.
I'm odd enough to play guitar,

and old enough to Like your company.

1've been down to Jackson

and down to New Orleans

I've been 50 far away seems

1'2L always be sixteen.

1t won't be Long, I've heard you say,
time goes on, sdinging Kevin's song.

I'm ofd enough to sing a song

all night Long on your famboree,

I'm ofd enough %o know the wrongs,
and ofd enough to Like your company.

I've had my ofd heart broke

down at Kelly's place.

I've been down 50 many times

I can'Z f4nd my place.

1£ won'Zt be Long, 1've fheard you say,
time goes on, sdngding Kevin's song.

I'm odd enough to f4ind my way,

if you' &L stay and sing a song for me.
I'm ofd enough to earn my pay

and young enough to

meet ofd Life half uay.

I've been down to V4icksburg

and on youwr Shreveport show.

1've trdied theirn jambalaya

and 1'd really Like to know

what fakes s0 Long, 1've heard you say,
as time goes on, Adinging Kevin's song.

1 don't Zhink anybody has a hard a time as do young people today trying

to plan theirn futures. Parents push ten, eleven and twelve year olds
into dating and the necessity of having a steady by the time they are
thinteen Lit's almost rnepulsive. The result is the maturation age keeps
dropping, and we have fwelve and Zhinteen year ofd parents. That's great
isn't i, and nobody cares. The church can't seem Zo turn it around, the
government only offers preventives with another battle about tetting young
people know the results of thein actions, and the parents are much fo busy
to help. 1t's a sad situation, and of course not all parents on all church
on all government 4is to blame or 45 the anwser. Guess it just takes a
Little Love and a Little caring to see them Zhrough. Kevin's a fine young
man, he helps me drive the Long grueling roads, and he's great company.
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JAMBALAYA
(Hank Williams)

Goodbye Joe, me gotta go, me oh myo

Me gotta go pofe the pirogue down the bayou
My Yvonne, the sweetest one, me oh myo

son  of a gun we'll have big fun on thebayou

Jambaklaya and a crawgish pie and §illet gumbo
cause tonight I'm gonna see my ma cher amio
Pick guitar, (4L fruit jar and be gay-o

son of a gun we'll have big fun on the bayou

Thibodaux, Fontaineaux, the place is buzzing
kin §olk come to see Yvonne by the dozen
dress in styke, go hog wikd me oh myo

son of a gun we'fL have big fun on the bayou

Hank Williams has almost become a folk hero Legend just as he
has a country singing star. Jambalaya 45 one of his §inest
odd-timey songs, and brings back many memories to anyone that
hears it today. There was a time when all country music bands
played this song, but today it is becoming more and more a Asong
of the past, and even to some folkLonists, it is becoming a
song of "folk" music. Williams was quite well known for his
ability to wriite songs on the spur of the moment, and many times
his best songs were wiitten in only a shont period of time. He's
one of my country singing favorites, and 1'€L always be doing
some of his musdic.

B-3

TIME AFTER TIME
(Bob Everhart)

You cry at night and trhy to change your mind
but it atl comes back time after time

You change youwr Love and try to change your Life
but the games you play make it atl a Lie.

The center of the universe 4is you

makes no difference where or who you do

You cry at night and try to change your ménd
but it all comes back time after Zime.

The pleasures that you seek are to far deep
for you o keep me on yowr mind

The amwsers that you want are to far gone
oh, 4t takes Zo Long to make you mine.

1 wrote this song some time ago, and even recorded it as the
"name" song on my third album for Folkways. 1 wanted Zo re-do

At because an awgul Lot of people told me they Liked it, but they
thought a mountain-dufeimen Lead was fjust a Little to so0{t, and
besides, they couldn't dance to it to well. Well, it's hard to
dance to any song without the drums, 40 1've went a Little furthen
out on the &imb and included the drums, but the Lead instrument is
now a pdano, and 1 Like the finished version. Anyuay, here's an
odd favorite of mine done a Little differently, and 1 hope it's a
favorite of yours too.

LITHO IN U.S.A. =58@i -

B-4

LOVE TO MAKE LOVE
(Bob Everhart)

Have a Little griend douwn Antigua way

she don't work but she Loves to play all night
she's all night.

Took her on a pleasure cruise,

she said she was paying dues all night

she's all rnight

Love to make Love all night Long
Love to make her do it wrong
Love to Love her atl night fong!

1 have a Little {riend down Jamacia way
don't know what %o do or say,

but she cries at night, she's all rnight.
Singing songs on the radio,

just to say we were on the show

Ll the morning Light, she's atl night.

1 have a Little frdiend down Savannah way,

don't think she's to far auwny

trom her shining ight, she's all right!

A song on two and we'xre on the road

Laughing bout the heavy Load in the morning Light
ah, she's all right

I have a Rittle griend down Merida way,

she smiles and makes my day, sure is bright.
she's all right

Watching shiimp boats coming 4n, best place I1've ever been,
with hen by my side, she's all right!

I wrote this song a couple of years ago as a tune called "Sparky
Gink," but it got nowhere in recornding session. As a matter of fact
they threw 4t out because it didn't have a chorus, the name would

not create interest, and recond reviewerns were afready criticizing

me becawse my music was starting Lo sound "samey" all the time. T had
a few so-called musician friends who started mutrering Zhat 1 couldn't
play anything but "old-time" music, s0 this song and the next one,
Bendin Folksinger 4is dedicated Zo the closed minds that think because
one plays "traditional" music they're not capable of anything efse, and
nrecond reviewens who complain because my music sounds "samey". Hope
this 45 what you wanted!

B-5

BERLIN FOLKSINGER
(Bob Everhart)

1 coukd smell her perfume, all across the room

as her gingens strummed the strnings of her guitar.
She sang of empty rooms, death and eartnly doom,
and the distance between wus wasn't far.

She gave me a Look, one that 1 mistook,

for there was more than pain in her eyes.
She Love me that night, more than any night
o4 Love that 1 have ever realized.

Sometimes she sings of war, alwaws wanting more,
as hen head bends Low upon her empty breast.
Her Love 44 gone gon sure, closed the open doox,
and she cries for a Love she's Laid to rest.

Wekll, 1'LL tet the song speak for itself. The name of the album...
"Everhart, Takes The Fifzh"
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