
Mama Don't Allow           
Mama don't allow no music playin' round here 
Mama don't allow no music playin' round here 
Well, we don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna play that music anyhow 
Mama don't allow no music playin' round here 
 
Mama don't allow no guitar playin' round here 
Mama don't allow no guitar playin' round here 
Well, we don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna play that guitar anyhow 
Mama don't allow no guitar playin' round here 
 
Mama don't allow no sing-a-long singin' round here 
Mama don't allow no sing-a-long singin' round here 
Well, we don't care what Mama don't allow  
Gonna sing that sing-a-long anyhow 
Mama don't allow no sin-a-long singin' round here 
 
Mama don't allow no hand clapping round here 
Mama don't allow no hand clapping round here 
Well, we don't care what mama don't allow, gonna clap our hands anyhow 
Mama don't allow no hand clapping round here 
 
Mama don't allow no foot stompin' round here 
Mama don't allow no foot stompin' round here 
Well, we don't care what Mama don't allow, gonna stomp my feet anyhow 
Mama don't allow no foot stompin' round here 
 
Buffalo Gals 
As I was walking down the street, down the street, down the street, 
A handsome fellow I chanced to meet, oh, he was fair to see. 
 
Buffalo Gals, won't you come out tonight, come out tonight, come out tonight. 
Buffalo Gals, won't you come out tonight and dance by the light of the moon. 
 
He stopped me and we had a talk, had a talk, had a talk, 
His feet took up the whole sidewalk and left no room for me. 
 
He asked me if I’d have a dance, have a dance, have a dance, 
He thought that he might have a chance to shake a foot with me. 

Home On The Range 
Oh, give me a home, where the buffalo roam, where the deer and the antelope play, 
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word, and the skies are not cloudy all day. 
 
Home, home on the range, where the deer and the antelope play, 
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word, 
And the skies are not cloudy all day. 
 
Where the air is so pure, the zephyrs so free, the breezes so balmy and light, 
That I would not exchange my home on the range, for all the cities so bright. 
 
Oh, give me a land where the bright diamond sand flows leisurely down the stream; 
Where the graceful white swan goes gliding along like a maid in a heavenly dream. 
 
How often at night when the heavens are bright with the light of the glittering stars, 
Have I stood here amazed and asked as I gazed if their glory exceeds that of ours. 
 
Then I would not exchange my home on the range,  
Where the deer and the antelope play; 
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word and the skies are not cloudy all day. 
 
 
 
Down in the Valley 

Down in the valley, the valley so low,  
Hang your head over, hear the wind blow. 
Hear the wind blow, dear, hear the wind blow,  
Hang your head over, hear the wind blow. 

 
Roses love sunshine, violets love dew, angels in heaven, know I love you. 
Know I love you dear, know I love you, angels in heaven, know I love you. 
 
Write me a letter send it by mail, send it in care of the Birmingham jail. 
The Birmingham jail dear, the Birmingham jail. Send it in care of the Birmingham jail. 
 
If you don’t love me, love whom you please.  
Wrap your arms round me give my heart ease. 
Give my heat ease love, give my heart ease. 
Wrap your arms round me give my heart ease. 
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Down By the Bay 
Down by the bay, where the watermelons grow, 
Back to my home, I dare not go, for if I do 
My mother will say . . . 

 
"Did you ever see a fly wearing a tie?" Down by the bay. 
 
"Did you ever see a bear, combing his hair?" Down by the bay. 
 
"Did you ever see a moose, kissing a goose?" Down by the bay. 
 
"Did you ever see a whale, with a polka dot tail?" Down by the bay. 
 
"Did you ever see a llama, wearing pajamas?" Down by the bay. 
 
"Did you ever have a time, when you couldn't make a rhyme?" 
Down by the bay 
 
Oh, My Darling Clementine 
In a cavern, in a canyon, excavating for a mine, 
Lived a miner forty-niner, and his daughter, Clementine 
 
Oh, my darling, oh, my darling, oh, my darling Clementine 
You are lost and gone forever, dear sweet darling, Clementine 
 
Light she was and like a fairy, and her shoes were number nine. 
Wearing boxes without topses, sandals were for Clementine 
 
Drove her ducklings to the water, every morning just at nine. 
Hit her foot against a boulder, fell into the foaming brine 
 
Ruby lips above the water, blowing bubbles soft and fine. 
But, because I weren’t t a swimmer, then I lost my Clementine. 
 
Then the miner, forty-niner, soon began his own decline 
Thought he oughta join his daughter, Now he's with his Clementine 
 
There's a churchyard on the hillside, where the flowers grow and vine 
There grow roses, and the posies, fertilized by Clementine. 

 
Old Joe Clark 

Fare thee well, Old Joe Clark, fare thee well, I say, 
Fare thee well, Old Joe Clark, best be on my way. 

 
I went down to Old Joe's house, he invited me to supper. 
Stubbed my toe on the table leg and stuck my nose in the butter! 
 
Old Joe Clark, he had a house; fifteen stories high, 
Every story in that house was filled with chicken pie! 
 
Old Joe Clark had a yellow cat, she would neither sing nor play, 
Stuck her head in the buttermilk jar and washed her cares away. 
 
Old Joe Clark, he had a mule; her name was Morgan Brown. 
Every tooth in that mule's head was sixteen inches 'round! 
 
Don't ever marry Old Joe Clark, I'll tell you the reason why: 
He blows his nose in old corn bread and calls it pumpkin pie! 
 
 
 
 
Red River Valley                 Link 2 
From this valley they say you are going, 
We shall miss your bright eyes and sweet smile. 
For you take with you all of the sunshine, 
That has brightened our pathway a while. 
 

Come and sit by my side if you love me, 
Do not hasten to bid me adieu. 
Just remember the Red River Valley, 
And the cowboy that loved you so true 

 
For a long time, my darlin', I've waited, 
For the sweet words you never would say. 
Now at last all my fond hopes have vanished, 
For they say that you're going away. 
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She'll Be Comin' Round the Mountain 
She'll be coming 'round the mountain when she comes. 
She'll be coming 'round the mountain when she comes. 
She'll be coming 'round the mountain, she'll be coming 'round the mountain, 
She'll be coming 'round the mountain when she comes. 
 
She'll be driving six white horses when she comes. Whoa back! 
She'll be driving six white horses when she comes. Whoa back! 
She'll be driving six white horses, She'll be driving six white horses, 
She'll be driving six white horses when she comes. Whoa back! 
 
Oh, we'll all go out to meet her when she comes. Hiya babe! 
Oh, we'll all go out to meet her when she comes. Hiya babe! 
Oh, we'll all go out to meet her, We'll all go out to meet her, 
We'll all go out to meet her when she comes. Hiya babe! 
 
She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes. Scratch, scratch. 
She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes. Scratch, scratch. 
She'll be wearing red pajamas, she'll be wearing red pajamas, 
She'll be wearing red pajamas when she comes. Scratch, scratch. 
 
She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes. *Snore* 
She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes. *Snore* 
She will have to sleep with Grandma, she will have to sleep with Grandma, 
She will have to sleep with Grandma when she comes. *Snore* 
 
Shenandoah 
Oh, Shenandoah, I long to see you. Away, you rollin' river. 
Oh, Shenandoah, I long to see you. 
Away, we're bound away, 'cross the wide Missouri 
 
2. Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter...(4th line: "Away, I'm bound away...") 
3. Oh, Shenandoah, I'm bound to leave you... 
4. Oh, Shenandoah, I'll not deceive you... 
5. For seven years, I've been a rover... 
6. But I'll return to be your lover... 
 
 
 

Skip To My Lou 
Lost my partner, what’ll I do? Lost my partner, what’ll I do? 
Lost my partner, what’ll I do? Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 

Lou, Lou, skip to my Lou. Lou, Lou, skip to my Lou. 
Lou, Lou, skip to my Lou. Skip to my Lou, my darling. 

 
I’ll get another one, prettier than you. I’ll get another one, prettier than you. 
I’ll get another one, prettier than you. Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Little red wagon, painted blue. Little red wagon, painted blue. 
Little red wagon, painted blue. Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Flies in the buttermilk, two by two. Flies in the buttermilk, two by two 
Flies in the buttermilk, two by two. Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Flies in the sugar bowl, shoo shoo shoo! Flies in the sugar bowl, shoo shoo shoo! 
Flies in the sugar bowl, shoo shoo shoo! Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Going to Texas, two by two. Going to Texas, two by two 
Going to Texas, two by two. Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Cat’s in the cream jar, what’ll I do? Cat’s in the cream jar, what’ll I do? 
Cat’s in the cream jar, what’ll I do? Skip to my Lou, my darling. 
 
Cripple Creek 
I got a girl and she loves me, She’s as sweet as sweet can be. 
She’s got eyes of baby blue, Makes my gun shoot straight and true. 
 
   Goin’ up Cripple Creek goin’ in a run 
   Goin’ up Cripple Creek to have some fun. 
 
Cripple Creek’s wide and Cripple Creek’s deep,  
I’ll wade old Cripple Creek before I sleep 
Roll my breeches to my knees, I’ll wade ol’ Cripple Creek when I please 
 
I went down to Cripple Creek to see, What them little girls had to eat. 
I got drunk and fell against the wall, Old corn likker was the cause of it all 
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Big Rock Candy Mountain 
One evening as the sun went down and the jungle fire was burning. 
Down the track came a hobo hiking, and he said, "Boys, I'm not turning" 
"I'm headed for a land that's far away, besides the crystal fountains 
So come with me, we'll go and see, the Big Rock Candy Mountains" 
 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains there's a land that's fair and bright. 
Where the handouts grow on bushes, and you sleep out every night 
Where the boxcars all are empty, and the sun shines every day. 
And the birds and the bees and the cigarette trees, 
The lemonade springs, where the bluebird sings, 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains. 
 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains, all the cops have wooden legs 
And the bulldogs all have rubber teeth, and the hens lay soft-boiled eggs. 
The farmers' trees are full of fruit, and the barns are full of hay. 
Oh, I'm bound to go, where there ain't no snow. 
Where the rain don't fall, the winds don't blow. 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains 
 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains, you never change your socks. 
And the little streams of alcohol, come trickling down the rocks. 
The brakemen have to tip their hats, and the railway bulls are blind. 
There's a lake of stew, and of whiskey too. 
You can paddle all around it in a big canoe, 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains. 
 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains, the jails are made of tin. 
And you can walk right out again, as soon as you are in. 
There ain't no short-handled shovels, no axes, saws nor picks. 
I'm goin' to stay where you sleep all day, 
Where they hung the jerk, that invented work, 
In the Big Rock Candy Mountains. 
 
I'll see you all this coming fall, In the Big Rock Candy Mountains 
 
 
 
 

Sweet Betsy from Pike 
Oh, Don't you remember Sweet Betsy from Pike, 
She crossed the big mountains with her lover Ike, 
With two yoke of oxen and one yaller dog, 
And an old Shanghai rooster and one spotted hog. 
Hoodle dang dang fol-de-die-do hoodle dang fol-de-day. 
 
They got to the desert where Betsy give out, 
Down on the sand she lay rolling about, 
Ike he gazed at her with sobs and white sighs, 
"Won't you get up, Sweet Betsy? You'll get sand in your eyes" 
Hoodle dang dang fol-de-die-do hoodle dang fol-de-day. 
 
Well, the oxen run off and the shanghai it died, 
The last piece of bacon that morning was fried, 
Ike got discouraged and Betsy got mad, 
And the dog wagged his tail and looked wonderfully sad. 
Hoodle dang dang fol-de-die-do hoodle dang fol-de-day. 
 
Ike and Sweet Betsy attended a dance, 
Ike wore a pair of his Pike country pants, 
Betsy was dressed up in ribbons and rings. 
Quoth Ike: "You're an angel, but where are your wings?" 
Hoodle dang dang fol-de-die-do hoodle dang fol-de-day. 
 
A miner come up, says, "will you dance with me?" 
"I will you old hoss, if you don't make too free;  
Tell you the reason, if you want to know why,  
Doggone you, I'm chock full of strong alkali." 
Hoodle dang dang fol-de-die-do hoodle dang fol-de-day. 
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Wildwood Flower 
Oh, I’ll twine with my mingles and waving black hair, 
With the roses so red and the lilies so fair, 
And the myrtle so bright with the emerald hue, 
The pale and the leader and eyes look like blue. 
 
Oh I’ll dance, I will sing and my laugh shall be gay, 
I will charm every heart, in his crown I will sway, 
When I woke from my dreaming, my idol was clay, 
All portion of love had all flown away. 
 
Oh he taught me to love him and promised to love, 
And to cherish me over all others above, 
How my heart is now wond’ring no mis’ry can tell, 
He’s left me no warning, no words of farewell. 
 
Oh, he taught me to love him and called me his flower, 
That was blooming to cheer him through life’s dreary hour, 
Oh, I long to see him and regret the dark hour, 
He’s gone and neglected this pale wildwood flower. 
 
 
 
 
Pack Up Your Sorrows 
No use crying, talking to a stranger, naming the sorrows you've seen. 
Too many sad times, too many bad times, and nobody knows what you mean. 
 
Ah, but if somehow you could pack up your sorrows, and give them all to me, 
You would lose them, I know how to use them, give them all to me. 
 
No use rambling, walking in the shadows, trailing a wandering star. 
No one beside you, no one to hide you, nobody knows where you are. 
 
No use gambling, running in the darkness, looking for a spirit that's free. 
Too many wrong times, too many long times, nobody knows what you see. 
 
No use roaming, lying by the roadside, seeking a satisfied mind. 
Too many highways, too many byways, and nobody's walking behind. 

Bury Me Under the Weeping Willow   (Carter Family) 
My heart is sad and I'm in sorrow, for the only one I love. 
When shall I see him, oh, no, never, till I meet him in heaven above. 
 

Oh, bury me beneath the willow, under the weeping willow tree. 
So he may know where I am sleeping, and perhaps he’ll weep for me. 

 
They told me that he did not love me, I could not believe it was true. 
Until an angel softly whispered, he has proven untrue to you. 
 
Tomorrow was our wedding day, but, Lord, oh, where is he. 
He's gone to seek him another bride, and he cares no more for me. 
 
Oh, bury me under the violets blue, to prove my love to him. 
Tell him that I would die to save him, for his love I never could win. 
 
 
 
Oh! Susanna 
I come from Alabama with a banjo on my knee, 
I’m going to Louisiana, my true love for to see. 
It rained all night the day I left, the weather it was dry, 
The sun so hot I froze to death; Susanna, don’t you cry. 
 

Oh, Susanna, don’t you cry for me. 
‘Cause I come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee. 
 

I had a dream the other night when everything was still, 
I thought I saw Susanna she coming up the hill, 
A buck wheat cake was in her mouth, a tear was in her eye, 
I said I’m coming from the south, Susanna don’t you cry. 
 
I soon will be in New Orleans and then I’ll look around. 
And when I find my Susanna, I’ll fall upon the ground. 
But if I do not find her, this man will surely die, 
And when I’m dead and buried, Susanna don’t you cry. 
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Banks Of The Ohio 
I asked my love to take a walk, just a walk a little way, 
And as we walk, oh, may we talk, all about our wedding day. 
 

 Darlin’ say that you’ll be mine,  in each other’s arms entwine, 
 Down beside where the waters flow, down by the banks of the Ohio. 

 
I held a knife against her breast, as into my arms she pressed, 
She said “Oh Willie, don’t you murder me, I’m unprepared for eternity.” 
 
I took her by her lily white hand, and dragged her down that bank of sand. 
There I throwed her in to drown, I watched her as she floated down. 
 
Was walking home ‘tween twelve and one, I cried “My God, what have I done.” 
I killed a girl, my love you see, because she would not marry me. 
 
The very next morn about half past four, the Sheriff came knocked at my door, 
He said “Young man come now and go, down to the Banks of the Ohio.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tell Me Why 
Tell me why the stars do shine. Tell me why the ivy twines. 
Tell me why the sky's so blue, and then I'll tell you just why I love you. 
 
Because God made the stars to shine. Because God made the ivy twine. 
Because God made the sky so blue. Because God made you, that's why I love you 
 
 

Tom Dooley 
Hang down your head Tom Dooley. Hang down your head and cry. 
Hang down your head Tom Dooley, poor boy you're bound to die. 

 
I meet her on the mountain, there I took her life. 
Met her on the mountain, stabbed her with my knife. 
 
By this time tomorrow, reckon where I'll be. 
Hadn't-a been for Grayson, I'd-a been in Tennessee (well now, boy) 
 
By this time tomorrow, reckon where I'll be, 
Down in some lonesome valley, hangin' from a white oak tree. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Shady Grove 

Shady Grove, my little love, Shady Grove, I say. 
Shady Grove, my little love, I'm bound to go away. 

 
Cheeks as red as blooming rose, and eyes are the prettiest brown. 
She's the darling of my heart, sweetest lil' girl in town. 
 
I wish I had a big fine horse, and corn to feed him on, 
And Shady Grove to stay at home, and feed him while I'm gone. 
 
Went tpo see my Shady Grove, standing in the door, 
Her shoes and stockin's in her hand, and her little bare feet on the door. 
 
When I was a little boy, I wanted a Barlow knife. 
Now I want little Shady Grove, to say she'll be my wife. 
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Old Time Religion 

Give me that old-time religion, give me that old-time religion, 
Give me that old-time religion, Its' good enough for me! 

 
It was good for Paul & Silas, it was good for Paul and Silas,  
It was good for Paul and Silas, Lord it's good enough for me! 
 
Makes me love everybody, makes me love everybody, 
Makes me love everybody, and it's good enough for me. 
 
It will take us all to heaven, it will take us all to heaven, 
It will take us all to heaven, Lord it's good enough for me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Keep on the Sunny Side 
There's a dark and a troubled side of life, there's a bright and a sunny side, too. 
Tho' we meet with the darkness and strife, the sunny side we also may view. 
 

Keep on the sunny side, always on the sunny side, 
Keep on the sunny side of life. 
It will help us ev'ry day, it will brighten all the way, 
If we'll keep on the sunny side of life. 

 
The storm and it's fury broke today, crushing hopes that we cherish so dear. 
The clouds and storms will, in time, pass away,  
The sun again will shine bright and clear. 
 
Let us greet with the song of hope each day, tho' the moment be cloudy or fair. 
And let us trust in our Saviour away, who keepeth everyone in His care. 
 

John Henry 
John Henry was a little baby, sitting on the his papa's knee, 
He picked up a hammer and little piece of steel, 
Said "Hammer's gonna be the death of me, Lord, Lord. 
Hammer's gonna be the death of me". 
 
The captain said to John Henry, “Gonna bring that steam drill 'round 
Gonna bring that steam drill out on the job, 
Gonna whop that steel on down, Lord, Lord. Gonna whop that steel on down". 
 
John Henry said to his captain, "A man ain't nothing but a man, 
But before I let your steam drill beat me down, 
I'd die with a hammer in my hand, Lord, Lord, I'd die with a hammer in my hand". 
 
John Henry said to his shaker, "Shaker, why don't you sing? 
I'm throwin' thirty pounds from my hips on down, 
Just listen to that cold steel ring, Lord, Lord, just listen to that cold steel ring". 
 
John Henry said to his shaker, "Shaker, you'd better pray, 
'Cause if I miss that little piece of steel, tomorrow be your buryin' day, Lord, Lord, 
Tomorrow be your buryin' day" 
 
The shaker said to John Henry, "I think this mountain's cavin' in!" 
John Henry said to his shaker, "Man 
That ain't nothin' but my hammer suckin' wind!  Lord, Lord 
That ain't nothin' but my hammer suckin' wind!" 
 
Now the man that invented the steam drill, thought he was mighty fine. 
But John Henry made fifteen feet, The steam drill only made nine, Lord, Lord, 
The steam drill only made nine. 
 
John Henry hammered in the mountains, his hammer was striking fire. 
But he worked so hard, he broke his poor heart, 
He laid down his hammer and he died, Lord, Lord,  
He laid down his hammer and he died. 
 
They took John Henry to the graveyard and they buried him in the sand. 
And every locomotive comes a-roaring by,  
Says "There lies a steel-driving man, Lord, Lord, there lies a steel-driving man". 
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