PISTOL PACKIN' MAMA – Big Al Dexter  & His Troopers


Drinking beer in a cabaret and was I having fun, 
Until one night she caught me right and now I'm on the run. 

Chorus:  Lay that pistol down, babe - lay that pistol down 
               Pistol Packin' Mama, lay that pistol down. 

She kicked out my windshield - she hit me over the head,
She cussed and cried and said I'd lied and wished that I was dead. 


*Chorus 
Drinking beer in a cabaret and dancin' with a blond 


Until one night she shot out the light - Bang! that blond was gone. 
 
*Chorus
 
                                                                              
I'll see you ev'ry night, babe - I'll woo you ev'ry day 


I'll be your regular daddy - if you'll put that gun away. 
 
*Chorus 


                                                                      
Drinking beer in a cabaret and was I having fun, 
                                                                 
Until one night she caught me right and now I'm on the run. 

*Chorus: 
 
                                                                                 
Now there was old Al Dexter - he always had his fun 

But with some lead, she shot him dead - his honkin' days are done. 
 
*Chorus 3x end
JACK  DUGGIN
      There was a wild colonial boy, Jack Duggan was his name

      He was born and raised in Ireland, in a place called Castlemain

      He was his fathers only son, his mothers pride and joy,

      And dearly did his parents love, the wild colonial boy.

At the early age of sixteen years, 

he left his native home 

And to Australia's sunny shore, 

he was inclined to roam 

He robbed the rich, he helped the poor, 

he shot James MacEvoy 

A terror to Australia was 

the wild colonial boy 

One morning on the prairie, 

as Jack he rode along 

A-listening to the mocking bird, 

a-singing a cheerful song 

Up stepped a band of troopers: 

Kelly, Davis and Fitzroy 

They all set out to capture him, 

the wild colonial boy 

Surrender now, Jack Duggan, 

for you see we're three to one 

Surrender in the Queen's high name, 

you are a plundering son 

Jack drew two pistols from his belt, 

he proudly waved them high 

I'll fight, but not surrender, 

said the wild colonial boy 

He fired a shot at Kelly, 

which brought him to the ground 

And turning round to Davis, 

he received a fatal wound 

A bullet pierced his proud young heart, 

from the pistol of Fitzroy 

And that was how they captured him, 

the wild colonial boy 

Farewell and adieu to you, Spanish Ladies,
Farewell and adieu to you, Spanish Ladies,

                                          
Farewell and adieu to you Ladies of Spain;  

                             
For we've received orders for to sail for old England,
                 
But we hope in a short while to see you again. 

Farewell and adieu unto you Spanish Ladies,                        
Farewell and adieu to you ladies of Spain;                                  
For it's we've received orders for to sail for old England,
But we hope very soon we shall see you again.

Chorus:  We'll rant and we'll roar like true British sailors,
               We'll rant and we'll roar across the salt seas,
               Until we strike soundings in the Channel of old England,
               From Ushant to Scilly is thirty-five leagues.

Then we hove our ship to the wind at sou'-west, my boys,
We hove our ship to our soundings for to see;
So we rounded and sounded, and got forty-five fathoms,
We squared our main yard, up channel steered we.


Chorus:

Now the first land we made it is called the Deadman,
Then Ram Head off Plymouth, Start, Portland and Wight;
We sailed by Beachy, by Fairlee and Dungeness,
Until we came abreast of the South Foreland Light.


Chorus:

Then the signal was made for the grand fleet for to anchor,
All in the downs that night for to meet;
Then it's stand by your stoppers, see clear your shank-painters,
Haul all your clew garnets, stick out tacks and sheets.


Chorus:

Now let every man toss off a full bumper,
And let every man toss off a full bowl;
And we'll drink and be merry and drown melancholy,
Singing, here's a good health to all true-hearted souls.


Chorus:
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


 DANNY BOY

Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling

From glen to glen and down the mountain side

The summer's gone and all the flowers are dying

'Tis you, 'tis you must go and I must bide

But come ye back when summer's in the meadow

Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow

And I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow

Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy I love you so

But if he come and all the roses dying

And I am dead, as dead I well may be

He'll come here and find the place where I am lying

And kneel and say an ava there for me

And I shall feel, oh soft you tread above me

And then my grave will richer, sweeter be

For you will bend and tell me that you love me

And I shall rest in peace until you come to me

Beat Me Daddy Eight To The Bar

In a little honky-tonky village in Texas

There's a guy who plays the best piano by far

He can play piano any way that you like it

But the way he likes to play is eight to the bar


When he plays, it's a ball


He's the daddy of them all

The people gather around when he gets on the stand


Then when he plays, he gets a hand


The rhythm he beats puts the cats in a trance


Nobody there bothers to dance


But when he jams with the bass and guitar


They holler out, "Beat me Daddy, eight to the bar"


A-plink, a-plank, a-plink plank, plink plank


A-plunkin' on the keys


A-riff, a-raff, a-riff raff, riff raff


A-riffin' out with ease

And when he jams with the bass and guitar


They holler out, "Beat me Daddy, eight to the bar"

He plays a boogie, he plays eight to the bar
A boogie-woogie, that is the way he likes to play on his piano
And we all know
That when he plays he puts them all in a trance
The cats all holler "Hooray"

You'll hear them say, "Beat me Daddy, eight to the bar"

The Army Song (i.e. As Those Caissons Keep Rolling Along)
March along, sing our song, 
with the Army of the free
And The Army Goes Rolling Along
Count the brave, count the true, 
who have fought to victory
And The Army Goes Rolling Along
Then it’s Hi! Hi! Hey!
The Army’s on its way.
We’re the Army and proud of our name
For where e’er we go,
You will always know
We’re the Army and proud of our name
We’re the Army and proudly proclaim

First to fight for the right,
And to build the Nation’s might,
And The Army Goes Rolling Along
Proud of all we have done,
Fighting till the battle’s won,
And the Army Goes Rolling Along. 

Then it’s Hi! Hi! Hey!
The Army’s on its way.
Count off the cadence loud and strong (TWO! THREE!)
For where e’er we go,
You will always know
That The Army Goes Rolling Along.

Valley Forge, Custer’s ranks,
San Juan Hill and Patton’s tanks,
And the Army went rolling along
Minute men, from the start,
Always fighting from the heart,
And the Army keeps rolling along.

Then it’s Hi! Hi! Hey!
The Army’s on its way.
Count off the cadence loud and strong (TWO! THREE!)
For where e’er we go,
You will always know
That The Army Goes Rolling Along.

Men in rags, men who froze,
Still that Army met its foes,
And the Army went rolling along.
Faith in God, then we’re right,
And we’ll fight with all our might,
As the Army keeps rolling along.

Then it’s Hi! Hi! Hey!
The Army’s on its way.
Count off the cadence loud and strong (TWO! THREE!)
For where e’er we go,
You will always know
That The Army Goes Rolling Along.

RE-ENLISTMENT BLUES  - - James Jones 

            

My hitch was up Monday, I ain't a dog soldier no more

I ain't a soldier no  more.

They gave me all that money, so much my pockets are sore,

My pockets are sore.

More dough than I can use,

Re-enlistment Blues.

Took my dough to town Tuesday, found me a big feather bed,
Found a big double bed,
I will find a job tomorrow, tonight I'll sleep like I'm dead,
Gonna sleep like I'm dead
And get up when I choose,
Re-enlistment Blues.

Well I hit the bars Wednesday, made me some friends of my own,
Lot a friends of my own.
Found a pretty baby, She wouldn't leave me alone,
Wouldn't leave me alone.
She kept my buyin' booze,
Re-enlistment Blues.

Went back around Thursday, asked for a free glass of beer
I said gimme one little beer.
But that gal forgot to know me, she just said no credit here.
No credit here.
oohh did I give her a bruise,
Re-enlistment Blues.

That jail was cold Saturday, just like the people in town,
All the people in town.
They ain't got time to know you, just time to pull you way down,
They'll pull you way down.
Just one thing left to choose.

Short timers let me tell you, don't get thrown in the can,
Don't get thrown in the can.
You might as well be dead, or be a 30-year man,
Be a 30-year man.
They always seem to loose,
Re-enlistment Blues

Recruitment crews give me the blues,
Re-enlisment Blues.

THERE'S A STAR SPANGLED BANNER WAVING SOMEWHERE

There's a star spangled banner waving somewhere

In a distant land so many miles away


Only Uncle Sam's great heroes get to go there


Where I wish that I could also live some day

I'd see Lincoln, Custer, Washington and Perry,


Nathan Hale and Colin Kelly, too

There's a star spangled banner waving somewhere


Waving o'er the land of heroes brave and true.


In this war with it's mad schemes of distruction


Of our country fair and our sweet liberty


By the mad dictators, leaders of corruption


Can't the U.S. use a mountain boy like me?

God gave me the right to be a free American


 And for that precious right I'd gladly die


 
There's a star spangled banner waving somewhere


 That is where I want to live when I die



 'Though I realize I'm crippled that is true, sir


 Please don't judge my courage by my twisted leg.


 Let me show my Uncle Sam what I can do, sir.


 Let me help to bring the Axis down a peg.


 If I do some great deed, I will be a hero


 And a hero brave is what I want to be.

There's a star spangled banner waving somewhere
       
In that heaven there should be a place for me.

Panzerlied
Ob's stürmt oder schneit,


ob die Sonne uns lacht,


Der Tag glühend heiß,


oder eiskalt die Nacht.


Be staubt sind die Gesichter,


doch froh ist unser Sinn,


Ja unser Sinn
                                          
Es braust unser Panzer im Sturmwind da hin.
	
	Whether it storms or snows 
Whether the sun shines upon us 
The day burning hot 
Or the night freezing cold 
Dusty are our faces 
But happy we are at heart 
We're at heart 
Our tank roars ahead 
Along with the storm wind 




You Are My Sunshine  Jimmie Davis

The other night dear as I lay sleeping

I dreamed I held you in my arms

But when I woke dear I was mistaken

And I hung my head and I cried

 

Chorus:  

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine

You make me happy when skies are gray

You'll never know dear, how much I love you

Please don't take my sunshine away

 

I'll always love you and make you happy

If you will only say the same

But if you leave me and love another

You'll regret it all some day

 

Chorus
You told me once dear you really loved me

And no one could come between

But now you've left me to love another

You have shattered all of my dreams

 

Chorus

In all my dreams you seem to leave me

When I awake my poor heart pains

So won't you come back and make me happy

I'll forgive dear I'll take all the blame

The other night, dear

As I lay sleeping

I dreamed I held you in my arms.

When I awoke, dear

I was mistaken

And I hung my head and cried;

CHORUS:

You are my sunshine

My only sunshine

You make me happy

When skies are grey

You'll never know dear

How much I love you

Please don't take my sunshine away.

I'll always love you

And make you happy

If you will only say the same

But if you leave me

To love another

You'll regret it all some day;

CHORUS

You told me once, dear

You really loved me

And no one else could come between

But now you've left me

And love another

You have shattered all my dreams;

CHORUS

Louisiana my Louisiana

the place where I was borne.

White fields of cotton

-- green fields clover,

the best fishing

and long tall corn;

CHORUS

Crawfish gumbo and jambalaya

the biggest shrimp and sugar cane,

the finest oysters

and sweet strawberries

from Toledo Bend to New Orleans;

CHORUS

MINNIE THE MOOCHER by Cab Calloway

Folks, now here's the story 'bout Minnie the Moocher,

She was a red-hot hootchie-cootcher,

She was the roughest, toughest frail,

But Minnie had a heart as big as a whale.

[Call and response scat chorus differs every time.]

Hi-de-hi-de-hi-di-hi! (Chorus repeats line)

Ho-de-ho-de-ho-de-ho! (Chorus repeats line)

He-de-he-de-he-de-he! (Chorus repeats line)

Ay-ee-ay-ee-ay---|ee-aye!

She messed around with a bloke named Smoky,

She loved him though he was cokie,

He took her down to Chinatown,

And he showed her how to kick the gong around.

She had a dream about the King of Sweden,

He gave her things that she was needin',

He gave her a home built of gold and steel,

A diamond car with a platinum wheel.

He gave her his townhouse and his racing horses,

Each meal she ate was a dozen courses;

She had a million dollars worth of nickels and dimes,

She sat around and counted them all a million times.

Poor Min, poor Min, poor Min.
TITLE: Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy
He was a famous trumpet man from old Chicago way

He had a boogie style that no one else could play

He was the top man at his craft

But then his number came up and he was gone with the draft

He's in the army now, a-blowin' reveille

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

They made him blow a bugle for his Uncle Sam

It really brought him down, because he couldn't jam

The Captain seemed to understand

Because the next day the Cap' went out and drafted a band

And now the company jumps when he plays reveille

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

A-toot a-toot, a-toot diddle-ee-ada-toot

He blows it eight to the bar - in boogie rhythm

He can't blow a note unless the bass and guitar

Is playin' with 'im

He makes the company jump when he plays reveille

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

He was the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

And when he plays boogie-woogie bugle

He's as busy as a bzz bee

And when he plays he makes the company jump eight to the bar

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

Toot toot toot, toot diddle-ee-ada-toot-diddle-ee-ada, toot toot

He blows it eight to the bar

He can't blow a note

If the bass and guitar isn't with 'im

A-and the company jumps when he plays reveille

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

He puts the boys to sleep with boogie every night

And wakes them up the same way in the early bright

They clap their hands and stamp their feet

Because they know how he plays

When someone gives him a beat

He really breaks it up when he plays reveille

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

Da-da, da-do-da-da.  Da-da, da-do-da-da. Da-da, da-do-da-da

Da-da, da-do-da  A-and the company jumps when he plays reveille 

He's the boogie-woogie bugle boy of Company B

Ring Of Fire - June Carter, Merle Kilgore
 

Love Is A Burning Thing


And It Makes A Firery Ring

Bound By Wild Desire


I Fell Into A Ring Of Fire

CHORUS:
I Fell Into A Burning Ring Of Fire
       
I Went Down, Down, Down
       
And The Flames Went Higher

And It Burns, Burns, Burns
    
The Ring Of Fire
    
The Ring Of Fire

Repeat INTRO Twice


Repeat CHORUS



The Taste Of Love Is Sweet

When Hearts Like Ours Meet

I Fell For You Like A Child
   
Ohh, But The Fire Went Wild

Repeat CHORUS (2X)


ENDING (Fades)

And It Burns, Burns, Burns

The Ring Of Fire

The Ring Of Fire (fade 2X more)
"A Boy Named Sue"



My daddy left home when I was three 
And he didn't leave much to ma and me 
Just this old guitar and an empty bottle of booze. 
Now, I don't blame him cause he run and hid 
But the meanest thing that he ever did 
Was before he left, he went and named me "Sue." 

Well, he must o' thought that is quite a joke 
And it got a lot of laughs from a' lots of folk, 
It seems I had to fight my whole life through. 
Some gal would giggle and I'd get red 
And some guy'd laugh and I'd bust his head, 
I tell ya, life ain't easy for a boy named "Sue." 

Well, I grew up quick and I grew up mean, 
My fist got hard and my wits got keen, 
I'd roam from town to town to hide my shame. 
But I made a vow to the moon and stars 
That I'd search the honky-tonks and bars 
And kill that man who gave me that awful name. 

Well, it was Gatlinburg in mid-July 
And I just hit town and my throat was dry, 
I thought I'd stop and have myself a brew. 
At an old saloon on a street of mud, 
There at a table, dealing stud, 
Sat the dirty, mangy dog that named me "Sue." 

Well, I knew that snake was my own sweet dad 
From a worn-out picture that my mother'd had, 
And I knew that scar on his cheek and his evil eye. 
He was big and bent and gray and old, 
And I looked at him and my blood ran cold 
And I said: "My name is 'Sue!' How do you do! 
Now your gonna die!!" 

Well, I hit him hard right between the eyes 
And he went down, but to my surprise, 
He come up with a knife & cut off a piece of my ear. 
But I busted a chair right across his teeth 
And we crashed through the wall and into the street 
Kickin and a gouging in the mud & the blood & the beer. 

I tell ya, I've fought tougher men 
But I really can't remember when, 
He kicked like a mule and he bit like a crocodile. 
I heard him laugh and then I heard him cuss, 
He went for his gun and I pulled mine first, 
He stood there lookin' at me and I saw him smile. 

And he said: "Son, this world is rough 
And if a man's gonna make it, he's gotta be tough 
And I knew I wouldn't be there to help ya along. 
So I give ya that name and I said goodbye 
I knew you'd have to get tough or die 
And it's the name that helped to make you strong." 

He said: "Now you just fought one hell of a fight 
And I know you hate me, and you got the right 
To kill me now, and I wouldn't blame you if you do. 
But ya ought to thank me, before I die, 
For the gravel in ya guts and the spit in ya eye 
Cause I'm the son-of-a-bitch that named you "Sue.'" 

I got all choked up and I threw down my gun 
And I called him my pa, and he called me his son, 
And I came away with a different point of view. 
And I think about him, now and then, 
Every time I try and every time I win, 
And if I ever have a son, I think I'm gonna name him 
Bill or George! Anything but Sue! I still hate that name!

RINGO

He lay face down in the desert sand
Clutching his six-gun in his hand
Shot from behind, I thought he was dead
But under his heart was an ounce of lead
But a spark still burned so I used my knife
And late that night I saved the life of Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo . . .)

I nursed him till the danger passed
The days went by, he mended fast
Then from dawn till setting sun
He practiced with that deadly gun
And hour on hour I watched in awe
No human being could match the draw of Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

One day we rode the mountain crest
And I went east and he went west
I took to law and wore a star
While he spread terror near and far
With lead and blood he gained such fame
All throught the West they feared the name of Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

I knew someday I'd face the test
Which one of us would be the best
And sure enough the word came down
That he was holed up in the town
I left the posse out in the street
And I went in alone to meet Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

They said my speed was next to none
But my lightning draw had just begun
When I heard a blast that stung my wrist
The gun went flying from my fist
And I was looking down the bore
Of the deadly .44 of Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

They say that was the only time
That anyone had seen him smile
He slowly lowered his gun and then
He said to me "We're even, friend"
And so at last I understood
That there was still a spark of good in Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

I blocked the path of his retreat
He turned and stepped into the street
A dozen guns spit fire and lead
A moment later, he lay dead
The town began to shout and cheer
Nowhere was there shed a tear for Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )

The story spread throughout the land
That I had beaten Ringo's hand
And it was just the years, they say
That made me put my guns away
But on his grave they can't explain
The tarnished star above the name of Ringo

(Ringo... Ringo... )
(Ringo... Ringo... )
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