
















2 As he left the Coaldale junction 
On the head end of his train, 
Thinking not of unseen dangers, 
Frosty nights or drenchin' rain. 

3 Perhaps his thoughts were of his 
sweetheart 

And on some earthly paradise, 
When his car gave indications 
That it was riding on the ties. 

4 Then he got to safety, 
To make successful land, 

He has no home and has no 
place to fill. 

As you see him pass along, 
And he sings his little song, 
Please remember that the 

poor tramp has to live. 

2 My health broke down out on the 
track 

With heavy loads upon my back, 
Now I have to make my way the best 

I can. 

Then there comes that old, old story, 
One misstep or slip of hand. 

We never know when we are young 
What may be our fatal doom, 
These words is from a broke down 

section hand. 
5 Far from darkness came destruction, 

And the truth we'll never know, CHORUS: 
Of the feelin's of that train crew 
Up there on the C. and O. 

6 Q.lick the angel cock was opened, 
But, alas, it came too late, 
Jerry's soul had departed 
Through that far off golden gate. 

7 Then we see the tool car passing 
With the boom a-swinging low 
As if it was mournin' for Jerry 
Up there on the C. and O. 

8 Jerry, we miss you and we wonder 
If you see the C. and O. 
And your friends that are still 

mournin' for you 
Where the Marrowbone waters 

flow. 

9 Jerry, we hope you're among the 
angels 

Way up there above the stars, 
Where there'll be no more worry, 
Ridin' heavy trains or cars. 

10 Now you're sleeping, gently 
sleeping, 

Where the Big Sandy breezes blOW, 
But your memory's still with us 
Up and down the C. and O. 

11 And it's just another story, 
While friends sometimes must 

part, 
While your soul has gone to Glory, 
There remains a broken heart. 

SIDE B, BAND 5 

RAILROAD TRAMP: 

The best I remember I learned that 
off a phonograph record. I can't re­
member the person who recorded it 
but it was accompanied by a guitar, if 
I remember right. I never heard no­
body play it on a banjo •.. I been a­
playing it on banjo about thirty to 
thirty-five years. 

BanjO tuning-GCGBD 

1 I'm a poor old railroad man, 
Just an L. and N. section hand, 
And the weight is slowly creeping 

on the way. 
Now hard times is coming on, 
And my last gold dollar is gone, 
And this song is what I learned to 

Sing and play. 

CHORUS: Of times you see the path 
Of a poor misfortune tramp. 

3 Yes, my health is broken down, 
As I tramp from town to town, 
Sing and play, take whatever you 

may give. 
While I try to play and Sing, 
Just divide your little change, 
And remember that the poor tramp 

has to live. 

CHORUS: 

SIDE B, BAND 6 

POOR BOY IN JAIL 

"Well that's a song, some poetry that 
I picked up. I don't know where I got that 
at. But the words of it, I liked it, and 
I jUst. .. put the tune to the song and 
fixed it up and arranged it myself. I 
just composed (the tune) •.. made it my­
self what would go with the song. The 
sound seemed to fit in with the poetry 
and with the words ... I never heard no­
body else play it like I did ... cause I'm 
the one who put the tune to it the way 
it is. " 
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1 Oh, my mama's in the cold, cold 
ground, 

My daddy, he went away. 
My sister married a gamblin' man, 
And now I'm gone astray. 

2 I sit here in this old jail, 
And I do the best I can, 
Get to thinking about the woman I 

loved, 
She ran away with another man. 

3 She ran away with another man, 
poor boy, 

She ran away with another man, 
Get to thinking about the woman I 

loved, 
She ran away with another man. 

4 I went out on the prairie, 
And I stopped the Katy train, 
Took a bag of mail from standing 

there, * 
And I walked away in the rain. 

5 They got the bloodhounds on me, 
And they run me up a tree. 
Said, "Come down from there, my 

boy, 
And go to the penitentiary. " 

6 I said, "Mister judge, Mister judge, 
What you goin' to do to me?" 
Said, "If the jury finds you guilty, 
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my boy, 
I'm gOin' to send you to the 

penitentiary. " 

7 They took me to the railroad station, 
A train come rollin' by. 
I looked in the window, saw the 

woman I loved, 
And I hung my head and cried. 

8 I hung my head in shame, poor boy, 
I hung my head and cried. 
I looked in the window, saw the 

woman I loved, 
And I hung my head and cried. 

* Dock says it should have been 

Took a bag of mail from the baggage 
coach, 

SIDE B, BAND 7 

BROTHER JIM GOT SHOT 

"A family came into this country 
when I was just a little boy, I'll say it's 
been about fifty five years ago-it may 
have been fifty eight years ago-I was 
very s mall •.. and this here Lineback 
Family had a boy and a girl •.. I believe 
one of them played a bass fiddle ... The 
father, old man Lineback himself, 
picked a guitar and a banjO and he 
played fiddle and his wife, why she 
played the guitar, the best I remember. 
And (that was the) first time ever I 
seen anybody where they put their arms 
around each other's neck, one note the 
other's guitar and the other note the 
banjO and one picked the guitar and the 
other picked the banjO ... And he played 
this here 'Hard Luck' or 'Brother Jim 
Got Shot'. He played that ,Piece in a 
school at Sutherland, Virgmia, .. It's 
long since been worked out. There's 
no post offices or no houses up there 
now. There used to be I guess five 
hundred or maybe a thousand houses 
up there. There's not over two or 
three a-standing anymore. These 
people came up there whenever it was 
a-booming. 

"There's two or three nights I know 
they stayed up there .•• and several of 
those old songs ••• I didn't get all the 
words of the song when I could have 
got it, cause they was a-selling bal­
lots, if I'd had the ten cents or a 
quarter to give ••. Seemed to me like 
they had a book, the Lineback Family 
Songbook. I won't say for sure, but 
they had songs and had pictures ..• and 
I memorized the words to most of that 
song from hearing at that time .• • That's 
the only tune I remember that they 
played .•• " 

*See Folkways record FN 5458, An 
Interview with Dock Boggs Side B, 
Band 4. 
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1 Me and my brother Jim went to a 
restaurant one night, 

Through some other parties we got 
into a fight. 

Shot all the way through me, they 
killed my brother Jim, 

Hard luck, hard luck, they placed 
me on the spot. 



CHORUS 1: Jury said it wasn't me, 
my brother Jim got shot. 

Jury said it wasn't me, 
my brother Jim got shot. 

2 Well, my wife had a mouth big enough 
for both. 

She got frightened in her sleep one 
night, and a mouse ran down her 
throat. 

CHORUS 2: Hard luck, hard luck, they 
placed me on the spot. 

Jury said it wasn't me, 
my brother Jim got shot. 

3 Got me a cat and a piece of cheese, 
and I placed it on her chin. 

My wife got frightened in her sleep 
one night, took rat, cat, cheese 
and all in. 

SPOKEN: Wasn't that an awful dose? 

Here's how Dock did it on Brunswick 133 

HARD LUCK BLUES 

1 Me and my brother Jim went into a 
restaurant one night. 

Through some other party we got 
into a fight. 

2 Shot all the way through me, they 
killed my brother Jim. 

Shot all the way through me, they 
killed my brother Jim. 

CHORUS: Hard luck, hard luck, they 
placed me on the spot, 

Jury said it wasn't me, my 
brother Jim got shot. 

3 Well, my wife, she had a mouth big 
enough for both. 

She got frightened in her sleep one 
night, and a mouse ran down her 
throat. 

CHORUS: 

4 Got me a cat and a piece of cheese 
and placed it on her chin. 

My wife got frightened in her sleep 
one night, took rat, cat, cheese 
and all in. 

CHORUS: 

Here's the version John McGhee did on 
Gennett 6546. 

HARD LUCK JIM 

* 1 "Jfimp right in the swim, " I've 
eard the people say. 

* 

No matter what they say or do things 
are bound to come their way, 

But I am of a different sort, I go lie 
on the shelf, 

I've thought the matter over, and 
I'm a Jonah to myself. 

Hard luck, dead hard luck, a man 
to me once said 

That he was pretty certain I had 
brake wheels in my head. 

I'm not sure about Jump, my record 
has a dig there. 

2 Well, I went into a restaurant just 
a week 'ago tonight. 

My brother Jim was with me, and 
we got into a fight. 

Well a waiter pulled out a great big 
"'U.s.A.~U' 

gun, I stepped in front of him, 
And the bullet went right straight 

through me and killed my brother 
Jim. 

Hard luck, dead hard luck, they 
hung me on the spot. 

I play in but still the way I play it is 
the original way that I heard it played 
back fifty five, sixty years ago. 

The jury said it was through me my , 1 
brother Jim got shot. 
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John Henry was a little baby 
Sitting on his daddy's knee. 

3 I've got another brother, and the 
people call him Jake. 

He fell into a coal hole, it was just 
the other day. 

Well, he got five thousand damages 
just to walk a little lame. 

I saw a coal hole open and I tried 
that same old game, 

But hard luck, dead hard luck, when 
I fell in that hole, 

Instead of getting damages, six 
months for stealin' coal. 

4 My wife has got a great big mouth, 
it's big enough for both. 

Well, the other day she fell asleep, 
and a rat ran down her throat. 

I went and got a piece of cheese, 
then I got a cat. 

I put the cheese upon her tongue 
and waited for that rat, 

But hard luck, dead hard luck, 
when the rat he left his stall, 

Well, the cat she jumped and my 
wife swallowed rat, cat, cheese 
and all. 

SIDE B, BAND 8 

JOHN HENRY 

"Well, now I'd have to give credit 
to many of a different people about that 
because back whenever I first learned 
some of the words of John Henry .•. 
there wasn't but a few white men 
around through this country that picked 
a guitar. There's several that played 
a banjo but it was colored people-there 
was a negro used to walk from Dor­
chester to Sutherland and on weekends 
he'd take his guitar and be walking up 
the track-there's about three miles 
from Dorchester to Sutherland-and ... I 
lived in what they called Needmore 
above Dorchester-I'd get out and follow 
him ..• They called him 'Go Lightning'­
and he was very nice and kind and I'd 
beg him-I was just a little boy-cause 

Cried, "The Big Bend Tunnel on the 
C. and O. road, 

It's a-goin' to be the death of me, 
It's a-goin' to be the death of me. " 

2 John Henry put a hole up in the rock, 
One down in the side. 
Oh, the rock was so tall, John 

Henry was so small, 
He laid down his hammer, and he 

cried, 
He laid down his hammer, and he 

cried. 

3 Oh, the people heard a mighty 
rumblin', 

Thought the tunnel might be fallin' 
in. 

John Henry said, "It's nothin' in 
the world 

But my steel hammer hossin' in 
the wind, 

But my steel hammer hossin' in 
the wind. " 

4 John Henry said to his shaker, 
"Boy, you'd better pray, 
If ever I miss this six foot of steel, 
Tomorrow'll be your burying day, 
Tomorrow'll be your burying day. " 

5 John Henry had a little woman, 
Her name was Julie Ann. 
He hugged her, he kissed her before 

he died. 
Says, "Oh, Julie, do the best you 

can, can, 
Oh Julie, do the best you can. " 

Miscellaneous 

Occasionally Dock's voice wavers 
almost like a "volume" vibratto such 
as in Mixed Blues, Jerry Damron, 
Papa, Build Me a Boat. This is a part 
of the style of some old time singers 
and is an expression of emotion. As he 
says, "sometimes I get tears in my 
voice. " 

music always thrilled me when I was a Song notes are from interviews with 
boy-seemed like I just could hear a Dock Boggs. 
piece, a sad piece or a lonesome piece, 
why it thrilled me from the top of my ***** 
head to the sole of my feet-I'd walk This album was recorded June 3, 4, 
along after him-I didn't have no nickels and 5 1964, at his Sister's, Laura 
or dimes to give him, or quarters or Hunsucker's house on Guest's River 
anything-of course he picked and he'd near Wise, Virginia. 
take up collection or lot of the time ******** 
people give him money to play. But I'd Nagra m BH recorder and D - 24 
beg him set down on the end of the ties- microphone were kindly loaned for 
I'd follow him plumb from Needmore ... these recordings by Newport Folk 
to Sutherland a lot of time to get to hear Foundation. A copy Nagra was made 
him to play 2 or 3 or 4 pieces-and a lot available by Peter Siegel. 
of times I'd hear him play 'John Henry'. • ********, 
• I learned some of the words from him Text transcriptions by Willard 
and ••• in learning songs and so on I Johnson, so that he won't correct them 
heard others play it. like poor old after printing. 
Clintwood Johnson, I called him ---*****---
'Dogwood' or 'Hotfoot' Johnson ... Then Guitar accompaniment by Mike Seeger. 
I've heard some others play it on a 
banjo. I just don't remember who, 
but they played it in the old-fashioned 
key like I play it. .. I've heard it play­
ed and sung in a different key than what 
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******** Photos, clippings, and ballot 
courtesy Dock Boggs unless otherwise 
noted. 

******** Cover photos by 'Mike Seeger 
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