The Song Song
When I first came to these mountains, well I didn’t know a thing
About those bluegrass songs or instruments, but I knew how to sing

I had my Irish fiddle with me and my folk guitar

And I started learning bluegrass and I hoped that I’d go far

Roll on buddy, take this hammer, barefoot Nellie, big spike hammer

Golden slipper, down the road, that good ol’ mountain dew

Cabin in the Caroline and Cindy in the summertime

Sitting on top of the world

Wildwood flower, mule to ride, bile dem cabbage down

Well I started learning 5-string, but I didn’t know a thing,

About the Earl Scruggs way of playing or Don Reno single string,

I practiced and I practiced, getting better every day,

And you’ve got to stick right at it when it’s bluegrass that you play,

Banjo signal, banjo boogie, dear ol’ Dixie, little Lulie

Foggy Mountain breakdown and the cattle in the cane

Dueling banjos, Dixie breakdown, roving gambler, Sourwood Mountain

Roll in my sweet babies arms

Leather britches, Cripple Creek, turkey in the straw

Well I happen to be married but I find it such a bind

Just to keep from being taken by those bluegrass gals of mine

They’re so many and so varied try a different one each day

But I guess it isn’t cheatin’ when it’s bluegrass that you play

Little Sadie, Little birde, Little Maggie looks so purty

Angeline the Baker, rockabye my Saro Jane

Katie Daley, handsome Mollie, Ragtime Annie, pretty Polly, 

Sadie’s got her new dress on

Black-eyed Susie, Liza Jane, Sally is a goodin.

