THE DAYS OF ' 49
sung by Logan English

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
I'"M OLD TOM MOORE FROM THE BUMVER S SHORE, IN THE GOOD OLD GOLDEN DAYS
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
THEY CALL ME A BUMVER AND A G N-SOT TOO, BUT WHAT CARE | FOR PRAI SE
Am - C Am
I WANDER AROUND FROM TOWN TO TOWN, JUST LI KE A ROVI NG SI GN
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
AND THE PEOPLE ALL SAY THERE GOES TOM MOORE OF THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE
Am - C Am
IN THE DAYS OF OLD, I N THE DAYS OF GOLD, HOW OFT-TI MES | REPI NE
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
FOR THE DAYS OF OLD WHEN WE DUG UP THE GOLD I N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
MY COMRADES, THEY ALL LOVED ME WELL, A JOLLY SAUCY CREW
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
A FEWHARD CASES | WLL ADM T, THOUGH THEY WERE BRAVE AND TRUE
Am - C
VWHATEVER THE PI TCH THEY WOULD NEVER FLI NCH,
Am
THEY WOULD NEVER FRET NOR WHI NE,
Am - G Am - Em - Am

LI KE THE GOOD OLD BRI CKS THEY STOOD THE KI CKS I N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
THERE WAS OLD LAME JESS, A HARD OLD CUSS, WHO NEVER DI D REPENT
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
HE NEVER WAS KNOAN TO M SS A DRI NK NOR TO EVER SPEND A CENT
Am - C Am
BUT OLD LAME JESS, LIKE ALL THE REST, TO DEATH HE DI D RESI GN
Am - G Am - E7 - Am

AND I N H'S BLOOM VEENT UP THE FLUME I N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
THERE WAS POKER Bl LL, ONE OF THE BOYS, WHO WAS ALWAYS I N FOR A GAME
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
VWHETHER HE LOST OR WHETHER HE WON, TO HMIT WAS ALL THE SAME

Am - C Am
HE WOULD ANTE UP AND DRAW HI S CARDS, HE WOULD GO YOU A HATFUL BLI ND

Am - G Am - E7 - Am

IN THE GAME W TH DEATH BI LL LOST HI' S BREATH I N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
THERE WAS NEW YORK JAKE THE BUTCHER BOY, HE WAS ALWAYS GETTI NG Tl GHT
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
AND EVERY TI ME THAT HE' D GET FULL HE WAS SPO LI NG FOR A FI GHT
Am - C Am
BUT JAKE RAMPAGED AGAINST A KNI FE | N THE HANDS OF OLD BOB STEIN
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
AND OVER JAKE THEY HELD A WAKE | N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
THERE WAS RAGSHAG Bl LL FROM BUFFALO | NEVER W LL FORGET



Am - G
HE WOULD ROAR ALL DAY AND HE' D ROAR ALL NI GHT
Am - E7 - Am

AND | GUESS HE' S ROARI NG YET

Am - C Am
ONE NI GHT HE FELL IN A PROSPECT HOLE I N A ROARI NG BAD DESI GN

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
AND I N THAT HOLE HE ROARED OUT HI'S SOUL IN THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE

Am - G Am - E7 - Am
OF ALL THE COMRADES THAT |'VE HAD, THERE'S NONE THAT'S LEFT TO BOAST
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
AND |'M LEFT ALONE N MY M SERY LI KE SOVE POOR WANDERI NG GHOST
Am C Am
AND AS | PASS FROM TOWN TO TOWN THEY CALL ME THE RAMBLI NG SI GN
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
"THERE GOES TOM MOORE, A BUMVER SHORE, OF THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE."
Am - C Am
IN THE DAYS OF OLD, I N THE DAYS OF GOLD, HOW OFT-TI MES | REPI NE
Am - G Am - E7 - Am
FOR THE DAYS OF OLD WHEN WE DUG UP THE GOLD I N THE DAYS OF FORTY NI NE
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