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 met her on the mountain
There I took her life

Met her on the mountain
Stabbed her with my knife

This time tomorrow
Reckon where I'll be
Hadn't a-been for Grayson
I'd a-been in Tennessee

This time tomorrow

Reckon where I'll be

Down in some lonesome valley
Hangin' from a white oak tree

Hiaba sirsz, Tom Dooley,
Hiaba minden mar!
Hiaba sirsz, Tom Dooley,
Mar rad a halal var!

Ott fenn a hegyen
jott énfelém,

Ott fenn a hegyen
szivébe doftem a kést.
Hiaba sirsz, ...

Ha nem lett volna mindez
most nem tilnék lancban itt,
Es holnap, ha felkel a nap

meglatnam szép Tennessee-t.

Hiaba sirsz, ..

US trad.
C G7
)
2% K— = " T 7 3
95 ) = oo \ \ = s :
v & v v T v
Hang down your head, Tom Doo-ley Hangdown  your head and cry
C
)
)’ A A f )
V .t N | - \ I N f f Y 2
@ \ | o N | ©
J S = e - oo v e &
A v * -
Hang down your head, Tom Doo-ley poor boy, you'rebound to die
G7
o)
# " N f — " T 7 3
| 1Y | | | [
o O = - - oo T = - .
v @ v v v v ®
I met her on the mountain and there I took her life
C
0
17 A A f A
N f N | - \ | N f f Y 2
[ £anY | 1Y | IAY | 1Y | | *
kB e S e =
v T v * -
I met her on the montain and stabbed  her with my knife.



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

You met her on the mountain
There you took her life

Met her on the mountain
Stabbed her with yout knife

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley ...

You took her by the roadside
where you begged to be excused,
You took her by the roadside
and there you hig her shoes.

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley ...

You took her on the hillside,
to make this girl your wife,
You took her on the hillside,
and there you took her life.

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley ...

You dug a grave four feet long,
you dug it three feet deep,

and threw the cold clay o'er her
and tramped it with your feet.

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley ...

This time will come tomorrow
Reckon where you'll be

in some lonesome valley
hanging from a white oak tree.



