
Handsome Molly / Blue Ridge Mountain Blues – Trad. / Cliff Hess; (medly) 

 

1                                                                      5 

I wish was in London, or some other seaport town 

      5                                                 1 

I’d step my foot in a steamboat and sail the ocean round 

           1                                                                          5 

While sailing round the ocean, while sailing round the sea 

     5                                                1 

I'd think of handsome Molly wherever she may be 

------------- 

When saw ‘er in church on Sunday, and she passed me on by 

I knew her mind was changing by the rovin of her eye 

 

Her hair as black as a raven’s, her eyes were black as coal 

Her teeth shown like lilies out in the morning cold 

------------- 

Do you remember Molly, when you give me your right hand 

And you said if you ever married that I would be your man 

 

Now you've broke your promise, go marry whom you please 

And now my heart is broken while you’re going at your ease 

 

 

1                                              5                                              1 

When I was young and in my prime, I left my home in Caroline. 

1                                  5                                                1 

Now all I do is sit and pine, for all those folks I left behind. 

              1                                  5                                           1 

I got the Blue Ridge mountain blues, and I sat right here to say, 

1                                                        4    

My grip is packed to travel, and I'm back to ramble, 

           5                        1 

To my Blue Ridge far away. 

------------- 

I'm goin' to stay right by my Pa, I'm going to do right by my Ma, 

I'm gonna hang around the cabin door, with no work or worry anymore. 

I got the Blue Ridge mountain blues, going to see my old oak tree, 

Going to hunt the possum where the corn cob blossom, 

In my Blue Ridge far away. 

------------- 

I see a haze of snowy white, I see a window with soft light, 

I seem to hear them both sigh, where is my wandering boy tonight? 

I got the Blue Ridge mountain blues, and I stay right here to say, 

Every day I'm counting  until I climb that mountain, 

In my Blue Ridge far away. 


