Like an old ford (viamine. 2009

My father was not a jokey
But he shure taught me how to ride
| said, My father was not a jokey
But he shure taught me how to ride
He said first in the middle
And you sway from side to side
My father was not a jokey
But he shure taught me how to ride
He was born im Tennessee
And was trading with a Cherokee
My father used to have a friend
Who lived up on a hill
| said my father used to have a friend
Who lived up on a hill
But he was tired and tired
‘cause he worked at the Chicago mill
My father used to have a friend
Who lived up on a hill
He was like a new Cadillac
Now he’s like an old Ford
He never brought me a penny
Because he never had money
| said, he never brought me a penny
Because he never had money
Day after day my father told me:
| don’t want you to be a slave
He never brought me a penny
Because he never had money
He wouldn’like to work all day
That’s why he had no pay



