Blue Springs Boys
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Well I guess I get my music

From my mama’s family

She always picked the guitar

And sang that harmony

When she was little

There was always one around

Though she don’t pick these days

She can still make it sound  

…make it sound

Grandma liked to thumbpick

She tuned in vassapoo

Those open chords sure sound good

When you know how to play the blues

And grandaddy fiddled around

In barns on Saturday night

They’d dance and sing till the cows came home

It made everything all right

And them Blue Springs Boys

Sure are sounding good tonight

They don’t really care

If what they’re playing is just right

Cause they do it for the feelin’

And they do it from the sound

They know they’ll be in the fields

When morning comes around…

…come on down

Frank never lost the rhythm

He just let it go

You can see the feelin’ there

When he picks up his bow

He put food on the table

By farming and cutting hair

But when they tune up later on

He’ll have his fiddle there

…he’s a  fiddle boy…

And Lou was the leader

When he played his guitar

But when he left for the Opry

They never thought he’d get that far

So now they remember

When they used to pick and sing

On the front porch on Sunday

You could hear the country swing

And them Blue Springs Boys

Sure are sounding good tonight

They don’t really care

If what they’re playing is just right

Cause they do it for the feeling

And they do it from the sound

They know they’ll be in the fields

When morning comes around…

… come on down

Now I write a few songs

And I try on the mandolin

Hopin’ someday later on

Maybe I can join in

I get out my guitar

The one with all the scars

When my pickin’ friends join in with me

We are country stars

And them Blue Springs Boys

Sure are sounding good tonight

They don’t really care

If what they’re playing is just right

Cause we do it for the feeling

We do it from the sound

We know we’ll be in the fields

When morning comes around…

…come on down


