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Her hair is all gray, her face lined with age

From the present to the past, her mind it does fade

She sees life through the eyes of a girl

The daughter of a princess, in the indian world

Irene…where do you go?

When you get that faraway look, are you looking for Joe?

Life in the homeland, wasn’t always good

But you made the best of everything, you did what you could

And looked forward to the pow-wows , when the times come

And lose all your troubles, in the sound of the drums

Irene…where do you go?

When you get that lonesome, faraway look, are you looking for Joe?

When he moved on, they took you away

From New Jersey to Nashville, anywhere you’d stay

But you’ll always return to the house with the oak

Back to Oklahoma, and the tribe of the Oto

Irene…where do you go?

When you get that faraway look, are you looking for Joe?

Irene…where do yo go?

When you get that lonesome, faraway look…

…are you looking for Joe?

