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A Boy Named Sue 
Johnny Cash 

Well my daddy left home when I was three  
And he didn't leave much to ma and me  
Just this old guitar and an empty bottle of booze.  
Now, I don't blame him cause he run and hid  
But the meanest thing that he ever did  
Was before he left, he went and named me "Sue."  
 
Well, he must o' thought that is quite a joke  
And it got a lot of laughs from a' lots of folk,  
It seems I had to fight my whole life through.  
Some gal would giggle and I'd get red  
And some guy'd laugh and I'd bust his head,  
I tell ya, life ain't easy for a boy named "Sue."  
 
Well, I grew up quick and I grew up mean,  
My fist got hard and my wits got keen,  
Roam from town to town to hide my shame.  
But I made me a vow to the moon and stars  
That I'd search the honky-tonks and bars  
And kill that man who gave me that awful name.  
 
Well, it was Gatlinburg in mid-July  
And I just hit town and my throat was dry,  
I thought I'd stop and have myself a brew.  
At an old saloon on a street of mud,  
There at a table, dealing stud,  
Sat the dirty, mangy dog that named me "Sue."  
 
Well, I knew that snake was my own sweet dad  
From a worn-out picture that my mother'd had,  
And I knew that scar on his cheek and his evil eye.  
He was big and bent and gray and old,  
And I looked at him and my blood ran cold  
And I said: "My name is 'Sue!' How do you do!  
Now you gonna die!!"  
Yeah that's what I told him  
 
 
 



Well, I hit him hard right between the eyes  
And he went down, but to my surprise,  
He come up with a knife and cut off a piece of my ear.  
But I busted a chair right across his teeth  
And we crashed through the wall and into the street  
Kicking and a' gouging in the mud and the blood and the beer.  
 
I tell ya, I've fought tougher men  
But I really can't remember when,  
He kicked like a mule and he bit like a crocodile.  
I heard him laugh and then I heard him cuss,  
He went for his gun and I pulled mine first,  
He stood there lookin' at me and I saw him smile.  
 
And he said: "Son, this world is rough  
And if a man's gonna make it, he's gotta be tough  
And I know I wouldn't be there to help you along.  
So I give ya that name and I said goodbye  
I knew you'd have to get tough or die  
And it's the name that helped to make you strong."  
 
He said: "Now you just fought one hell of a fight  
And I know you hate me, and you got the right  
To kill me now, and I wouldn't blame you if you do.  
But ya ought to thank me, before I die,  
For the gravel in ya guts and the spit in the eye  
Cause I'm the son-of-a-bitch that named you "Sue.'"  
 
What could I do? What could I do?  
I got all choked up and I threw down my gun  
And I called him my pa, and he called me his son,  
And I came away with a different point of view.  
And I think about him, now and then,  
Every time I try and every time I win,  
And if I ever have a son, I think I'm gonna name him  
Bill or George! Any damn thing but Sue! I still hate that name! 
 
A  D  E7  A  

     



Don't Take Your Guns To Town 
 
A           E7                A 
A young cowboy named Billy Joe, grew restless on the farm 

   E7                A 
A boy filled with wanderlust, who really meant no harm 
   D 
He changed his clothes & shined his boots & combed his dark hair down 
        A        D                 A 
His mother cried as he walked out, Don't Take Your Guns To Town son 
 D                    A   D                    A 
Leave your guns at home Bill. Don't Take Your Guns To Town 
 
 
       A                                      E7                 A 
He laughed and kissed his mom and said your Billy Joe's a man 
                                         E7       A 
I can shoot as quick and straight as anybody can 
        D 
But I'd wouldn't shoot without a cause. I'd gun nobody down   
        A        D                    A 
She cried again as he rode away. Don't Take Your Guns To Town son 
D                    A   D                    A 
Leave your guns at home Bill. Don't Take Your Guns To Town  
 
 
       A                              E7                 A 
He sang a song as on he rode his guns hung at his hips 
                                E7              A 
He rode into a cattle town a smile upon his lips 
    D 
He stopped and walked into a bar and laid his money down 
        A        D                    A 
His mother's words echoed again. Don't Take Your Guns To Town son 
D                    A   D                   A 
Leave your guns at home Bill. Don't Take Your Guns To Town  
 
 
 



  A                                                E7                  A 
He drank his first strong liquor then to calm his shaking hand 
                                     E7           A 
And tried to tell himself at last he had become a man 
  D 
A dusty cowpoke at his side began to laugh him down 
        A        D                    A 
& he heard again his mother's words. Don't Take Your Guns To Town son 
D                    A   D                    A 
Leave your guns at home Bill. Don't Take Your Guns To Town  
 
 
 A                                        E7               A 
Bill was raged and Billy Joe reached for his gun to draw 
                                             E7              A 
But the stranger drew his gun and fired before he even saw 
   D 
As Billy Joe fell to the floor the crowd all gathered around 
        A        D                    A 
And wondered at his final words. Don't Take Your Guns To Town son 

D                   A   D                   A 
Leave your guns at home Bill. Don't Take Your Guns To Town  
 

 

   



Folsom Prison Blues 
intro 

     
D 
I hear the train a comin'; it's rollin' 'round the bend, 
And I ain't seen the sunshine since I don't know when. 
G           D 
I'm stuck at Folsom Prison and time keeps draggin' on 
A7 
But that train keeps rollin' on down to San Antone. 
 
D 
When I was just a baby, my mama told me, "Son, 
Always be a good boy; don't ever play with guns." 
G         D 
But I shot a man in Reno, just to watch him die. 
A7           D 
When I hear that whistle blowin' I hang my head and cry. 

 



 
D 
I bet there's rich folk eatin' in a fancy dining car. 
They're probably drinkin' coffee and smokin' big cigars, 
G          D 
But I know I had it comin', I know I can't be free, 
A7           D 
But those people keep a movin', and that's what tortures me. 
 
D 
Well if they freed me from this prison, if that railroad train was mine 
I bet I'd move on over a little farther down the line, 
G          D 
Far from Folsom Prison, that's where I want to stay, 
A7          D 
And I'd let that lonesome whistle blow my blues away 
 
D    

G  D  

A7  D  

 

   



Cocaine Blues 
C      G7  
      C  
C 
Early one morning while making the rounds  G7 
I took a shot of cocaine and I shot my woman down 
I went right home and I went to bed  C 
I stuck that loving 44 beneath my head 
 
Got up next morning and I grabbed that gun  
Took a shot of cocaine and away I run 
Made a good run but I run too slow  
They overtook me down in Juarez Mexico 
 
Late in the hot joints taking the pills  
In walked the sheriff from Jericho Hill 
He said Willy Lee your name is not Jack Brown 
You're the dirty hack that shot your woman down 
 
Said yes oh yes my name is Willy Lee  
If you've got the warrant just a-read it to me 
Shot her down because she made me slow 
I thought I was her daddy but she had five more 
 
When I was arrested I was dressed in black 
They put me on a train and they took me back 
Had no friend for to go my bail  
They slapped my dried up carcass in that country jail 
 
Early next morning bout a half past nine  
I spied the sheriff coming down the line 
Talked and he coughed as he cleared his throat 
He said come on you dirty heck into that district court 
 
Into the courtroom my trial began  
Where I was handled by twelve honest men 
Just before the jury started out  
I saw the little judge commence to look about 
 
In about five minutes in walked the man  
Holding the verdict in his right hand 
The verdict read in the first degree  
I hollered Lordy Lordy have a mercy on me 
 
The judge he smiled as he picked up his pen 99 yrs in the Folsom pen 
99 yrs underneath that ground I can't forget the day I shot that bad bitch down 
 
 C                             F    G7                                           C 
Come on you've gotta listen unto me Lay off that whiskey and let that cocaine be 



Hurt - Nine Inch nails 
 
C        D      Am         C       D       Am 
I hurt myself today   to see if I still feel 
C            D       Am          C       D              Am 
I focus on the pain   the only thing that's real 
C            D           Am           C       D         Am 
The needle tears a hole   the old familiar sting 
          C        D      Am            C           D           G           
Try to kill it all away   but I remember everything 
 
chorus 
Am            F               C         G∧ 
What have I become?   My sweetest friend 
Am                F            C                 G∨ 
Everyone I know   goes away in the end 

Am                            F         C         G∧ 
And you could have it all    My empire of dirt 
Am               F         C           G∨ 
I will let you down   I will make you hurt 
 
   C                 D              Am            C       D        Am 
I wear this crown of thorns   upon my liars chair 
C           D         Am        C       D       Am 
Full of broken thoughts   I cannot repair 
     C            D            Am             C           D       Am 
Beneath the stains of time   the feeling disappears 
C          D         Am   C      D       G 
You are someone else    I am still right here 
 
Chorus 
ending 
Am                F             C          G 
If I could start again   A million miles away∧ 
Am                F         C(stop)         ∨  
I would keep myself   I would find………. a way 

  



I Got Stripes 

     
 
C                      G7 
On A Monday I Was arrested (Uh Huh) 
                                        C 
On A Tuesday They Locked Me In The Jail (Oh Boy) 
                               G7 
On A Wednesday My Trial Was Attested 
                                                            C 
On A Thursday They Said Guilty And The Judge's Gavel Fell 
  
 
chorus  
 C                                     G7 
I Got Stripes   Stripes Around My Shoulders 
                                     C 
I Got Chains    Chains Around My Feet 
                                      G7 
I Got Stripes  Stripes Around My Shoulders 
                                                              C 
And Them Chains   Them Chains They're About To Drag Me Down 
 
 
C       G7  
On a Monday, got my striped britches, (uh, huh) 
       C 
On a Tuesday, got my ball and chain,( poor boy) 
        G7 
On a Wednesday, I'm workin' diggin' ditches 
             C 
On a Thursday, Lord I'd begged them not to knock me down again 
 
Chorus 

 
 



 

        
    

 D                                 A7 
On A Monday My Momma Come To See Me 
                                        D 
On A Tuesday They Caught Me With A File 
                               A7 
On A Wednesday I'm Down In Soli-tary 
                                                     D 
On A Thursday I Start On Bread And Water For A While 
  
 
Chorus  
 D                                    A7 
I Got Stripes   Stripes Around My Shoulders 
                                     D 
I Got Chains    Chains Around My Feet 
                                      A7 
I Got Stripes  Stripes Around My Shoulders 
                                                              D 
And Them Chains   Them Chains They're About To Drag Me Down 
 





Walk the line 

  
E 4TH fret    V                              I 

I keep a close watch on this heart of mine 
           V                         I 

I keep my eyes wide open all the time 
                     IV                             I 

I keep the ends out for the tie that binds 
                     V                 I     

Because you're mine, I walk the line 
 
A             E7                        A 

I find it very, very easy to be true 
             E7                             A 

I find myself alone when each day's through 
                D                             A 

Yes, I'll admit that I'm a fool for you 
                      E7                     A     

Because you're mine, I walk the line 
 
D 2nd fret                  V                              I 

As sure as night is dark and day is light 
                 V                             I 

I keep you on my mind both day and night 
              IV                                         I 

And happiness I've known proves that it's right 
                        V                     I     

Because you're mine, I walk the line 
 
A                      E7                            A 

You've got a way to keep me on your side 
              E7                             A 
You give me cause for love that I can't hide 
           D                                A 
For you I know I'd even try to turn the tide 
                   E7                     A     E 4th fret 
Because you're mine, I walk the line repeat 1st verse  

 




