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YOU AIN'T TALKIN' TO ME
Mat Marshall / Shelton Brooks
Ver 1.
| went up to a lady's house to bum a bite to eat.
She fed me on some pork and beans and pie. | called it sweet.
She says, "Now, Bill, | sure did feed you good.
Would you walk out in my backyard and chop a stick of wood?"

Ref: You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
I may be crazy and all like that, but I've got good sense, you see.
You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
You fed me good but | can't cut wood, and you ain't a-talkin' to me.

Now, me and my wife has ups and downs all through our married life.
Said to me one day, "Bill, let's stop the scars and strife."
Then went out upon the lake one evening just about dusk,
Said, "We'll drown ourselves. No one to grieve for us."

Ref: You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
I may be crazy and all like that, but I've got good sense, you see.
You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
You fed me good but | can't cut wood, and you ain't a-talkin' to me.

Me and my buddy Jake Went huntin' on a sunny day.
We run into a big ol' bear And he would not go away.
Jake says to me "Now Bill, We'll need some help, it's clear.
So I'll run back and get the boys, and you just keep him here."

Ref: You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
I may be crazy and all like that, but I've got good sense, you see.
You ain't talkin' to me. No, you ain't a-talkin' to me.
You fed me good but | can't cut wood, and you ain't a-talkin' to me.

Ver 2.

We all remember childhood days,

And the good times that we had.

The many jokes we used to play,
On mother and sometimes on dad.

When dad sat down, upon a tack.

He jumped up with pain and cried:

"Your'e a bad, bad boy now come straight to me."
| trembling-ly replied.

Chorus:
You ain't talkin' to me
You ain't talkin' to me
I may be foolish and all of that,
But that's not my fault, you see
You ain't talkin' to me



You ain't talkin' to me
To the woodshed we'd repair,
Papa spanked me you know where; No.
You ain't a-talkin' to me

Now | was sick December last,
| had fierce pains in my head
The doctor said you've got the Grippe,
And it's quite serious I'm 'fraid.
[He said the only cure would be]
[To bathe in water cold.]
Then | said to "Doc" | will not get well,
I'll never be so bold.

Chorus:
[No doubt i got the grip,]
[No cold water will | dip, Oh!]

| met a lady just last week,
And her name was Lindy Lee.
To tell the truth, she was a Dream,
| tell you, she looked good to me.
She said it's Leap Year and you know,
You're the man I'd like to wed.
But when | found out, she had ten kids,
To her | quickly said.

Chorus:
[I liked the lady's bids,]
[But, she had to many kid: Oh!]

| went one day to a lady's house
Just to get a bite to eat
She gave me lots of pork and beans
And lots of pie, called "minsus" meat
When | got through, said she to me,
Now | hope I've fed you good
Won't you go, for me, out in our back yard
And saw that chord of wood

Chorus:
[Your food was ver good,
[but | couldn't saw the wood: So]

My wif and | had ups and downs
through our married life
She said there was no use of us,
goin' through this toil and strife.
We took a walk, along the lake
One evening just 'bout dusk
When seh said to me, "Let us drown ourselves,



No one to grieve for us."

Chorus:
[But when the lake get dry,
[that's time enough to die: So,]
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