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HANG DOWN YOUR HEAD, TOM DOOLEY 

listen the bells are ringing, they're gonna 
pray for you, poor boy the song they're 
singing will be the last for you. 

Hang down your head, Tom Oooley, hang down 
your head and cry, hang down your head, Tom 
Dooley, poor boy you're bound to die. 

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley, this is your 
last goodbye, hang down your head, Tom Dooley, 
you know the reason why. 

1 met her on the mountain and there 1 took her 
life, way up in the mountain, 1 stabbed her with 
my knife. 
By this time tomorrow, l reckon where l'm gonna 
be, if it hadn't been for Grayson, l'd been in 
Tennessee. 
By his time tomorrow, reckon where you're 
gonna be, in some lonesome valley, hanging on 
a white oak tree. 
Never again in the sumrner, watching the pretty 
flowers grow, never again in the summer, watching 
the rivers flow. 
Now that the night is falling, nobody shares your 
loneliness, now that the night is falling, you will 
regret 1 guess. 








































































