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 E          A
Somebody's digging my potatoes,
                E
Tramping on my vine.
   B7
I have a spicious feeling,
               E
Restin on my mind.

I crept up to the window
Thought I heard a moan.
But I heard somebody sayin Oh,
You suckin my sweet bone.
Yes, you diggin my potatoes

I crept up to my window,
Wished I had a gun.
My vine's wrapped all around him,
And that cat was going some.
He was

Crept up to my window
Everybody was drinkin' scotch.
I know what I heard. She said,
Oh, daddy, this is somethin' youve got to watch.
Boy, youre

Crept up to my window
Everybody was drinkin' beer.
I know what I heard. She said,
Oh, daddy, I'm so damn glad you're here.

Crept up to my window.
Everybody was drinkin gin.
I know what I heard. She said,
Oh, daddy, where in the god-damned hell you been?

Crept up to my window
Had a hit on some wood.
I know what I heard. She said,
Oh, daddy, it sure is getting good.

Crept up to my window
Had a hit on the door.
I know what I heard. She said,
Go home, baby. Come back and get some more.

Ran into that house
Waving my big gun.
Chased you from that place, boy
As fast as you could run.

I want to tell you boys
Leave my gal alone.
Ain't nothin' in the street, boys,
That she can't find at home.

Well, I love you in the winter
I love you in the fall
But in between them blankets, whoo!
I love you best of all. 
He was ...

Some more verses from Lead Belly's version:

Crept up to my tater patch gate
An' the gate was latched,
Looked around and there was a whole load of gooseberry's
Comin' out of my potato patch.

Crept up to my window
Couldn't see nothing but some vines 
I know what I heard something. I said, Oh! 
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Good God, I heard em whine.

Crept up to my window
Couldn't see nothing but that wiggle
I know what I heard. She said,
Oh, daddy, you got on a French tickler!

Some more verses from Lonnie Donegan's version: 

Came back from the garden,
Had to weed and hoe,
Caught you with my gal.
What seeds you trying to sow? 

My vines they were green,
My potatoes red.
Thought you was my friend
Til I caught you in my bed.

Crept up to the window
Cause I thought I heard a whine.
Heard somebody say, Oh,
You low dirty swine."
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