
Prospecting Dream

Tune: Oh, Susannah

C
Well, I dreamed a dream the other night

G7
when ev'rything was still,
C G7 C

I dreamed that I was carryin' my long-tom down a hill,

My feet slipped out and I fell down,

G7
oh how I jarred my liver,
C G7

I watched my long-tom 'til I saw it fetched up
C

in the river.

Chorus:

F C G7
Oh, what a miner, what a miner was I,

C G7 C
All swelled up with scurvy so I really thought I'd die.

My matches, flour, and Chili beans,
lay scattered all around,
I felt so bad that I wished to die, as I lay on the ground;
My coffee rolled down by a rock,
my pepper I could not find,
'Twas then I thought of Angeline, the girl I left behind.

Well, I took my shovel, pick and pan,
to try a piece of ground,
I dreamed I struck the richest lead
that ever had been found;
Then I wrote home that I had found a solid lead of gold,
And I'd be home in just a month, but what a lie I told!

Well, I went to town and I got drunk,
in the morning to my surprise,
I found that I had got a pair of roaring big black eyes,
And I was strapped, had not a cent,
not even pick or shovel,
My hair snarled up and my breeches torn,
looked like the very devil.

Next thing I did, I hired out to be a hardware clerk,
I got kicked out cause I couldn't write,
so again I went to work;
But when they caught me stealing grub,
a few went in to boot him,
And others round were singing out,
"Hang him, hang him, shoot him!"
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