Jerry Lightfoot
Jerry Lightfoot lived and died the blues

No one who knew him would deny

That’s true

Jerry Lightfoot lived a short hard time

And Jerry Lightfoot was a real good friend 

Of mine

And, he played his blues so sweet and low

He laid his heart out on the stage there

And now he’ll never play no more anywhere

But, his blues will always be there.  Be there!

Jerry Lightfoot wandered to and fro

Found it several times and let it go

Finally caught the way on his own

And Jerry Lightfoot found his way 

Back home

And things went smooth for a little while

Ah, but remember he’s a blues man

And the more he tried to smile

The more it cramped his blues hands.  Blues hands!

And Jerry Lightfoot reached a point one night

When the stage hand turned off all the lights

And so this is the end of Jerry’s show

The likes of Lightfoot we will see no more

Oh, but who now will absorb our pain

And reflect our feelings to us?

Who will protect us from the plastic rain?

Who can we trust that will always be true to us?  True to us!
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