JOHN CLAY

He blew down from Stamford Texas

North of Abeline

A lanky kid with a banjo on his knee.

With a pocket full of songs to sing and a

Personal point of view,

Those Austin folks had never 

Heard nor seen.

Chorus:
John Clay, John Clay,

His songs and stories will never fade away,

John Clay, John Clay,

Folks had better listen to what you have to say.

In a style that’s often rough and ragged not too

Slick and smooth,

This quintessential broadside balladeer,

Is a man you can depend on to

Tell the story true

To anyone who really wants to hear.

Repeat Chorus:
He’s told us of the Road to Mingus,

The Anson Runaway,

He’s chronicled the stories of our days.

Not out to make a lot of money

Not trying to be cool,

He wrote ‘em like that ‘cause he

Felt that way.

Repeat Chorus:
I hope one day they’ll put a statue on the

Town Lake shore,

A  bronze of John Clay standin’ eight feet tall.

Frailin’ on his banjo, shoutin’ 

Out a tune,

He’ll be an Austin Landmark

Evermore

Repeat Chorus and out
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