
Grateful Dead, Jack Straw
We can share the womenWe can share the wineWe can share what we got of yours'Cause we done shared all of mineKeep a rollingJust a mile to goKeep on rolling, my old buddyYou're moving much too slowI just jumped the watchmanRight outside the fenceTook his ring, four bucks in changeNow ain't that heaven sent?Hurts my ears to listen, ShannonBurns my eyes to seeCut down a man in cold blood, ShannonMight as well be meWe used to play for silverNow we play for lifeOne's for sport and one's for bloodAt the point of a knifeNow the die is shakenNow the die must fallThere ain't a winner in this gameWho don't go home with allNot with all...Leaving TexasFourth day of JulySun so hot, clouds so lowThe eagles filled the skyCatch the Detroit LightningOut of Santa FeGreat Northern out of CheyenneFrom sea to shining seaGotta get to TulsaFirst train we can rideGot to settle one old scoreAnd one small point of pride...Ain't no place a man can hide, ShannonKeep him from the sunAin't no bed will give us rest, man,You keep us on the runJack Straw from WichitaCut his buddy downDug for him a shallow graveAnd layed his body downHalf a mile from TucsonBy the morning lightOne man gone and another to goMy old buddy you're moving much too slowWe can share the womenwe can share the wine...
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