
BOBBY FROM CHI 
Where I'm Bound;   I got a letter from Bob Gibson the other 
day: 
 
_______________________________________________ 
"From the Computer of ... Bob Gibson 
August 15, 1996 
 
Dear Friends, 
 
As my health has declined, I have found that I may miss music more than 
anything else. I miss making music, listening to music and being around 
others who havemusic in their blood. So, I'm going to have a party and  
invite everyone to bring their voices, instruments and songs! 
 
Please join me, just north of Chicago, at the Sheraton North Shore on 
Friday, September 20, 1996 to visit and jam!  I've arranged for a small 
sound system, a no host bar, light refreshments, and a view of the 
Chicago skyline. I 
would like to see you, hear you and just say hello. 
 
This may be the last chance I have to see many of you. I am finding it 
increasingly difficult to do the simplest things and traveling is 
really a challenge. I won't be able to play and sing with you, but I'm 
really looking 
forward to being an audience of one! Please RSVP to my daughter Susan 
by September 15, 1996. I hope to see you there. 
 
Bob 
_______________________________________________________ 
 
John Brown and Spanky McFarlane wrote a new version of "Sweet Betsy 
From Pike" for this occasion.  I won't be able to attend, but I wanted 
to sing 
their song, here in the Folk Den for Bob.  
 
The capo is on the third fret. 
 
        Bobby From Chi 
To the tune of "Sweet Betsy From Pike" 
Lyrics by: John Brown & Elane McFarlane 
 
C               Em            F         C 
OH DON'T YOU REMEMBER SWEET BOBBY FROM CHI? 
C               Am          Dm       G  
HE SANG IN A CELLAR, A FOLK-SINGIN' GUY 
     F  
HE PICKED ON THE BANJO AND 12-STRING GUITAR 
C               Em            F           C  Em  Am  G 
AT THE OLD GATE OF HORN, WHAT A WONDERFUL BAR! 
 
 
AND DOWN IN THAT CELLAR, ALL SMOKY AND DAMP 
 
HE SANG OF OLD BLUE WITH YOUNG BOBBY CAMP 
 



THE CROWD WAS ECSTATIC, MY GOSH WHAT A SCENE 
 
WITH LINER NOTES WRITTEN BY SHEL SILVERSTEIN 
 
 
THEY GAVE THE OLD FOLK  SONGS A TWIST THAT WAS NEW 
 
CAMP HOLLERED "I'M SORRY YOUR MOTHER TURNED BLUE" 
 
IN THREE-BUTTON SUITS THEY WERE POLISHED AND LEAN 
 
THEY KEPT OFF THE WEIGHT WITH THAT PURE METHADRENE 
 
 
NOW ALL US YOUNG FOLKIES THOUGHT BOB WAS THE RAGE 
 
WE'D SNEAK IN THE "GATE" AND WE'D SIT NEAR THE STAGE 
 
BUT WE DIDN'T GO THERE JUST LOOKIN' FOR KICKS 
 
WE'D CHECK OUT HIS CHANGES AND COPY HIS LICKS 
 
 
OH DON'T YOU REMEMBER SWEET BOBBY MY FRIEND? 
 
WE'LL BE PLAYING YOUR MUSIC FROM NOW 'TIL THE END 
 
NOW HERE'S TO YOU BOBBY, A TOAST FROM THE HEART 
 
MAKE SAINT PETER SMILE WITH THAT 12-STRING GUITAR 
 
 

 


