
THE WAGONER’S LAD 
 
Last week, I had the pleasure of performing at a tribute 
concert for The Harry Smith Anthology, sponsored by the 
Smithsonian, The 
Folk Alliance, and the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. 
 
It was a wonderful night of music and re-acquaintance with old 
friends. Ella Jenkins was there, whom I hadn't seen in over 
thirty years, as well as the New Lost City Ramblers, and new 
friends, Jeff and Jay from Wilco. 
 
This is one of my favorite songs from the Anthology. It's one 
of 
those melodies that stays with you long after you've heard the 
song. 
 
The original recording is from 1928, by Buell Kazee, with just 
vocal and 5-string banjo. I have done it again, keeping the 
sound as close to the original as possible.  
 
The format is interesting; the first verse is by a narrator, 
the second by the girl, the third by the boy and the fourth 
and fifth verses are split between the boy and girl. 
 
She's trying to talk the Wagoner's Lad into staying with her, 
and he's dead set on leaving. 
 
 
THE WAGONER'S LAD 
G              C                    G 
OH HARD IS THE FORTUNE OF ALL WOMEN KIND. 
        D      G                          D 
THEY'RE ALWAYS CONTROLLED, THEY'RE ALWAYS CONFINED 
   D                G                      D 
CONTROLLED BY THEIR PARENTS UNTIL THEY ARE BRIDES 
     C                                              G 
THEN SLAVES TO THEIR HUSBANDS FOR THE REST OF THEIR LIVES 
 
 
OH I AM A POOR GIRL, MY FORTUNE IS SAD 
 
I HAVE ALWAYS BEEN COURTED BY THE WAGONER'S LAD 
 
HE COURTED ME DAILY BOTH BY NIGHT AND BY DAY 
 
AND NOW HE IS LOADED AND GOING AWAY 



 
 
YOUR PARENTS DON'T LIKE ME BECAUSE I AM POOR 
 
THEY SAY I'M NOT WORTHY OF ENTERING YOUR DOOR 
 
I WORK FOR MY LIVING, MY MONEY'S MY OWN 
 
AND IF THEY DON'T LIKE ME THEY CAN LEAVE ME ALONE 
 
 
YOUR HORSES ARE HUNGRY, GO FEED THEM SOME HAY 
 
COME SIT DOWN BESIDE ME AS LONG AS YOU MAY 
 
MY HORSES AIN'T HUNGRY, THEY WON'T EAT YOUR HAY 
 
SO FARE THEE WELL DARLING, I'LL BE ON MY WAY 
 
 
YOUR WAGON NEEDS GREASING, YOUR WHIP'S FOR TO MEND 
 
COME SIT DOWN BESIDE ME AS LONG AS YOU CAN 
 
MY WAGON IS GREASY, MY WHIP'S IN MY HAND 
 
SO FARE THEE WELL, DARLING, NO LONGER TO STAND 
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