Hey Pop (Shade of a Sycamore Tree)

DMemories of the month of June, Ca hot and sweltering afternoon

GMen folk sit and dream of yesterEmyear, Cunderneath the Dshade of a Sycamore Gtree

GHey Pop, you know we’re itching, fetch the seine and let’s go fishing

CDown to the Covered Bridge and on to Dawson’s GHole

GThe sun is high and we’ve been working long and hard, just making certain

CThat the barns are full of hay in time for winter Gsnow

Memories of the month of June, a hot and sweltering afternoon

Men folk strip down to their underwear, underneath the shade of a Sycamore tree

A burlap sack for me to carry the carp and perch, but we need to hurry

The game warden is surely around; it is time to head for home

But the river is cool and so inviting; one more swim is just the right thing

To wash away life’s dirt and grime and soothe our weary bones

Memories of the month of June, a hot and sweltering afternoon

Men folk grab their clothes lying there, underneath the shade of a Sycamore tree

Fish and cornbread cooking in the kitchen; ice cold tea, not to mention

Cole slaw and fresh baked pie made with loving hands

Supper is on and it is time for eating; bow our heads and say the blessing

Thank you Lord for our daily bread and the bounty of Dawson’s Hole

Memories of the month of June, a hot and sweltering afternoon

Men folk talk about the things they care, underneath the shade of a Sycamore tree

Hey Pop, I know you’re listening; it has been a long time since we all went fishing

Down to the Covered Bridge and on to Dawson’s Hole

Someday soon we’ll meet together and go for a swim in that Jordan River

We’ll wash away life’s dirt and grime and purify our soul

Memories of the month of June, a hot and sweltering afternoon

Men folk sit and dream of yesteryear, underneath the shade of a Sycamore tree

CMemories of my Dmen folk Gfamily

CMemories of my Dmen folk Gfamily
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