Joan

DI knew a girl, her name was Joan

DPretty blue eyes and a Cheart of Dstone

DLong blond hair, she looked so fine

DAll I wanted was to Cmake her Dmind

Boys would come from miles around

Just to watch the deal go down

They would sing and dance the whole night through

With hopes that Joan would love them true

FBut oh DJoan, Cwhat makes you Dlove so cold?

FOh DJoan, Clooks that could kill, you pretty girl DJoan

Now Joan was not the marrying kind

For love sick boys with simple minds

She set her sights on wealth and fame

Only then would she change her name

Now me, a poor singer in a band

But I thought I could win her hand

She broke my heart, I’ll be damned

She ran off to Alabam’

Refrain

It’s the same old game as before

You have no money, you are out the door

She would never give you a second glance

Without that jingle in your pants

Searching high and searching low

She found herself a rich old joe

So much money, what a sin

She set the hook and reeled him in

Refrain

Wedding bells, they ring for Joan

I am so glad they’re not my own

Simple vows to seal his fate

Only pain and misery do him wait

Only time will really tell

Whether it is love or living hell

Thank you Lord, I must confess

I wish them both sweet happiness

I knew a girl, her name was Joan

Pretty blue eyes and a heart of stone

Long blond hair, she looked so fine

But take her all, I will not pine

DTake her all, CI will not Dpine

FLooks that could Ckill, that pretty girl DJoan
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