
American	Folk

The	Ballad	of	Jesse	James
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Jesse	James	was	a	man,	a	friend	to	the	poor,

He'd	never	see	a	man	sufffer	pain,

And	with	his	brother	Frank,	he	robbed	the	Chicago	bank,

And	he	stopped	that	Glendale	train.

It	was	on	a	Wednesday	night,	and	the	moon	was	shining	bright,

He	roobed	the	Glendale	train,

And	the	people	did	say	for	many	miles	away,

It	was	robbed	by	Frank	and	Jesse	James.

Oh,	the	people	held	their	breath	when	they	heard	of	Jesse's	death,

They	wondered	how	he'd	ever	come	to	die,

It	was	one	of	the	gang,	called	little	Robert	Ford,

Who	shot	poor	Jesse	on	the	sly.	
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