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Sad Eyed Lady O The Low ands
Joan Baez

This is the Joan Baez version of the Bob Dyl an song expertly done by ny dear
friend
Hut agal ung. If you wanted an accurate version of this song; this is it!

B D#m E F#
Wth your nmercury mouth in the mssionary tines,
B D#m E F#
And your eyes |like snoke and your prayers like rhynes,
E D#m E B
And your silver cross, and your voice |ike chines,
D#m E F#
Oh, who anong them do they think could bury you?
B D#m E F#
Wth your pockets well protected at |ast,
B D#m E F#
And your streetcar visions which you place on the grass,
E D#m E F#
And your flesh like silk, and your face |ike gl ass,
D#m E F#
Who anong them do they think could carry you?

---- Chorus:
CHm E B F#
Sad eyed | ady of the | ow ands,
CHm E B F#
VWere the sad eyed prophet says that no man cones,
B D#m E B E F#
My war ehouse eyes, ny Arabian druns,
GEM C#m
Should | | eave them by your gate,
E B (Transition to next verse) D#m Gfm F#

O sad eyed lady, should | wait?

Wth your sheets |ike nmetal and your belt like |ace,
And your deck of cards missing the jack and the ace,
And your basenent clothes and your hol |l ow face,

Who anong them can think he could outguess you?
Wth your silhouette when the sunlight dins

Into your eyes where the noonlight sw ns,

And your match-book songs and your gypsy hyms,

VWho anong themwoul d try to inpress you?

[ Chor us]

The kings of Tyrus with their convict |ist

Are waiting in line for their geraniumkiss,

And you wouldn t know it woul d happen like this,

But who anmong themreally wants just to kiss you?
Wth your childhood flames on your nidnight rug,



And your Spani sh manners and your nother s drugs,

And your cowboy mouth and your curfew plugs,

VWho anong them do you think could resist you?

[ Chor us]

Ch, the farnmers and the businessnen, they all did decide
To show you the dead angels that they used to hide.

But why did they pick you to synpathize with their side?
Ch, how could they ever m stake you?

They wi shed you d accepted the blane for the farm

But with the sea at your feet and the phony false alarm
And with the child of a hoodl um w apped up in your arns,
How coul d they ever, ever persuade you?

[ Chor us]

Wth your sheet nmetal nmenory of Cannery Row,

And your magazi ne- husband who one day just had to go,
And your gentl eness now, which you just can t help but show,
VWho anong them do you think would enpl oy you?

Now you stand with your thief, you re on his parole
Wth your holy nedallion which your fingertips fold,

And your saintlike face and your ghostlike soul,

Ch, who anong them do you think could destroy you?

(B D#m G#m F#...repeat until fade)



