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Don't Take Your Guns To Town

Mat anza

A#

A young cowboy naned Billy Joe

F A#
Gew restless on a farm
A#

A boy filled with wonder | ust
F A#

To really met no harm
D#

He changed his clothes and shined his boots
D#

And cal ned his dark hair down.

Al
And his nother cried as he wal ked out
D# Al
Don t take your guns to town, son
D# At
Leave your guns at hone, Bill,
D# A#

Don t take your guns to town..

He left and ki ssed his nom and sai d:
Your Billy Joe s a man.

I can shoot as quick and straight

as anybody can.

But | wouldn t shoot wi thout a cause
I d gun nobody down.

But she cried again as he rode away
Don t take your guns to town, son

Leave your guns at hone, Bill,

Don t take your guns to town...

He sang his song as on he rode,
H s guns hung at his hips.

He rode into a cattle town,

A smle upon his I|ips.

He stopped and wal ked into a bar
And laid his nobney down

But his nother s words echoed again
Don t take your guns to town, son
Leave your guns at hone, Bill,

Don t take your guns to town...

He drink his first strong liqueur then



To cal m his shaki ng hands

And tried to tell hinmself at |ast
He had becone a man.

A dusty couple cards his side
Began to | augh hi m down.

And he heard again his nother s words
Don t take your guns to town, son.
Leave your guns at hone, Bill,

Don t take your guns to town...

Bill with rage than Billy Joe

Reached for his gun to draw

But the stranger drew his gun and fired
Bef ore he even saw

As Billy Joe fell to the floor

The crowd all gathered round

And wondered at his final words
Don t take your guns to town, son.
Leave your guns at hone, Bill,

Don t take your guns to town...



