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Down Honme G rl
The Rolling Stones

G/

Lord I swear the perfume you wear
Was made out of turnip greens
And every tine | kiss you girl

It tastes |like pork and beans

cr

Even though you re wearin them
Ctified high heels

G/

I can tell by your giant steps
You been wal kin through the cotton fields
D7 cr G/

Oh, you re so down hone gir

G/

Every tinme you nonkey child

You take ny breath away

And every tinme you nove |ike that
| gotta get down and pray

cr

Don t you know t hat dress of yours
Was made out of fibergl ass

G/

And every tinme you nove |ike that
| gotta go to Sunday nmass

D7 cr G/

Oh, you re so down hone girl

G/

I mgonna take you to the muddy river
And push you in

Just to watch the water roll on

Down your velvet skin

cr

I mgonna take you back to New Ol eans
Down in Dixiel and

G/

I mgonna watch you do the second |ine
Wth an unbrella in your hand

D7 cr G/
Ch, you re so down hone girl
G/

I mw th ya baby

You re so down home

OM Yeah, too nuch
Qutta sight

You re so down home girl



