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My Woman
Tyl er Chil ders

Capo 1

[ Verse 1]
Am

My love is |ike whipper wll
C
she bellows out across the hills
G C G Am
hits me where | need it son keeps nme up at night
Am
She dances cross the threshing floor
C
Ca€™er the grain till her feet are sore
G
And the nmen line up to lay her down

C G Am

But She dont even see

[ Chor us]
C G Am
Honey take ny hand
C G Am
Take ne home

C G Am C G Am
And if the good lord cones to fetch ne then he knows just where to go

[ Verse 2]
Am
My woman | oves just like a train
C
Ate in the sand through the pouring rain
G
Takes a lot to wear her out
C G Am
Buddy she could run for days
Am
Looks ny way and | get weak
C
Calls ny nane and | cant speak
G
Gets ne through the | oneliness
C G Am

Takes the bl ues away

[ Chor us]
C G Am
Honey take ny hand



C G Am
Take ne hone
C G Am

C

G

Am

And if the good lord cones to fetch ne then he knows just where to go

[ Verse 3]

Am

My love is like the gospel truth
C

Puts ny hands to proper use

G

Gets ne through the | oneliness

C G Am

Takes the bl ues away

Am

She dances cross the bedroom fl oor
C

shuts the blinds and | ocks the door
G
Al ways | eaves nme wanting nore
C G Am
each tinme she turns away

[ Chor us]
C G Am
Honey take ny hand
C G Am
Take ne home
C G Am

C

G

Am

And if the good lord cones to fetch ne then he knows just where to go



