
 
Widow Kip   ( #me too)                            Kevin Whalen  

 
Mrs. Kip - was sweet as pie   -   Mr. Kip - had the Devil in his eye 
He only got mean when he got drunk  -  Means he was mean - every day of the month 
 
Mrs. Kip - getting water from the well   -   Mr. Kip - starts giving her hell 
He hit her once – then he hit her twice  -  Grabbed her neck - like a tightening vise 
 
Mrs. Kip – she’s seeing stars   -   but kicks real hard into private parts 
Mr. Kip – doubles over in pain  -  She hit him with a bucket – out spilled his brains 
            Into a very, small little pile  
 
           Widow Kip -- Widow Kip      

Do her right, she gona be your friend  -  Do her wrong, she gona do you in 
Do her right, she gona be your friend  -  Do her wrong, she gona do you in 

 
Clyde came up - from the Georgia State -   Head full of anger - heart full of hate 
Needed some grub and a place to sleep  -  Widow Kip - she had vacancy  
 
Things went well – till late that night – Clyde opened her door – switched on the light 
“Supper was good - but I want a little more” -  Clyde stepped in - kicked shut the door 
 
He pulled out a knife – it was sharp and straight  -  But, Widow Kip-  she pulled a thirty eight 
Clyde said “Widow, let’s talk this thru” - She said “Tell it to the Devil” and her aim was true 
           Right between his beady little eyes 
 

Widow Kip -- Widow Kip      
Do her right, she gonn be your friend - Do her wrong, she gona do you in 
Do her right, she gona be your friend - Do her wrong, she gona do you in 

  
Young Emmy Lou – from the farm next door – helped widow kip, with all her chores 
Out at the shed, she was fetchin wood  -  she turned around - there Lenny stood 
 
Lenny wandered over from the Tennessee line –he was a deadbeat dude with a dirty mind 
He grabbed Emmy Lou – quite lecherously  -  she couldn’t get free – so Emmy Lou screamed 
 
Widow kip she was pitchin hay – heard the scream, went running that way 
Her pitchfork had…4… long…. tines  -  every single one pierced Lenny’s behind  
  He got stitches in his butt and in his britches 
  

Widow Kip -- Widow Kip      
Do her right, she gona be your friend - Do her wrong, she gona do you in 
Do her right, she gona be your friend - Do her wrong, she gona do you in 

 Do her right, she gona be your friend – Do her wrong, she gona dooo yoooou innnn 
 
 


