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To get on with cur story, the
gays paid their dues and were re-
ferred to manager Pat Armatrong
M a3 WA LrayrE L s
alang wit ]
had hilped guﬁe in thekr forma-
tive stages. Armstrong drilled
MOLLY HATCHET until thoy
ware ready for the national re-
carding acene AL Lhe end of 'TT,
Epitc Records quickly snatehed up
this group, knowing a great band
when they hear one,

Eple and Armstrong put MOL-
LY HATCHET rogether with
producer-extraordinaire Tom
Worman (Ted Nugent, Cheap
Trick, Mother's Finest). Hardly
a Southern band producer, you'd
say. Well, this aln't Sowthern
country/rock. 1t's some of
the Rockin'est Rock 'n Roll to
came out of the South and [ ain't
Jjust whistlin' Dixle! These boys
are Bouthern and are proud of it,
bt they cut their collective Leeth
an rock 'nroll, not the truditional
country/bluea!l

MOLLY HATCHET, aband
who lives fast, works hard and

aﬁamugh Jwell pat It on and
desida fur yourgs Gl Giddens

Engineered by Antonion Keale
{Lard of the board)
Assistant Engineer: Mike Beiriger

Becorded at the Sound Pit,
Atlanta, Goorgia.

Mixed at The Record Plant,

Laos Angeles, California, Mastered
at Sterling Sound, New York,

Mew York.

Executive Production & Drection:
Pat Armstrong & Associates

I:E!l.rﬂ'rmg [ J—
Dedicated to the memory of:
Ronnie Yan Zant and Roxie Brown

MOLLY HATCHET iz powered

exclusively by Peavey Amps, e
j -

Band members: .

Danny Joe Brown=Load Voealist

Maane Koland = Lead Guitar

Dave Hlubek— Lead Guitar

Steve Holland = Lead Guitar

Banner Thomas—HBazs Guitar

Bruce Cramp— Drums

BOUNTY HUNTER

My horse is kicking dust up off the trail,
I'I'njmlt. getting bk from m trip to Hell.
aix-gun 2he's strapped by my side,
ﬁ:urull‘:riﬂ the horse [ ride.
And it seems Lo me this s ane hall of & way
For o man like me to carn that pay.

Oatlaws an the losae,
Running, running (rom the neose,

Blue steel flazhing, hot lead fying

1 wonder what they feel like when they're
d¥ing.

Someday scon it might be my torn

Is it worth the money [ earn®

And it scems to me this s one hell of
i way

For & man like me to carn that pay.

Dt laws an Lhe looae,

Running, running from thi noose,

1"m & bounty hunter, I'll hunt you down,
veah, I will,

Lead Break

Dl you know that $500 will get your head
blown of 7
It will . . . ha, ha, ha.

Blue stee] Aashing, hat lead Aying
I wonder what they feel like when they re
dying.

Someday soon it might be my turn
Iz it worth the m 1 earn?
And it seems to me Lhiz is one hell of

& way
For a man ke me to cars thal pay.

Dutlaws on the loose,
Running, running from the nosose,

(Repeat)
I'm & bounty hunter, gonna hunt you down.

Written by: Danny Joe Brows, Sleven
Jorome Holland, naIflllu.':h:l Lawrence Hlubok

GATOR COUNTRY

I've beon to Alabama, people, ain't a whole

]-:-r. io 200;
Eays it's n real aweet home, bat it
r'{l aathing to me.

Charlie D:ni&!la will tell you the good Lord
lives in Tenmedsod, khal

But I'm going back to the Gator Country,
where the wine and women are free.

There's a gator in the bushes, he's calling
my R

And n saying come on, boy, you better
make it back home again.

There's many roads I"ve traveled but thay
all kinda look the same.

There's o gator in the bushes, Lord, he's
calling my namée.



(d Richard Betta will tell va Lord, ha
was born a Bamblin® Man,

Well, e can ramble on baek to Georgia
and I won't give a daemn,

Elvin Bishop out struttin® his stuff with
little Misa Slick Titty Beom,

But I'm going back to the Gater Country
to get me some elbow room.

There's & gator in the bushes, he's calling
My T,

And a saying come on, bay, you better
make it back home again.

There's many roads ["ve traveled but they
all kinda loak Lhe same,

There's a gator in the bushes, Lord, he's
calling my name. Yop.

There's Marshall Tacker a-ridin’a
rainbow, searching for 4]|:nt. af gald

Well, thay can take Lhe hl{dwhr, baby,
and take all they ean hald,

The Cutlaws dewn in Tampa town, yes, a
mighty fine place to ba,

They got green grass and they got high
tides and It sare looks good to me.

There's a gator in the bushes, he's calling
my nkmiE

Eaglnﬁ eama on, boy, you better make it

ack home again,

There's many roads I've traveled but they
all kinda look the same.

There's a gator in the bushes, Lord, he's
calling my nama.

Lead Break

Oh, Gator Country, a little bit of that
chomp chomp

Lead Break

Written by: Banner Harve Th-ur.lull.Il.wid-
Lawrenee Hlubek, Steven Jerame Hollard

BIG APPLE

Mew York City, you're 2o big and tough,

Well kore we come, baby, we'ne slruttin®
our stuff.

Well, we leok kinda frisky, we're protty
darmn bad

Causze Southern cookin® {2 all we ever had,

Oh, cook 'em up some greens, baby.

I*ve seen the mountaing up in Tennessee
Sweet little hill woman satiafied me.
W know that it's tough and it"s an
wuphill battls
But wa're runming "em hord, boby, sitting
in the saddle.
O, eame of, baby

Mew York City, you're so big and tough,

My platols are loaded, | feel roagh.

Weell, we heard of your punks and your
high heel steppérs

Wie're bad Southern boys and don't you
forget us.

Writben by: David Lawrenss Hlsbek,
Danny Jos# Browm

THE CREEFER

(th, listen to my story:

Life is getting stranger, baby
As we travel on.
People don’t know the difference no mare
Botween right and wrong.
it's gonna be & cold dark night
When The Creeper comes along,
Watch oat for the ateel blade, baby,
All shiny and long.

I sy it's gonna be a eold dark night
Oh, when The Creeper come along. Yea.

He's tall, he's short, ke's fat, ke's thin,

He's out for vengeancs, he's out to win,

The road he walks is dark and dim

Drom™t bzt him cateh yoo out on a limb.

He'll eut vour throst, baby, stick youin
the back

Dirive off in your Cadillae.

Hae's moro trouble than you think

I-Itd"ll kL!I your sagar, leave you in the

rink.

Bay, it's gonna be a cold dark night
Cth, when The Creeper come alang.

Lead Break

Yea the enemy of Society hurts the
people everyday.

The law's out to cuteh him, baby, bat
there just aln"t no way,

I say it's gonna be o cold dark night
When The Creeper come alang.
Watch out for the ateel blade, baby,
All shimy and long.

I say it's gonna be a cold dark night
Lord, when The Creeper eome along.
Yen. .. ..

Yes, it's gonna be a cold dark night
Laord, when The Creeper come along,

Written by: Bruce Hull Cramg, Jr.,
Sueven Jeroms Holland, Daney Joo Brewn.

THE PRICE YOU PAY

There's a small jzil in Georgia that you
all ko,

Where the sun'z 20 kot and the daylight
don't ghow,

Where Lhe mocessin she rests on & soft

* bed of &and

You can hear the kound dogs hewling sut

the land.

It ain"t the way | wanted e,
But Lord that's the price you pay.

| uiil.iddjailla-r bring me water for my throat
8 dry
Four walls, steel bars, 've been walehing
passersby
["we e gittin' here 2o damn long I'm
startin’ to cry



The hangman's coming, ['m surely going
o e

It min't the way | wanted it,

But Lard that’s the price you pay.
th, honk on it, boy

A little jail sell blues here

Lead Break

I shot & man in Macon over a poker game

I killed anotber in Atlanta just to build
mny Lam

Well, now [ hear them hammers, they re

pounding oul my maime,

Lt ninl;t lhet;'aj' Ih?nmd it,
ut that's the prlee vou pay.
It ain't the way 1 mmm
But Lord that's the price you pay.

Hay jailer, how aboat that water my
throat's atill dry

Four walls, steel bars, [*ve been wakching
piLss

I™ve beren gitkin' here soodamn long I'm
starting to ery

The I‘Iujvil}xrnm's coming, ['m surely going
Lo die,

It win't the way [ wanted it,

But Lord that's the price you pay
{Hepeat)

It ain't the way 1 wanted it,

But Lord that's the priee you pay.

Oh, you done run out of rope, son.

B

Writtem by: Cecil Berrier, Steven Jerome
Halland, Danny Joe Brows, Bob Huckaba

All sangs:

€ 197& Mister Sunshine Musis (BMI)

All Rights Reaerved. Used by Permisaior
=pxpopt “Dresms 'l Never See™:
Capyright @ 1969 Moetrie Muosle Company
(BN

All Righte Beserved. Used by Permissior

DREEAMS I'LL NEVER SEE
By Grog Allman

Just ane more marning 1 had Lo wike up
with the bluos.

FPulled myself aut of bed, put on my
walking shes,

Went up on Lhe mountain, 1o see what
I eoulbd see

The whale world was falling right down
im fromt of me.

"Cause ['m hung up on dreams 'l never

B,
Yeah babe, ol help me habe,
Or thiz will zurely ke the end of me, yeah,

Pull myself together, put on a new face
Climb dewn off the hilltap baby
And get back in the race

"Cause ["'m hung up on droams ['ll never
B,

Yeah babe, oh help me babe,

O this will surely bethe end of me, yoah.

I'LL BE RUNNING

Well, I've beon stepped on, baky,

By peaple I thought were my friends,
I tried 20 hard to make it,

But the bad times never end.

I got just onae thing mow, balby,

Cme thing on my mind.

Gonna prek it gp, little darlin,

and leave you far bohind,

1510 b runming,
Vs, 1l be ranning, on down the line,

Well, I've been locked up, ok yes
They threw away the key

When I necded you then bad, woman,
Wou up wnd ren owt onome,

I ot just ono thing now, balby,

Umne thing on my mind

Gonma paek it op, Hitle darlin®,

Ain"t nouse in erying.

111 b running,
Yea, 11 be runming, on down the line,

Liead Guitar and Harp Break

Yoa, life was so sweet, litthe baby
Mow 1've got my doubis,

1 don’t remember checking in
Eut I'm soon to chock out

Giot just one thing now, baby
Ome thing on my mind

Ganna pack it up, yes, Mama
Thiz time [ ain"t lying.

110 e Furming,
Yoz, I°1] be running, on dewn Lhe line.

1" ke ranming,
Yes, I'll be manning, on down the lne

Written by: Banner Harvey Thomas,
Dasny Jeo Brown, David Lewrence Hiukok

CHEATIN' WOMAN

Cheatin' woman, den's you play your
games,

They're so easy vo see through.

You gpend your time, baby, runnin®
aroand,

Wall, nny old mun will do.

What sbout your man out working hard

And trying to change his wayz

Do you think alout him while you're
playing around

Well what have yoo got to say T

You're 4 cheatin® woman

But you sure know how to hide it in
your smile

You're & cheatin® woman

You're sure to get canght up in your Hes,

Wall chentin® woman, you always coms
home



You dion't say nothing at all.

Do you really know just what you want,

Cause you're scting pretty small.

Well, what will you do when your looks
RFE R

Mama tell me what happens then?

Yo'l pay the price for playing around

By coming to mnel.y -eﬂdﬂ.'IIr 2

You're a cheatin® woman
But you sure know how to hide it in your
smile

You're & cheatin® woman
You're sure to get caught upin your lies.

Oh, you cheatin® woman
Oh, yeah

Tou're n choatin® woman

But you sure knew how Lo hide it in your
amile

You're a cheatin® woman

Yo' sure Lo gel caught upin your lies.

Written by: Bleven Jerome Halland

TRUST YOUR OLD FRIEND

I'm gonna tedl you aboat it hore
I can’t remember kow ald [ was
When Momma said to me,
If it makes you happy. son,
Then be what you want to be.
Now, Lord, that my arms they're
reaching for the sky,
(L1]

The people 1 thoaght were my friends
are starting to wonder why,
And [ say

Have some Lrust in your old friend, baby
I'll be around if you need s helping hand. *

I've traveled around, Lord, playing my
songs almast for free,

If you're wondering what it worth, it
means Lhe warld Lo i,

Now all they do is turn their heads when
1 walk by,

I can't see why they don't undersiand,
hell, they all just wondering why,

And | sny

Have some trust in your old friend, baby
I'll b arownd &f you need & helping hand,

The time kas come for me to say theae
waorda Lo all u:l'_-pﬂu.

T'sll always trusted me before, well, I*m a-
dodng what [ gotia do

You talk about me behind my back and
play your foolish games,

But when it comes to real trust, baby, it's ¢
worth muoch more than fame,

Have some trast in your old friend, baby
I'll b around if you need o halping hand.
(Repeat)

Written by: Bruse Hall Crump, Jr.,
Dmuane Curtis BEoland

ial Thamks:
L¥NYRDSEYNYRD, .38 SPECIAL and
GRINDERSWITCH for their friendship
and encouragement, Lhe Caviness family,
Earen and Kyle, Lynn and Jake Madalin
and Joey, Andres and Both, B. Hall,
the Nokros, Barbara and Paal Axtell,
Mebodye and Taffy, the Capp Broa., Mike
and Lyndn, Michele, Charlstte and
Sidney Drashin,

Metro Music, Marvin Kays Muosleontors,
The Warshouse Sound Studio, Westaide
Musle, Music City, Grice Electrenics—
Andio Lab, BEobbie, The Wreck, Wild
Turkey 101, The H & H and Mama Louise,
Hub's and Sud’s & Unigque Siges, Ine.

ard Vang EastiJoe Andrews.

Eude Crow: Mike (The Minkey), Kelly
(Mr. Fee Cheeka), Bob {The Wookie),
Jackbe (Tin Ears), Tim and Rocky.

Studio Amps supplied by Dirty Don's
P.A. Palses and Soundz Masic, Atlanta,
Geongin.

Ertra Special Thanks
Tom and Tony—The Best, Dos Dempseey,
Lennie Petze, Larry Stesae], Hartley
Peavey. Hollia Calvert, Frank Morris,
Bill Cobon, Karen Durr, Jack Armstrong,
and to Pat Armstrong for without his
dirpetion, caring and patience none of
this would be possible. And thank Ged. . . .
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