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‘Raising Sand

Robert Plant | Alison Krauss
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Gone Gone Gone (“Done SMeved On)
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Some sunny day-hay baly

When everything seems okay, baby

You'll wake up and find that you're alone
"Canse I'll be gone

Gong, gone, gone

Really gone

Gone, pa-gone, 'cause you done me wrong

Fver:r'nnL thar Vil et '|.'-'.|.'||-'L'

Az vou walk down the street bl

Will ask you why youre walkin® all alone
Why you're on vour own

Just sy I'm gone

Gong, gone, gone

Gm'.r., Ea-pgone, rl;nl.:l.n: you done mwe mng

And if you change your way baby

You might ger back to stay baby

Ya better hurry up if va don’t wanna be alone
Or I'll be: gone

Gone, gone, gone

Really gone

Gone, ga-gone, 'cause you done me wrong
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Believe me when I tell you

I will try o understand

Believe me when I tell you

I could mever kill a man

Bur to know that another man's holding you tight
Hurts me litle dasling

Through the morning, through the night

Thie bond has been broken

The promise you gave

The words that were spoken

| cannot be your slave

But to know that the truse you had in me is gome
Hurts me little darking

Theough the night-time through the dawn

I drearsed just last nighe

You were there by my side

Your sweet ving tenderness

Easing my pride

But then I awoke and found you not there

It was just my old memory of how much 1 care

Hﬂmmtﬁm]uﬂm]ﬁﬁt}mmw
Believe me when I tell you T'could never kill a'man

. Bat to knew that another man’s holding you tight

Hurts me letle dasling
Through the morming, through the night

Dirunis = firy Belioroa
Accastic Bass = Demamir Crowch
Elecnic Guaitar = Mare Ridar, T Bowe Formelt
Peckal Stocl Gratar — Grgery Leis

Please Read The Letter
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Clughl; g runn'ln_g wilhju.':t a Beebe 1oo much to hade
Maybe baby everything's going o turn out fine

Plexse read the letter T nailed it to your door

It's erazy how it all turmed out we needed so much more
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Too kate too late a foal could read the signs

Maybe baby yvou better check berween the lines

Please read the letter T wrote it in my slecp

With help and consultation from the angels of the deep

Omnee [ stood beside a well of many words

Please understand me my walls came falling down
There's nothing here that's keft for you
But check with lost and found

. Please read the better that 1 wrote
Please read 11_-: letter thae 1 wrote

One more ang just before we go
Remember you gorra reap just what you sow
Please read my letter and promise me you'll keep

lerter 1 nailed it to your door
it all rermed out we needed so much more

nl Cramck
.ﬂ.mum:: I:l.|: Mere Ribod, T Bowe Formets
Elgerric = Mlare Ribos

'mmm

My house was full of rings and charms and pretty birds

The secrers and the memorics thar we cherish in the decp

Trampled Rgse
Wirtwsrn by Towm Whits and Kadhloem Bromman
Julbema M [(ASCAF)

Long way going to

Get my medicine

Sky's the autumn grey of 2 lonely wren
Piano from o window played

Crome toamorrow, gome yestenday

I found ix in the street

A firse 1 did not see

Lying at my feer

A wrampled rose

P!mﬁngthe hat in church

Whaz [ dn Hn- e, b
1 done to you
What happened to the trampled rose?

In the nmd.d]-' sCreet

With the fireworks and leaves

.!’l.'h-]i:h:lmln'l.u"l!h:rup I asked
Would he play *Kisses Sweeter Than Wine™

1 know thak rose,
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Your Long Fourney

Writies by /A I, Waton s=d Fosa Log Watsm
© Hillrees Music {BMI}
God's given us years of happiness here
we maust part
And as the angels come and call for you
The pains of grief nug at my heant
Oh, my darling
My darling
My heart breaks as you rake your long journey

Oh, the days will be empty

The nights so bong without you my love

And when God calls for you 'm left alone
But we will meet in heaven above
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