Cribbage by Steve Moore








1.  High on a hightop near hiway 29 in California's coastal mountains


Surrounded by a tall green stand of whispering pines 


Stood this cabin for my Grampa's peace o mind





2. I kept my dreadnought stashed behind the stove next to my old stinkin bag


Roll in late on a lonely Friday night Gramps would drive up in the morning





3. Gramps and Slim traded slacks for overalls and we'd go crankin' up the tractors


And after a mornin' of dragging through the fields, we'd break out the ol' cribbage board.





chorus


	And it's fifteen-two, fifteen-four and eight's a dozen


	Fifteen-two, and fifteen-four and six is ten


	When you cut the deck on the cribbage board, well ain't that somethin'


	Lie lie lie, l'lie lie lie, lie lie lie.





4)  If I ever get some money and I ever get some time 


And if I ever get some freedom


I go rollin back up hiway 29


I gotta run from all this workin all the time


I gotta find that kinda place


I gotta feel the wind I gotta crush some snow


Get a sunburn on my face





Repeat Chorus











