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The Gentleman Cop
by Brenda Sparks Prescott
You may think this tale’s as false
Gm
.
.
.

As any bagman who steals
A
D
Gm
.
But I swear it’s as real
Gm
.
.
.
As the Gentleman in the fields
A
.
D7
.
The policeman came to me
Gm
.
.
.
As polite as you please
Gm
.
.
.
Said my dear old daddy
Gm
.
.
.
Wanted my mind at ease
Gm
D7
Gm
.
.
.
I asked my poor father
Cm
.
.
.
Who moldered in his grave
Gm
.
.
.
He answered with his silence
Cm
.
.
.
So to the cop I gave
A
.
D7
.
The Gentleman Cop protected me

At least he said he did

He took a cut of bills each week

Of everything I hid

Very soon I got used to

His place in my life

He often did aggravate

But kept down others’ strife

Again I asked my poor father

Who moldered in his grave

His answer was still silence

And so to the Cop I gave

The brother of Fridge Perry
Would cuss and jab and pop

All were afraid of him

Except for this Gentleman Cop

Yes along come the Gentleman

His voice so soft and sweet

“Mr. Perry, let’s go in now,”

To jail they went, nice and meek.
The Gentleman got caught one day
Eyes red and loot spilled green

I felt real bad for his troubles

Though I knew he wasn’t clean

But I had no need to wonder

Or worry about my street

Since in my town of New Orleans

He was soon back on his beat

The payoffs went on and on
Til late summer of ‘05

On the day the levees broke

His body went floating by

I expected him to lift his head

And give me a knowing smile

But he was gone all right

I sure do miss his style

I told my poor father

Who moldered in his grave

Another one had joined him

The Gentleman to whom I gave

