
“ARKANSAS” MUSIC CREDITS 
 

Recorded by:  Daniel Dennis @ Prime Cut Studios, East Nashville 
 

Clawhammer Banjo & Fiddle:  Glen Duncan 
 Bass: Dennis Crouch   

Vocal:  Denise Reagan 
Harmony Vocals:  Emmy Nash 

 
Mixed by: Daniel Dennis & Denise Reagan 
Mastered by:  Alex McCollough @ Yes Master, Nashville 
 

THE STORY BEHIND “ARKANSAS” 
 
This song was birthed out of the mist on Christmas Eve Eve.  We were driving to 
Jamestown, TN to celebrate Christmas with the family.  Heading east, we had passed 
Cookeville and were going up the mountain on I-40 at mile marker 292.  The 
mountaintop was covered in a deep fog.  Visibility was only a few feet ahead.  I was on 
the passenger side peering into the fog.  A car with Arkansas plates pulled in front of us 
as we crawled up the Monterey Mountain.  I looked at the Arkansas plates and a phrase 
popped into my head; “I saw your Pa in Arkansas.”  I thought it sounded silly, but I found 
some paper and wrote it down. The song flooded out onto the paper as we drove.  I ended 
up finishing it by the time we got to Jamestown.  It is a fictional piece.  Don’t worry… 
 

“ARKANSAS” LYRICS 
 
I’m a dying woman living with a secret 
That I must share before I die 
It is the last tale that I’ll be tellin’ 
You gotta hear the truth to bring the dark to light 
 
I saw your pa in Arkansas 
He was so sweet as he courted me 
Once we were hitched, his words were venom 
He was a snake lying next to me 
 
I had no choices left before me 
He beat me every, every night and day 
I was a captive in my own home 
And too afraid to run away 
 
I saw your pa in Arkansas 
His eyes were blue like the summer sky 
But his heart was black just like the ashes 
Of the house I burned with him inside 
 
The blackbird teamed up with the raven 
They led me out to Tennessee 
And then the crow brought me to this valley 
Where I was safe and I lived free 
 
I saw your pa in Arkansas 
He went to hell where he should stay 
He was too evil to live in this world 
So I buried him in a fiery grave 
 
The crow would caw out in the distance 
Reminding me I was not alone 
Just like me, it was unwanted 
Forced to survive out on its own 
 
I saw your pa in Arkansas 
Nobody saw what you now know 
I saved my life and my unborn baby 
By killing him and following that crow 
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“ARKANSAS” ART CREDITS 
 
Lisa M Gardiner, pbjcreations, Nashville 
www.lisamgardiner.com  


