Blue Crab Feast         kevin Marvelle        7/18/26   

Down on the docks of the Chesapeake Bay   on a typical Summer’s day
at any hour, rain or shine, you see folks tying chicken parts on trotlines.
They drop’em in the water then patiently wait   to net the jimmies clinging to the bait
They toss’em in a basket till it overflows then haul’em to the pot heatin’ on the stove

They spread paper on the table from end to end; invite their cousins neighbors & friends
steam the crabs till they’re orange-red.    No better way in Maryland to get fed! 

Find a comfy seat, you gonna be here a while.  Grab a crab from the great big pile.
Crack the shell, pick and eat the meat, then grab another crab; rinse and repeat!
Beware eating crabs is a dangerous act;   the spiny shells will fight you back
the drinks you’ll need to cool your tongue can make you reckless and get you drunk

Well, bring out the Old Bay; dump’em on the table. we’re gonna eat as many crabs as we’re able.
Mallets in the air let the cracking begin. We got crabs & a cooler full of Natty Boh cans

you Crack,    Pick,   then Eat.      You’ve got to Crack,    Pick,   then Eat
You’ve got to Crack,    Pick,    then Eat       and have your favorite drink!   

Now the sun's going down along the coast. The bottom of the basket’s now exposed.
we can save the rest to make crab cakes they could be the best ones you’ll ever taste
but get me a crab and another brew. Hon, a Maryland feast is never through.
From Virginia north to Baltimore, when the crabs are in season, folks hit the shore. 


We don't need plates, knives, or forks, We need paper and a picknick table top
Can’t imagine any thing as fine as a blue-crab-feast in the summertime!


You’ve got to Crack,    Pick,   then Eat.     You’ve got to Crack,    Pick,   then Eat
You’ve got to Crack,    Pick,    then Eat       and have your favorite drink!  yeh 

keep on cracking, keep on picking! This Chesapeake flavor is alive and kicking!
Our bellies will fill as our minds get buzzed;   Hard to imagine having any more fun!    

So bring out the Old Bay; dump’em on the table. we’re gonna eat as many crabs as we’re able.
Mallets in the air let the cracking begin. We got crabs & a cooler full of Natty Boh cans

Keep on  Cracking   pickin, Eating drinking   

