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Mack The Knife

Words & Music:

Kurt Weill

        C6               Dm7

Oh, the shark has pretty teeth, dear,

       G7sus4              C6

And he shows them a pearly white.

       Am7                Dm7

Just a jackknife has Mack Heath, dear,

       G7sus4 G7 C6  Dm7    G

And he keeps it out of sight.

When the shark bites with his teeth, dear,

Scarlet billows start to spread.

Fancy gloves, though, wears Mack Heath, dear,

So there's not a trace of red.

From a tugboat by the river

A cement bag's dripping down;

The cement's just for the weight, dear.

That you Mackie's back in town.

On the sidewalk, Sunday morning,

Lies a body oozing life.

Someone's sneaking around the corner,

Is that someone Mack the Knife?

Louie Miller disappeared, dear,

After drawing out his hard earned cash.

And Mack Heath spends like a sailor.

Did our boy do something rash?

Sukey Tawdry, Jenny Diver,

Polly Peachem, Lucy Brown,

Oh, the line forms on the right, dear,

Now that Mackie's back in town.

Mad World

Words & Music:

Roland Orzabal

This has Finch's acoutic intro.  Ladies, I recommend singing this in Am - those chords are given in parentheses.  As you can tell from the two versions of chords, there are limitless variations of this Tears For Fears tune out there.

Intro

E |--5-7-2-3-0-2--------0------5-7-2-3-0-2-3-5-|

B |--------------3-2--2---2--------------------|

G |------------------2-2-2-2-0-----------------|

D |--------------------------------------------|

A |--------------------------------------------|

E |--------------------------------------------|

Em(Am)               G(C)         D(Dm)            A(G)

All around me are familiar faces, worn-out places, worn-out faces.

Em(Am)                     G(C)         D(Dm)          A(G)

Bright and early for their daily races; going nowhere, going nowhere.

Em(Am)                  G(C)              D(Dm)          A(G)

Their tears are filling up their glasses; no expression, no expression.

Em(Am)                 G(C)             D(Dm)        A(G)

Hide my head I want to drown my sorrow; no tomorrow, no tomorrow.

CHORUS:

Em(Am)                A(D)     (Dsus4) (D)     Em(Am)

And I find it kind of funny, I find it kind of sad,

                        A(D)          (Dsus4)   (D)  Em(Am)

The dreams in which I'm dying are the best I've ever had.

                  A(D)               (Dsus4) (D)     Em(Am)

I find it hard to tell you, 'cause I find it hard to take.

                   A(D)           (Dsus4) (D)   Em(Am) G(D7)  A

When people run in circles, it's a very--, very mad--- world---.

Em(Am) G(D7) A

Mad--- world---.

Children waiting for the day they feel good:

Happy Birthday, Happy Birthday.

Made to feel the way that every child should:

Sit and listen, sit and listen.

Went to school and I was very nervous,

No one knew me, no one knew me.

Hello teacher, tell me what's my lesson?

Look right through me, look right through me.

CHORUS:  [repeat "Mad world" 4x]

Mademoiselle From Armentieres

(basic version)

Words & Music:

True Origin Unknown, but WWI British

Most agree that this song's origins are a British Indian Army song called "Skiboo".  Some claim that the WWI version was written behind the lines in 1915 by by Edward Rowland and a Canadian composer, Lt. Glitz Rice.  Others claim that the writer was Alfred J. Walden (using the pen name Harry Wincott).  Regardless, there are countless variations of the song ranging from Edwardian prim to John Valby-like bawdy.  This one you can sing with the kids.

G                              D7

Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

D7                             G

Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

G                 D7             G                  D7

Mademoiselle from Armentieres is just sixteen plus forty years.

[or:  She hasn't been kissed for forty years.]

G      C       A7 D7  G

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Mademoiselle From Armentieres

(other variations)

Words & Music:

True Origin Unknown, but WWI British

Here are some of the countless variations of the song ranging from Edwardian prim to John Valby-like bawdy.  This one gives you an historic window on World War I trench life, but I wouldn't sing it with the kids.

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

She got the Palm and the Croix de Guerre, for washing soldiers' underwear.

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

You didn't have to know her long to know the reason men go wrong!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

She's the hardest working girl in town, but she makes her living upside down!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

As the cooties rambled through her hair; she whispered sweetly "C'est la guerre."

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

She'll do it for wine, she'll do it for rum, and sometimes for chocolate or chewing gum!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from St. Nazaire, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from St. Nazaire, parlez-vous?

The Mademoiselle from St. Nazaire, she never washed her underwear.

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Aix-Les-Bains, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Aix-Les-Bains, parlez-vous?

Mademoiselle from Aix-Les-Bains, she gave the Yankees shooting pains!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Montparnasse, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Montparnasse, parlez-vous?

As soon as she'd spy a Colonel's brass, she'd take off her skirt and roll in the grass!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

The Colonel got the Croix de Guerre, parlez-vous?

The Colonel got the Croix de Guerre, parlez-vous?

The Colonel got the Croix de Guerre, the son-of-a-gun was never there!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

You might forget the gas and shel, but you'll never forget the Mademoiselle!

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous?

Where are the girls who used to swarm about me in my uniform?

Hinkey-dinkey, parlez-vous?

Mademoiselle From Armentieres

(the really raunchy, incredibly offensive version)

Words & Music:

True Origin Unknown, but WWI British

WARNING!  WARNING!  WARNING!

THIS IS THE ONE STRAIGHT OUT OF THE TRENCHES!

It is a remarkable example of both wartime propaganda & pure, soldier smut.

You've been fairly forewarned.

Three German Officers crossed the Rhine, parlez-vous.

Three German Officers crossed the Rhine, parlez-vous.

Three German Officers crossed the Rhine

To fuck the women and drink the wine,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

They came to the door of a wayside Inn, parlez-vous.

They came to the door of a wayside Inn, parlez-vous.

They came to the door of a wayside Inn, pissed on the mat and walked right in,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

Oh, landlord, have you a daughter fair?, parlez-vous.

Oh, landlord, have you a daughter fair?, parlez-vous.

Oh landlord have you a daughter fair with lily-white tits and golden hair?,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

My only daughter's far too young, parlez-vous.

My only daughter's far too young, parlez-vous.

My only daughter's far too young, to be fucked by you, you bastard Hun,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

Oh, father dear, I'm not too young, parlez-vous.

Oh, father dear, I'm not too young, parlez-vous.

Oh, father dear, I'm not too young, I've just been fucked by the blacksmith's son,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

At last they got her on the bed, parlez-vous.

At last they got her on the bed, parlez-vous.

At last they got her on the bed and shagged her 'til her cheeks were red,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

They took her down a shady lane, parlez-vous.

They took her down a shady lane, parlez-vous.

They took her down a shady lane wnd shagged her back to life again,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

And then they took her to a bed, parlez-vous.

And then they took her to a bed, parlez-vous.

And then they took her to a bed and shagged her 'til she was nearly dead,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

They shagged her up they shagged her down, parlez-vous.

They shagged her up they shagged her down, parlez-vous.

They shagged her up they shagged her down, they shagged her all around the town,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

They shagged her in they shagged her out, parlez-vous.

They shagged her in they shagged her out, parlez-vous.

They shagged her in they shagged her out, they shagged her up her water-spout,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

Now, seven months later all was well, parlez-vous.

Now, seven months later all was well, parlez-vous.

Now seven months later all was well, eight months later she began to swell,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

Nine months later she gave a grunt, parlez-vous.

Nine months later she gave a grunt, parlez-vous.

Nine months later she gave a grunt and a little fat Prussian popped out her cunt,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian he grew and grew, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian he grew and grew, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian he grew and grew, he fucked the cat and the donkey too,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian, he went to hell, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian, he went to hell, parlez-vous.

The fat little Prussian he went to hell, he fucked the devil and his wife as well,

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous.

Maggie May

Words & Music:

Rod Stewart

D                  C                           G

Wake up, Maggie, I think I've got something to say to you.

It's late September and I really should be back at school.

  C               G             C              D

I know I keep you amused, but I feel I'm being used.

    Am                      Bm       Am

Oh, Maggie, I couldn't have tried anymore.

    A                  D            Am                   D

You lured me away from home just to save you from being alone.

    Am                  D                  G

You stole my heart, and that's what really hurts.

The morning sun when it's in your face really shows your age.

But that don't worry me none, in my eyes you're everything.

I laughed at all your jokes, my love you didn't need to coax.

Oh, Maggie, I couldn't have tried any more.

You lured me away from home just to save you from being alone.

You stole my soul that's a pain I can do without.

All I needed was a friend to lend a guiding hand.

But you turned into a lover and, mother, what a lover you wore me out.

All you did was wreck my bed, and in the morning kick me in the head.

Oh, Maggie, I couldn't have tried any more.

You lured me away from home 'cause you didn't want to be alone.

You stole my heart, I couldn't leave you if I tried.

I suppose I could collect my books and get on back to school.

Or steal my daddy's cue, and make a living out of playing pool.

Or find myself a rock and roll band that needs a helping hand.

Oh, Maggie, I wish I'd never seen your face.

You made a 1st class fool out of me, but I'm as blind as a fool can be.

You stole my heart but I love you, anyway.

Magic Man

Words & Music:

Ann & Nancy Wilson (Heart)

G5

Cold, late night so long ago when I was not so strong, you know.

F5

A pretty man came to me, never seen eyes so blue.

            G5

You know, I could not run away it seemed we'd seen each other in a dream.

F5                                                  G5

Seemed like he knew me, he looked right through me, yeah

Bb       F               G5

"Come on home, girl." he said with a smile.

"You don't have to love me yet, let's get high awhile.

    F                  G

But try to understand, try to understand,

Bb                    C                 G5

Try, try, try to understand I'm a magic man."

Winter nights we sang in tune, played inside the months of moon.

"Never think of never, let this spell last forever."

Well, summer lover passed to fall, tried to realize it all.

Mama says she's worried, growing up in a hurry, yeah.

"Come on home, girl." Mama cried on the phone,

"Too soon to lose my baby yet, my girl should be at home."

But try to understand, try to understand, try, try, try to understand,

He's a magic man, Mama.  Ah!  He's a magic man.

"Come on home, girl." he said with a smile.

"I cast my spell of love on you, a woman from a child."

But try to understand, try to understand, oh, oh,

Try, try to understand, try, try, try to understand,

He's a magic man, oh, ooh he's got magic hands.

G5    F5  [repeat & solo for Interlude]

"Come on home, girl." he said with a smile.

"You don't have to love me yet, let's get high awhile."

But try to understand, try to understand, try, try, try to understand,

He's a magic man, yeah, oh!

Make Me A Pallet On Your Floor

(a.k.a. "Pallet On Your Floor")

Words & Music:

Traditional

The February 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar has an arrangement of the Mississippi John Hurt version of this song.

CHORUS:

  C                       G

Make me a pallet on your floor.

  C                       G 

Make me a pallet on your floor.

                      B7         C 

Make it soft, make it low, so my good gal will never know.

  G        D              G 

Make me a pallet on your floor.

These blues are everywhere I see.

Weary blues are everywhere I see.

Blues all around me, everywhere I see.

Nobody's had these blues like me.

CHORUS:

Come, all you goodtime friends of mine.

Come, all you goodtime friends of mine.

When I had a dollar you treated me just fine.

Where'd you go when I only had a dime?

CHORUS:

I'd be more than satisfied

If I could catch a train and ride.

When I reach Atlanta and have no place to go.

Won't you make me a pallet on your floor?

CHORUS:

Make Me Smile

(from "Ballet For A Girl In Buchanan")

Words & Music:

James Pankow (Chicago)

C#m      A           E                D#m  G#  [or G#sus4 to G#]
Children play in the park, they don't know.

I'm alone in the dark, even though.

C#m      B      E     A        D#m            G#sus4  G#

Time and time again I see your face smiling inside

CHORUS:

E      D  A  E        D    A

I'm so happy that you love me.

Life is lovely when you're near me.

E       C#m            B        A

Tell me you will stay, make me smile.

Living life is just a game, so they say.

All the games we used to play fade away.

We may now enjoy the dreams we shared so long ago.

CHORUS:  [new words]

Oh, my darling, I got to have you.

Feel the magic when I hold you.

Cry sweet tears of joy, touch the sky.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE

CHORUS:  [new words]

Now I need you more than ever.

No more crying, we're together.

Tell me you will stay, make me smile.

Makin' Whoopie

Words & Music:

Walter Donaldson & Gus Kahn (1928)

D       Ebdim7         Em7           A7    G    Gm

Another bride, another June, another sunny honeymoon,

DM7     D7      GM7         Gm            D  Bb  A7  D

Another season, another reason for makin' whoopee.

A lot of shoes, a lot of rice, the groom is nervous, he answers twice.

It's really killing that he's so willing to make whoopee.

D   Bm7   Em7   A7   D

Ebdim7    Em     Gm   D    Ebdim7   Em    Gm    D   A7

Picture a little love nest down where the roses cling.

Picture the same sweet love nest and think what a year can bring

He's washin' dishes and baby clothes, he's so ambitious he even sews.

But don't forget, folks, that's what you get, folks, for makin' whoopee.

Another year, or maybe less, what's this I hear? Well, you can guess.

She feels neglected, and he's suspected of making whoopee.

She sits alone, most every night, he doesn't phone; he doesn't write.

He says he's busy, but she says, "Is he?"  He's making whoopee.

He doesn't make much money, only five thousand per.

Some judge who thinks he's funny says, "You'll pay six to her."

He says, "Now judge, suppose I fail?"

The judge says: "Bud, right into jail."

You'd better keep her, I think it's cheaper than making whoopee.

Malted Milk

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

This song was part of the the 5th recording of 5 sessions; recorded on June 20 1937 in Dallas, Texas and can b e found on The Complete Recordings (CBS 467246 2 & Columbia/Legacy C2K-46222 & Columbia 4622 & Sony 64916).  Malted milk is a variation of a milk shake where one adds a spoonful of malt to give the drink that distinctive malted flavor. Malt is a wheat byproduct, grain (as barley) softened by steeping in water, allowed to germinate, and used especially in brewing and distilling.  Every American colonial village had a maltser, who provided the malt needed to make the beer drunk in every home.

I keep drinkin' malted milk, try'n to drive my blues away.

I keep drinkin' malted milk, try'n to drive my blues away.

Baby, you just as welcome to my lovin', as the flowers is in May.

Malted milk, malted milk, keep rushin' to my head.

Malted milk, malted milk, keep rushin' to my head.

And I have a funny, funny feelin', and I'm talkin' all out my head.

Baby, fix me one more drink, and hug your daddy one more time.

Baby, fix me one more drink, and hug your daddy one more time.

Keep on stirrin' my malted milk mama, until I change my mind.

My door knob keeps on turnin', it must be spooks around my bed.

My door knob keeps on turnin', must be spooks around my bed.

I have a warm, old feelin', and the hair risin' on my head.

"Malted Milk" Tab - Robert Johnson version

Tabber unknown.  Tuning: Standard

----10--10--10--10--10--10--10--10--10--|--10----------3-----3-------|

--------10------------------------------|-----------2-----2----------|

----------------------------------------|-----------------2-----2----|

--------10------9-----------8-----------|--7-----2--------------2----|

----------------------------------------|----------------------------|

----------------------------------------|----------------------------|

--5---------------------|--3----3------3---------|

--3----3----3----3------|--3----3------3----3----|

--5----5----5----5--2/3-|--4----4--2/3-4---------|

------------------------|------------------------|

------------------------|------------------------|

------------------------|------------------------|

------5--5--5--4--4--4--3--3--3--|--------------5--5--5--5------|

------7--7--7--6--6--6--5--5--5--|--3--3--3--3--3--3--3--3------|

---------------------------------|-----------5--5--5--5--5--2/3-|

---------------------------------|------------------------------|

---------------------------------|------------------------------|

---------------------------------|------------------------------|

--3----3------3----3-----|--3----3-----3----3-----|-------------------------|

--3----3------3----3-----|--3----3-----3----3--3--|-------5b-5b-5b----5b-3--|

--4----4--2/3-4----4--2--|--4----4--2--4----4-----|----------------4--------|

-------------------------|------------------------|--x----------------------|

-------------------------|------------------------|--x----------------------|

-------------------------|------------------------|-------------------------|

-----5--------2--5--5-----|--2-----------|--3---------------------|

--3-----3-----3-----3-----|--3-----------|--2---------------------|

--------2--4--------2--4--|--------------|-------2------------2/3-|

--------------------------|-----4--3--2--|--2---------2----2------|

--------------------------|--------------|------------------------|

--------------------------|--------------|------------------------|

-----------------------|-----5--5--5--4--4--4-----|-----3--3--3--3---------|

--3----3----3--3----3--|-----4--4--4--3--3--3-----|-----2--2--2--2---------|

--4----4----4----------|--2--5--5--5--4-----4-----|--------2-----2---------|

-----------------------|--0-----4--4--3-----3-----|--2-----------2----x----|

-----------------------|-----------------------0--|-------------------x----|

-----------------------|--------------------------|------------------------|

Notation used:

b-bend

/-slide

x-muted note

"Malted Milk" Tab - Eric Clapton version

Tabbed by Peter Tuyp.  Tuning: Standard

Tuyp's note:  "This song is originaly played by two guitars. I found it hard to keep them apart,

so I made this tab in wich I melted them more or less together."

Intro:

e|----12-12-12-12-12------5-5---5---5----------------------------------------

B|----12-12-12-12-12------4-4---4---4----------------------------------------

G|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

D|-12-------11----10-9--4-----4---4------------------------------------------

A|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

                                  I keep

e|-7-7-7---------5-5-5----------------------------------------0-7--7-7--7-7--

B|---------------5-5-5-0----9/12-12-12-12-11-11-11-10-10-10-9-9--------------

G|-7-7-7---------6-6-6------------------------------------------7--7-7--7-7--

D|-6-6-6-0---2---5-5-5------9/12-12-12-12-11-11-11-10-10-10-9---6--6-6--6-6--

A|-7-7-7-2-3-3/4-7-7-7------------------------------------------7--7-7--7-7--

E|-0-0-0---------5-5-5---0--------------------------------------0--0-0--0-0--

   drinkin' malted milk

                   tryin' to drive my blues away

e|-4/5--5--4/5----5-4/5----5-4/5-7--5-7--4---------------4---------4-7-------

B|-4/5--5--4/5----5-4/5----5-4/5-5--5----5-7b8-7b8-7b8r7-5-7b8-5-5-5-5-----5-

G|-5/6--6--5/6-6--6-5/6-6--6-5/6------7--------------------------------6-8---

D|-4/5--5--4/5-7--5-4/5-7--5-4/5------6--------------------------------------

A|-6/7-----6/7------6/7------6/7------7--------------------------------------

E|-4/5-----4/5------4/5------4/5------0--------------------------------------

  I keep drinkin' malted milk,

                       tryin' to drive my blues away.

e|-------------7---7-7---4/5--5--5-4/5--7-5--0---7-------6-6---5--5--5-5-5-5-

B|-------------7---7-7---4/5--5--5-4/5--5-5--0---6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4-

G|-----------8---8-------5/6-----6-5/6-----------6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4-

D|---------7-------------4/5-----5-4/5---------6---6/5-5---------------------

A|-11-10-9---------------6/7-------6/7-----------------------2---------------

E|---------------------7-4/5-------4/5---------------------------------------

   Baby you're just as welcome to my lovin'

                         as the flowers is in May.                     Malted   

e|-7-7-7-7-7--4/5--5-4/5--5--7--0------------------0--7---------7-7----------

B|-------5----4/5--5-4/5--5--------------------------------------------------

G|-7-7-7---7--5/6--6-5/6--6--7--0---------------------7---------7-7----------

D|-6-6-6---6--4/5--5-4/5--5--6---------2-5-5-2---2----6---------6-6----------

A|-7-7-7---7--6/7----6/7--7--7-----2-4---------4------7------7--7-7----------

E|-0-0-0---0--4/5----4/5--5--0------------------------0--7-9----0-0----------

   milk, malted milk, keep rushing to my head.                         Malted

e|-4/5--5--4/5---5-4/5-7-7-7-7-7-5-7-----7-7-7-----7-7-7-7--------0-7--------

B|-4/5--5--4/5---5-4/5-5-5-5-5-5-5---7/9-9-9-9-7/9-9-9-9-9--------0-9--------

G|-5/6--6--5/6-6-6-5/6-4-4-4-4-4-4-7----------------------------9----------9-

D|-4/5--5--4/5-7-5-4/5-5-5-5-5-5-5-6-----------------------9-11-------9-11---

A|-6/7-----6/7-----6/7-------------7-----------------------------------------

E|-4/5-----4/5-----4/5-------------0-----------------------------------------

   milk, malted milk, keep rushing to my head.

e|-------------7---7-7---4/5--5--5-4/5--7-5--0---7-------6-6---5--5--5-5-5-5-

B|-------------7---7-7---4/5--5--5-4/5--5-5--0---6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4-

G|-----------8---8-------5/6-----6-5/6-----------6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4-

D|---------7-------------4/5-----5-4/5---------6---6/5-5---------------------

A|-11-10-9---------------6/7-------6/7-----------------------2---------------

E|---------------------7-4/5-------4/5---------------------------------------

   And I have a funny, funny feeling 

                       and I'm talking all out my head.                  Baby

e|-7-7-7-------4/5--5-4/5--5--7------7-7-7--7-7-7--7--------0-7--------------

B|-------------4/5--5-4/5--5-----7/9-9-9-9--9-9-9--9--------0-9--------------

G|-7-7-7-------5/6--6-5/6--6--7---------------------------9----------9-------

D|-6-6-6--6----4/5---------5--6----------------------9-11-------9-11---------

A|-7-7-7--7----6/7------------7----------------------------------------------

E|-0-0-0----7--4/5------------0----------------------------------------------

   fix me one more drink, 

                and hug your daddy one more time.

e|-7--4/5--5-5--5--4/5--5-5-7-5-0-------------------------0--7---------------

B|----4/5--5-5--5--4/5--5-5-5-5---------------------------0------------------

G|-7--5/6--6-6--6--5/6--6-6-----4----------------------------7---------------

D|-6--4/5--5-5--5--4/5--5-5--------2/5-2-----2/5-5-2---2-----6---------------

A|-7--6/7--7-7--7--6/7--7-7--------------2-4---------4-------7------7--------

E|-0--4/5--5-5--5--4/5--5-5----------------------------------0--7-9----------

   Baby fix me one more drink, 

                    and hug your daddy one more time.

e|-------------7---7-7---4/5-7-5--2/3-7-5--0-0----7-------6-6---5--5--5-5----

B|-------------7---7-7---4/5-5-5--4/5-5-5---------6-------5-5---4--4--4-4----

G|-----------8---8-------5/6------2/3------4-4----6-------5-5---4--4--4-4----

D|---------7-------------4/5------4/5-----------6---6/5-5--------------------

A|-11-10-9-------------2-6/7------2/3-------------------------2--------------

E|-----------------------4/5------2/3----------------------------------------

   Keep on stirring my malted milk, mama, 

                           until I change my mind.

Solo:

e|------------------------------------7-6-5----------------------------------

B|-----5-7br-7br-7br-5---5~~--2/5-5-5-------8br-8br-5---5~~------------------

G|-4-6-----------------6----6-------------------------6----------------------

D|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

A|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

e|-4/7-7-7-7-10-10-10-7-7-7-4--7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

B|-5/9-9-9-9-12-12-12-9-9-9-5------------------------------------------------

G|- ---------------------------7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

D|-----------------------------6-6--6-6--6-6---------------------------------

A|-----------------------------7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

e|------------------------------------7-6-5----------------------------------

B|-----5-7br-7br-7br-5---5~~--2/5-5-5-------8br-8br-5---5~~------------------

G|-4/6-----------------6----6-------------------------6----------------------

D|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

A|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

e|-4/7-7-7-7-10-10-10-7-7-7-4--7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

B|-5/9-9-9-9-12-12-12-9-9-9-5------------------------------------------------

G|-----------------------------7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

D|-----------------------------6-6--6-6--6-6---------------------------------

A|-----------------------------7-7--7-7--7-7---------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

e|---------9-8-7------------7-6-----5----5-----------------------------------

B|-2/7-7-7-------10~~-----5-----/8b---8b---8b-8b-5---5~~---------------------

G|--------------------4/6--------------------------6-------------------------

D|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

A|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---7-------6-6---5--5--5-5-5-5---------------------------------------------

B|---6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4---------------------------------------------

G|---6-------5-5---4--4--4-4-4-4---------------------------------------------

D|-6---6/5-5-----------------------------------------------------------------

A|---------------2-----------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

                           My doorknob          

e|-7-7-7----4/5--5-4/5--5---------7-7-7-4-4-4/7-7-7-7/9-9-9-9-7-7-7-4--------

B|-0-0-0----4/5--5-4/5--5--0--6/9-9-9-9-----------------------------5--------

G|-7-7-7----5/6--6-5/6--6--1------------4-4-4/7-7-7-7/9-9-9-9-7-7-7----------

D|-6-6-6----4/5--5-4/5--5--2-------------------------------------------------

A|-7-7-7--7-6/7----6/7-----2-------------------------------------------------

E|-0-0-0--7-4/5----4/5-------------------------------------------------------

   keeps on turnin', 

            there must be spooks around my bed.

e|-7-7--7-7--7-7---4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--7-5-----------------------------

B|-9-9--9-9--9-9---4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--5-5--0--------------------------

G|-7-7--7-7--7-7---5/6--6-5/6--6-5/6--6-5/6-------1--------------------------

D|-9-9--9-9--9-9---4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5-------2--------------------------

A|-7-7--7-7--7-7---6/7--7-6/7--6-6/7--7-6/7-------2--------------------------

E|-7-7--7-7--7-7---4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5--5-4/5----------------------------------

              My doorknob keeps on turnin'

                                  there must be spooks around my bed.

e|-----7-7-7-4-4-4/7-7-7-7/9-9-9-9-7-7-7-4-----------------------------------

B|-6/9-9-9-9-----------------------------5-----------------------------------

G|-----------4-4-4/7-7-7-7/9-9-9-9-7-7-7-------------------------------------

D|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

A|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------------------------------------------------

e|-7-7--7-7--7-7-------2-2--2-2--2-2--7/6-7-5--------------------------------

B|-9-9--9-9--9-9-------4-4--4-4--4-4--7/6-5-5-5-8b-8b-5~~--------------------

G|-7-7--7-7--7-7-------2-2--2-2--2-2--8/7-6----------------------------------

D|-9-9--9-9--9-9-6-5-4-4-4--4-4--4-4--9/8-5----------------------------------

A|-7-7--7-7--7-7-------2-2--2-2--2-2--9/8-7----------------------------------

E|-7-7--7-7--7-7-------2-2--2-2--2-2--7/6-5----------------------------------

              And I have a funny, funny feeling, 

                                       and the hair's rising on my head.

Outro:

e|----7-10br-7-----------------------------12(harmonic)----------------------

B|-/9----------9-7br-7br-5---5~~--------0------------------------------------

G|-------------------------6-----------1-------------------------------------

D|------------------------------------2--------------------------------------

A|-----------------------------------2---------------------------------------

E|---------------------------------0-----------------------------------------

Mama Told Me Not To Come

Words & Music:

Randy Newman

G7

Will you have whiskey with your water or sugar with your tea?

What are these crazy questions that you're asking me?

This is the wildest party that there ever could be.

Oh, don't turn on the lights cause I don't want to see.

CHORUS:

G7   C              Eb   G

Mama told me not to come

Mama told me not to come

That ain't no way to have fun, no!

Am   Bbm   Bm   D7

D7   Bm    Bbm  Am

Open up the window, let some air into this room

I think I'm almost choking on the smell of stale perfume

And the cigarette you're smoking 'bout to scare me half to death

Oh, open up the window, let me catch my breath

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL OVER CHORUS CHORDS:

The radio is blasting, someone's knocking on the door.

I'm looking at my girlfriend, she's passed out on the floor.

I've seen so many things that I never seen before.

I don't know what it is but I don't wanna see no more

CHORUS:

IMPROV VOX OVER CHORUS CHORDS:

Am   Bbm   Bm   D7

D7   Bm    Bbm  Am

Am7  D7+5  D7

Mammal

Words & Music:

They Might Be Giants

F           C

Glass of milk

G                     Bb                       C            C7     F

Standing in between extinction in the cold and explosive radiating growth.

Bb      F          Bb                F          Bb        F

So, the warm blood flows through the large four-chambered heart

Bb  F           C    Dm     Bb       F         C

Maintaining the very high metabolism rate they have.

CHORUS:

Bb   C     Bb   C

Mammal...  Mammal...

F               Bb     Gm            C

Their names are called, they raise a paw.

    F        Bb   F           Bb     Gm           C

The bat, the cat, dolphin and dog, koala bear and hog

F   F/E    F/D    F/C    Bb    Gm    C

F             Bb           Gm             C                       F

One of us may lose his hair, but you're reminded that it once was there.

Bb                 Gm           C              F

From the embryonic whale to the monkey with no tail.

So, the warm blood flows with the red blood cells

Lacking nuclei through the large four-chambered heart.

Maintaining the very high metabolism rate they have.

CHORUS:

Bb   F           C      Gm     Bb         F   C

The scent of the sister of her brother Marsupial

Their cousin called Monotrane, dead uncle Elutherial

CHORUS:

    F        Bb    F         Bb         Gm      C   Dm

The fox, the ox, giraffe and shrew, the kit and caribou.

Man On The Moon

Words & Music:

R.E.M.

C   Dadd4/add2   C  [2x]

C                       Dadd4/add2    C

Mott the Hoople and the game of Life, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Andy Kaufman in the wrestling match, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Monopoly, Twenty-one, checkers, and chess, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Mister Fred Blassie, and a breakfast mess, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Let's play Twister, let's play Risk, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

I'll see you heaven if you make the list, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Am                            G

Now, Andy, did you hear about this one?

Am                            G

Tell me are you locked in the punch?

Am                            G

Hey, Andy, are you goofing on Elvis? ("Hey baby!")

C             D

Are we losing touch?

G         Am  C           Bm         G     Am         D

If you believe they put a man on the moon, man on the moon.

G         Am  C        Bm             Am

If you believe there's nothing up his sleeve, then nothing is cool.

Moses went walking with the staff of wood, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Newton got beaned by the apple good, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Egypt was troubled by the horrible asp, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Mister Charles Darwin had the gall to ask, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL SOLO OVER:  Em    D    Em    D    Em    D

Here's a little gift for the never believer, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Here's a little ghost for the offering, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Here's a truck stop instead of Saint Peter's, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Mister Andy Kaufman's gone wrestling, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

CHORUS: [repeat second half of Chorus 3x, then end on Em]

Man On The Moon Tab by Jack/Nancy Wagner
Intro slide tab:

E--------------------

B------5-----7-----5-

G----/5-5--/7-7--/5-5

D----/5----/7----/5--

A--------------------

E--------------------

  C                                   Dadd4/add2

|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|

|-1-------1---1-------1---1---1-|-1-/-3---3---3-------3---3---3-|

|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|

|-2-------2---2-------2---2---2-|-2-/-4---4---4-------4---4---4-|

|-3-------3---3-------3---3---3-|-3-/-5---5---5-------5---5---5-|

|-------------------------------|-------------------------------|

      C

|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|

|-3-\-1---1---1-------1---1---1-|-1-------1---1-------1---1---1-|

|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|-0-------0---0-------0---0---0-|

|-4-\-2---2---2-------2---2---2-|-2-------2---2-------2---2---2-|

|-5-\-3---3---3-------3---3---3-|-3-------3---3-------3---3---3-|

|-------------------------------|-------------------------------|

Em                       D                        Em

E-|---------12------------|-------------------------|--------12---------------|

B-|-/-12---------12---12--|---------7----8p7-----0--|-/-12--------12---12-----|

G-|-----------------------|-----------7-------7-----|-------------------------|

D-|-----------------------|--/-7--------------------|-------------------------|

A-|-----------------------|-------------------------|-------------------------|

E-|-----------------------|-------------------------|-------------------------|

    D                         Em                     D

E-|------------------------|---------12------------|--------------------------|

B-|-------7-----8p7------0-|--/-12--------12---12--|---------7--------7-------|

G-|---------7---------7----|-----------------------|------7-----7-------------|

D-|-/-7--------------------|-----------------------|-/-7-----------7----------|

A-|------------------------|-----------------------|--------------------------|

E-|------------------------|-----------------------|--------------------------|

      D

E-|------------------------|--------------------------------------------------|

B-|-/-------7----8p7-------|--------------------------------------------------|

G-|---7----------------7---|--------------------------------------------------|

D-|------7-----------------|--------------------------------------------------|

A-|------------------------|--------------------------------------------------|

E-|------------------------|--------------------------------------------------|

Guitar Solo #2:

    Em                        D

E-|-/12-----12-------------|-------------------------------|

B-|-/12-----------12-------|--------7-------8p7---------0--|

G-|-/12----------------12--|------------7-----------7------|

D-|------------------------|--/-7--------------------------|

A-|------------------------|-------------------------------|

E-|------------------------|-------------------------------|

    Em                          D

E-|---------12---------------|------------------------------|-----------------|

B-|-/12-----------12---------|------7-------8p7----------0--|-----------------|

G-|-/12-----------------12\--|--7-------7---------7---------|-----------------|

D-|--------------------------|------------------------7-----|-----------------|

A-|--------------------------|------------------------------|-----------------|

E-|--------------------------|------------------------------|-----------------|

    Em                           D

E-|-------12------------------|------------------------|----------------------|

B-|-/12--------12---------0---|---------7-----------7--|--------7---8p7---7---|

G-|-/12-------------12--------|--/7---------7----------|-7--------------------|

D-|---------------------------|--/7-------------7------|----7-----------------|

A-|---------------------------|--------------------|--------------------------|

E-|---------------------------|------------------------|----------------------|
Man Out Of Time

Words & Music:

Declan Patrick Aloysius McManus (Elvis Costello)

from: Christian Korbanka, Cologne, Germany

E                               B  E                  B  E

So this is where he came to hide-- when he ran from you.

E                               F#m

In a private detective overcoat and dirty dead men's shoes.

The pretty things of Knightsbridge, lying for of Minister of State,

Are a far cry from the nod and wink here at Traitors' Gate.

           G#m                         C#m

'Cause the high heel he used to be has been ground down.

       F#sus4                    E/B                     B7

And he listens for the footsteps that would follow him around.

E          F#m           G#m    E

To murder, my love, is a crime.

    F#m  G#m   A  F#/A# Bsus4 G#/B#  C#m  A  E

But will you still love - a man out of time?

There's a tupenny ha'ppenny millionaire looking for a fourpenny one,

With a tight grip on the short hairs of the public imagination.

But for his private wife and kids, somehow real life becomes a rumour.

Days of Dutch courage, just three French letters & a German sense of humor.

G#m                                C#m

He's got a mind like a sewer and a heart like a fridge.

   F#sus4                       E/B               B7

He stands to be insulted And he pays for the privilege.

E          F#m           G#m    E

To murder, my love, is a crime.

    F#m  G#m   A  F#/A# Bsus4 G#/B#  C#m  A  E

But will you still love - a man out of time?

The biggest wheels of industry retire sharp and short.

And after the dinner overtures are nothing but an afterthought.

Somebody's creeping in the kitchen there's a reputation to be made.

Whose nerves are always on the knife's edge & who's up late polishing the blade?

G#m                            C#m

Love is always scarpering or cowering or fawning.

   F#sus4                          E/B                    B7

You drink yourself insensitive and hate yourself in the morning.

E          F#m           G#m    E

To murder, my love, is a crime.

    F#m  G#m   A  F#/A# Bsus4 G#/B#  C#m  A  E

But will you still love - a man out of time?

The Man Who Sold The World

(Nirvana version)

Words & Music:

David Bowie

Despite the vociferous protests of a certain tabber, this song is in Dm and not in G#m.  The full "MTV Unplugged in New York" transcription (two guitars and bass) is in Guitar World.  The original guitars & bass were tuned down one-half step (Eb Ab Db Gb Bb Eb).
Main Riff:

E-----------------|

B-----------------|

G-2-2-2-0-2h3p3-0-|

D-----------------|

A-----------------|

E-----------------|

INTRO:  [Main Riff 4x, then F]
Dm                      A

We passed upon the stair, we spoke of was and when.

Dm                     A                         F  Fsus4  F

Although I wasn't there, he said I was his friend.

F                           C                 A

Which came as some surprise; I spoke into his eyes,

A                       Dm                       C

"I thought you died alone a long, long time ago."

CHORUS:

C               F5  Db                F5

"Oh, no, not me.  I never lost control.

F5         C      F5         Db               A       Dm

You're face to face with the man who sold the world."

I laughed and shook his hand and made my way back home.

I searched for form and land, for years and years I roamed.

I gazed a gazley stare (at all the millions here).

I must have died alone a long, long time ago.

CHORUS:  [2x & new words:]
Who knows?  Not me.  We never lost control.

You're face to face with the man who sold the world."

OUTRO:  Solo over:  F  Dm  A  Dm  [3x]  End on F
The Man With The Child In His Eyes

Words & Music:

Kate Bush 

Em  Em/D            C           G/B              Am

I hear him before I go to sleep and focus on the day that's been.

Em  Em/D                    C              G/B          Am

I realise he's there when I turn the light off and turn over.

Bm     A

Nobody knows about my man

Bb              F/A             G

They think he's lost on some horizon

               F#          F              Em       Eb

And suddenly I find myself listening to a man I've never known before:

Dm          C            G/B      F/A        Ab

Telling me about the sea all his love, 'til eternity.

CHORUS:

C  G   C         Bb    F    Bb    F/A

Ooh-------, he's here again----------.

Bb               F/A          Cadd9(no 3)

The man with the child in his eyes.

Ooh-------, he's here again.

The man with the child in his eyes.

He's very understanding and he's so aware of all my situations.

And when I stay up late, he's always waiting; but I feel him hesitate.

Oh, I'm so worried about my love.

They say, "No, no, it won't last forever."

And here I am again, my girl,

Wondering what on earth I'm doing here.

Maybe he doesn't love me.

I just took a trip on my love for him.

CHORUS:

Manic Monday

Words & Music:

Prince

D              Dsus4       A           G            D  Dsus4  A  G  D

Six o'clock already, I was just in the middle of a dream.

I was kissin' Valentino by a crystal blue Italian stream.

But I can't be late 'cause then I guess I just won't get paid.

These are the days when you wish your bed was already made.

CHORUS:

A7                      D    G

It's just another manic Monday.

  D           G

I wish it was Sunday.

'Cause that's my funday.

My I-don't-have-to-runday.

     G            A     D

It's just another manic Monday.

Have to catch an early train, got to be to work by nine.

And if I had an aeroplane I still couldn't make it on time.

'Cause it takes me so long just to figure out what I'm gonna wear.

Blame it on the train, but the boss is already there.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

Bm                                                     E7

All of the nights, why did my lover have to pick last night to get down?

G                        A

Doesn't it matter that I have to feed the both of us?

  Bm

Employment's down.

   G                       E7

He tells me in his bedroom voice,

E7                               A

"C'mon honey, let's go make some noise."

Time it goes so fast when you're having fun.

CHORUS:  [2x]

Mari Mac

Words & Music:

Traditional

(arr. Great Big Sea)

(increase tempo as song goes along!)

G   A  Em (4x)

Em

There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac.

D

Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track.

Em

Lot of other fellas try to get her on her back.

        G                     A              Em

But I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early.

CHORUS:

Em

Mari Mac's mother's making Mari Mac marry me.

D

My mother's making me marry Mari Mac.

Em

Well, I'm gonna marry Mari for when Mari's takin' care of me.

      G              A            Em

We'll all be feeling merry when I marry Mari Mac.

Now, Mari and her mother are an awful lot together.

In fact, you hardly see ever the one without the other.

And people often wonder if it's Mari or her mother

Or both of them together I am courting.

CHORUS:

Well, up among the heather in the hills of Bonifee,

I had a bonnie lass sitting on me knee.

A bumblebee stung me right above me knee,

Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee.

CHORUS:

Well, I said "Wee bonnie lassie, where you going to spend the day?"

She said "Among the heather in the hills of Benifee,

Where all the boys and girls are making out so free,

Up among the heather in the hills of Benifee."

CHORUS:

The wedding's on a Wednesday, everything's arranged.

Soon her name be changed to mine unless her mind be changed.

And making the arrangements, I'm feeling quite deranged.

Marriage is an awful undertaking.

CHORUS:

Sure to be a grand affair, grander than a fair.

Going to be a fork and plate for every man that's there.

And I'll be a bugger if I don't get my share.

If I don't we'll be very much mistaken.

CHORUS:

There's a neat little lass and her name is Mari Mac.

Make no mistake, she's the girl I'm gonna track.

Lot of other fellas try to get her on her back.

I'm thinking that they'll have to get up early.

CHORUS:

Marianne

Words & Music:

Terry Gilkyson(?)

This was hit for Terry Gilkyson And The Easy Riders.  It climbed to #4 in 1957.

CHORUS:

E                   B                              E

All day, all night, Marianne; down by the seaside, sifting sand.

E                         B                             E

Even little children love Marianne; down by the seaside sifting sand.

E                           B

Marianne, oh, Marianne, oh, won't you marry me?

B                                          E

We can have a bamboo hut and brandy in the tea.

E                                  A

Leave your fat old Mamma home, she never will say yes.

A              E        B        E

If Mamma don't know now, she can guess.  [spoken:  "My, my, yes!"]
CHORUS:

When she walks along the shore, people pause to greet.

While birds fly around her, little fish come to her feet.

In her heart is love, but I'm the only mortal man,

Who's allowed to kiss my Marianne.  [spoken:  "Don't rush me!"]
CHORUS:

When we marry, we will have a time you never saw.

I will be so happy, I will kiss my mother-in-law.

Children by the dozen, in and out the bamboo hut,

One for every palm tree, and coconut.  [spoken:  "Hurry up, now!"]
CHORUS:

Martha, My Dear

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

Eb    Dm    Gm   Gm/F  C7   F    Bb

AbM9  Bb7   Ab   Bb7   Ab   Bb7

Martha, my dear, though I spend my days in conversation,

Please, remember me.

Martha, my love, don't forget me.

Martha, my dear.

Dm7                    Gm9         F6

Hold your head up, you silly girl, look what you've done.

         C11      Gm7         C11        Gm7

When you find yourself in the thick of it,

C11      Gm7       C11            A    Dm7              Gm7

Help yourself to a bit of what is all around you, silly girl.

       Dm7          G9

Take a good look around you.

       Dm7               G9

Take a good look, you're bound to see

     C11             BbM7                 Dm7          Gm9   Eb

That you and me were meant to be for each other, silly girl.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

Hold your hand out, you silly girl, see what you've done.

When you find yourself in the thick of it,

Help yourself to a bit of what is all around you, silly girl.

Martha, my dear, you have always been my inspiration.

Please be good to me.

Martha, my love, don't forget me.

Martha, my dear...

Mary Jane's Last Dance

Words & Music:

Tom Petty

This is fully transcribed in the April 2006 issue of Guitar One.

Am   G   D   Am  [2x]  G  Am  G  D  Am  [1st vox note = C]

Am               G                     D                     Am

She grew up in an Indiana town.  Had a good-lookin' mama who never was around.

Am                  G

But she grew up tall and she grew up right.

         D                   Am

With them Indiana boys on them Indiana nights.

Am   G   D   Am  [2x]

Well she moved down here at the age of eighteen

She blew the boys away, it was more than they'd seen

I was introduced and we both started groovin'

   D                         Am                     G  D           Am

She said, I dig you baby but I got to keep movin' on---, keep movin' on.

Am   G   D   Am  [2x]

CHORUS:

Em7                                             A  Asus2  A  Asus2  A

Last dance with Mary Jane; one more time to kill the pain.

Em7                                                   A  Asus2  A  G

I feel summer creepin' in and I'm tired of this town again

Well I don't know, but I've been told you never slow down, you never grow old.

I'm tired of screwing up, I'm tired of goin' down.

I'm tired of myself, I'm tired of this town.

Oh, my, my.  Oh, hell, yes.  Honey, put on that party dress.

Buy me a drink, sing me a song, take me as I come 'cause I can't stay long.

CHORUS:

There's pigeons down on Market Square.  She's standin' in her underwear.

Lookin' down from a hotel room.  Nightfall will be comin' soon.

Oh, my, my.  Oh, hell, yes.  You've got to put on that party dress.

It was too cold to cry when I woke up alone.

I hit the last number, I walked to the road.

CHORUS:

Masters Of War

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

Am    Am7    Am  [main riff for verses]

Am       Am7        Am                      Am7 Am

Come you masters of war; you that build the big guns.

You that build the death planes; you that build all the bombs.

You that hide behind walls; you that hide behind desks.

Am     C           G          F                Am     Am7 Am

I just want you to know I can see through your masks.

You that never have done nothing but build to destroy.

You play with my world like it's your little toy.

You put a gun in my hand then you hide from my eyes.

Then you turn and run farther when the fast bullets fly.

Like Judas of old you lie and deceive.

A world war can't be won, and you want me to believe.

But I see through your eyes and I see through your brain.

Like I see through the water that runs down my drain

You that fasten all the triggers for the others to fire.

Then you sit back and watch while the death count gets higher.

You hide in your mansions while the young people's blood.

Flows out of their bodies and gets buried in the mud.

You've thrown the worst fear that can ever be hurled.

Fear to bring children into the world.

For threatening my baby, unborn and unnamed.

You ain't worth the blood that runs in your veins.

How much do I know to talk out of turn.

You might say that I'm young, you might say I'm unlearned.

But there's one thing I know, though I'm younger than you.

Even Jesus would never forgive what you do.

Let me ask you one question:  is your money that good?

Will it buy you forgiveness?  Do you think that it could?

I think you will find when your death takes its toll.

All the money you made won't ever buy back your soul.

And I hope that you die and your death will come soon.

I'll follow your casket through the pale afternoon.

And I'll watch while you're lowered into your death bed.

Then I'll stand over your grave till I'm sure that you're dead.

Maxwell's Silver Hammer

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

D                   B7                   Em

Joan was quizzical, studied metaphysical science in the home.

A7                                      D           A

Late nights all alone with a test tube, oh, oh, oh, oh.

D               B7                    Em

Maxwell Edison, majoring in medicine, calls her on the phone.

A7                                   D      A

"Can I take you out to the pictures, Jo-o-o-oan?"

    E7                              A7

But as she's getting ready to go, a knock comes on the door.

CHORUS:

D                                          E7

Bang!  Bang!  Maxwell's Silver Hammer came down upon her head.

A7                                           Em        A7      D

Clang!  Clang!  Maxwell's Silver Hammer made sure that she was dead.

D   F#7   Bm   D7   G   A7   D   A7   D

Back in school again, Maxwell plays the fool again,

Teacher gets annoyed.

Wishing to avoid an unpleasant scene.

She tells Max to stay when the class has gone away so he waits behind.

Writing fifty times, "I must not be so."

But when she turns her back on the boy, he creeps up from behind.

CHORUS:

P. C. 31 said, "We've caught a dirty one."  Maxwell stands alone.

Painting testimonial pictures, oh, oh, oh, oh.

Rose and Valerie screaming from the gallery say he must go free.

The judge does not agree and he tells them so.

But as the words are leaving his lips, a noise comes from behind.

CHORUS:

D      F#7    Bm     D7    G   A7  D

Sil -- ver -- Ham -- mer.  Max -- well.

Maybe Baby

Words & Music:

Norman Petty & Charles Hardin

A           F#m

Maybe baby, I'll have you.

A           F#m

Maybe baby, you'll be true.

A           D         E       A  D  E

Maybe baby, I'll have you for me.

It's funny, honey, you don't care.

You never listen to my prayers.

Maybe baby, you will love me someday.

BRIDGE:

A     D

Well, you are the one that makes glad.

A               D        A

And you are the one that makes me sad.

D

When someday you want me, well,

E

I'll be there, wait and see.

VERSE 1 REPRISE:

BRIDGE REPRISE:

VERSE 1 REPRISE:

A           D         A       D    A

Maybe baby, I'll have you for me.

Maybelline

Words & Music:

Chuck Berry

CHORUS:

A

Maybelline, why can't you be true?

          D7                     A

Oh, Maybelline, why can't you be true?

       E7                     D7                 A

You've started back doin' the things you used to do.

[verses are all an A chord]

As I was motivatin' over the hill, I saw Maybelline in a Coupe de Ville.

Cadillac rollin' on the open road, but nothin' outruns my V-8 Ford.

Cadillac doin' 'bout 95, bumper-to-bumper, rollin' side by side.

CHORUS:

Cadillac rolled up ahead of the Ford, the Ford got hot, wouldn't do no more.

It soon got cloudy and it started to rain.

I tooted my horn for the passing lane.

Rain was pourin' under my hood, I knew that was doin' my motor good.

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL CHORUS:

CHORUS:

Motor cooled down, the heat went down, that's when I heard that highway sound.

The Cadillac sittin' like a ton of lead, 110 half a mile ahead.

The Cadillac looked like it was sittin' still.

I caught Maybelline at the top of the hill.

CHORUS:

James Pugrad's "Maybelline" tab:


 intro


e-------------------------------------------------------|


b-------------------------------------------------------|


g--------10-10---10b-10b--------------------------------|


d------8-10-10-8-10b-10b--------------------------------|


a-8-10--------------------------------------------------|


e-------------------------------------------------------|


verses


e-----------|


b-----------|


g-----------|


d-----------| RIFF 1


a-8-10-8-10-|


e-6-6--6--6-|


e-----------|


b-----------|


g-----------|


d-8-10-8-10-| RIFF 2


a-6-6--6-6--|


e-----------| NOTE AFTER THIS TO TO THE INTRO AND PLAY THAT 1 MORE TIME


ONCE U HAVE DONE THE INTRO AGAIN DO THIS


e-------------|


b-------------|


g-------------|


d-10-12-10-12-| RIFF 3


a-8--8--8--8--|


e-------------| AND THEN GO DO THE INTRO AGAIN


THE ORDER OF THE SONG IS


RIFF 1


RIFF 2 !READ IMPORTANT!=LISTEN TO THE SONG TO SEE HOW MANY TIMES TO PLAY THE


RIFF 1                VERSES


RIFF 3


RIFF 1

Me And Bobby McGee

(original version)

Words & Music:

Kris Kristofferson

G

Busted flat in Baton Rouge, waitin' for a train.

                                     D7

I was feelin' nearly as faded as my jeans.

D7

Bobby thumbed a diesel down, just before it rained,

D7                              G

That rode us all the way to New Orleans.

G

I pulled my harpoon out of my dirty red bandanna.

G                           C

And I was blowin' sad while Bobby sang the blues.

C                                              G

With those windshield wipers slappin' time and Bobby clappin' hands

            D7                            G

We finally sang up every song that driver knew.

CHORUS:

C                               G

Freedom's just another word for nothin' left to lose.

D7                                         G

And nothin' ain't worth nothin', but it's free.

C                                 G

Feelin' good was easy, Lord, when Bobby sang the blues.

D7                                                                    G

And feelin' good was good enough for me, good enough for me and Bobby McGee

From the Kentucky coalmines to the California sun,

Well, Bobby shared the secrets of my soul.

Through all kinds of weather, through everything I've done

My Bobby, baby, kept me from the cold.

Then somewhere near Salinas, Lord, I let him slip away.

He's lookin' for that home and I hope he finds it.

And I'd trade all my tomorrows for a single yesterday

When I was holdin' Bobby's body next to mine

CHORUS:  [vocal riff on chorus chords 'til you're done]

German Translation:

Wir waren in Baton Rouge.  Wir waren am Bahnhof da.

Und wir waren pleite.  Scheißgefühl. Du fühlst Dich abgewetzt.

Ungefähr so durchgescheuert wie meine Jeans.

Bobby hat dann einen Diesel angehalten.

Keine Sekunde zu früh: es fing wieder an zu schiffen.

Und der hat uns bis New Orleans mitgenommen.

Ich hab meine Mundharmonika aus'm Taschentuch

Gewickelt und angefangen zu spielen.

Mehr so traurige Sachen. Bobby hat Blues dazu gesungen.

Und der Scheibenwischer hat den Takt geliefert,

Und er hat meine Hand gehalten.

Irgendwann hatten wir dann so ziemlich alle Songs durch,

Die der Fahrer gekannt hat.

Freiheit ist letzten Endes nur ein anderes Wort dafür,

Daß Du nix mehr zu verlieren hast.

Nix is' zwar nix wert, aber kostet auch nix.

Aber wenn Bobby den Blues gesungen hat,

Dann war es kein Problem, sich gut zu fühlen.

Und das war gut genug für mich. Und für Bobby McGee.

Von Kentucky bis Californien war Bobby eigentlich immer mit dabei.

Hat jeden Winkel meiner Seele gekannt und mich am gehen gehalten.

In jeder Scheiße.  Und Nacht für Nacht hat er mich warm gehalten.

Irgendwo bei Salinas hab' ich ihn dann gehen lassen.

Er hat so was wie ein Zuhause gesucht. Hoffentlich findet er eines.

Ich würde so ziemlich meine gesamte Zukunft dafür geben,

Ihn noch mal an mir zu spüren.
Me And Bobby McGee

(Janis Joplin version)

Words & Music:

Kris Kristofferson

This version (with the shift in key from G to A halfway through) is transcribed in the September 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
G

Busted flat in Baton Rouge, waitin' for a train;

         G                           D7

When I's feelin' near as faded as my jeans.

D7 

Bobby thumbed a diesel down just before it rained,

                                  G  Gsus4  G

That rode us all the way into New Orleans.

G

I pulled my harpoon out of my dirty red bandana

      G                  G7             C

I was playin' soft while Bobby sang the blues.

C                                      G

Windshield wipers slappin' time, I was holdin' Bobby's hand in mine.

D7

We sang every song that driver knew.

C                               G

Freedom's just another word for nothin' left to lose.

D7                                           G

Nothin', it ain't nothin' honey, if it ain't free.

    C                                G

And feelin' good was easy, Lord, oh, when he sang the blues.

          D7

You know, feelin' good was good enough for me,

D7                              G        A

Good enough for me and my Bobby McGee.

A 

From the Kentucky coal mines to the California sun,

A                                    E7

Yeah, Bobby shared the secrets of my soul.

E7

Through all kinds of weather, through everything we done,

E7                                A

Yeah, Bobby baby kept me from the cold.

A

One day up near Salinas, Lord, I let him slip away.

A                     A7                 D

He's lookin' for that home and I hope he finds it.

D                                       A

Well I'd trade all my tomorrows for one single yesterday,

      E7

To be holdin' Bobby's body next to mine.

D                               A

Freedom's just another word for nothin' left to lose.

E7                                      A

Nothin', and that's all that Bobby left me.

      D                            A

Well, feelin' good was easy, Lord, when he sang the blues.

    E7

And feelin' good was good enough for me.

E7                              A

Good enough for me and my Bobby McGee.

La-da-da, la-da-da, la-daa-da-da-daa.

La-da-da-da-da-daa, Bobby McGee, ah.

La-da-da-da-daa-daa, la-da-daa-da-daa,

La-da-da-da-da-daa, Bobby McGee, yeah.

La di da, ladida LA dida LA di daa, ladida LA dida LA di daa

Hey, now, Bobby!  Now, my Bobby McGee, yeah!

Lo lo LO lolo LO lo laa, lololo LO lolo LO lolo LO lolo LO la laa

Hey, now, Bobby!  Now, my Bobby McGee, yeah!

Lord, I called him my lover, I called him my man.

I said, I called him my lover, did the best I can!

C'mon, hey, now, Bobby, now!  Hey, my Bobby McGee, yeah!

Lo lo Lord, a Lord, a Lord, a Lord, a Lord, a Lord, a Lord oh

Hey, hey, hey, Bobby McGee, Lord!

Me And Julio Down By The Schoolyard

Words & Music:

Paul Simon

A rather good "strum it!" version of this song is in the June 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
G(7)   C(8)    G(7)    D(5)

G                                                       C

Mama pajama rolled out of bed and she ran to the police station.

          D                                                         G

When your papa found out, he began to shout & he started the investigation.

                   D                       G

It was against the law, it was against the law.

              D                       G

What the mama saw, it was against the law.

Mama looked down and spit on the ground every time my name gets mentioned.

And your papa said,  "Oy, if I get that boy

I'm gonna stick him in the house of detention."

BRIDGE:

                C                 G

Well, I'm on my way, I don't know where I'm going.

          C              G           A          D

I'm on my way, taking my time, but I don't know where.

           C                   G

Goodbye to Rosie, the queen of Corona.

         F      C     D       G   C  G  D

See you, me and Julio down by the schoolyard.  [2x]

INSTRUMENTAL BRIDGE:

In a couple of days they come to take me away,

But the press let the story leak.

And when the radical priest came to get me released,

We's all on the cover of Newsweek.

BRIDGE:

And I'm on my way, I don't know where I'm going

I'm on my way, taking my time, but I don't know where

Goodbye to Rosie, the queen of Corona

See you, me and Julio down by the schoolyard

See you, me and Julio down by the schoolyard

See you, me and Julio down by the schoolyard

Me And My Arrow

(from "The Point")

Words & Music:

Harry Nilsson

BbM7             F7

Me and my Arrow, straighter than narrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow

Me and my Arrow, taking the high road

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

Em7                       A7                 D             B7

And in the morning when I wake up she may be gone, I don't know.

Em7                       A7             D     B7      Dm7   F7

And if we make up just to break up, I'll carry on, oh, yes I will.

BbM7Me and my arrow, Do-do-loo-do, do-do do-do do do,

F7

Straighter than narrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

BbM7                        F7

Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.

F7                                  BbM7

Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.  Me and my Arrow.
Me and my arrow, Do-do-loo-do, do-do do-do do do,

Straighter than narrow.

Wherever we go, everyone knows it's me and my Arrow.

Mean Mr. Mustard

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

E                Esus4

Mean Mr. Mustard sleeps in the park, 

              E               Esus4  E

Shaves in the dark, trying to save paper.

B7                      C7    C#7

Sleeps in a hole in the road.

D                         C#7    C7

Saving up to buy him some clothes.

B7

Keeps a 10 bob note up his nose.

       E        C    B7       E         C    B7

Such a mean old man---, such a mean old man---.

His sister Pam works in a shop,

She never stops, she's a go-getter.

Takes him out to look at the Queen.

Only place that he's ever been.

Always shuts out something obscene.

Such a dirty old man,

Dirty old man, dirty old man.

Mean Old World
Words & Music:

Walter Jacobs

(Eric Clapton and Duane Allman)

Open E tuning (E B E G# B E), capo 3rd fret

E(2)                     A                    E   [play riff]
This is a mean old world, try live it by yourself.

A                        A                   E   [play riff]
This is a mean old world, try live it by yourself.

B                          A                      E  [play riff]
Can't get the one you love, have to use somebody else.

I've got the blues, gonna pack my things and go.

I've got the blues, gonna pack my things and go.

Guess you don't love me, lovin' Mister So-and-so.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE: [2x]

Sometimes I wonder why can your love be so cold?

Sometimes I wonder why can your love be so cold?

I guess you don't love me, gonna pack my things and go.

INSTRUMENTAL SOLO AND OUT:

RIFF:

E  ------------0---------0-----0-

B  ------3---3----3--------3-----

G# -1/3----3-------3p1-------3---

E  --------------------3---------

B  ------------------------------

E  ------------------------------

CHORDS:

    E  A  B  E(2)

E  -0--5--7---7---

B  -0--5--7---9---

G# -0--5--7---8---

E  -0--5--7---0---

B  -0--5--7---0---

E  -0--5--7---0---

NOTE:  This is VERY rough and simplified.  Think of it as the "fake book" version.  I am sure it's played in Open E though.  There is a tab guitar book covering all of the Crossroads box set (which I don't have) that I know has this note for note.  If you want the real thing, buy the book.
Melissa

Words & Music:

Gregg Allman & Steve Alaimo

This is transcribed in the August 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  This fantab is by Andy King.

     F#m11   EM7      Bm(add4)  C#m    B   A(add9)   C#m2  F#m11/E  G#m(#11)

E|-------------------------------------2-----0--------4----------------0--|

B|------------4----------3-------5-----4-----0--------5----------------0--|

G|-----2------4----------4-------6-----4-----6--------6-------2--------4--|

D|-----4------6----------4-------6-----4-----7--------6-------4--------6--|

A|-----4------6----------2-------7-----2-----7--------4-------4--------6--|

E|-----2-------------------------------------5----------------0--------4--|

E   F#m11 [vamp]

E          F#m11/E            EM7  F#m11/E

Crossroads seem to come and go, yeah.

E                             F#m11/E

The gypsy flies from coast to coast.

A       Bm(add4)     C#m   Bm(add4)

Knowing many, loving none.

E       F#m11          G#m(#11)  A(add9)

Bearing sorrow, having fun.

CM7                        B               E  F#m11/E  EM7  F#11/E

But back home he'll always run to sweet Melissa.

Freight train, each car looks the same, all the same.

And no one knows the gypsy's name, ano one hears his lonely sigh.

There are no blankets where he lies.

And in deepest dreams the gypsy flies to sweet Melissa.

BRIDGE:

E                       D

Again the morning comes again he's on the run.

A                                B

Sunbeam shining through his hair appearing not to have a care.

C#m                          A        B

Pick up your gear and gypsy, roll on, roll on.

Crossroads, will you ever let him go or will you hide the dead man ghost?

Or will he lie beneath the plains, or will his spirit float away?

CM7                      B               E   F#m11/E

But I know that he won't stay without Melissa.

C                          B              E  F#m11/E  EM7  F#m11/E

Yes, I know that he won't stay without Melissa.

Mellow Yellow

Words & Music:

Donovan

D                  G        D                   A7  A7/G#

I'm just mad about Saffron, Saffron's mad about me.

G                  G7       A

I'm just mad about Saffron, she's just mad about me

CHORUS:

A7                  D7                  G   A7

They call me mellow yellow – Quite rightly!

A7                  D7                  G   A7

They call me mellow yellow – Quite rightly!

A7                  D7    G   A7

They call me mellow yellow...

I'm just mad about Fourteen, Fourteen's mad about me.

I'm just mad about Fourteen, she's just mad about me.

CHORUS:

Born high forever to fly, wind velocity nil.

Born high forever to fly, if you want your cup I will fill.

CHORUS:

So mellow, he's so yellow...

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE & CHORUS:

Electrical banana is gonna be a sudden craze

Electrical banana is bound to be the very next phase

CHORUS:

Saffron – yeah!  I'm just mad about her.

I'm just mad about Saffron, she's just mad about me.

CHORUS:

Oh, so yellow, oh, so mellow!

Memories Of Love

Words & Music:

Terry Kath (Chicago)

D7            Gsus4  G  D7            Gsus4   G   Bm   E

A warm summer night-----, the moon up above.

E               Am        D7                       Gsus4   G   D7

The stars for a wish come true-----are memories of love.

D7           Gsus4  G  D7                Gsus4   G   G/F#   E7

A motionless pond----------, a beautiful swan.

E7                           Am    D7                Gsus4   G   F#

The smell of flowers growing near---- make me shed a tear.

F#                    Bm    E                  A   D   D/C

Memories of love gone by----- make me stop and cry.

D7               Gsus4  G  Am    D7                    Gsus4  G  G/F#  E

Now, I kneel and pray---------.  For the Lord took her today.

E                            Am   D

And all that's left to think of---

[n.c.]              Gsus4   G   Gsus4   G

Are memories of her love

Memory

Words & Music:

Andrew Lloyd Webber, Trevor Nunn & T. S. Eliot

C                              Am

Midnight, not a sound from the pavement.

                      F                       Em

Has the moon lost her memory, she is smiling alone.

       Dm7                              Am7

In the lamplight the withered leaves collect at my feet

        G7             C

And the wind begins to moan.

Memory, all alone in the moonlight.

I can smile at the old days, I was beautiful then.

I remember the time I knew what happiness was.

Let the memory live again.

Em    Dm          Em       Dm     Em C  D    G

Every street lamp seems to beat a fatalistic warning.

Em      A7            DM7         G           Em7     A7      D

Someone mutters and a street lamp gutters and soon it will be morning.

Daylight, I must wait for the sunrise.

I must think of a new life and I mustn't give in.

When the dawn comes, tonight will be a memory, too,

And a new day will begin.

Burnt out ends of smoky days, the stale cold smell of morning.

A street lamp dies, another night is over, another day is dawning.

Touch me, it's so easy to leave me,

All alone with the memory of my days in the sun.

If you touch me, you'll understand what happiness is.

Look a new day has begun.

Men Behind The Guns

Words & Music:

Phil Ochs & John Rooney

Dm                          C           Dm                     F

Let's drink a toast to the admiral, and here's to the captain bold,

Am                  Dm                     F                  C

And glory more for the commodore, when the deeds of might are told.

      Dm                         C                       Dm                   F

They stand to the deck with the battle's wreck, When the great shells roar and pound,

Am                        Dm            F                C

And never they fear when the foe is near to lay their orders down.

CHORUS:

           F                      Dm

      But off with your hats and three times three

          F              C

      For every sailor's son,

              Dm             C

      For the men below who fight the foe,

          F               C

      The men behind the guns:

              Am              Dm

      Oh, the men behind the guns.

Their hearts a-pounding heavy when

They swing to port once more --

With never enough of the greenback stuff,

They start for the leave ashore.

And you'd think perhaps the blue-blouse chaps

Had better clothes to wear,

For the uniforms of officers

Could hardly be compared:

      Warriors bold with straps of gold

      That dazzle like the sun

      Outshine the common sailor boys,

      The lads who serve the guns:

      Oh, the men behind the guns.

Say not a word till the shot is heard

That tells the fight is on,

And the angry sound of another round

That says there must be (God? gone??)

Over the deep and the deadly sweep,

The fire and the bursting shell,

Where the very air is a mad despair,

The throes of a living hell.

      But down and deep in a mighty ship

      Unseen by the midday sun

      You'll find the boys who make the noise,

      The lads who serve the guns:

      Oh, the men behind the guns.

And well they know the cyclone blow

Loose from the cannon's steel.

The know the hull of the enemy ship

Will quiver with the peal.

And the decks will rock with the lightning shock

and shake with the great recoil

while the sea grows red with the blood of the dead

and swallows up her spoil.

      But not until the final ship

      has made her final run

      can we give their rest to the very best:

      to the lads who serve the guns --

      oh, the men behind the guns.

Let's drink a toast to the admiral,

and here's to the captain bold,

and glory more for the commodore,

when the deeds of might are told.

They stand to the deck with the battle's wreck,

when the great shells roar and pound,

and never they fear when the foe is near

to lay their orders down--

      But off with your hats and three times three

      for every sailor's son,

      for the men below who fight the foe,

      the men behind the guns:

      oh, the man behind the gun.

Notes:

Lee Burwasser found the original poem (poem #42), and also provides these details:

    LC has three holdings under "Rooney, John Jerome, 1866-1934." The _Collected Poems_, presumably including "Men Behind the Guns," was publised in 1938: 137 pages of text, 21 of front matter, including "A glance at the life of John Jerome Rooney" (p. ix-xv). _Literary manuscripts, 1900-1934_ is summarised as "Autograph drafts (1900-1934) of the poems of John Jerome Rooney," and the biographical note says "Poet, jurist, and lawyer." Rare Book and Special Collections has what seems to be a pamphlet or handbill with "Men Behind the Guns," and the notes quote from the author's forward "First published in The New York sun (morning edition, May 18, 1898)". 

Chords supplied by John Dachik.

Last modified 10 Aug 99 by trent

Mercedes Benz

Words & Music:

Janis Joplin

Traditionally, of course, this is a capella and done "in one take".  But a friend has figured out the chords so one can do this as an uptempo gospel tune.

[spoken]  I'd like to do a song of great social & political import.

   A                        D7       A

Oh Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz?

   A                                         E7

My friends all drive Porsches, I must make amends.

       A           A7           D7           A

Worked hard all my lifetime, no help from my friends,

    A               D7       E7       A

So, Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz?

Oh, Lord, won't you buy me a color TV?

"Dialing For Dollars" is trying to find me.

I wait for delivery each day until three,

So, Lord, won't you buy me a color TV?

Oh, Lord, won't you buy me a night on the town?

I'm counting on you, Lord, please don't let me down.

Well, prove that you love me and buy the next round,

Oh, Lord, won't you buy me a night on the town?

[spoken]  Everybody!

Oh, Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz?

My friends all drive Porsches, I must make amends,

Worked hard all my lifetime, no help from my friends,

So, Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz?

[spoken]  That's it!
Message In A Bottle

Words & Music:

Sting (The Police)

A 2007 isssue of Guitar One has the full transcription of this.
[basic song riff:]  C#m9     AM7        B7     F#m

Just a castaway, an island lost at sea-o.

Anuzzer lonely day, no one here but me-o.

More loneliness that man could bear.

Rescue me before I fall into despair-o.

CHORUS:

A            D   E         A                    D   E         F#m

I'll send an S.O.S. to the world.  I'll send an S.O.S. to the world.

            D                  F#m       D

I hope that someone gets my, I hope that someone gets my,

F#m          D              C#m          A   C#m   A

I hope that someone gets my message in a bottle.

C#m          A   F#m

Message in a bottle.

A year has passed since I wrote my note.

But I should have known this right from the start.

Only hope can keep me together.

If love can mend your life but love can break your heart.

CHORUS:

Walked out this morning, I don't believe what I saw.

A hundred billion bottles washed up on the shore.

Seems I'm not alone in being alone.

A hundred billion castaways looking for a home.

CHORUS:

C#m9     AM7        B7     F#m  [2x]
C#m9               F#m

I'm sending out an S.O.S.  [repeat & out]
Michael, Row The Boat Ashore

Words & Music:

Traditional

CHORUS:

C                                  F C

Michael, row the boat ashore.  Allelujah!

C        Am      F                 C  G   C

Michael, row the boat ashore.  Allelu-----jah!

River Jordan is chilly and cold.  Allelujah!

Chills the body, but not the soul.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Sister help to trim the sail.  Allelujah!

Sister help to trim the sail.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

River Jordan is deep and wide.  Allelujah!

Milk and honey on the other side.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

River Jordan is chilly and cold.  Allelujah!

Chills the body, but warms the soul.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Michael's boat is a music boat.  Allelujah!

Michael's boat is a music boat.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

If you get there before I do,  Allelujah!

Tell my people I'm coming, too.  Allelujah!

CHORUS:

Michelle

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

Em   Em/D#   Em/D   Em/C#   Am   B

E         Am7

Michelle, ma belle,

D                    A7          B     A7   B

These are words that go together well, my Michelle.

CHORUS:

Michelle, ma belle

Sont les mots qui vont trés bien ensemble, trés bien ensemble.

Em                                   G7sus4               C

I love you, I love you, I love you!  That's all I want to say.

B7             Em

Until I find a way,

   Em          Em/D#  Em/D    Em/C#     Am          B

I will say the only-- words I know that you'll understand:

CHORUS:

I need to, I need to, I need to, I need to make you see

Oh, what you mean to me.

Until I do I'm hoping you will know what I mean.  I love you!

INSTRUMENTAL HALF-VERSE:  [tabber unknown:  rhythm not to scale.  Use your ear.]
      D                      Gm7              C              Bm    A  G#dim   A
E ---|----------------------|---------------|----------------|---------|-------------|

B ---|--------------1-2-----|---------------|----------------|---------|-------------|

G ---|------0-2---3-------1-|-0---0-1-3-----|-------0-1------|---1-----|---------0---|

D ---|3---3-----------------|-------------1-|-3---3-----0-2--|-0---3-2-|---0-2-3---3-|
A ---|----------------------|---------------|----------------|---------|-3-----------|
E ---|----------------------|---------------|----------------|---------|-------------|

I want you, I want you, I want you!  I think you know by now.

I'll get to you somehow.

Until I do I'm telling you so you'll understand.

CHORUS:

       Em      Em/D#  Em/D    Em/C#     Am          B           E

I will say the only-- words I know that you'll understand, my Michelle!
Midnight Rider

Words & Music:

Gregg Allman

This is fully transcribed in Guitar World.
Drop D tuning (D A D G B D)

D

I got to run to keep from hiding.

D

And I'm bound to keep on riding.

D

And I've got one more silver dollar.

        Gm7

But I'm not gonna let them catch me, no.

Am7                                   D

Not gonna let them catch the midnight rider.

I don't own the clothes I'm wearing.

And the road goes on forever.

And I've got one more silver dollar.

But I'm not gonna let them catch me, no.

Not gonna let them catch the midnight rider.

BRIDGE:

D    Am7   Gm7   Am7   Gm7   Am7   Gm   Gm7   Gm7addE   Gm7   D

I've gone past the point of caring.

Some old bed I'll soon be sharing.

And I've got one more silver dollar.

But I'm not gonna let them catch me, no.

Not gonna let them catch the midnight rider.

No I'm not gonna let them catch me, no.

Not gonna let them catch the midnight rider. [repeat both lines 2x]
CHORDS:                  RIFF: (play riff throughout while strumming D)

   D  Gm7 Am7 Gm Gm7addE  (D)

D -0---3---5---5---3---    --------------

B -3---3---5---3---5---    --------------

G -2---3---5---3---3---    --------------

D -0---5---7---5---5---    -----0-0---0--

A -0---5---7---5---5---    -0h3-----3----

D -0---5---7---5---5---    --------------
Midnight Special

Words & Music:

Huddie "Leadbelly" Ledbetter

E                 A                               E

Yonder comes Miss Rosie.  How in the world do you know?

                      B7                         E

I can tell her by her apron & the dress that she wore.

                A                                 E

Umbrella on her shoulder, a piece of paper in her hand.

                     B7                      E

I heard her tell the Captain, "Turn loose my man."

[alt:  "She come to see the Governor; she want to free her man."]

CHORUS:

                 A                           E

Let the Midnight Special shine it's light on me.

                     B7                                      E

Oh, let the Midnight Special shine it's ever-loving light on me.

When you get up in the morning, and you hear that work bell ring.

And they march you to the table, you see the same old thing.

Knife & fork are on the table, ain't nothin' in my pan.

But you better not complain, boy, you get in trouble with the man.

CHORUS:

If you ever go to Houston; boy, you'd better walk right.

And you better not gamble, and you better not fight.

'Cause Benson Crocker will arrest you & Jimmy Boone will take you down.

[alt: Or the sheriff, he will grab you and the boys will bring you down]

And you bet your bottom dollar that you're Sugarland-bound.

[alt: "And the next thing that you know, boy, well, you're prison-bound"]

CHORUS:

Well, jumpin' little Judy, she was a mighty fine girl.

She brought jumpin' to the whole round world

Well, she brought it in the morning just awhile before day.

Well, she brought me the news that my wife was daid ["dead"].

That started me to grievin', whoopin', hollerin' & cryin'.

That started me to thinking 'bout my great long time.

CHORUS:

"Midnight Special" Lyric variation
You go a-marching to the table, see the same damn thing

Well, it's on a one table, knife, a fork and a pan,

and if you say anything about it, you're in trouble with the man

CHORUS:

Let the midnight special, shine her light on me

Let the midnight special, shine her ever-loving light on me

CHORUS:

If you ever go to Houston, you better walk right,

You better not stagger, you better not fight

Sheriff Benson will arrest you, he'll carry you down

And if the jury finds you guilty, penitentiary bound

CHORUS:

Yonder come little Rosie, how in the world do you know

I can tell her by her apron, and the dress she wore

Umbrella on her shoulder, piece of paper in her hand

She goes a-marching to the captain, says, "I want my man"

CHORUS:

"I don' believe that Rosie loves me", well tell me why

She ain't been to see me, since las' July

She brought me little coffee, she brought me little tea

Brought me damn near ever'thing but the jailhouse key

CHORUS:

Yonder comes doctor Adams, "How in the world do you know?"

Well he gave me a tablet, the day befo'

There ain't no doctor, in all the lan'

Can cure the fever of a convict man

CHORUS:

The Mighty Quinn

(Quinn, The Eskimo)

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

CHORUS:

G                 D            G

Come all without, come all within.

               D                C      G

You'll not see nothing like the Mighty Quinn.

Come all without, come all within.

You'll not see nothing like the Mighty Quinn.

G           C        G         C

Everybody's building ships and boats.

G                 C          G                   C

Some are building monuments, others jotting down notes.

G           C           G             C

Everybody's in despair, every girl and boy.

         G                D               C                     G

But when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, everybody's gonna jump for joy.

CHORUS:

I like to go just like the rest, I like my sugar sweet.

But jumping queues and making haste, just ain't my cup of meat.

Everyone's beneath the trees, feeding pigeons on a limb.

But when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, all the pigeons gonna rum to him.

CHORUS:

Let me do what I wanna do, I can recite 'em all.

Just tell me where it hurts and I'll tell you who to call.

Nobody can get no sleep, there's someone on everyones toes.

But when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, everybody's gonna wanna doze.

CHORUS:

Miles From Nowhere

Words & Music:

Cat Stevens

           D                           G        A              D

Miles from nowhere, guess I'll take my time, oh yeah, to reach there.

The top of the mountain I have to climb, oh yeah, to reach there.

Lord, my body has been a good friend.

But I won't need it when I reach the end.

Miles from nowhere, guess I'll take my time, oh yeah, to reach there.

C   D   C   D

CHORUS:

C                  D                C              D

I came through the valleys and I'll go through the woods.

C                     D                 G                A    D    C

'Cause I know when I find my honey it's gonna make feel good, yeah.

I love everything, so, don't you make me feel sad.

'Cause I'll drink to you my baby.

I'll drink to that, I'll drink to that.

D   C   A   G   A   G   A

Miles from nowhere, not a soul in sight, oh yeah, but it's alright.

I have my freedom, I can make my own rules.

Oh yeah, the ones that I choose.

Lord, my body has been a good friend,

But I won't need it when I reach the end.

C   D   C   D

CHORUS:  [first two lines instrumental only]

Miles from nowhere, guess I'll take my time, oh yeah, to reach there.

Milk Cow Blues

(Kokomo Arnold original)

Words & Music:

Kokomo Arnold

This version of the song was the one most covered before The Kinks' recording of the Sleepy John Estes version in the early 1960s.  After that, groups like Aerosmith preferred the more rocking Estes version to the original.

G

Well, I woke up this morning and I looked out the door.

G

I can tell that that old milk cow, I can tell the way she lowed.

             C                                    G

Well, if you see my milk cow, please drive her on home.

                D                     C                     G

'Cause, I ain't had no milk or butter since that cow's been gone.

Well, I tried to treat you right, baby, day by day.

Get out your little prayer book, get down on your knees and pray.

For you're gonna need, you're gonna need my help some day.

Well, then you're gonna be sorry for treating me this way.

Sail on, sail on, sail on, milk cow, sail on.

Sail on, sail on, sail on, milk cow, sail on.

You're gonna keep right on to sailing 'til you lose your happy home.

Well, good evening, don't that sun look good going down?

Well, believe me, don't that sun look good going down?

Well, don't that old moon look lonesome when your baby's not around?

Well, I tried everything to get along with you

I'm gonna tell you what I'm going do

I'm gonna quit my crying, I'm gonna leave you alone

If you don't believe I'm leaving You can count the days I'm gone

You ain't gonna see me, you ain't gonna see my sweet face no more.

Lord, you gonna be wondering, honey, where in this world I've gone.

Milk Cow Blues

(Sleepy John Estes' version - The Kinks cover)

Words & Music:

Sleepy John Estes

Tabbed by: Leif Thiborg

This is a completely different song than the original Kokomo Arnold "Milk Cow Blues Boogie" recorded in the 1930s.  That song is now known as "Milk Cow Blues" and is usually the song referred to by that name.  When you listen to the original song, the title & words make sense.  You can hear where Estes "borrowed" from it.  Aerosmith has a rockin' cover of this version.

Notes from Leif:

Minor blues changes. You can add a 7th if you wish:

Guitar Riff 1 on Gm - G G F  G Bb [single notes]
Guitar Riff 2 on Cm - C C Bb C Eb [single notes]
           Gm

Well, I've tried everything to get along with you.

But I'm gonna tell ya what I'm gonna do.

I'm sick of all your crying, gonna leave you alone.

If you don't believe I'm going, you can count the days I'm gone.

CHORUS:

          Cm

I'm gonna leave...

                                      Gm

Gonna leave your lovin' baby, oh some day.

             D7                     D7 Db7 C7

Well, if you don't believe I'm going,

C7                        Gm

Watch me leaving you this way.

Won't you please?  Well, that sun looks good going down.

Won't you please?  Well, that sun looks good going down.

But don't that ol' moon look lonesome when your baby's not around.

INSTRUMENTAL CHORUS:

Won't you please, don't that sun look good going down.

Won't you please, don't that sun look good going down.

But don't that ol' moon look lonesome when your baby's not around.

INSTRUMENTAL JAM OVER CHORDS AND OUT:

Minnie The Moocher

Words & Music:

Cab Calloway (ca. 1930)

Am

Folk's here's the story 'bout Minnie the Moocher.

Am                F7  E7    Am

She was a red hot hootchie-cootcher.

Am

She was the roughest, toughest, frail.

    Dm           Am      E7       Am

But Minnie had a heart a big as a whale

CHORUS:  [call & response]
Am

Hi-di-hiiiiii-de-hi!  [Hi-di-hiiiiii-de-hi!]
Am

Ho-de-ho-de-ho-de-ho!  [Ho-de-ho-de-ho-de-ho!]
Am

Hi-di-hiiiiii-de-hi!  [Hi-di-hiiiiii-de-hi!]
     Dm           Am           E7   Am

But, Minnie had a heart as big as a whale.

She messed around with a bloke named Smokey.

She loved him, though he was coke-y.

He took her down to Chinatown

And he showed her how to kick the gong around.

They went to the dope house the other night, knew that the lights would be burning bright

Called the man and ordered a toy of hop, started to smoke and thought they'd never stop

CHORUS:

She had a dream about the King of Sweden.

He gave her things that she was needin'.

Gave her a home built of gold and steel,

A diamond car, with the platinum wheels.

CHORUS:

He gave her a townhouse and his racing horses.

Each meal she ate was a dozen courses.

She had a million dollars worth of nickels and dimes.

She sat around and counted them a million times.

CHORUS:  [double-time]
Poor Minnie met old Deacon Lowdown.

He preached to her she ought to slow down.

But Minnie wiggled her jellyroll

Deacon Lowdown hollered,  "Oh, save my soul!"

CHORUS:

She stabbed herself with an inchee gow,

Laid with her head on a suee pow.

She started to scream and started to shout

When "Bang!  Bang!" and the dope gave out.

CHORUS:

They took her where they put the crazies.

Now, poor old Minnie is picking up daisies.

You've heard my story, this ends the song.

She was just a good gal, but they done her wrong.
CHORUS:

     Dm        E7        Am

Poor Min, poor Min, poor Ain!
The Minute Waltz

Words & Music:

Lan O'Kun & Frederic Chopin

Lan O'Kun's lyrics to this classical piano trifle by Chopin are brilliant.  See if you can sing it fast enough to actually finish it in a minute.  Any leads on chords?

I have got a minute, just a little minute,

I have only got a minute, just minute,

I have only got a minute that is all the time

I have to sing this tiny minute waltz.

It isn't easy but I'll try.  Then, I gotta say "Goodbye".

But, first I take a minute & put in it every note that Chopin wrote.

And I shall sing the little minute waltz.

And hope that I can sing with no faults.

And though it's difficult,

I'll give it last every last breath that I got within in my body.

Hope that my performance won't be very shoddy.

Singing every note.  I'm not the one to spoil my throat.

I probably will end up hoarse...

Of course, I will.  I've done it.

In a way from that I made I will I want.

It's not the money but the satisfaction that I get.

From winning money on this silly kind of bet.

Though this kind of solo wasn't his intention.

Chopin isn't here to make an intervention.

So, with your permission and no intermission.

I will sing each note that that composer wrote.

As you can hear my trilling isn't very thrilling.

But no one can say I wasn't very willing.

To attempt a thing that's not been done.

And just for fun to sing the minute waltz.

As I sing the seconds fly, oh, too soon the minute waltzed by.

And now I ask you where am I halfway through the tune.

And I'm falling far behind - I have less than 30 seconds,

Less than 30 seconds, less than 30, less than half a minute

I have less than 30 seconds, I have less than half a minute

To complete this little minute waltz

On every note that's in this score

While the sands of time I know are pouring

Let me win my bet and I'll run with the money

Down to something store there I'll buy a honey

Of a trophy for myself to put upon a shelf show the world I won

Oh the second hand is rushing round the dial

And though I'd like to end this torture with a smile

Unless someone knows how to stop the clock

You gonna see me cry before I said goodbye

Eight little measures to complete this song

But I'm afraid my little lungs will burst before to long if

Only I can last to scale

I won't have failed to sing the minute waltz!

Mississippi Queen

Words & Music:

Leslie West, Felix Pappalardi, 

Corky Laing & David Rea (Mountain)

This is fully transcribed in Guitar World.  More cowbell!
Little intro lick over E5

E:----------------|

B:----------------|

G:----------------|

D:-------5--------|

A:---------7~~~---|

E:--5-7-----------|

D5  E5               D5  E5

       Mississippi Queen,----- you know what I mean.

       Mississippi Queen, she taught me everything.

G5  A5                          G5  A5

      'Way down around Vicksburg,---- around Louisiana way,

D5  E5                   D5  E5

       Lived a Cajun lady----- called the Mississippi Queen.

A5  B5                          G5  A5

       You know she was a dancer;----- she moved like a live wire.

          E5  [stop chord]
While the rest of those dudes was a-getting' their kicks,

Buddy, beg your pardon, I was getting' mine.

Mississippi Queen, if you know what I mean.

Mississippi Queen, she taught me everything.

This lady, she asked me if I would be her man.

You know that I told her I'd do what I can.

To keep her lookin' pretty, buy her dresses that shine.

While the rest of them dudes was a-makin' their bread,

Buddy, beg your pardon, I was losin' mine.

INSTRUMENTAL SOLO:

You know she was a dancer, she moved better on wine.

While the rest of them dudes was getting' their kicks,

Brother, beg your pardon, I was getting' mine.

Ohhhhh, Mississippi Queen...

Misty

Words & Music:

Errol Garner

        EM7        Bm7           E7          AM7

Look at me, I'm as helpless as a kitten up a tree.

                    Am7           D7

And I feel like I'm clinging to a cloud,

       EM7        C#m7

I just can't understand

      F#m7       B7           G#m7   C#7   F#m7   B7

I get misty just holding your hand.

Walk my way and a thousand violins begin to play.

Or it might be the sound of your hello,

That music I hear.

      F#m7       B7            E6

I get misty, the moment you're near.

                           B7

Well, they say that you're leading me on.

E7                   AM7

But it's just what I want you to do.

AM7                  Am7

Don't you notice how hopelessly I'm lost?

D#7            F#7       Gm7(b5)  C7(b9)  F#m7  B7

That's why I'm following you.

On my own, would I wander through this wonderland alone?

Never knowing my right foot from my left,

My hand from my glove,

I'm too misty and too much in love.

Mmm Mmm Mmm Mmm

Words & Music:

Crash Test Dummies

[capo 3]  Em  Bm  Em  Bm  F  G  F  G [repeat]

Am   G                C       F           C            G                C

Once-- there was this kid who got into an accident and couldn't come to school.

F               G    C         G   C    F               C          G

But when he finally came back, his hair had turned from black into bright white.

G#                  C             G#               CM7/F   F

He said that it was from when the cars had smashed soooooo hard.

CHORUS [sing 2x]:

Em        Bm         Em        Bm         F  G  F  G

Mmmm Mmmm Mmmm Mmmm, Mmmm Mmmm Mmmm Mmmm.
Then, there was this girl who wouldn't go to change with the girls in the change room

But when they finally made her, they saw birthmarks all over her body.

She couldn't quite explain it, they'd always just been there.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

Dm            C        G     Dm             C          G   F   G

Both girl and boy were glad; one kid had it worse than that.

Then, there was a boy whose parents made him come right home directly after school.

And when they went to their church they shook and lurched all over the church floor.

He couldn't quite explain it; they'd always just gone there.

CHORUS:

German Lyrics:

Da war dieser Junge, der einen Unfall hatte

und danach konnte er eine Zeitlang nicht mehr zur Schule gehen.

Und als er zurückkam, da hatte er keine schwarzen Haare mehr, die waren schlohweiß geworden.

Und er sagte:  Das ist damals passiert. Damals, als die Autos ineinander gekracht sind.  CHORUS:
Und dann war da dieses Mädchen.

Sie wollte sich beim Sport nie mit den anderen in der Kabine umziehen.

Irgendwann hat man sie dann gezwungen.

Und dann konnten alle sehen, dass sie von oben bis unten mit Muttermalen übersät war.

Sie wusste auch nicht warum. Die waren einfach immer da gewesen.  CHORUS:
BRIDGE:

Aber der Junge und das Mädchen waren eigentlich immer fröhlich.

Denn da gab es noch einen Jungen, der war noch schlechter dran.

Der musste immer sofort nach der Schule nach Hause.

Und wenn seine Eltern dann am Sonntag mit ihm in die Kirche gingen, da knieten sie sich nicht hin, sondern krochen förmlich über den Kirchenboden.

Warum, das wusste er auch nicht.  Es war halt schon immer.  CHORUS:
Monday, Monday

Words & Music:

The Mamas & The Papas

G  Gsus4   G     Gsus4  G [continue these chords through 1st part of verse]
Da-da----, da-da-da-----da.  [3x]

Monday, Monday, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

So good to me. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Monday morning, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

                            F

It was all I hoped it would be.

           Bb                                     D

Oh, Monday morning, Monday morning couldn't guarantee (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

            G                 Gsus4              G

That Monday evening you would still be here with me.

Monday, Monday, can't trust that day.

Monday, Monday, sometimes it just turns out that way.

Oh, Monday morning you gave me no warning of what was to be.

Oh, Monday, Monday, how could you leave and not take me?

Ab                                                               F

Every other day, every other day, every other day of the week is fine, yeah.

Ab

But whenever Monday comes, but whenever Monday comes,

                G                 E

You can find me crying all of the time.

A                   Asus4 A     Asus4  A  ˆ[etc.]

Monday, Monday, (Da-da--, da-da-da-----da.)  So good to me. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Monday morning, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

                            G

It was all I hoped it would be.

           C                                       E

Oh, Monday morning, Monday morning couldn't guarantee (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

            A                 Asus4              A

That Monday evening you would still be here with me.

Bb                                                               G

Every other day, every other day, every other day of the week is fine, yeah.

Bb

But whenever Monday comes, but whenever Monday comes,

                A      F#         E

You can find me crying all of the time.

Monday, Monday, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Can't trust that day. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Monday, Monday , (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

It just turns out that way. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Oh, Monday, Monday, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)  Won't go away. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Monday, Monday, (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)  It's here to stay. (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Oh, Monday, Monday... (Da-da, da-da-da-da.)

Money

Words & Music:

Roger Waters (Pink Floyd)

Yet another tune that is wicked easy on the face of it.  This song is in 5/4 (except for the guitar solo section).  There are full transcriptions of this in the Pink Floyd issue of Guitar Legends and in Guitar World.

Basic Riff Tabs [tabber unknown]:

Riff A                      Riff B                    Riff C

  Bm7                         F#m7     Em

e---------------------|     e-------------------|     e---------------------|

B---------------------|     B-------------------|     B---------------------|

G---4-----------------|     G-------------------|     G--4-2----------------|

D-----4---------------|     D--4---4-3-2----2-0-|     D------5-4-2----------|

A-2-----2------2---5--|     A-------------------|     A-------------5-4-3-2-|

E---------2--5--------|     E-------------------|     E---------------------|

Bm7  [Riff A]

Money, get away!  Get a good job with more pay and you're O.K.

Money, it's a gas.  Grab that cash with both hands and make a stash.

F#m7  [Riff B]                       Em  [still Riff B]           Bm7

New car, caviar, four-star daydream, think I'll buy me a football team.

Money, get back!  I'm all right, Jack, keep your hands off of my stack.

Money, it's a hit.  Don't give me that do goody-good bullshit.

I'm in the hi-fidelity first class traveling set

And I think I need a Lear jet.

INSTRUMENTAL SOLO:  [Riff C as transition, solo under Riff A]

Money, it's a crime.  Share it fairly but don't take a slice of my pie.

Money, so they say, is the root of all evil today.

But if you ask for a rise it's no surprise that they're giving.

None away, away, away, away, away, away, away, away.

Money For Nothing

Words & Music:

Mark Knopfler (Dire Straits)

[capo 3]

Em7                  A     Em7                  A

I want my, I want my MTV.  I want my, I want my MTV...

Em7                                                                            G A

Now look at them yo-yo's, that's the way you do it, you play the guitar on that MTV.

That ain't workin', that's the way you do it, money for nothin' & chicks for free.

Now that ain't workin', that's the way you do it, lemme tell ya, them guys ain't dumb.

Maybe get a blister on your little finger, maybe get a blister on your thumb.

CHORUS:

C                 G                C                 D

We got to install microwave ovens, custom kitchen deliveries.

Em7                                 A         B          D#

We got to move these refrigerators, we got to move these color TVs.

The little faggot with the earring and the makeup, yeah, buddy, that's his own hair.

That little faggot got his own jet airplane, that little faggot, he's a millionaire.

CHORUS:

I shoulda learned to play the guitar.  I shoulda learned to play them drums.

Look at that mama, she got it stickin' in the camera, man, we could have some.

And he's up there, what's that, Hawaiian noises?

Bangin' on the bongos like a chimpanzee.

Oh, that ain't workin' that's the way you do it.

Get your money for nothin' get your chicks for free.

CHORUS:

Now that ain't workin' that's the way you do it, you play the guitar on that MTV.

That ain't workin' that's the way you do it, money for nothin' & your chicks for free.

Money for nothin' and chicks for free.  (I want my, I want my, I want my MTV)

[repeat and out]

Money, That's What I Want

Words & Music:

Janie Bradford & Berry Gordy
D-----------2---------0-------------|

A---2-2-----0---------2---2-2-------|

E---0-0-3-4-5-3-0-3-0-5---5-0-3--3--|

e---------7-7-7-------5-5-5----------------|
B---------7-7-7-------5-5-5----------------|
G---------8-8-8-------6-6-6----------------|  then, to a B5 chord
D---9-9-9-9-9-9-7-7-7-7-7-7----------------|
A---9-9-9-9-9-9-7-7-7-7-7-7----------------|
E---7-7-7-7-7-7-5-5-5-5-5-5-0-0-3-0-5-3-0--|
E5                               A5 E5

The best thing in life are free.

                                             B5

But, you can keep them for the birds and bees--.  Now, give me...

CHORUS:

A5                                            E5

Money, (that's what I want) that's what I want  (that's what I want)

B5  A5                                   E5       A5    E5  B5

That's what I want; (that's what I want) that's what I want.

You lovin' give me a thrill.

But, your lovin' don't pay my bills.  Now, give me...

CHORUS:

PLAY OPENING RIFF HERE:

SECOND VERSE REPRISE:

CHORUS:  [repeat and out]

The Moneygoround

Words & Music:

Ray Davies

Transcribed by Ian Grant and Jim Smart.

Best description of the record industry...ever.

INTRO:

Melody notes: B A# B C# B | D# D D# E D# | D# D# D# E F F# | Then crash on: B7

VERSE 1:

E            E/D#    C#m  C#m/B A       A/G#       F#m     F#m/E

Robert gives half to Grenville, who, in turn, gave half to Larry, 

     D             G

Who adored my instrumentals.

A                     D

So, he gave half to a foreign publisher

He took half the money that was earned in some far distant land

Gave back half to Larry

A                 D7         (G)

And I end up with half of goodness knows what.

CHORUS 1:

(G)             G/F# G/F

Can somebody explain why things go on this way?

C                                C/B

I thought they were my friends.  I can't believe it's me.

(C/B)                F      C

I can't believe that I'm so green.

BRIDGE:

G  [Doggie-style alternating bass]
Eyes down, 'round and 'round.

                            D

Let's all sit and watch the money go 'round.

(D)             A               G     F#

Everyone take a little bit here and a little bit there.

Do they all deserve money from a song that they never heard?

They don't know the tune and they don't know the words

And they don't give a damn.

There's no end to it.  I'm in a pit and I'm stuck in it.

The money goes 'round and around and around and it comes out here

B7 [hold chord]              [F#  A  G#]

When they've all taken their share

INSTRUMENTAL OVER:  E   E/D#  C#m  C#m/B | A  A/G#  F#m  F#m/E

VERSE 2:

I went to see a solicitor & the story was heard & the writs were served

On the verge of a nervous breakdown, I decided to fight right to the end

But if I ever get my money

A                   D7              (G)

I'll be too old and grey to spend it all.

CHORUS 2:

 (G)                      G/F#   G/F

Oh, and life goes on and on and no-one ever wins.

C                             C/B

And time goes quickly by just like the money-go-round.

(C/B)            F      C

I only hope that I'll survive!

"The Monkees" Theme

Words & Music:

Tommy Boyce & Bobby Hart

        Am                     F

Here we come, walkin' down the street.

                    D                      G

We get the funniest looks from everyone we meet.

CHORUS:

                    C  C7       F             G        C  C7

Hey, hey, we're the Monkees and people say we monkey around.

    C         C7              F      G    Am

But we're too busy singing to put anybody down.

We go wherever we want to, do what we like to do.

We don't have time to get restless, there's always something new.

CHORUS:  [ending on A]

CHORUS 2:

                        D   D7    G             A        D  D7

We're just trying to be friendly, come watch us sing and play

                     D  D7     G         A            Bm   E

We're the young generation and we've got something to say, oh...!

Anytime or anywhere.

Just look over your shoulder, 'cause we'll be standing there

CHORUS:

CHORUS 2:

The Monster Mash

Words & Music:

Bobby "Boris" Pickett & Lenny Capizzi

G                                               Em

I was working in the lab late one night when my eyes beheld an eerie sight.

       C                                       D

For my monster from his slab began to rise and suddenly, to my surprise:

CHORUS:

He did the mash - he did the monster mash.

The monster mash - it was a graveyard smash.

He did the mash - it caught on in a flash.

He did the mash - he did the monster mash.

From my laboratory in the castle east to the master bedroom where the vampires feast.

The ghouls all came from their humble abodes to get a jolt from my electrodes.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

    C                            D

The zombies were having fun, the party had just begun.

    C                        D

The guests included Wolfman, Dracula and his son.

The scene was rocking, all were digging the sound.

Igor unchained backed by his baying hounds.

The Coffin Grinders were about to arrive

With their vocal group, the Crypt-Kicker Five.

CHORUS:

Out from his coffin, Drac's voice did ring,

Seems he was troubled by just one thing:

He opened the lid and shook his fist and said,

"Whatever happened to my Transylvania twist?" 

CHORUS:

Now everything's cool, Drac's a part of the band,

And my monster mash is the hit of the land.

For you, the living, this mash was meant, too,

When you get to my door tell them Boris sent you.

CHORUS:

Mood Indigo

Words & Music:

Duke Ellington

AM7 Ab    A    B7    Em    E+7   AM7

You ain't been blue, no--, no--, no--.

AM7            B7     F7         BM7     F7    E7

You ain't been blue, 'til you've had that mood indigo.

A7   Ab  Gb       A7            Bm (D7)    G7 (E7)

That feeling that goes stealing down to my shoes,

E+7     AM7   B7     Em  E+7  AM7

While I sit & sigh, "Go 'long blues."

AM7    Ab  A    B7

Always get that mood indigo,

Bm7           E7       A   E7

Since my baby said goodbye.

A      A9  A   B7

In the evening when lights are low,

B7                      E7

I'm so lonesome I could cry.

A7

Cause there's nobody who cares about me,

D7                    F7             E7

I'm just a soul who's bluer than can be.

AM7             B7

When I get that mood indigo,

Bm7            E7       A

I could lay me down and die.

Moon River

Words & Music:

Johnny Mercer & Henry Mancini

Andy Williams' signature song.  In my family, it was a fun thing to teach it to any passing 3-year-old family member and see whether they would belt it out or be non-plussed by the whole thing.  Very fun.  This is sometimes capoed 1.

C    Am     FM7          C

Moon River, wider than a mile,

    FM7             C          Bm7-5  E7

I'm crossing you in style some day.

    Am    C7/G       F    Fm

You dream maker, you heartbreaker,

    Am7         D7         Dm7        G7

Wherever you're going, I'm going your way.

Two drifters off to see the world.

There's such a lot of world to see.

      Am Am7/G   D7/F# Fm           C

We're af-ter the same---- rainbow's end.

F                 C    F               C

Waitin' round the bend, my huckleberry friend,

Am   Dm7   G7     C

Moon River--- and me.

Moondance

Words & Music:

Van Morrison

This is transcribed in the February 2009 issue of Acoustic Guitar - including a pretty good instrumental solo thrown in the middle.

[verse vamp is Am7 to Bm7 - capo 2 for women to sing]

Well, it's a marvelous night for a moondance

With the stars up above in your eyes.

A fantabulous night to make romance

'Neath the cover of October skies.
And all the leaves on the trees are falling

To the sound of the breezes that blow.

And I'm trying to please to the calling

Of your heartstrings that play soft and low.

PRE-CHORUS:

             Dm7     Am7            Dm7         Am7

You know the night's magic seems to whisper and hush.

            Dm7  Am7                Dm7           E

And all the soft moonlight seems to shine in your blush.

CHORUS:

    Am7    Dm7      Am7      Dm7        Am7     Dm7

Can I just have one more moondance with you, my love?

    Am7    Dm7       Am7     Dm7       Am7     Dm7   E

Can I just make some more romance with you, my love?

Well I wanna make love to you tonight, I can't wait 'til the morning has come.

And I know now the time is just right and straight into my arms you will run.
And when you come my heart will be waiting

To make sure that you're never alone.

There and then all my dreams will come true, dear,

There and then I will make you my own.

And every time I touch you, you just tremble inside.

And I know how much you want me that you can't hide.

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL:  3 VERSES, PRE-CHORUS & CHORUS

VERSE 1 REPRISE, PRE-CHORUS & CHORUS:

CODA:
One more moondance with you in the moonlight on a magic night?

La, la, la, la, there's a moonlight on a magic night.

Can I just have one more dance with you, my love?

Moonshadow
Words & Music:

Cat Stevens

D(5)   A7  D   G   A7   D  [2x]

CHORUS:

    D                       A7  D       G           A7  D

Oh, I'm being followed by a moonshadow, moonshadow, moonshadow.

Leaping and hopping on a moonshadow, moonshadow, moonshadow.

    G    D    G       D      G       D       Em      A7

And if I ever lose my hands, lose my plough, lose my land.

    G    D    G       D          Em   A7   D  F#m/C#    Bm

Oh, if I ever lose my hands.  Oh, if-----------------------,

  Em            A       D

I won't have to work no more.

And if I ever lose my eyes, if my colours all run dry.

Yes, if I ever lose my eyes.  Oh, if-----------------------,

I won't have to cry no more.

CHORUS:

And if I ever lose my legs, I won't moan, and I won't beg.

Yes, if I ever lose my legs.  Oh, if-----------------------,

I won't have to walk no more.

CHORUS:

And if I ever lose my mouth, all my teeth, north and south.

Yes, if I ever lose my mouth.  Oh, if-----------------------,

I won't have to talk...

D(5)   A7  D   G   A7   D  [2x]

BRIDGE:

E7                  A           E                  A

Did it take long to find me?  I asked the faithful light.

E                   A             E7                     A

Did it take long to find me?  And are you gonna stay the night?

CHORUS:

G           A7  D       G           A7  D

Moonshadow, moonshadow, moonshadow, moonshadow.

More Than A Feeling

Words & Music:

Tom Scholz

It's been hard to do any of the Boston tabs since the death of Brad Delp.  But here goes...  This is fully transcribed in Guitar World and the May 2002 issue of Guitar One.

Dsus4  D   Csus2  G/b  G   [arpeggiate and repeat until you are ready.

  Dsus4          D            Csus2       G/B  G  [etc.]

I looked out this morning and the sun was gone,

Turned on some music to start my day,

Then lost myself in a familiar song,

  Dsus4        D       Csus2         G/B

I closed my eyes and I slipped away...

PRE-CHORUS:

Am  Em/G  D  |  G5  C  Em  D  C5  |  G5  C  Em  D

CHORUS:

     G              C     Em             D

It's more than a feeling (more than a feeling)

D      G             C         Em              D

When I hear that old song they used to play

                               (more than a feeling)

    G       C         Em             D

And I begin dreaming (more than a feeling)

       G            C          Eb   Em7

'Til I see Marianne walk a-way,

            Asus4     A       G  D/F#  Em7

I see my Marianne walking away.

INTERLUDE:

D5  Csus2  G/B  G  [2x]

So many people have come and gone,

Their faces fade as the years go by;

Yet I still recall as I wonder on, 

as clear as the sun In the summer sky

PRE-CHORUS: & CHORUS:

BRIDGE:  Bm  A  G  D/F#  Asus4  A

GUITAR SOLO OVER:  D  G5  D/F#  A  [3x]  D  Bm  Em  Asus4  A   G

G5  D  Em7  D  |  C  G/B  G5  D5  |  C  G/B  G5  [right to verse 3]

When I'm tired I'm thinking cold,

I hide in my music, forget the day.

And dream of a girl I used to know

I closed my eyes and she slipped away.

D5  Duss4  D5 |  Csus2  G/B  G  [3x]
D  Dsus4  Csus2  G/B  |  Am  Em/G  D

CHORUS:

OUTRO:  G5  C  Em  D  |  G5  C  Em  D5  C5  |  G5  C  |  Em  D  C  |

G5  C  |  Em  D  | [repeat this line and out]

Dsus4 = x x 0 2 3 3
Csus2 = x 3 0 0 3 x
G/B = x 2 0 0 3 3

More Than Words

Words & Music:

Nuno Bettencourt & Gary Cherone (Extreme)

G  Cadd9  Am7  C  D  G

G          C(add9)      Am7             C       D         G

Saying, "I love you" is not the words I want to hear from you.

G               C(add9)   Am7             C      D    Em

It's not that I want you; not to say, but if you only knew.

Bm7 Am7  D              G       D/F#    Em

How easy it would be to show me how you feel.

Bm7       Am7      D7              G7    G7      C

More than words is all you have to do to make it real.

C        Cm               G            Em7             Am7    D7   G

Then you wouldn't have to say that you love me, 'cause I'd already know.

BRIDGE:

G             D/F#      Em        Bm      C

What would you do if my heart was torn in two?

C                  G/B      Am7            D7             G

More than words to show you feel that your love for me is real.

G               D/F#    Em7        Bm7    C

What would you say if I took those words away?

C                     G/B     Am7         D7              G

Then you couldn't make things new just by saying, "I love you."

Now, that I've tried to talk to you and make you understand.

All that you have to do is close your eyes & just reach out your hands.

And touch me, hold me close, don't ever let me go.

More than words is all I ever needed you to show.

Then you wouldn't have to say that you love me, 'cause I'd already know.

BRIDGE REPRISE: [repeat & out]
Morning Has Broken

Words & Music:

Traditional / Arr. Cat Stevens

D   G   A   F#  Bm   G7   C   F   C 

[n.c.]      C  Dm   G              F   C

Morning has broken, like the first morning.

(C)           Em Am  D7sus4    D     G

Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird.

C              F    C                  Am  D

Praise for the singing, praise for the morning.

G               C     F   G7             C  F

Praise for them springing fresh from the world.

G  E   Am   G   C  G7sus4

Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit from heaven.

Like the first dewfall, on the first grass.

Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden.

Sprung in completeness where his feet pass.

Am   F#   Bm   G   D   A7   D

            D   Em    A           G   D

Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning

            F#m   Bm     E7       A

Born of the one-- light, Eden saw play

D             G  D                Bm  E

Praise with elation, praise every morning

A          D G   A7         D

God's recreation of the new day

G   A   F#  Bm   G7   C    F

Am  F#  Bm  G    D    A7   D

A Most Peculiar Man

Words & Music:

Paul Simon

D                 Em

He was a most peculiar man.

                                                       A7

That's what Missus Riordon said, and she should know;

               D              G

She lived upstairs from him.

                   A7            D

She said he was a most peculiar man.

          D                 Em

He was a most peculiar man.

                                               A7

He lived all alone within a house, within a room, within himself.

                 D

A most peculiar man.

            D

He had no friends, he seldom spoke,

    Em

And no one in turn ever spoke to him,

                                              A7

'Cause he wasn't friendly and he didn't care,

                    D

And he wasn't like them.

     G            A7            D

Oh, no! He was a most peculiar man.

              D

He died last Saturday,

     Em

He turned on the gas and he went to sleep,

With the windows closed so he'd never wake up

To his silent world and his tiny room,

                                               A7

And Missus Riordon says he has a brother somewhere

                        D

Who should be notified soon.

     G               A7            D              Bm

And all the people said, "What a shame that he's dead,

     G           A7            D

But wasn't he a most peculiar man?"

Mother Nature's Son

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

Bm          D/A         D/F#        D/E

D(A top)    D(G top)    D(E top)    D(G top)    D(F# top)

D(F# top)   D(G top)    D(F# top)   D(F# top)

D      G/D                D

Born a poor young country boy,

Bm     Bm/A     E9

Mother Nature's son.

A   D   A    D   A        D       A         D    Dm

All day long I'm sitting, singing songs for everyone.

G/D   D   Dm   G/D   D

Sit beside a mountain stream,

See her waters rise.

Listen to the pretty sound of music and she flies.

D   Dm   G/D   D

        G/D             D

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo.

G/D             D           DM7   D7   D7sus4   D7   G/D   Gm/D   D

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo------------------------------------.

Find me in my field of grass.

Mother nature's son.

Swaying daisies sing a lazy song beneath the sun.

        G/D             D

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo.

G/D             D           DM7   D7   D7sus4   D7   G/D   Gm/D   D

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo------------------------------------.

D    Dm     G/D             D7

Hmmmmmm...  Mother Nature's son.

Motherland

Words & Music:

Natalie Merchant

Em                    D    C                       G

Where in hell can you go?  Far from the things you know.

C                         G

Far from the sprawl of concrete.

                        D                         Em

That keeps crawling its way about a 1,000 miles a day.

Em                   D        C                      G

Take one last look behind; commit this to memory and mind.

C                               G

Don't miss this wasteland, this terrible place

          D                              Em

When you leave, keep your heart off your sleeve.

CHORUS:

      G            D            C                   G

Motherland, cradle me, close my eyes, lullaby me to sleep.

       C                 G                       D  Dsus2  D

Keep me safe, lie with me, stay beside me, don't go.

          Em

Don't you go...

Oh, my five-and-dime queen, tell me, what have you seen?

The lust and the avarice, the bottomless, the cavernous greed.

Is that what you see?

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

           C               G

It's your happiness I want most of all.

        C           A           D

And for that I'd do anything at all.  Oh, mercy me!

                C                G

If you want the best of it or the most of all

           C        A            D

If there's anything I can do at all.

INTERLUDE OVER:  C  G  C  A  D  Dsus2  D  Em

Now, come on, shotgun bride, what makes me envy your life?

Faceless, nameless, innocent, blameless and free.

What's it like to be?

CHORUS:

      D                     Em

Don't go.  Don't go.  Don't go.

Motherless Child

Words & Music:

Traditional / arr. Peter, Paul & Mary

    Am      Em          Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    Dm      F           Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    Am      Em          Am

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

  Dm   C        E

A long way from home.

  Dm   E7       Am

A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.  Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.

Sometimes I feel like a mournin' dove.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.  Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.

Sometimes I feel like I have no friend.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.  Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.

Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.  Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.

Sometimes I feel like I'd never been born.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.  Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.

Sometimes I feel like I'm almost dead.  A long way from home.  A long way from home.

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along. 

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along.

But I know that the Lord's gonna help me along.

Help me find my way back home.  Help me find my way back home.

ALT. CHORDS:

    A       F#m         A          F#m         E       Bm          A          F#m

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.  Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.

    A       F#m         A          F#m       Bm            E

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child.  A long way from home.

  E    E7       A

A long way from home.

Mr. Bojangles

Words & Music:

Jerry Jeff Walker

C  Em/B  Am  C/G [walk bass back up to C]  [2x]

  C             Em/B           Am         C/G   F            G7

I knew a man, Bojangles and he danced for you--- in worn-out shoes.

With silver hair, a ragged shirt and baggy pants -- the old soft shoe.

F            C        Fdim7     Am  C/G  D/F#

He jumped so high, he jumped so high

          D7            G7

Then he'd lightly touch down.

I met him in a cell in New Orleans I was down and out.

He looked to me to be the eyes of age as the smoke ran out.

He talked of life, he talked of life; laughed, clicked his heels & stepped.

CHORUS:

Am     G        Am    G        Am    G         C

"Mr. Bojangles, Mr. Bojangles, Mr. Bojangles...dance."

He said his name, Bojangles, and he danced a lick across the cell.

He grabbed his pants & spread his stance & he jumped so high,

Then he clicked his heels.

He let go a laugh, he let go a laugh, shook back his clothes all around

CHORUS:

He danced for those at minstrel shows & county fairs, throughout the south.

He spoke with tears of 15 years how his dog and him traveled about.

The dog up and died, he up and died, after 20 years he still grieves.

He said, "I dance, now, at every chance in honky-tonks for drinks and tips.

But most the time I spend behind these county bars, 'cause I drinks a bit."

He shook his head, and as he shook his head I heard someone ask him,

"Please, please..."

CHORUS:

Fdim7 = 4 x 3 4 3 x  OR: x 0 0 1 0 1

German Translation:


Ich hab mal einen gekannt - Bojangles, ja, so hat er geheißen - der tanzte.
Tanzte mit seinen ausgelatschten Schuhen,
seinem ausgefransten Hemd,
den ausgebeulten Hosen.
Graues, fast silbernes Haar.
Ganz weich hat der getanzt.
Springen konnte er wie kein anderer, hoch,
und aufgekommen wie 'ne Feder so leicht.
Getroffen hab' ich ihn in einer Gefängniszelle in New Orleans.
Ich war ziemlich fertig damals.
Kaputt.
Unten.
Er hat mich damals angesehen,
als wäre er die Weisheit des Alters in Person.
Und dann hat er begonnen zu erzählen.
Hat mir sein ganzes Leben erzählt.
Dann hat er gelacht,
ist auf die Beine gesprungen.
Bojangles, hat er gesagt, heißt er.
Und dann hat er getanzt.
Zwei, drei schnelle Schritte durch die Zelle.
Auf einmal hat er sich in Position gestellt,
und dann ist er aus dem Stand hochgesprungen
und hat in der Luft die Hacken zusammengeschlagen.
Kam wieder auf, hat gelacht, und hat seine Kleidung wieder zurechtgerückt.
Das war Mr Bojangles.
Mein Gott, der konnte tanzen !

Er hat mir von der Zeit erzählt,
als er durch die ganzen Südstaaten tingelte.
Und dann sprach er von dem fünfzehn Jahren,
als er mit seinem Hund überall rumzog.
Und dann war sein Hund gestorben.
Und jetzt, nach zwanzig Jahren,
musste er immer noch weinen deswegen.

Er hatte nie 'ne Chance ausgelassen, in einer Tanzkneipe aufzutreten.
Da gabs immer was zu essen und vor allem zu trinken.
Aber die meiste Zeit hatte er wohl doch im Knast verbracht.
'Alkohol, mein Junge', hat er gesagt.
Dann hat er den Kopf geschüttelt.
Und in dem Moment - ich könnte schwören - war da diese Stimme und die sagte:
Hey, Mr Bojangles, komm, tanz für uns.  Bitte !  Einmal noch.  Los.

Mr. Grinch

Words & Music:

Theodore Geisel (Dr. Seuss)

         Am            Dm   G       Am     D     E

You're a mean one, Mr. Grinch!  You really are a heel!

E         Am          Dm                G              C        F  E

You're as cuddly as a cactus, you're as charming as an eel, Mr. Grinch!

[n.c.]                     E7           Am  Dm  Am  Dm

You're a bad banana with a greasy black peel.

You're a monster, Mr. Grinch!  Your heart's an empty hole!

Your brain is full of spiders,

You've got garlic in your soul, Mr. Grinch!

I wouldn't touch you with a thirty-nine-and-a-half foot pole.

You're a foul one, Mr. Grinch!  You have termites in your smile.

You have all the tender sweetness of a seasick crocodile, Mr. Grinch.

Given a choice between the two of you, I'd take the seasick crocodile.

You're a rotter, Mr. Grinch!  You're the king of sinful sots.

Your heart's a dead tomato

Splotched with moldy purple spots, Mr. Grinch.

You're a three-decker sauerkraut and toadstool sandwich

With arsenic sauce.

You nauseate me, Mr. Grinch, with a nauseous super "naus".

You're a crooked dirty jockey and you drive a crooked hoss, Mr. Grinch.

Your soul is an appalling dump heap

Overflowing with the most disgraceful assortment

Of rubbish imaginable mangled up in tangled up knots.

You're a foul one, Mr. Grinch!  You're a nasty wasty skunk

Your heart is full of unwashed socks,

Your soul is full of gunk, Mr. Grinch.

The three words that best describe you are as follows, and I quote:

"Stink, stank, stunk!"

Mr. Jones

Words & Music:

Counting Crows

Am  F  Dm  G                 Am     F    G

             Sha-la-la-la-la-la-la-------- Uh-huh...

Am                    F         Dm              G

I was down at the New Amsterdam staring at this yellow-haired girl

    Am                       F                G

Mr. Jones strikes up a conversation with this black-haired flamenco dancer

Am                   F            Dm                      G

She dances while his father plays guitar.  She's suddenly beautiful

   Am                 F           G

We all want something beautiful   I wish I was beautiful

        Am                 F

So come dance this silence down through the morning

Dm           G           Am        F    G

   Sha-la-la-la-la-la-la-la, yeah!        Uh-huh...

Cut up, Maria!  Show me some of them Spanish dances

Pass me a bottle, Mr. Jones

Believe in me   Help me believe in anything

'Cause I want to be someone who believes

CHORUS:

C    F           G                             C                      F

Mr. Jones and me tell each other fairy tales.  Stare at the beautiful women.

G

"She's looking at you.  Ah, no, no, she's looking at me."

C              F               G

Smiling in the bright lights   Coming through in stereo

     C         F          G

When everybody loves you, you can never be lonely

I will paint my picture. Paint myself in blue and red and black and gray

All of the beautiful colors are very very meaningful

you know gray is my favorite color I felt so symbolic yesterday

If I knew Picasso I would buy myself a gray guitar and play

CHORUS:  [new words:]

Mr. Jones and me look into the future.  Stare at the beautiful women.

"She's looking at you.  Uh, I don't think so.  She's looking at me."

Standing in the spotlight I bought myself a gray guitar

When everybody loves me, I will never be lonely

                Fm7                Am           G

I will never be lonely.  I'm never gonna be lonely.

BRIDGE:

Am                   Fm7

I want to be a lion  Everybody wants to pass as cats

Am                                   G

We all want to be big big stars, but we got different reasons for that.

Am                      Fm7

Believe in me because I don't believe in anything

    Am                               G

and I want to be someone to believe, to believe, to believe.

CHORUS:  [new words:]

Mr. Jones and me stumbling through the barrio

Yeah we stare at the beautiful women

"She's perfect for you, Man, there's got to be somebody for me."

I want to be Bob Dylan

Mr. Jones wishes he was someone just a little more funky

When everybody loves you, son, that's just about as funky as you can be.

CHORUS:  [new words:]

Mr. Jones and me staring at the video

When I look at the television I want to see me staring right back at me.

We all want to be big stars but we don't know why and we don't know how.

But when everybody loves me, I'm going to be just about as happy as I can be.

C   F             G

Mr. Jones and me, we're gonna be big stars...

Mr. Tambourine Man

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

CHORUS:

F        G               C               F

Hey, Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

F       C                F                  G

I'm not sleepy and there ain't no place I'm going to.

F        G               C               F

Hey, Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

       C             F                 G         C

In the jingle-jangle morning I'll come following you.

C        F                   G          C             F     C                F

Though I know that evening's empire has returned into sand, vanished from my hand,

C               F                   G

Left me blindly here to stand but still not sleeping.

My weariness amazes me, I'm branded on my feet, I have no one to meet,

And the ancient empty street's too dead for dreaming.

CHORUS:

Take me on a trip upon your magic swirling ship.  My senses have been stripped,

My hands can't feel to grip, my toes too numb to step,

Wait only for my boot heels to be wandering.

I'm ready to go anywhere, I'm ready for to fade, into my own parade.

Cast your dancing spell my way, I promise to go under it.

CHORUS:

Though you might hear laughing, spinning, swinging madly across the sun, 

It's not aimed at anyone, it's just escaping on the run,

And but for the sky there are no fences facing.

And if you hear vague traces of skipping reels of rhyme, to your tambourine in time.

It's just a ragged clown behind, I wouldn't pay it any mind,

It's just a shadow you're seeing that he's chasing.

CHORUS:

Take me disappearing through the smoke rings of my mind.

Down the foggy ruins of time, far past the frozen leaves,

The haunted frightened trees, out to the windy bench,

Far from the twisted reach of crazy sorrow.

Yes to dance beneath the diamond sky with one hand waving free,

Silhouetted by the sea, circled deep beneath the waves,

Let me forget about today until tomorrow.

Mrs. Brown, You've Got A Lovely Daughter

Words & Music:

Trevor Peacock (Herman's Hermits)

C    G6           F     G      C       G6  F G

Mrs. Brown you've got a lovely daughter.

C        G6       F       G         C   G6  F G

Girls as sharp as her are somethin' rare.

F          C  F           C

But it's sad, she doesn't love me now.

F             C                F                G

She's made it clear enough, it ain't no good to pine.

She wants to return those things I bought her.

Tell her she can keep them just the same.

Things have changed, she doesn't love me, now.

She's made it clear enough, it ain't no good to pine.

BRIDGE:

Eb       G     F         Bb

Walkin' about, even in a crowd.

      Db              F    Bb                    G

Well, you'll pick her out, makes a bloke feel so proud 

C      G6         F          G        C          G6       F   G

If she finds that I've been 'round to see you, ('round to see you...)

C        G6       F        G       C       G6      F  G

Tell her that I'm well and feelin' fine.  (feelin' fine...)

Don't let on, don't say she's broke my heart.

I'd go down on my knees but it's no good to pine.

BRIDGE:

LAST VERSE REPRISE:

OUTRO:   [repeat & out]
C    G6            F     G      C            G6     F    G

Mrs. Brown, you've got a lovely daughter... (lovely daughter...)

Mrs. Robinson

Words & Music:

Paul Simon

This is written up in the June 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  If you want to sound like the original, capo 2 and play this on a 12-string.

              G         Em         G               Em                 C C/B C/A

And here's to you, Mrs. Robinson.  Jesus loves you more than you will know.

C/G       D/F#  D/C  D/B

Whoa-whoa-whoa.

    D/A        G            Em         G              Em                C /B /A

God bless you, please, Mrs. Robinson.  Heaven holds a place for those who pray.

C/G       Am  Am/G  Am/F#  Am/F             E7

Hey, hey, hey------------------.  Hey, hey, hey.

E7

We'd like to know a little bit about you for our files.

A7

We'd like to help you learn to help yourself.

D7               G               C           Am

Look around you, all you see are sympathetic eyes.

E7                          D7/F#

Stroll around the grounds until you feel at home.

Coo, coo, cachoo, Mrs. Robinson.  Jesus loves you more than you will know.

Whoa-whoa-whoa.

God bless you, please, Mrs. Robinson.  Heaven holds a place for those who pray.

Hey, hey, hey.  Hey, hey, hey.

Hide it in a hiding place where no one ever goes.

Put it in the pantry with your cupcakes.

It's a little secret, just the Robinson's affair.

Most of all you got to hide it from the kids.

Coo, coo, cachoo, Mrs. Robinson.  Jesus loves you more than you will know.

Whoa-whoa-whoa.

God bless you, please, Mrs. Robinson.  Heaven holds a place for those who pray.

Hey, hey, hey.  Hey, hey, hey.

Sitting on a sofa on a Sunday afternoon. Going to the candidates' debate.

Laugh about it, shout about it, when you've got to choose.

Every way you look at it you lose

Where have you gone, Joe DiMaggio?  A nation turns its lonely eyes to you.

Whoa-whoa-whoa.

What's that you say, Mrs. Robinson.  Joltin' Joe has left and gone away.

Hey, hey, hey.  Hey, hey, hey.

"The Muppet Show" Theme

Words & Music:

Jim Henson & Sam Pottle

C    F       Am       G

It's time to play the music,

It's time to light the lights,

C    C/B     Am       Am/G           D7            G7

It's time to meet the Muppets on the Muppet Show tonight!

It's time to put on makeup,

It's time to dress up right,

C    C/B     Am        Am/G           F      G      C

It's time to raise the curtain on the Muppet Show tonight!

BRIDGE:

    F     Fm     C            F           E7    Am

Why do we always come here? I guess we'll never know.

     F      E7      A7         D7                G7

It's like a kind of torture to have to watch the show.

C               F

And, now, let's get things started.

C             F

Why don't you get things started?

C            F

It's time to get things started 

       C                 D7             F              Dm7

On the most sensational, inspirational, celebrational, Muppetational,

D7              Dm7      G7     C

This is what we call the Muppet Show!

Murder By Numbers

Words & Music:

Sting (The Police)

Em7                 Am7       Bm7    BbM7b5

Once that you've decided on a killing,

First you make a stone of your heart.

And if you find that your hands are still willing,

      F#m7           FM7         Bm7  BbM7b5

Then, you can turn a murder into art.

There really isn't any need for bloodshed.

You just do it with a little more finesse.

If you can slip a tablet into someone's coffee

Then it avoids an awful lot of mess.

CHORUS:

             Em7       F#m7    GM7  F#m

Because it's murder by numbers, 1-2-3.

It's as easy to learn as your A-B-C.

Murder by numbers, 1-2-3.

It's as easy to learn as your A-B-C.

Now, if you have a taste for this experience,

And you're flushed with your very first success.

Then you must try a twosome or a threesome,

And you'll find your conscience bothers you much less.
Because murder is like anything you take to.

It's a habit-forming need for more and more.

You can bump off every member of your family,

And anybody else you find a bore.

CHORUS:

Now you can join the ranks of the illustrious,

In history's great dark hall of fame.

All our greatest killers were industrious.

At least the ones that we all know by name.
But you can reach the top of your profession.

If you become the leader of the land.

For murder is the sport of the elected.

And you don't need to lift a finger of your hand.

CHORUS:

Am7#5 = X 0 2 0 1 1 & BbM7b5 = X X 3 2 3 0

My Baby Just Cares For Me

Words & Music:

Gus Kahn & Walter Donalson

A             D        E

My baby don't care for shows.
A       D              E
My baby don't care for clothes.

A                      Bm  Bm7

My baby just cares for me.

C#            C#7      F#m

My baby don't care for cars and races.

B             B7       E

My baby don't care for high-tone places.

A             D       E

Liz Taylor is not his style.

A             D        E

And even Lana Turner's smile

A                     Bm  Bm7

Is something he can't see.

D             G#   A   F#

My baby don't care who knows it.

B(Bm)        E         A  E

My baby just cares for me.

My baby don't care for shows;

My baby don't care for clothes.

My baby just cares for me.

My baby don't care for cars and races.

My baby don't care for high-tone places.

Liz Taylor is not his style;

And even Liberace's smile

Is something he can't see.

  D             G#    A    F#

I wonder what's wrong with baby.

   Bm              E       C#m             F#

My baby just cares for, my baby just cares for,

   Bm        E         A

My baby just cares for me.
My Best Friend's Girl

Words & Music:

Ric Ocasek (The Cars)

[guitar riff for entire song]

E   A   B  [4x for intro]

You're always dancing down the street with your suede blue eyes

And every new boy that you meet, he doesn't know the real surprise

CHORUS:

Here she comes again!

When she's dancing 'neath the starry sky...

Here she comes again!

Ooo, she'll make you flip!

Here she comes again!

When she's dancing 'neath the starry sky...

Here she comes again!

I kinda like the way she dips.

A  B                      A      B                      A    B

   She's my best friend's girl.  She's my best friend's girl.

B                  [back to main riff]

And she used to be mine...she's so fine.

You've got your nuclear boots and your drip-dry gloves

And when you bite your lip, it's some reaction to love-uh-ove-uh-ove.

CHORUS:

VERSE 1 REPRISE:

CHORUS:

My best friend's girl friend.  [repeat as you will and out]

My Boyfriend's Back

Words & Music:

Robert Feldman, Gerald Goldstein, & Richard Gottehrer

[n.c. – spoken over hand claps]

He went away and you hung around and bothered me every night.

And when I wouldn't go out with you, you said things that weren't very nice.

D

My boyfriend's back and you're gonna be in trouble.

G            A                   D

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

When you see him coming, better cut out on the double.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

You been spreading lies that I was untrue.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

So look out now 'cause he's coming after you.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

D        G                            D      G

Hey!  He knows what you been trying.  And he knows that you been lying.

He's been gone for such a long time.  Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

Now he's back and things'll be fine.  Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

You're gonna be sorry you were ever born.  Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

'Cause he's kinda big and he's awful strong.  Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

Hey!  He knows I wasn't cheating.  Now you're gonna get a beating.

BRIDGE:

G                                                D

What made you think he'd believe all your lies?  Aah-ooh, aah-ooh!

G                                                     D         A

You're a big man now but he'll cut you down to size.  Aah-ooh!  Wait and see! 

My boyfriend's back, he's gonna save my reputation.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

If I were you, I'd take a permanent vacation.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

Hey!  I can see him coming.  Now you better start a-running.

My boyfriend's back, he's gonna save my reputation.

Hey-la!  Hey-la!  My boyfriend's back!

[improv vocal over verse chords and out]

My Favorite Things

Words & Music:

Richard Rogers & Oscar Hammerstein III

(from "The Sound Of Music")

G  C  [vamp]
Em

Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens,

CM7

Bright copper kettles and warm woolen mittens,

Am7         D7       G            C

Brown paper packages tied up with strings,

G           C         F#m7b5   B7

These are a few of my favorite things.

Cream-colored ponies and crisp apple streudels,

Doorbells and sleigh bells and schnitzel with noodles,

Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings,

These are a few of my favorite things.

E

Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes,

A

Snowflakes that stay on my nose and eyelashes,

Am7          D7           G         C

Silver-white winters that melt into springs,

G           C         F#m7b5   B7

These are a few of my favorite things

BRIDGE:

Em                  F#m7b5   B7          Em               C

When the dog bites, when the bee stings, when I'm feeling sad,

  C                  A7                  G            C    D7 G

I simply remember my favorite things and then I don't feel so bad.

G  C  [vamp]
[REPEAT ENTIRE SONG]

My Favorite Things

(AARP Parody)

Words & Music:

Richard Rogers & Oscar Hammerstein III

New Lyrics:  unknown

This was sent along by correspondent Mac Gienke.  (Thanks, Mac!)  "To commemorate her birthday , actress/vocalist, Julie Andrews made a special appearance at Manhattan 's Radio City Music Hall for the benefit of the AARP.  One of the musical numbers she performed was 'My Favorite Things' from the legendary movie The Sound Of Music. Here are the lyrics she used:"  Same chords as the original version, of course.

Maalox and nose drops and needles for knitting,

Walkers and handrails and new dental fittings, 

Bundles of magazines tied up in string,

These are a few of my favorite things.

Cadillac's and cataracts ,and hearing aids and glasses,

Polident and Fixodent and false teeth in glasses,

Pacemakers, golf carts and porches with swings,

These are a few of my favorite things.

When the pipes leak, When the bones creak,

When the knees go bad,

I simply remember my favorite things,

And then I don't feel so bad.

Hot tea and crumpets and corn pads for bunions,

No spicy hot food or food cooked with onions, 

Bathrobes and heating pads and hot meals they bring, 

These are a few of my favorite things.

Back pain, confused brains and no need for sinnin', 

Thin bones and fractures and hair that is thinnin', 

And we won't mention our short shrunken frames, 

When we remember our favorite things.

When the joints ache, When the hips break,

When the eyes grow dim,

Then I remember the great life I've had, 

And then I don't feel so bad

My Funny Valentine

Words & Music:

Richard Rodgers & Lorenz Hart

Anyone know the chords to the verse of this song?  Johnny Mathis & Ella Fitzgerald both sing it on their covers.

Behold the way our fine feathered-friend his virtue doth parade.

Thou knowest not, my dim witted friend, the picture Thou hast made.

Thy vacant brow and thy tousled hair conceal Thy good intent.

Thou, noble upright, truthful, sincere and slightly dopey gent,- you are...

CHORUS:

Am       Am(M7)     Am7         Am6

My funny Valentine, Sweet comic Valentine,

FM7         Dm7           Bm7b5   E7b9

You make me smile with my heart.

Your looks are laughable. unphotographable.

FM7           Dm7              Bm7b5[4 beats] Fm6[2 beats] G6[2 beats]

Yet you’re my favorite work of art.

        CM7   Dm7           Em7   Dm7

Is your figure    less than Greek---?

        CM7     Dm7    Em7   Dm7

Is your mouth a little weak-------?

         CM7  Dm7   Am7    Gm7  F#7

When you open it to speak------------,

        FM7     Bm7b5  E7b9

Are you smart?

But, don't change a hair for me, not if you care for me.

FM7         Bm7b5  E7b9         Am   Gm7   B7(no 5)

Stay little Valentine---------, stay!

FM7         Dm7  G7     C6

Each day is Valentine's Day.

Am bits = “Stairway To Heaven” on inner strings, A string=x

Bm7b5 = x 2 3 2 3 x [B D F A]

B7(no 5) = x 2 1 2 0 x [B D# A B]

E7b9 = 0 2 0 1 0 1 [E G# B D F]

Fm6 = x x 0 1 1 1 [F Ab C D]

G7b9 = 0 2 0 1 0 1 or x x 2 1 3 1 [G B D F Ab]

G7b9#11 = 0 2 0 1 2 1 [G B D F Ab C#]

G6 = 3 x 0 0 0 0
CM7 = x 3 2 4 x x

Dm7 = x 5 3 5 x x
Em7 = x 7 5 7 x x

My Generation

Words & Music:

Pete Townshend

This is fully transcribed in Guitar World.  You can sub F for G5/F, but it lacks the tension.  Don't forget to stutter!

G5   G5/F  [vamp for intro & transition]
G5            (F)           G5               G5/F  [etc.]
People try to put us down, (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

Just because we get around. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

Things they do look awful cold. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

Hope I die before I get old. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

CHORUS:

G5/F               G  Gsus4

I said, my generation.

G5/F      Gsus4      G     Gsus4  G5/F  Gsus4

This is my generation, baby.

Why don't you all f-fade away? (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

And don't try to dig what we all say. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

I'm not trying to cause a big sensation. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

I'm just talkin' 'bout my generation. (Talkin' 'bout my generation.)

BASS SOLO VERSE:

SECOND VERSE REPRISE & CHORUS:

FIRST VERSE REPRISE & CHORUS:

OUTRO:

C   F5  [vamp with solo over it, then:]
C                F5

Talkin' 'bout my generation.  [repeat and out]
My Girl

Words & Music:

William "Smokey" Robinson & Ronald White

This is fully transcribed in the July/August 2009 issue of Guitar Edge.

Intro & Verse Riff: (Riff in C)

    C  Riff                      F riff

G-----------------2--5--------|-----------------------------

D-----------2--5--------------|-----------------0--3--------

A---3----5--------------------|-----------0--3--------------

E-----------------------------|--1-----3--------------------

         C        F           C  F

I've got sunshine on a cloudy day.

          C           F                       C   F

When it's cold outside, I've got the month of May.

CHORUS:

      C Dm    F     G    C          Dm      F         G

Well, I guess you'd say: What could make me feel this way?

C                                         Dm        G

My girl, (my girl, my girl) talkin' 'bout my girl. (my girl)

I've got so much honey the bees envy me.

I've got a sweeter song than the birds in the trees.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

C  F         C     F         Dm    G   Em    A

   Hey, hey, hey!  Hey, hey, hey-----! Oooooooh, yeah!

Riff in D:
   D   Riff                      G  Riff

B-------------------3---------|-----------------------------

G-------------2--4------------|-----------------------------

D--0----2--4------------------|-----------------2--5--------

A-----------------------------|-----------2--5--------------

E-----------------------------|--3-----5--------------------

        D             G           D  G

I don't need no money, fortune or fame

D               G                          D    G

I've got all the riches, baby, one man can claim

CHORUS:

D  Em    G    A    D          Em      G         A

I guess you'd say: What could make me feel this way?

D                                         Em        A
My girl, (my girl, my girl) talkin' 'bout my girl  (my girl)

OUTRO:

E-------------------------------3---------------------------

B-------------------------------2---------------------------

G-------------------------------3---------------------------

D-------------------------------0---------------------------

A---0--0----------------------------------------------------

E---------3--3---2--2---0--0--------------------------------
My Heart

Words & Music:

K's Choice

Basic riff:

["This isn't exactly correct, but it was good enough for us to get by."]
E -------------------------------------------------------------------------

B -----3----------3---------3---------3----------3---------3---------3-----

G ---2---2------2---2-----2---2-----2---2------2---2-----2---2-----2---2---

D -0-------------------------------------------------------------0---------

A -----------0---------2---------------------------------------------------

E -------------------------------2----------3---------3--------------------

Not so long ago,

We both felt love became a word.

No more than that,

With sex that felt like wings without a bird.

The only thing that we both love

Is in the cradle that we rock.

Six hands, six feet, but just one beat,

The ticking of the clock.

CHORUS:

I always heard I could get hurt.

I knew that from the start.

Break my face, my back, my arms, my neck,

But please don't break my heart.

Break my face, my back, my arms, my neck,

But please don't break my heart.

Solid wood will rot

If you don't keep it from the rain.

We were surprised when we found out

That love feels just like pain.

CHORUS:  [2x]
My Hometown

Words & Music:

Tom Lehrer

  C             Am     Dm7            G7

I really have a yen to go back once again

Back to the place where no one wears a frown.

G7          F              B7                   C        D7 G7 C C#dim Dm7 G13

To see once more those super-special just plain folks in my hometown.

No fellow could ignore the little girl next door.

She sure looked sweet in her first evening gown.

G7            F          B7               C        D7  G7       C7 Cdim Fm6/C C

Now there's a charge for what she used to give for free in my hometown.

C7         F9 

I remember Dan, the druggist on the corner,

       C9                           C

He was never mean or ornery, he was swell.

C             F9                                   Am

He killed his mother-in-law and ground her up real well.

    C                A7+      D9          G7

And sprinkled just a bit over each banana split.

The guy that taught us math, who never took a bath,

Acquired a certain measure of renown.

And after school he sold the most amazing pictures in my hometown.

That fellow was no fool who taught our Sunday school,

And neither was our kindly Parson Brown.

[spoken:  I guess I'd better leave this line out just to be on the safe side]

In my hometown.

I remember Sam, he was the village idiot and though it seems a pity, it was so.

He loved to burn down houses just to watch the glow.

And nothing could be done because he was the mayor's son.

The guy that took a knife and monogrammed his wife,

Then dropped her in the pond and watched her drown.

Oh, yes indeed, the people there are just plain folks in my hometown.

My Lagan Love

Words & Music:

Traditional Irish

A     G      A                 G           A       D    A

Where Lagan streams, sing lullabies, there blows a lily fair.

A   G        A               G        A        D      A

The twilight gleam is in her eye, the night is on her hair.

A           D    A            D               Bm       E7  A

And, like a love-sick leannán sí, she hath my heart in thrall,

Am           A          G       A       D       A

No life have I, no liberty, for love is Lord of all.

And often when the beetle's horn hath lulled the eve to sleep,

I steal unto her shieling lorn and through the dooring peep.

There by the cricket's singing stone, she spare the bogwood fire

And sings in sad, sweet undertone the song of heart's desire.

Her welcome like her love for me is from deep within.

Her warm kiss is felicity that knows no taint of sin.

And when I set my foot to go, 'tis leaving love and light

To feel the wind of longing blow from out of darkest night.

leannán sí is pronounced:  lenanshee

My Melancholy Blues

Words & Music:

Freddie Mercury (Queen)

INTRO:

Cm                       Gm

Another party's over and I'm left cold sober.

F#dim        Fm7          Edim

Baby left me for somebody new.

Fm                             Abm

I don't want to talk about it, want to forget about it.

        Eb/G           Fm7               Bb7

Want to be intoxicated with that special brew.

VERSE:

             Eb      G7     Ab          Abm

So, come and get me, let me get in that sinking feeling

Eb           F#dim                   Fm7

That says my heart is on an all-time low.

Bb7         Eb           G7

So, don't expect me to behave perfectly

Ab            Abm          Eb/G        F#dim        Fm7

And wear that sunny smile; my guess is I'm in for a cloudy and overcast.

F#dim                             Eb/G             Edim       Fm Fm(add #7) Fm7

Don't try and stop me, 'cause I'm heading for that stormy weather soon.

CHORUS:

Ab                           Abm

I'm causing a mild sensation with this new occupation.

Eb/G            Cm    Gm                    Cm

I'm permanently glued to this extraordinary mood

              Fm7               F#dim         Fm7 F#dim   Ab7  Bb7    Eb

So, now, move over; let me take over, with my melanchol----y-- blues.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

CHORUS:  [new lyrics below]

I'm causing a mild sensation with this new occupation.

I'm in the news, I'm just getting used to my new exposure.

So, come into my enclosure and meet my melancholy blues.
My Sweet Lord

Words & Music:

George Harrison

Unfortunately for George, he subconsciously channelled The Chiffons' hit "He's So Fine" when he wrote this.  It is still a terrific tune.  This was also transcribed (including the opening slide guitar solo) in the February issue of Total Guitar.

INTRO:  F#m   B  [4x] | E  C#m [2x]  |  E  Fdim

Slide guitar solo comes in at the E chord:

  E                    C#m           E                    C#m

|-14/16--14/12--12/14--12----------|-14/16--14/12--12/14--12----------12--------|

|-------------------------14-14~---|-------------------------14-12/14-----14/12-|

|----------------------------------|--------------------------------------------|

|----------------------------------|--------------------------------------------|

|----------------------------------|--------------------------------------------|

|----------------------------------|--------------------------------------------|

  E                   Fdim                      F#m        B

|-14/16--14/12-----16\13-13\10-10\7-7/10/13---9---9---9-------|

|--------------------------------------------10--10--10--9-7~-|

|------------------16\13-13\10-10\7-7/10/13--------------9-8~-|

|-------------------------------------------------------------|

|-------------------------------------------------------------|

|-------------------------------------------------------------|

CHORUS:

         F#m  B         F#m  B         F#m   B

My sweet Lord.  Mmm, my Lord.  Mmm, my Lord.

                 E      C#m              E          C#m

I really want to see you; really want to be with you;

               E                        Fdim              F#m  B

Really want to see you, Lord, but it takes so long, my Lord.

CHORUS:

I really want to know you; really want to go with you;

Really want to show you, my Lord,

That won't take long, my Lord. (Hallelujah!)

CHORUS:  [add "Hallelujah!" after each line]

BRIDGE & MODULATION TO G#m:

                 E        E7

I really want to see you; really want to see you;

       C#                             F#

Really want to show you, Lord; really want to show you, Lord,

       Gdim              G#m         C#

But it takes so long, my Lord. (Hallelujah!)

CHORUS:

         G#m         C#

My sweet Lord. (Hallelujah!)

Mmm, my Lord. (Hallelujah!)

My, my, my Lord. (Hallelujah!)

I really want to know you. (Hallelujah!)

Really want to go with you. (Hallelujah!)

Really want to show you, Lord, that it won't take long, my Lord.

CHORUS:  [continue "Hallelujah!" after each line]

INSTRUMENTAL TRANSITION:  F#  Em [2x]  |  F#  Gdim  G#m  C#

CHORUS:  [replace "Hallelujah!" with "Hare Krishna!" after each line]

Oh, mmmmm (Hare!  Hare!)

Now, I really want to see you.  (Hare Rama!)

Really want to be with you. (Hare Rama!)

Really want to see you, Lord,

But it takes so long, my Lord.  (Hallelujah!)

OUTRO:  [over F#m  C# vamp and out]

Mmm, my Lord. (Hallelujah!)  My sweet Lord. (Hare Krishna!)

My sweet Lord. (Hare Krishna!)  My Lord...  (Krishna, Krishna!)

My sweet Lord. (Hare, Hare!)  Hmmm-mmmm. (Gurur Brahma!)

Hmmm-mmmm. (Gurur Vishnu!)  Hmmm-mmmm. (Gurur Devo!)

Hmmm-mmmm. (Maheshwara!)  My sweet Lord. (Gurur Sakshaat!)

My sweet Lord. (Parabrahma!)  My, my, my Lord. (Tasmayi Shree!)

My, my, my, my Lord. (Guruve Namah!)
My sweet Lord. (Hare Rama!  Hare Krishna!)

Mmm, my Lord. (Hare Krishna!)  My, my, my Lord. (Hare, hare!)

