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Radar Love

Words & Music:

Golden Earring

Patrick Ryan (working with the chords provided by Karl Nicholas) provides the tab of all the little guitar riffs & whatnot for the song.  His complete tab is below.

Em7

I've been drivin' all night, my hands wet on the wheel.

There's a voice in my head that drives my heel.

It's my baby callin', says "I need you here."

And it's half past four and I'm shifting gear.

D                         A                E

When she's lonely and the longing gets too much,

D                        A                 E                      B

She sends a cable comin' in from above, we don't need no phone at all.

CHORUS:

C           G            D            Em

We've got a thing that's called radar love.

C           G           D          Em

We've got a wave in the air, radar love.

The radio's playing some forgotten song,

Brenda Lee's "Coming on Strong".

The road's got me hypnotized and I'm speeding into a new sunrise.

When I get lonely, and I'm sure I've had enough.

She sends her comfort, comin' in from above, don't need no radio at all.

CHORUS:

No more speed, I'm almost there; gotta keep cool now, gotta take care.

Last car to pass, here I go and the line of cars drove down real slow.

And the radio played that forgotten song,

Brenda Lee's "Coming on Strong".

And the newsman sang his same song.  Oh, one more radar lover is gone!

When I'm feeling lonely and I'm sure I've had enough.

She sends the comfort coming in from above, don't need no radio at all.

CHORUS:  [ad lib lines as you wish]

Radar Love Tab by Patrick Ryan:

Notes from Patrick Ryan:  "There are actually two guitars in this song.  I've written this tab for just one.  The song is in E.  Most of the little riffs in this song are played in the 2nd and 14th positions using a pentatonic scale.  There's some noodling around during the choruses and during verse 3 that I haven't gotten down yet.  In verse 3, the two guitars are doing distinctly different things."

[intro]

G -----------------------2--------------

D -----2-4----2------2-4---2------------

A ---4------4---2--4----------0-2-2-----

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

[drum intro] [bass intro]

I been drivin' all night, my hands wet on the wheel.

[riff 1]

G --4/6-4-2-4-4-2--

D --4/6-4-2-4-4-2--

There's a voice in my head that drives my heel  [riff 1]
It's my baby callin', say "I need you here."  [riff 1]
And it's a half past four and I'm shifting gears  [riff 1]
PRE-CHORUS:  [strum chords]
E                         B               F#

When I get lonely and the longing gets too much,

E                        B             C#

She sends comfort coming in from above; don't need no radio at all.

CHORUS: [strum chords]
D        A         E            F#    D        A           E     [n.c.]
We got a thing its called radar love, we got a wave in the air:  radar love

the radio's playin some forgotten song





[riff 2]





B -14----17------------





G -14----16------------





D ----16----15/16------

Brenda Lee's "Coming On Strong" [riff 2]
The road has got me hypnotized






[ riff 1 up an octave ]





G --16/18-16-14-16-16-14--





D --16/18-16-14-16-16-14--

As I spin into a new sun rise   [riff 1]
PRE-CHORUS & CHORUS:

INTERLUDE:  [starts with bass and keyboard with guitar solo fading in]

B -10-9--12-10-9-9-10----10-9--12-10-10-10------

G --9-9---9--9-9-9--9-----9-9---9--9--9--9------  [play two or three times]
D --9-9---9--9-9-9--9-----9-9---9--9--9--9------

B -14-12--15-14-12-12-14---14-12--15-14-12-14-

G -12-12--12-12-12-12-12---12-12--12-12-12-12-

    A  A            (hold bend)

E ---------------------2------------------

B --2--2----------------------------------

G --2--2-----2---2-4^6--4^6-2---2-4-2-2--- [play twice]
D --2--2---4---4--------------4-----------

A --0--0----------------------------------

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

----------5----5-7^9-5-------7^9-5-------7^9-------5-8-7-5----------------

----5-7-7----7-----------5-7---------5-7---------7---------8-7-5----------

--6--------------------6-----------6-----------------------------8-7-5----

-----------------------------------------------------------------------7--

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

--------------------------------------------------------------------------

F#  G  Ab  A  F#

B -14--14-14--14-14-----14-14-14-14--14-14-14--------------

G -14--14-14--14-14-----14-14-14-14--14-14-14--------------

D -------------------16-----------------------16-----------

B -------17------------------------------ 
G -16^18----16^18-16--17^19-17^19-17^19--

C# C# C# C# C# C# C# [drum solo]
D ------------------------------------------------

A ----0-3-2----0-2------------0-3-2----0-2--------

E --2--------2-----2--------2--------2-----2------

D ------2-1---------------------2-1---------------

A ----0--------0-2------------0--------0-2--------

E --2--------2-----2--------2--------2-----2------

D --------------2-3-4-----------------------------

A ----0-3-2-3-4-------2----0-3-2-3-4-0-2-3--------

E --2--------------------2-----------------0------

[drum break]

Verse 3

No more speed, I'm almost there

                       G --4^6-4^6-4-2-------------------------------------

                       D --------------4-----------------------------------

Gotta keep cool, now, gotta take care

                       G ---------2---2-4-4^6-^6-2-------------------------

                       D ---2-3-4---4--------------------------------------

Last car to pass, here I go

                       E ---14-14---14-14----------------------------------

                       B ---14-14---14-14----------------------------------

                       G ---14-14---14-14----------------------------------

The line of cars go down real slow

                       E ------17------------------------------------------

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

                       G ---------16^18^18-14------------------------------

                       D ---16---------------------------------------------

The radio plays that forgotten song

                       G ---------14-16-14-16^18^18-14---------------------

                       D ---14-16------------------------------------------

Brenda Lee's "Coming On Strong"

                       G ---16^18^18-14------------------------------------

                       D --------------------------------------------------

The news man sang his same song

                       --------------------------------------------------

                       --------------------------------------------------

                       -------2------------------------------------------

                       ---2-4-2------------------------------------------

                       --------------------------------------------------

                       --------------------------------------------------

Oh, one more radar love is gone

                       E ------17^19^19^19-17-14---------------------------

                       B ---14---------------------------------------------

LAST PRE-CHORUS & CHORUS:

E                                B            F#

When I'm feeling lonely and I'm sure I've had enough

E                            B 

She sends the comfort coming in from above

C#

Don't need no radio at all

D        A             E            F#

We got a thing and its called radar love

D        A             E            F#

We got a light in the  sky

D        A             E            F#

We got a thing and its called radar love

D        A            E      [n.c.]
We got a thing that's called radar love.

[crescendo on F#m to end]

Radio Ga-Ga

Words & Music:

Roger Taylor (Queen)

F                                      Gm

I'd sit alone and watch your light; my only friend through teenage nights.

Bb                             Gm             Bb  F  Bb  F

And everything I had to know I heard it on my radio.

You gave them all those old time stars, through wars of worlds invaded by Mars.

You made 'em laugh, you made 'em cry, you made us feel like we could fly.

F                                         Bb

So, don't become some background noise; a backdrop for the girls and boys.

Bb                                         Gm                 Bb         F

Who just don't know or just don't care and just complain when you're not there.

F                                            Gm                     Bb F

You had your time, you had the power, you've yet to have your finest hour.

Bb  F

Radio

CHORUS:

F

All we hear is radio ga-ga, radio goo-goo, radio ga-ga.

All we hear is radio ga-ga, radio blah-blah.

Eb            C

Radio, what's new?

Bb      C       Bb    C    F

Radio, someone still loves you!

We watch the shows, we watch the stars on videos for hours and hours.

We hardly need to use our ears; how music changes through the years.

Let's hope you never leave, old friend, like all good things on you we depend.

So stick around 'cause we might miss you when we grow tired of all this visual.

You had your time you had the power you've yet to have your finest hour, radio.

CHORUS:  [2x – second time a capella]

You had your time, you had the power, you've yet to have your finest hour.

Radio.

Radio, Radio
Words & Music:

Declan Patrick Aloysius MacManus (Elvis Costello)
E   B7   E   B  [2x]

      E                          B                      A                    E

I was tuning in the shine on the light night dial doing anything my radio advised.

     E                  B                           A                           C#m

With every one of those late night stations playing songs, bringing tears to my eyes.

      A                        B

I was seriously thinking about hiding the receiver

         A/C#                     B/D#

When the switch broke 'cause it's old.

A/E                              B/F#

They're saying things that I can hardly believe.

            B                             E

They really think we're getting out of control.

CHORUS:

E            C#m                        B

Radio is the sound salvation.  Radio is cleaning up the nation.

     A              E             B        E

They say you better listen to the voice of reason.

                A            E                  B               C#m

But, they don't give you any choice 'cause they think that it's treason.

            B                        C#m

So, you had better do as you are told.

           B                 E

You better listen to the radio.

E   B7   E   B  [2x]

Am                 E                   Am                  E

I want to bite the hand that feeds me. I want to bite that hand so badly.

C#m                                   B7

I want to make them wish they'd never seen me.

Some of my friends sit around every eveninga nd they worry about the times ahead.

But everybody else is overwhelmed by indifference and the promise of an early bed.

You better shut up or get cut up; they don't wanna hear about it.

It's only inches on the reel-to-reel.

And the radio is in the hands of such a lot of fools

Trying to anaesthetise the way that you feel.

CHORUS:

CODA:  [over opening riff:]

Wonderful radio!  Marvelous radio!  Wonderful radio!  Radio, radio!  Radio, radio!

Radio Song

Words & Music:

R.E.M.

[spoken:]

Hey!  I can't find nothing on the radio.  Yo, turn to that station.

Intro riff:

  Bb5               Eb5

E-----11-------11-------11-------11-----|

B---13--13---13--13---14--14---14--14---|

G-13-------13-------13-------13---------|

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

[sung under intro riff:]

The world is collapsing around our ears.  I turned up the radio, but I can't hear it.

       F7

When I got to the house and I called you out, I could tell that you had been crying, crying.

F7

It's that same sing-song on the radio.  It makes me sad.

  Bbsus2        Bb7sus2  Bbsus2     Bb7sus2  Bbsus2

I meant to turn it off---------, to say good-bye,

Bb7sus2 Bbsus2    Bb7sus2  Bbsus2       F7

To leave in quiet that radio----- song, hey, hey, hey!

[sung under intro riff:]

I've everything to show.  I've everything to hide.  Look into my eyes.  Listen.

Bb5  |  Eb5

When I got to the show, yo-ho-ho!  I could tell that you had been crying, crying.

It's that same sing-song, and the DJ sucks.  It makes me sad.

I tried to turn it off, to say goodbye, my love.  That radio song, hey, hey, hey!

[sung under intro riff:]

The world is collapsing around our ears.  I turned up the radio, But I can't hear it.

Bb5  |  Eb5

Yeah! (baby, baby, baby, baby)

I tried to sing along.  But, damn that radio song.  Hey, hey, hey!  Hey, hey, hey!

[sung under intro riff:]

I've everything to show.  I've everything to hide.

Look into my eyes listen to the radio.  I turned up the radio.

But I can't hear it.  No, I can't hear it.

| Bb5  |  Eb5 |

[Vocal riffs over F7:]

Hey, hey, hey!  (Say, what?!)  Hey, hey, hey!  (Let me do that with you.)

Hey, hey, hey!  Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!  Hey, hey, hey!  (Say, what?!  Say, what?!  Say, what?!)

Hey, hey, hey!

Check it out:  What are you saying?  What are you playing?

Who are you obeying day out, day in?

Baby, baby, baby, that stuff is driving me crazy!

DJs communicate to the masses.  Sex and violent classes.

Now, our children grow up prisoners.

All their lives radio listeners.
Rain King

Words & Music:

Adam Duritz, & David Bryson (Counting Crows)

There is an arrangement of this in the November 2005 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

[capo 2]
Cadd9  G/B  Am7sus4  G [2x]

Cadd9               G/B Am7sus4         G/B           Cadd9

When I think of heaven, deliver me in a black-winged bird

G/B           Am7sus4  G            Cadd9        G/B

I think of flying----- down into a sea of pens and feathers

    Am7sus4    G/B           Cadd9               G/B

And all other instruments of faith and sex and God

                   Am7sus4      G

In the belly of a black-winged bird.

Am             F     Am                F            C             D   Dsus4

Don't try to feed me 'cause I've been here before and I deserve a little more.

G      Am  C        Dsus4  D       G     G    Am   c      Dsus4    D      G

I belong-- in the service of the Queen.  I belong-- anywhere but in-between.

G          Am7     C          Dsus4   D   G  Am7     C

She's been crying; I've been thinking and I am the Rain King

And I said, "Mama, mama, mama, why am I so alone?

I can't go outside, I'm scared I might not make it home.

I'm alive, I'm alive, but I'm sinking in.

If there's anyone at home at your place, darling, why don't you invite me in?"

Don't try to bleed me 'cause I've been here before and I deserve a little more.

I belong in the service of the Queen.  I belong anywhere but in-between.

She's been lying; I've been thinking and I am the Rain King.

BRIDGE:

Am           C                 G    Am

Hey, I only want the same as anyone.

Am                C   G      Am

Henderson is just waiting for the sun.

Am                    C         G           Am

Oh, it seems night endlessly begins and ends.

Am            C     G                                 Cadd9  [repeat intro]

After all the dreaming I just want to come back home again

When I think of heaven, deliver me in a black-winged bird.

I think of dying, lay me down in a field of flame and heather.

Render up my body into the burning heart of God

In the belly of a black-winged bird.

Don't try to bleed me 'cause I've been here before and I deserve a little more.

I belong in the service of the Queen.  I belong anywhere but in-between.

She's been dying; I've been drinking and I am the Rain King.

[repeat "I am the Rain King" 2 more times and out]
The Rainbow Connection

(original chords)

Words & Music:

Paul Williams & Kenny Ascher

A     D/A     A     D/A

A             F#m     Bm          D/E  E

Why are there so many songs about rainbows,

    A         E/G#  F#m7 A/E  D(add 2)  D/E  Esus

And what's on the-- oth—er--- side?

A        E/F#  F#m7         Bm7     D/E E

Rainbows are-- visions, but only illusions,

    A        E/G# F#m7    A/E  D(add 2)  D(add 2)/A

And rainbows have nothing to-- hide.

DM7                                                G#m/C#

So we've been told, and some choose to believe it; I know they're wrong; wait and see.

Bm7           E    D/E     C#m7       E/F# F#7

Someday we'll find it, the rainbow connection;

    Bm7         Esus          A    D/A    A    D/A

The lovers, the dreamers, and me.

Who said that every wish would be heard and answered when wished on the morning star?

Somebody thought of that, and someone believed it; look what it's done so far.

What's so amazing that keeps us stargazing?  And what do we think we might see?

Someday we'll find it, the rainbow connection, the lovers, the dreamers and me.

E/G#      F#m7      A/E

All of us under its spell

   D(add 2)       A/C#     D6/E    Eb6/F    F(add 2)     F

We know that it's probably ma------gic.

Bb(add 2)  F/G  Gm7               Cm7            Eb/F  F

Have you-- been half-asleep?  And have you heard voic--es?

Bb         F/A  Gm7     Bb/F  Eb(add 2)    Eb/F    Fsus

I've heard them calling my--- name.

Bb    F/G Gm7              Cm7             Eb/F F

Is it the sweet sound that calls the young sailors?

    Bb          F/A  Gm7    Eb(add 2) Eb

The voice might be-- one in the------ same.

EbM7                                            Am/D

I've heard it too many times to ignore it. It's something that I'm supposed to be.

Cm7           F        Eb/F  Dm7         F/G         G7 Cm7      F7sus        Bb

Someday we'll find it, the-- rainbow connection, The lovers, the dreamers and me.

F/A      Gm7       Bb/F

La da da dee da da do.

Eb(add 2)   Eb    Fsus  F7 Bb

La la -- -- da da da de da do.

The Rainbow Connection

(simple chords)

Words & Music:

Paul Williams & Kenny Ascher

G  C/G  G  C/G  [can also be the transition between chorus & verse]

G             Em      Am          C/D  D         G             Em    C   C/D  D7

Why are there so many songs about rain-bows, and what's on the other side?

G            D/E Em7        Am     C/D  D          G             Em         CM7

Rainbows are vi--sions, but only illu---sions, and rainbows have nothing to hide.

CM7

So, we've been told and some choose to believe it,

F#m7/A         F#m7/B         F#m7/A     F#m7/B

I know they're wrong wait and see.

CHORUS:

Am7           D    C/D     Bm7        E7           Am         D7           G

Someday we'll find it, the rainbow connection, the lovers the dreamers and me.

Who said that every wish would be heard and answered when wished on the morning star?

Somebody thought of that, and someone believed it, look what its done so far.

What's so amazing that keeps us stargazing, and what do we think we might see?

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

D/F#      Em        G/D       C             G/B      C/D   D7

All of us under its spell, we know that its probably mag---ic.

Have you been half asleep & have you heard voices?  I've heard them calling my name.

Is this the sweet sound, that calls the young sailors?

The voice might be one and the same.

I've heard it too many times to ignore it, it's something that I'm supposed to be.

CHORUS:

D/F#      Em       G/D    C            D7sus4  D7 G

La-da-da, de-da-da-do---, la-la-da-da, da-de,  da-do----.

Raindrops Keep Falling On My Head

Words & Music:

B. J. Thomas

G                            GM7

Raindrops keep falling on my head.

     G7                                  C           Bm7

And just like the guy whose feet are too big for his bed

E7      Bm7      E7

Nothing seems to fit.

      Am7                                         D7sus4  D7

Those raindrops are falling on my head, they keep falling.

So. I just did me some talking to the sun.

And I said I didn't like the way he got things done,

Sleeping on the job.

Those raindrops are falling on my head and they keep falling.

                G       GM7

But there's one thing I know:

    C                  D       D7      Bm7

The blues they send to meet me won't defeat me.

   E7                 Am7             D7          D7sus4  D7  D7sus4

It won't be long 'til happiness steps up to greet me.

Raindrops keep falling on my head.

But that doesn't mean my eyes will soon be turning red,

Crying's not for me.

'Cause I'm never gonna stop the rain by complaining.

        G   GM7  G7  Am7                 D7  G

Because I'm free--------, nothing's worrying me.

Rainy Day Women #12 & 35

Words & Music:

Bob Dylan

              F                     Fdim7     Edim7 F

Well, they'll stone you when you're trying to be so good.

        F              Fdim7     Edim7     F

They'll stone you just like they said they would.

        Bb                    Fdim7     Edim7 Bb

They'll stone you when you're trying to go--- home.

             F                     Fdim7 Edim7 F

Then they'll stone you when you're there all alone.

       C                            F         Fdim7  Edim7  F

But, I would not feel so all alone, everybody must-- get--- stoned!

Well, they'll stone you when you're walking on the street.

They'll stone you when you're trying to keep your seat.

They'll stone you when you're walking on the floor.

They'll stone you when you're walking through the door.

But I would not feel so all alone, everybody must get stoned!

They'll stone you when you're at the breakfast table.

They'll stone you when you are young and able.

They'll stone you when you're trying to make a buck.

They'll stone you and then they'll say, "Good luck."

But I would not feel so all alone, everybody must get stoned!

Well, they'll stone you and say that it's the end.

Then they'll stone you and then they'll come back again.

They'll stone you when you're riding in your car.

They'll stone you when you're playing your guitar.

But I would not feel so all alone, everybody must get stoned!

Well, they'll stone you when you are all alone.

They'll stone you when you are walking home.

They'll stone you and then say they are brave.

They'll stone you when you're set down in your grave.

But I would not feel so all alone, everybody must get stoned!

Rainy Days And Mondays

Words & Music:

Paul Williams & Roger Nichols

G            Em               E7

Talkin' to myself and feelin' old.

Am7                   Bm7   Am7                   D9

Sometimes I'd like to quit, nothing ever seems to fit.

Em7       CM7   Am7               G

Hangin' around, nothing to do but frown.

Am7            C        G            D7sus4  G

Rainy days and Mondays always get me down

What I've got they used to call the blues.

Nothin' is really wrong, feelin' like I don't belong.

Walkin' around some kind of lonely clown.

Rainy days and Mondays always get me down.

BRIDGE:

Em7           CM7            Am7              D7  G

Funny, but it seems I always wind up here with you.

Bm7     CM7           D7

Nice to know somebody loves me.

Em7           CM7                 Am7           D7  G

Funny, but it seems that it's the only thing to do.

CM7                      D7sus4  D7

Run and find the one who loves me

What I feel has come and gone before.

No need to talk it out, we know what it's all about.

Hangin' around, nothing to do but frown.

Rainy days and Mondays always get me down.

Ramblin' Man

Words & Music:

The Allman Brothers

This is fully transcribed in the "Southern Rock" issue of Guitar Legends.
Intro:

E-15-12---------------------------------------------|

B------15-12------------------------13-12-----13-12-|

G-----------14-12--------------12h14-----14-12------|

D----------------14-12----12h14---------------------|

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

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

CHORUS:

G           F               G

Lord, I was born a ramblin' man,

G                           C                D

Trying to make a living and doing the best I can.

C                  G          Em                 C

When it's time for leaving, I hope you'll understand

G          D               G

That I was born a rambling man.

G               F               G

My father was a gambler down in Georgia.

G                  C              D

He wound up on the wrong end of a gun.

C                     G              Em        C

And I was born in the back seat of a Greyhound bus

G            D             G

Rolling down highway forty-one

CHORUS:

I'm on my way to New Orleans this morning

Leaving out of Nashville, Tennessee

They're always having a good time down on the bayou, Lord

Them delta women think the world of me

CHORUS:

OUTRO:

G           F               G

Lord, I was born a ramblin' man.  [repeat and out]
Ramblin' On My Mind

Words & Music:

Robert Johnson

      E7       A7                        E7

I got rambling, I got rambling all on my mind.

      A7                                 E7

I got rambling, I got rambling all on my mind.

    B7                   A7                    E7

I hates to leave my baby, but she treats me so unkind.

I got mean things, I got mean things all on my mind. [2x]
I hates to leave my baby, but she treats me so unkind.

I'm going down to the station, catch the fastest train I see. [2x]
I got the blues 'bout Miss So-&-So, & her son's got the blues about me.

I got rambling, I got rambling all on my mind. [2x]
I hates to leave my baby, but she treats me so unkind.

+++++

Another Lyric Version:

I got ramblin', I got ramblin' on my mind.

I got ramblin', I got ramblin' all on my mind.

Hate to leave my baby, but you treats me so unkind.

I got mean things, I got mean things all on my mind.

Little girl, little girl, I got mean things all on my mind.

Hate to leave you here, babe, but you treats me so unkind.

Runnin' down to the station, catch the first mail train I see.

[Spoken: I think I hear her comin', now.]

Runnin' down to the station, catch the old first mail train I see.

I got the blues about Miss So-&-So & the child got the blues about me.

And I'm leavin' this mornin', with my arm' fold' up and cryin'.

And I'm leavin' this mornin', with my arm' fold' up and cryin'.

Hate to leave my baby, but she treats me so unkind.

I got mean things, I've got mean things on my mind.

I got mean things, I got mean things all on my mind.

I got to leave my baby, well, she treats me so unkind.

Ramblin' On My Mind Tab [tabber unknown]
You need the following chords: E7 - A7 - B7 (I-IV-V)

E7 - A7 - E7 - E7   |   A7 - A7 - E7 - E7   |   B7 - A7 - E7 - B7

[E7]                     [A7]                    [B7]

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

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

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

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

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

|--0-0-0-0-0-0---3b-|  |-------------------|  |----------------3---|

Intro

The intro starts with with a double stop (two notes played together) combined with a bending on one of the notes, followed by some common Blues licks:

0tr1 means a triller: fast hammer-on and pull-off (0h1p0h1p0 etc.)

|---7--7--|-7--7--7\----0-|-----------------------|-----------|-------------------|

|---8b-8b-|-8b-8b-8\------|-----------------------|-----------|------0---0-0------|

|---------|---------------|-----------------------|---0h1-2-3-|-4\----------------|

|---------|---------------|-0tr2--0h2-------------|-2---------|-------------------|

|---------|-----------2---|-----------2-1-0-------|-----------|----2---2-----2h4--|

|---------|---------------|-----------------3b-0--|-----------|--------------0----|

First Verse

[E7]                    [A7]                     [E7]                          [E7]

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

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

|-------------------|--------------------|-----0tr1-2-0tr1---------|-----0tr1-2 0tr1----------|

|-------------------|--2-2-4-4-5-5-0-----|-------------------0-1-2-|-------------------0-1-2--|

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

|-0-0-0-0-0-0---3b--|--------------------|-0-0---------------------|-0-0----------------------|

ramblin' I've got ramblin' I've got all on my mind

 [A7]                    [A7]                     [E7]                          [E7]

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

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

|---------------2---|---------------2----|-----0tr1-2 0tr1---------|-----0tr1-2 0tr1----------|

|-2-2-4-4-5-5-4---2-|-2-2-4-4-5-5-4---2--|-------------------0-1-2-|-------------------0-1-2--|

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

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

ramblin' I've got ramblin Is to leave all on my mind

[B7]                    [A7]                            [A7]                          [A7]

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

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

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

|-------------------|-2---2----2--4b-2-4-2---2--|-----0-1-2-0------------|--2----------0-1-2--|

|-2---2---------3b--|-0-0---/4-------------4----|-------------2-1-0------|-----------2--------|

|-------------------|---------------------------|-0-0---------------3b-0-|--------------------|

my baby, 'cause she treats me so unkind I'm goin'

Second verse

(I'm goin') down to the station, catch that old fast milk train, you'll see.

I'm going down to the station, catch that old fast milk train, you'll see.

I've got the (continued as following:)

[B7]                                                                                                      

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

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

|-------2---------------|--------------------------|------0tr1-1-2-2-3-------|----------------|

|-----------------2-0-1-|-2-2--4-4--5-5--0---------|-------------------------|----------------|

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

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

Blues about Miss So 'n So, and the son got the Blues 'bout me.

Solo

He plays around 1 note (!) doing full, half and quarter bends.  To keep the tab in a comfortable length, I've used (only for this song)  bf for a full-tone bend,   |   bh for a half tone bend, bq for a quarter tone bend and hb for hold bend, that means pick the string after bending it.  It's a good idea to practice these bends before playing the solo. I think it's impossible to make an absolute exact tab of this solo, you must listen to the record...

OK, now let's try it:

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

|----8bh---8bh---|-10bf-10hb-10----------------------| hb-(repeat  7 times)

|-/9-----9-------|-----------------------------------|

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

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

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

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

|-10hb-10hb-10hb-8-8bh-10hb-10bh-10bq-10br-8-10--|

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

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

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

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

(If you have problems with the scale at this position, you can also play it like:

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

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

|-----12bh-----12bh--|-14bf-14bh-14bh-etc.---------|

|-/14------/14-------|-----------------------------|

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

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

|-----------------------|-7-5--------------------------|----------------|

|-10br-8---8-10-8-----5-|-----7rb-5---7-7bf-bh-7-5-7---|-7bf-7hb-7br-5--|

|--------9---------/6---|-----------6----------------6-|----------------|

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

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

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

|-----7---------7--------------------------------------|----------------------------|

|-7bf---7hb-7bf---7hb-5----5-7--7bf-7bf-5-5-5--7bh-----|----3-3---------------------|

|------------------------6--------------------------6--|-/4-----\2-2-2tr0-----------|

|------------------------------------------------------|------------------2---0h2---|

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

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

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

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

|----------3p2-----3p2-------|-1--------2------|

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

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

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

Third verse (Played same as first)

Ending
|------------------------------3/4-----|

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

|---0tr1-------2----3----4\----3/4-----|

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

|------2-------3-3--4-4--5\------------|

|-0-------3b-0-------------------------|

Rant & Roar
Words & Music:

Great Big Sea

[capo 3]  D   G   A   D   A  D

CHORUS:

      D              Bm        G            A

We'll rant and we'll roar like true Newfoundlanders.

      A                                 D

We'll rant and we'll roar on deck and below.

  D              Bm       G            A

Until we strikes bottom inside the two sunkers.

     D                    G          A            D

When straight through the channel to Toslow we'll go.

C   G   D   A   C   G   A  [2x]
I'm a son of a sea cook, I'm a cook in a trader.

I can dance, I can sing, I can reef the main boom.

I can handle a jigger, I cuts a fine figure.

Whenever I gets in a boat's standing room.

CHORUS:

C   G   D   A   C   G   A  [2x]
Farewell and adieu to ye young maids of Haven,

Oderin and Presque, Fox Hole and Bruley.

I'm bound for the westward to the wall with the hole in.

I can't marry all or a yokey I'll be.

CHORUS:  [2x]
C   G   D   A   C   G   A   D
Rapid Roy (That Stock Car Boy)

Words & Music:

Jim Croce

CHORUS:

    E                                 A              E

Oh, Rapid Roy, that stock car boy, he too much too believe.

            A                           E                 F#                B

You know he always got an extra pack of cigarettes rolled up in his T-shirt sleeve.

         E                           E7              A                        F#

He got a tattoo on his arm that say "Baby", he got another one that just say "Hey!"

                      E            C#m        B          F#   B     E

But every Sunday afternoon he is a dirt track demon in a '57 Chevrolet

[same chords as Chorus]

Oh, Rapid Roy, that stock car boy, he's the best driver in the land.

He say that he learned to race a stock car by runnin' shine outta Alabam'.

Oh, the Demolition Derby and the Figure Eight is easy money in the bank.

Compared to runnin' from the man in Oklahoma City with a 500-gallon tank.

CHORUS:

Yeah, Roy so cool, that racin' fool, he don't know what fear's about.

He do a hundred thirty mile an hour smilin' at the camera

With a toothpick in his mouth.

He got a girl back home name of Dixie Dawn, but he got honeys all along the way.

And you oughta hear 'em screamin' for that dirt track demon in a '57 Chevrolet.

CHORUS:

Rattlesnake Shake

Music:

Peter Green's Fleetwood Mac

Courtesy of the meticulous & wonderful Mike's Guitar site.  Enjoy!

                                              x8

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

B||*-----------------------------------------*||

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

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

A||*----0-0--0--0--0--0--0-0--0--0--0--0--0--*||

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

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

B||*-----------------------------------*||----------0--0----------0----|

G||--5/7-----7--7----7--5/7-----7/9--7--||----------0--0----------0--0-|

D||--0-0--0--0--0----0--0-0--0--0----0--||--5/7-----7--7--5/7--7--7--7-|

A||*-3/5--5--5--5----5--3/5--5--5/7--5-*||--0-0--0--0--0--0-0--0--0--0-|

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

                                                       x4

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

B||*---------------------------------------------------*||

G||-----------5-----7----------5----7----5~~------------||

D||---7----7--5--7--7--7----7--5----7----5~~--7--7--7---||

A||*--0----0-----0-----0----0-----------------0--0--0--*||

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

                                                                   x8

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

B|-----------------------||*---------------------------------------*||

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

D|----7------------------||----------------5-------5----------------||

A|----0------------------||*----------5h7-----5h7-----3--5p3-------*||

E|-----------------------||---5--5----------------------------5p3---||

Rave On

Words & Music:

Sonny West, Bill Tilghman & Norman Petty

           G

A-well, the little things you say and do,

     G

They make me want to be with you-hoo-hoo.

CHORUS:

C

Rave on, it's a crazy feeling and

G

I know it's got me reeling when you

D7                      G  C  G  D7

Say, "I love you," rave on

The way you dance and hold me tight

The way you kiss and say good-ni-hi-hight

CHORUS:  [end on D7  G  C  G]
A-well rave on, it's a crazy feeling and

I know it's got me reeling I'm

So glad that you're revealing your love for me

Rave on, rave on and tell me

Tell me not to be lonely

Tell me you love me only, rave on to me

CHORUS:

LAST VERSE REPRISE:

Rawhide

Words & Music:

Ned Washington & Dimitri Tiomkine

Em

Rollin', rollin', rollin', though the streams are swollen,

G

Keep them dogies rollin', Rawhide!

Em                         D             Em

Rain and wind and weather, hell-bent for leather.

D          C             B7

Wishin' my gal was by my side.

Em                          D                      Em

All the things I'm missin', good vittles, love and kissin'

    D              Em        D    Em

Are waiting at the end of my ride

CHORUS:

Em                         B7

Move 'em on, head 'em up!  Head 'em up, move 'em on!

Em                           B7

Move 'em on, head 'em up, Rawhide!

Em                           B7

Count 'em out, ride 'em in!  Ride 'em in, count 'em out!

Em             C        B7     E

Count 'em out, ride 'em in, Rawhide!

Keep movin', movin', movin', though they're disapprovin'

Keep them dogies movin', Rawhide!

Don't try to understand 'em, just rope 'em, throw and brand 'em.

Soon we'll be living high and wide.

My heart's calculatin'my true love will be waitin',

Be waitin' at the end of my ride.

CHORUS:

Rawhide!

Real Good For Free

Words & Music:

Joni Mitchell

Thanks to songhound Gregory Spear for chord corrections to this song.

C   G   D  [2x]

  G          FM7        Em

I slept last night in a good hotel;

       Am         C       F    C

I went shopping today for jewels.

The wind rushed around in the dirty town

And the children let out from the schools.

      Am                  G       C               G    F  C    D

I was standing on a noisy corner, waiting for the walking green.

  G                  FM7

Across the street he stood,

       Em          Am          C        F   C

And he played real good on his clarinet for free.

Now me, I play for fortunes and the velvet curtain calls.

I got a black limousine and a few gentlemen escorting me to these halls.

And I'll play if you have the money or if you're a friend to me.

But the one-man band by the quick lunch stand,

He was playing real good for free.

Nobody stopped to hear him, though he played so sweet and high.

They knew he had never been on their TV;

So, they passed his good music by.

I meant to go over and ask for a song, maybe put on a harmony.

I heard his refrain as that signal changed,

He was still playing real good for free.

Real Men

Words & Music:

Joe Jackson

Bb  C  [3x]

Dm                   C            F

Take your mind back, I don't know when.

C                 Dm               C              Bb

Sometimes when it always seemed to be just us and them.

Dm                    C              F

Girls that wore pink, boys that wore blue.

C                Dm             C               Bb

Boys that always grew up better men than me and you.

What's a man now?  What's a man mean?

Is he rough or is he rugged?  Is he cultural and clean?

Now it's all changed, it's got to change more,

'Cause we think it's getting better but nobody's really sure.

CHORUS :

Bb        C     Bb         C         Bb      C       Bb     C       F    G   A

And so it goes, go round again; but, now and then we wonder who the real men are.

A     G    A    G    Fm    A    G    A    G    Fm

Whoa, oh-----------------------------------------!

Am   Bb   C   Bb   C

See the nice boys, dancing in pairs.

Golden earring, golden tan, blow-wave in the hair.

Sure they're all straight, straight as a line,

All the gays are macho, can't you see their leather shine?

You don't want to sound dumb, don't want to offend.

So, don't call me a faggot, not unless you are a friend.

Then if you're tall, and handsome and strong,

You can wear the uniform and I could play along.

CHORUS:

Time to get scared, time to change plan.

Don't know how to treat a lady, don't know how to be a man.

Time to admit, what you call defeat

'Cause there's women running past you now, and you just drag your feet.

Man makes a gun, man goes to war,

Man can kill, man can drink and man can take a whore.

Kill all the blacks, kill all the reds,

If there's war between the sexes then there'll be no people left.

CHORUS:

Reason To Believe

Words & Music:

Tim Hardin

G             C              G

If I listened long enough to you,

           C        D                   G  G7

I'd find a way to believe that it's all true.

A7               D             C     D7      G

Knowing that you lied straight-faced while I cried.

        C              G           D   D7

Still I look to find a reason to believe.

CHORUS:

             C            D                G   C        D

Someone like you makes it hard to live without somebody else.

             C            D             G                D   D7

Someone like you makes it easy to give, never think of myself.

If I gave you time to change my mind,

I'd find a way to leave the past behind.

Knowing that you lied straight-faced while I cried.

Still I look to find a reason to believe.

CHORUS:

FIRST VERSE REPRISE:

OUTRO:

Em      C              G           D     Em

Still I look to find a reason to believe.

Rebel Yell

Words & Music:

Billy Idol & Steve Stevens

This is fully transcribed in Guitar World.
B5

Last night a little dancer came dancin' to my door.

D/A                             GM7

Last night my little angel came pumpin' on the floor.

She said, "Come, baby, I got a license for love.

And if it expires, pray help from above."

CHORUS:

B5

Because in the midnight hour, she cried, "More!  More!  More!"

D5                             G5            GM7    D5  A5

With a rebel yell, she cried, "More!  More!  More!"

In the midnight hour, babe, more, more, more!

D5                 G5          GM7    D5    A5    B5

With a rebel yell, more, more, more!  More, more, more!

She don't like slavery, she won't sit and beg.

But when I'm tired and lonely, she sees me to bed.

What set you free and brought you to me, babe.

What set you free, I need you here by me.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

G5    F#m   E5

             He lives in his own heaven.

             Collects it to go from the 7-11.

             Well, he's out all night to collect a fare.

             Just so long, just so long it don't mess up his hair.

I walked the walls for you, babe; a thousand miles for you.

I dried your tears of pain; a million times for you.

I'd sell my soul for you, babe; for money to burn for you.

I'd give you all and have none, babe.

Just-a just-a just-a just-a to have you here by me.

CHORUS:  [repeat and out]
Red-Headed Woman

Words & Music:

Bruce Springsteen

E    A   E   B7   E

          E

Well, brunettes are fine man & blondes are fun;

                               E7

But when it comes to getting a dirty job done.

CHORUS:

            A                   E

I'll take a red-headed woman, a red-headed woman.

           B7                                  E

It takes a red-headed woman to get a dirty job done.

Well, listen up, stud, your life's been wasted,

'Til you've got down on your knees and tasted.

[alt:  Until you've gotten your turkey basted by...]

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

A

Tight skirt, strawberry hair.

E

Tell me what you've got, baby, waiting under there.

A

Big green eyes that look like, son.

         E                     B7            E

They can see every cheap thing that you ever done.

Well, I don't know how many girls you dated, man.

But you ain't lived 'til you've had your tires rotated.

CHORUS:

Red Right Ankle

Words & Music:

Colin Meloy (The Decemberists)

This is transcribed in the August 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  This version in G is correct.  Ideally, you want to keep the D going as a drone in all the G & Em chords by keeping a finger on the 3rd fret of the B string.

G/F#  G  G/F#  G

G/F#                      G                G/F#                          G

This is the story of your red right ankle, and how it came to meet your leg

And how the muscle bone and sinews tangled, and how the skin was softly shed

Em                           A          Em7                    A  Asus4  A

And how it whispered, "Oh, adhere to me, for we are bound by symmetry.

Em7                           A          Asus4  D           G         G/F#

And whatever differences our lives have been--, we together make a limb"

Em7                       A           G/F#  G  G/F#  G

This is the story of your red right ankle

This is the story of your gypsy uncle, you never knew cause he was dead

And how his face was carved and ripped wrinkles, in the picture in your head

And remember how you found the key, to his hideout in the Pyrenees

But you wanted to keep his secret safe, so you threw the key away

This is the story of your gypsy uncle

INTERLUDE:  Em7  Em9  A  Asus4  A  Em  Em9  Em  A  Asus2/4  A  A6  A

This is the story of the boys who loved you, who love you now & loved you then

And some were sweet and some were cold and snuffed you, and some just laid around in bed

And had crumbled you straight to your knees, did it cruel did it tenderly

And some had crawled their way into your heart, to rend your ventricles apart

This is the story of the boys who loved you

OUTRO:  

Bm11  G/A  G  G/F#

Em7                       A         D

This is the story of your red right ankle

Red Rubber Ball

Words & Music:

Paul Simon &/or Art Garfunkel

Recorded by the boys themselves and as a hit for the group Cyrkle.  Enjoy!

C            Em          F         C

I should have known you'd bid me farewell.

          C             Em                     Am              G7

There's a lesson to be learned from this and I learned it very well

F                  G            C              Am

Now, I know you're not the only starfish in the sea.

Dm              Em                   F              G

If I never hear your name again it's all the same to me.

CHORUS:

      Am                              Dm

And I think it's gonna be all right.  Yeah, the worst is over,

G                             F         C 

The morning sun is shining like a Red Rubber Ball.

You never cared for secrets I'd confide.

For you I'm just an ornament, something for your pride.

Always running, never caring, that's the life you live.

Stolen minutes of your time were all you had to give.

CHORUS:

The story's in the past with nothing to recall.

I've got my life to live and I don't need you at all.

The roller coaster ride we took is nearly at an end.

I bought my ticket with my tears, that's all I'm gonna spend.

CHORUS:  [2x]

OUTRO:  [repeat & out]

              G                                F          C

Yeah, it's bouncing and it's shining like a Red Rubber Ball.

 (The Angels Wanna Wear My) Red Shoes

Words & Music:

Declan Patrick Aloysius MacManus (Elvis Costello)
E    A    E    Esus4

E                                    G#m

Oh, I used to be disgusted and now I try to be amused.

                E                                    A            B           E

But since their wings have got rusted; you know, the angels wanna wear my red shoes.

E    F#   G#   A                               E

But, when they told me 'bout their side of the bargain,

              A                       E

That's when I knew that I could not refuse.

            B                      A                        E  Esus4  E

And I won't get any older, now the angels wanna wear my red shoes.

A                           B        E

I was watching while you're dancing away.

B                             A        E

Our love got fractured in the echo and sway.

A                           B       E

How come everybody wants to be your friend?

G#m                                     B

You know that it still hurts me just to say it.

Oh, I know that she's disgusted (Oh, why's that?)

'Cause she's feeling so abused. (Oh, that's too bad.)

She gets tired of the lust, (Oh, I'm so sad.) but it's so hard to refuse.

How can you say that I'm too old, when the angels have stolen my red shoes?

"Oh," I said "I'm so happy, I could die."

She said "Drop dead," then left with another guy.

That's what you get if you go chasing after vengeance.

Ever since you got me punctured this has been my sentence.

Oh I used to be disgusted and now I try to be amused.

But since their wings have got rusted, you know, the angels wanna wear my red shoes.

Red shoes, the angels wanna wear my red shoes.  [repeat and out]
Red Wing

(a.k.a. "Redwing" or "Indian Maid")

Words & Music:

Traditional

Per Oscar Brand, this was originally a Canadian tune that dates from ca. 1878.  It became a square dance tune.  Words were added, then revised in both bawdy and non-bawdy ways.  When Brand taught his version of "Red Wing" to Woody Guthrie in 1941 and Woody used the tune to pen "Union Maid".  Thurland Chattaway (words) & Kerry Mills (music) laid claim to it in 1907, but, chances are, they were just the first to copyright it.

1. Thurland Chattaway's "original" "Redwing" version:

      A                          D                  A

There once was an Indian maid, a shy little prairie maid.

    D            A                          B7                  E

Who sang away, a love song gay while on the prairie she whiled away the day.

[alt: Who sang a lay, a love song gay, as o'er the plains she'd while away the day.]

    A                          D                   A

She loved a warrior bold, this shy, little maid of old.

     D               A                 E           A

But, brave & gay, he rode one day to a battle far away.

CHORUS:

         D                             A

Now, the moon shines tonight on pretty Redwing.

             E                         A

The breez is sighing, the night bird's crying

      D                          A

For a far, far away her brave is dying,

[alt:  For afar, 'neath his star, her brave is sleeping,]

                E                 A

And Red Wings's crying her heart away.

[alt:  "While Redwing's weeping her heart away."]

She watched for him day and night, she kept all the campfires bright.

And under the sky each night she would lie & dream about his coming by & by.

But, when all the braves returned, the heart of Redwing yearned.

For far, far away, her warrior gay, fell bravely in the fray.

CHORUS:

During or After World War I, this chorus was sometimes appended to it:

Oh, the moon shines down tonight on Charlie Chaplin.

[alt:  Oh, the sun shines bright on Charlie Chaplin.]

His boots are crackling from want of blackening

And his long baggy trousers they need mending,

Before they send him to the Dardanelles.

2. Oscar Brand's "Red Wing" version: 

There once was an Indian maid who always was afraid

That some buckaroo would make it up her cou [alt: flue]

As she lay sleeping in the [Indian] shade.

She had an idea grand: she filled it up with sand.

And no buckaroo would get into her cou 

And reach the promised land.

CHORUS:

Oh, the Moon shines down on pretty Red Wing

As she lay sleeping, a cowboy creeping

With his one good eye he was a-peeping

He hoped to reach the promised land.

Now, he was a cowboy wise and got upon her thighs;

With an old rubber boot on the end of his toot

He made poor Red Wing open up her eyes.

But, once she came to life, she grabbed her Bowie knife.

With one quick pass, this Indian lass shortened his love life.

CHORUS:

Oh, the Moon shines down on pretty Red Wing

As she lay sleeping, her trophy keeping.

[alt:  As she lay snoring, her catch adoring.]

And, no more do the boys come whoring.

[alt:  And no longer do the boys try scoring.]

And Red Wing's happy all her life!

3. Not Oscar Brand, but sadly attributed to him:

There once was an Indian maid who always was afraid

That some buckaroo would fly around and fool

While she lay sleeping in the shade.

She had an idea grand: she filled it up with sand.

To keep the boys from forbidden joys

In Red Wing's promised land.

CHORUS:

Oh, the Moon shines down on pretty Red Wing

As she lay sleeping, this buck come creeping

With his one good eye he was a-peeping

He hoped to reach the promised land.

He was an Indian wise, he reached for Red Wing's thighs;

With an old rubber boot on the end of his toot

He made poor Red Wing open up her eyes.

When she came to life, she grabbed her Bowie knife.

It flashed in the sky as she let it fly & shortened his love life.

CHORUS: [new words]

Oh, the clouds go floating over Red Wing

As she lays snoring; her life is boring.

Why, she'd even welcome Hermann Goering

Into the pleasure of her promised land.

ALT. FINAL CHORUS:

Oh, the clouds go floating over Red Wing

As she lays snoring, her knife adoring.

For, no longer do the braves come whoring.

They won't pay the price for the promised land.

This one often has this dated, guy-centric, "lie back & enjoy it" final verse tacked on:

So, girls if you wanna be wise, put away those knives.

Boys like to pay for a fling in the hay

But they don't wanna pay for the rest of their lives.

Mind what your mamma said, if you're lying in your bed

If you can't obey, don't reach for a blade

Have a hell of a time instead. 

4. Another bawdy version:

There once was an Indian maid who always was afraid

Of anyone who might stick it up her flue as she lay in the shade.

She had an idea so grand, she filled her flue with sand.

So, that anyone who might stick it up her flue

Would never reach the promised land.

CHORUS:

And the moon shone bright on little Red Wing.

As she lay sleeping, there came a-creeping

A handsome cowboy with eyes a-peeping

Around the flip-flap of Red Wing's tepee.

Red Wing sprang to life, she grabbed a Bowie knife.

With a backhand flick she severed his (wonder what rhymes with 'flick'?)

And blighted his sexual life.

CHORUS:

And the moon shines bright on little Red Wing.

And in the morning, there hung a warning.

A pair of cowboy's balls adorning

The flip-flap of Red Wing's tepee.

5.  The '50s "Rock & Roll version:  Oy...

There once was an Indian maid, a pretty little Indian maid

Who heard one day her radio play & the rock & roll just stole her heart away.

So, now every single night, all around her campfire bright,

All the braves, they yearn to take their turn & dance to their heart's delight.

CHORUS:

Rock, rock tonight with rockin' Red Wing.

While the tom tom's wailing, her feet are sailing

Rock, rock tonight with rockin' Red Wing.

Little Indian maiden, loves to rock and roll.

Her father, Chief Standing Bear, stands with a feather in his hair

And he taps his feet to the rock & roll beat

And he says: "Redwing's sure dancing mighty neat."

She danced up a prairie storm, just to keep her wigwam warm.

And her little brother Max bought a new tenor sax & man, can he blow that horn!

CHORUS:

Redemption Song

Words & Music:

Bob Marley

This is transcribed in the November 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

INTRO:

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

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

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

D|------------|------2-0----|--------0----|------------|

A|-----0-2----|--2/3-----2--|----0-2---2--|-2/3-2-0----|

E|--3------3--|-------------|--3----------|---------3--|

G                     Em      C             CM9/B    Am

Oh, pirates, yes they rob I.  Sold I to the merchant ships.

G                  Em     C        CM9/B      Am
Minutes after they took I from the bottomless pit.

G               Em          C      CM9/B         Am

But my hand was made strong by the hand of the almighty.

   G               Em         C         D

We forward in this generation triumphantly.

CHORUS:

D                 G     C     D        G

Won't you help to sing, these songs of freedom?

G      C     D       Em   C  D       G      C  D       G

'Cause all I ever have--, redemption songs, redemption songs.

Emancipate yourselves from mental slavery,

None but ourselves can free our minds.

Have no fear for atomic energy,

'Cause none of them can stop the time.

How long will they kill our prophets while we stand around and look?

Some say it's just a part of it; we've got to fulfill the book.

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:  Em  C D  [4x]
SECOND VERSE & CHORUS REPRISE:

C     D    Em   C   D      Em

All I ever had, redemption songs.

C     D         G    C  D         G   C   CM9/B  Am  D7

These songs of freedom, songs of freedom...

Reeling In The Years

Words & Music:

Steely Dan

D                A               Bm7           A

Your everlasting summer, you can see it fading fast.

So you grab a piece of something that you think is gonna last.

          A7                   Ebdim7         Dm              A

Well, you wouldn't even know a diamond if you held it in your hand.

    D                    A                Bm7         A

The things you think are precious I can't understand.

CHORUS:

                       GM7                      A

Are you reeling in the years?  Stowing away the time?

Are you gathering up the tears?  Have you had enough of mine?

Are you reeling in the years?  Stowing away the time?

                         GM7                            F#m7

Are you gathering up the tears?  Have you had enough of mine?

You've been telling me you're a genius since you were seventeen.

In all the time I've known you I still don't know what you mean.

The weekend at the college didn't turn out like you planned.

The things that pass for knowledge I can't understand.

CHORUS:

I spent a lot of money and I spent a lot of time.

The trip we made to Hollywood is etched upon my mind.

After all the things we've done and seen you find another man.

The things you think are useless I can't understand.

CHORUS:

Reflections Of My Life

Words & Music:

Thomas McAleese & William Campbell (Marmelade)

INTRO:

G  Bm   Em  G7  C  Em  Am  D7

G          Bm          Em

The changing of sunlight to moonlight

G7         C           Em  Am                   D7

Reflections of my life------; oh, how they fill my eyes

The greetings of people in trouble

Reflections of my life; oh, how they fill my mind

CHORUS:

G      Bm     Em       G7      C       Em Am         D7

All my sorrows, sad tomorrows---; take me back to my own home.

G         Bm          Em                  G7

All my cryings (all my cryings), feel I'm dying, dying.

C    Em Am         D7

Take me back to my own home.  (Oh, I'm going home...)

SOLO:  [over verse & chorus Chords]

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

----14b16 16r14 12 11--------------15p14p12--12~~~~~14b16r14~~14b16-16bd14-12-14~~~-

-12--------------------12~~~--14-14-------------------------------------------------

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

--------------------------------------12-12s11---------------------------15p14p12-12-

-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-...5-7-9~--12--------12~~---14-14-14-14-14-14-14------------

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-14-12--14b16-14b16---16r14p12-12---12h14-12---------------------------------------

------------------------------------12----12--14-12-----------------14-12-------12-

----------------------------------------------------15-14-12-14-15--------15-12----

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------

------------------------14s16------------------------

-----------14-12----12---------------12--16--14--12--

--12-14-15-------15------------12h14-----------------

-----------------------------------------------------

I'm changing, arranging, I'm changing,

I'm changing everything; ah, everything around me.

The world is a bad place, a bad place,

A terrible place to live; oh, but I don't wanna die.

CHORUS:  [3x]
The Refugee

Words & Music:

U2

[basic riff for entire song is:]

C[barre 3]   Bb[barre 1]   C[open]
Oh, oh!  She's the refugee.

I see your face, I see you staring back at me.

Oh, oh!  She's the refugee.

Her mama say, "One day she's gonna live in America."

C                      Bb

In the morning, she is waiting,

C               Bb                  C  [etc.]
Waiting for the ship to sail, sail away.

Oh, oh!  Her papa go to war.

He gonna fight, but he don't know what for

Oh, oh!  Her papa go to war.

Her mama say, "One day, he's gonna come back from far away."

In the evening, she is waiting,

Waiting for her man to come and take her by her hand,

C

And take her to this promised land.

Oh, oh!  She's a pretty face.

Born at the wrong time in the wrong place

Oh, oh!  She's a pretty face

Her mama say, "One day she's gonna live in America."  Yeah, America!

Oh, oh!  She's a refugee.

She's coming down, she come and keep you company.

Oh, oh!  She's a refugee.

Her mama say, "One day she's gonna live in America."

Rehab

Words & Music:

Amy Winehouse

Jimmy Brown has a great solo guitar accompaniment arrangement of this in Guitar World.

CHORUS:

     C7

They try to make me go to rehab; I say, "No, no, no!"

Yes, I've been black, but when I come back; you'll know, know, know.

G7                                               F7

I ain't got the time. And if my daddy thinks I'm fine,

C7                            F7   C7

He's tried to make me go to rehab; I won't go, go, go.

Em                     Am       F                   Ab

I'd rather be at home with Ray, I ain't got seventy days.

Em                                              Am

'Cause there's nothing, there's nothing you can teach me,

F                       Ab

That I can't learn from Mr. Hathaway.

BRIDGE 1:

G7                                 F7

I didn't get a lot in class, but I know it don't come in a shot glass.

CHORUS:

The man said, "Why do you think you here?"  I said, "I got no idea."

I'm gonna, I'm gonna lose my baby.  So, I always keep a bottle near.

BRIDGE 2:

He said I just think you're depressed.  Yes me, yeah baby, and the rest.

CHORUS:

I don't ever want to drink again.  I just, ooh I just need a friend.

I'm not gonna spend ten weeks and have everyone think I've gone mad.

BRIDGE 3:

And it's not just my pride, it's just 'til these tears have dried.

CHORUS:

Requiem For John Hurt

Music:  John Fahey

Transcribed by Andy Miller, Glasgow, Scotland, November, 2002

This is fully transcribed in the October 2006 issue of Acoustic Guitar.  The incredible fantab below comes from John Fahey's own site. (http://www.johnfahey.com/TabRequiemforJohnHurt.htm)

NOTES:

Open C tuning - CGCGCE (low to high).  Overall tempo is about 200 bpm.

Low E string tuned down two whole steps to C below middle C

A string tuned down one whole step to G

D tuned down one whole step to C

G remains as it is

B tuned up one one half step to C

High E string remains as it is.

INDEX OF LEGENDS USED:

h = hammer on

p = pull off

t above tablature = thumb brush down Used whenever heavy picking occurs, sounding more

  than one string

i above tab - index brushup. Again used to sound more than 1 string.

t next to tab note - indicates thumb used to pick, when other notes

  are sounded usually by index brush.

x above tab indicates dead note (sounded by misfretting)

  timing is given in form 1a2a3a4a representing 1 4/4 bar of 8th notes

1-2-3 represents 1 triplet beat.

1 ea represents two 16th notes followed by one 8th note.

Notes in brackets are 'ghost' notes and are not sounded.

Brackets are used to clarify notes hammered on or pulled off to when a picked note is also played.  It is very important to listen to the recording at a variety of speeds along with the tab to properly interpret the piece.

GENERAL NOTES:

Picking style - 3 finger picking: thumb, index and middle fingers used.

Use index finger for picking 2nd string and middle finger for 1st string.

Heel of right hand will dampen 6th string. This generally occurs when the 5th fret barre is held. This muting is crucial when a more aggressive right hand is employed particularly in sections D and F, otherwise percussive effect is lost.  However, Fahey will sometimes relax the muting when he uses open strings  The use of finger picks is recommended.

NOTES ON SECTION A:

Hold down full barre at 5th fret

Thumb alternates from 3rd string to 6th string. Some similarities to form of banjo picking. In some instances will reverse movement.

On last 8th note of bar 2, do n 7th fret G string is silently hammered on and then picked on 1st beat of bar 3. This is a way of anticipating the downbeat, and is a stylistic feature of Fahey's picking. Similarly a silent pull off back to the c on the 5th fret occurs on the last 8th note of bar 3. This hammering and pulling all occurs with the barre held down.  These notes are not initially picked.

Bar 4 features the first instance in this piece of the thumb - finger roll,

a common trait of Fahey. Thumb, index and middle pick consecutively in

a triplet rhythm.

In bar 8 I can hear a high overtone C occur, but am unsure if it is only a harmonic

Bar 10 features another silent hammer on, on beat 3.

Bars 15 and 16 feature silent slides up and down similar in nature to the

hammer-ons and pull-offs previously discussed.

SECTION A:

1

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

C||-----------------------|-----------5-----------5--|

G||--7---------7-------5--|--5-----------5------h(7)-|

C||-----------------------|--------------------------|

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

C||-------5---------5-----|--------5-----------5-----|

     1    2    3    4 a      1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

3          (t i m)-roll on beat 4

-----5-----------5--------|-----------------------5--|

-----------5-----------5--|--------------------5-----|

--7-----------7------p(5)-|--5---------5-------------|

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

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

--------5-----------5-----|-------5---------5--------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4 -2 -3

5     (t m i)-roll on beat 3

-----------5-----5--------5--|-----------5-----------5--|

-----5--------------5--------|-----5--------------------|

--7-----------7---------p(5)-|--5-----------5-h7--------|

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

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

--------5--------------5-----|--------5-----------5-----|

  1  a  2  a  3 -2 -3  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

7

-----------5-----------5--|------------(8)---------|--0-------------0--------|

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

--7-----------7-----------|--5----------5-----h(7)-|--7----------7-----------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2    3    4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a

10

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

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

--5-----------5h(7)-------|--7-----------7----------|--5---------5---------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3    4

13

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

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

--7----------7-----------|--5-----------5-----------|--5-----------5--sl(4)----|

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

16

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

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

--4-----sl(5)-5-----------|-------7----------7----|--5---------5-----h(7)-|

--------------------------|------------5----------|-----------------------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4       1    2    3    4

19

-----5-----------5-------|--5----------5-----------5--|

-----------5-------------|----------5--------5--------|

--7-----------7----------|--5-------------5-----------|

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

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

--------5-----------5----|-------5--------------5-----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4       1    2 -2 -3  3  a  4  a

21

-----------5-----------5--|-----------5----------5--|-----------5-------------|

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-------------------|-----5-----------5-------|

--7-----------7-----------|--5-----------5----------|--7-----------7----------|

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

--------------------------|-------------------------|-------------------(5)---|

--------5-----------5-----|--------5----------5-----|--------5-----------5----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3    4 a      1  a  2  a  3  a  4

24

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

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

--5----------5----------|--7----------7-----------|--5-----------5-----------|

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

27

-----0-----------0--------|------------0----------|-----0----------(0)-------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

30

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a

33

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

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

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

--------0---------0----|-------3----------3-----|--------2-----------2-----|

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

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

  1  a  2    3    4       1    2    3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

36

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

38

-----------3-----0--------|-----0-----------0--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

40

-----------3---------------|-----0-----------0--------|

-----0----------(0)-----0--|-----------0-----------0--|

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

--2-----------2-----2h3----|--3-----------3-----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4e  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

42

-----------3-----0-----0--|-----0-----------0--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

44

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

Ritard

NOTES ON SECTION B:

Again, start with full barre held at 5th fret.

Bar 9-1st beat, 6th string sounded by left hand pulling off barre from neck.

Bars 16- 20 all features sliding to target notes on the off beat.

In bar 30, (1m47s) when listening at half speed, a sound like a trim phone ring( ? )

is heard in the background, just before an edit occurs to section C

SECTION B:

1                         (t i m)-roll on beat 2

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

C||--------------------5--|-----------5----------5-----|

G||--7---------7----------|--5-----------5-------------|

C||-----------------------|----------------------------|

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

C||-------5---------5-----|--------5----------5--------|

     1    2    3    4  a     1  a  2  a  3    4 -2 -3

3

-----------5-----------5--|-----------5------------|--5---------5----------|

-----5-----------5--------|-----5------------------|--------------------5--|

--7-----------7-----------|--5-----------5---------|--7---------7----------|

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

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

--------5-----------5-----|--------5----------5----|-------5---------5-----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3    4       1    2    3    4  a

6

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-----------5--------|-----5--------------|

-----------5-----------5--|-----------5-----------5--|-----------5--------|

--5-----------5-----------|--7-----------7-----------|--------------5h-7--|

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

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

--------5-----------5-----|--------5-----------5-----|--5-----5-----------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a

9

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

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

------------7---------|--7---------5---------|--5h-7-------7---------|

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

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

-(0)---0---------0----|-------0---------0----|--------0---------0----|

  1    2    3    4       1    2    3    4       1  a  2    3    4

12

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

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

--5---------5----------|-5h7-----------7-----------|--7-----------5-----------|

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

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

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

  1    2    3    4  a       1 a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

15

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

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

(5)/10-----------10-----------|--10-----------9-/(10)-------|

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

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

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

     1  a  2  a   3  a  4  a      1  a  2  a  3   a   4  a

17

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

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

--10/(12)-----9--------------|--12---------12-----------|

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

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

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

    1  a   2   3    4 -2 -3       1   2     3  a  4  a

19

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

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

--12\(10)-------10-----------|--10\(9)-------9/(10)-------|

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

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

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

   1  a   2  a   3  a  4  a      1  a  2  a  3  a   4  a

21                   roll

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

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

--10/(12)------12-------------|--12-----------12/(14)-------|

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

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

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

    1  a  2     3    4 -2 -3      1  a  2  a   3  a   4  a

23                                             roll

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

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

--14---------12-----------|--12----------12/-(14)--------|

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

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

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

   1    2     3  a  4  a      1  a  2     3    4 -2 -3

25

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

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

--14-----------12-----------|--12----------12----14----|

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

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

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

   1  a  2  a   3  a  4  a      1  a  2     3     4

27

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

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

-------12---------12----|--------12-----------14-----|

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

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

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

  1     2    3     4       1  a   2  a  3  a   4  a

29

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

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

--------12-----------12-----|--------12-----------------||

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

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

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

  1  a   2  a  3  a   4  a     1  a   2  a  3  a  4  a

NOTES ON SECTION C:

Full barre is held at 5th.

Picking is reversed in this section - thumb moves from 6th to 3rd string

Picking in a few instances becomes slightly more aggressive.

Represented in tab by t & i symbols.

Bar 8 - last 8th note, 7th fret b string - dead note, slight harmonic.

SECTION C:

     t  i  1  t

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

C||--------|---------------------5--|--------------------5--|

G||--0-----|-------7----------7p(5)-|-------5---------5h(7)-|

C||--0--5--|------------------------|-----------------------|

G||-----5--|--5---------------------|-----------------------|

C||--------|--5---------5-----------|------------5----------|

     1 a      1    2    3  a  4  a     1    2    3     4 a

                                    3 roll

-----5-----------5--------|--5---------------5-----------|

-----------5-----------5--|---------------5-----------5--|

--------7-----------7p(5)-|-------5-------------5h-7-----|

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

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

--5-----------5-----------|--5---------5-----------------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3 -2 -3   4  2 3

5

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-----------5--------|

-----------5-----------5--|-----------5-----------5--|

--------7-----------7p(5)-|--------5-----------------|

--------------------------|--------------------5-----|

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

--5-----------5-----------|--5-----------5-----------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4 a      1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

7                   t                 i

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-----------5--------|

-----------5--------------|-----------5----------<7>-|

--------7-----------7p-5--|-----------5--------7-----|

--------------------5-----|--------5-----------------|

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

--5-----------5-----------|--5-----------5-----------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

9

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

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

--------7--7--------7--5--|--------5-----------7-----|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

11

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

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

--------7-----------7-----|--------5-----------5-----|

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

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

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

  1 a   2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

13

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

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

-------\4-----------4/(5)-|--------5\(4)-------4/(5)-|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

15

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

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

--------5\(4)-------4/(5)-|--------5\(4)-------4\(2)-|-------2----------2-----|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4  a

18

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

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

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

--0-----------0-----0-----|--3-----------3-----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

20

-----------3-----0--------|-----0-----------0--------|-----0-----3-------------|

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

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

--3-----------3----\2-----|--2-----------2-----------|--2-----------2---/3-----|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3    4  a

23

-----0-----------0--------|-----0--------3--0--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

25                                       t

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

NOTES ON SECTION D:

Picking becomes heavier. Listen to recording for accents.  Bars of 2/4 and 6/4 occur. This and the heavy picking suggests the influence of Charley Patton, who's music also features similar extensions of a 4-beat structure.

Bar 28, beat 3 - 3rd fret 1st string, given 1/4 tone bend.

Bar 37, last beat - index finger l.h. slides into full barre at 5th.

SECTION D:

1                 i  t       i    t  i        t  i          t    i    t

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

C||---------------0-------|--0-------0-----------0--|------------0---------|

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

C||-------0----------0----|-------0-----------0-----|-------0---------0----|

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

C||--0---------0----------|--0----------0-----------|--0---------0---------|

     1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4

4 i       i                       i                        i            i

----------------0--------|--1p-0-------3----------|--1p-0-------0----------|

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

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

-------0-----------0-----|-------t0---------0-----|-------t0---------0-----|

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2    3    4  a     1  a  2    3    4  a

7       i                             i                               i

--1p-0-------3-------1--|-----0-----------------|--1p-0-------3----------|

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

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

-------t0---------0-----|--------0---------0----|--------0---------0-----|

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

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

  1  a  2    3    4  a     1  a  2    3    4       1  a  2    3    4  a

10                              i                             i

--1p-0-------0---------|--1p-0-------3-------1--|-----0---------------0--|

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

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

--------0---------0----|-------t0---------0-----|--------0---------0-----|

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

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

  1  a  2    3    4       1  a  2    3    4  a     1  a  2    3    4   a

13   i             i

-------------|--8--------8-----8--------|--6--8-------3---------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  2  a       1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2    3     4

16                                      t                                   i

--8--------6-----8--------|--3-------------0--------|--8--------8-----8--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

19      t         t                                         i     i

--6--8-------3---------|--3-------2--------------|------------------------|

-----------------------|----------------3/(4)----|--0-------------0-------|

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2    3    4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4

22i       i              i                     t    i

----------0--|-----8--------8----8----|--6--8---------------0--|

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

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

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

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

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

  1    2  a     1  a  2  a  3    4       1  a  2    3    4  a

25                                   i                      i

-----8--------8----6----|--3-----------------0--|-----8--------8----8p(6)-|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3    4       1    2    3    4  a     1  a  2  a  3    4  a

           1/4 bend

28           |                        i       i     i

6h8--8-------3-------0--|-----3-------0-------------0-------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2    3    4  a     1  a  2    3    4  a  5  a  6

30

2h3---2h3--------------|--3-------2--------------|------------------------|

---------------0-------|----------------3/(4)----|--0------------------0--|

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

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

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

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

  1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4  a

33        i                                t

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

----------0-----0-------|---------------x-------|----------------3/(4)----|

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

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a

36                           i

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

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

------------0----0h-2-----|--0----0h-2p-0---------------||

-------0---------0--------|-t0----0-------------4/5-----||

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

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

  1    2    3    4 -2 -3     1    2 -2 -3  3  a  4  a

NOTES ON SECTION E:

Full barre at 5th again.

Bar 9 - harmonics sounded at 7th fret 2nd string by finger fretting

3rd fret G string.

Bar 14 onwards, picking becomes more aggressive, less concerned

with accuracy.

Bar 15 - duet o right hand damping, 5th string (g) will sound more than

6th string (C).

SECTION E:

1

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

C||--------------------5--|-----------5-----------5--|-----------5-------------|

G||--7---------7-----p(5)-|--5-----------5------h(7)-|--7-----------7----------|

C||-----------------------|--------------------------|-------------------------|

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

C||-------5---------5-----|--------5-----------5-----|--------5-----------5----|

     1    2    3    4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4

4

--5----------5-----------5--|-----------5-----------5--|

----------5--------5--------|-----5-----------5--------|

--5-------------5------h(7)-|--7-----------7-----------|

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

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

-------5--------------5-----|--------5-----------5-----|

  1    2 -2 -3  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

6

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

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-----------5--------|-----------------------|

--5-----------5-----------|--7-----------7-----------|--5---------5---5h7----|

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

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

--------5-----------5-----|--------5-----------7-----|-------5---------5-----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4  a

9

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

----<7>---------<7>-------|-----0---------------0-----|

--7-----------7-----------|--5----------5-------------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2    3    4  -2 -3

11

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

13                                    i     i     i

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

15   i     i     i     i        i     i     i     i

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

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

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

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

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

-(0)---(0)---(0)---(0)----|-(0)----0-----0-----0-----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

17                     i        i  t  i     i  t  i

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

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

-----------------------4--|-----4-----------4-----4--|

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

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

--0-----0-----0-----0-----|--0----(0)----0----(0)----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

19   i     i     i     i        i     i     i     i

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

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

-----------------5-----5--|-----5-----5-----5--------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

21   i     i     i     i        i     i        t  i

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

23   i     i                     i            i  t

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

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

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

--------0-----------0-----|--0h3----------0h3----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

25   i           i              i           i

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

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

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

--0h(3)-------0h(3)-------|--2-----------2-----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

27

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

29               i  t        t  i  i     t  i  t

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

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

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

--3-----------3-----3-----|--0----t0-----0-----0-----|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

31t  i  t     t     t  i     t

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

33      t  i  t  i  t  i

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

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

--------0--0--0-----0-t0--||

--2-----------2-------t0--||

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     

Ritard & Sustain chord

NOTES ON SECTION F:

Very aggressive picking. Effect is much more rhythmic than melodic.  It is very hard to note what's going on here, so do not get too caught up in following the tab to the letter. The way to tackle this section is to be free and percussive with the right hand. Obviously wearing fingerpicks (as Fahey did) will make this much easier to execute.

Bar 8 - remove 5th fret barre on beat 4.

Bar 9 - 20 - gradually lighten r.h picking.

Bar 2 2 - 3 4 - more clarity than before with r. h.

SECTION F:

           1 t          t  i  t  i     i    t  i  t     t  i

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

C||-------|----------5-----5-----5--|--5-------5-----------5--|

G||----5--|--5----7-----------7--5--|-------5--5--5-----5--7--|

C||----5--|--5----5-----------5-----|-------5-----5-----5-----|

G||-------|--5----------5-----------|--5----------5-----------|

C||-------|--5----------5-----------|--5----------------------|

       a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a

3 t     t     t     t  i     t     t  i  t     t            t         t

-----5-----------5--------|-----5-----------5-------|--5---------5---------|

-----------------------5--|-----------5-------------|----------------------|

--------7--7--------7--5--|--------5--5--------5----|--7---------7---------|

--------5-----------5-----|--5-----5-----------5----|--5----5----5---------|

--5-----------5-----------|--5-----------5----------|-------5---------5----|

--5-----------5-----------|--5-----------5----------|-------5---------5----|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3    4

6 t    t    t    t       t    t  i  t     t  i     t    t     i  i     i

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

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

--5---------5---------|--7-------7-----------5--|--5----------------7-----|

--5----5----5----5----|--5----------5-----------|--5----5-----5-----------|

-------5---------5----|--5----5-----5-----5-----|--5----5-----5-----------|

-------5---------5----|-------5-----5-----5-----|--5----5-----5-----------|

  1    2    3    4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a

9       t     t     t              t  i        t

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

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

--------7-----------7-----|--------5--5--------7-----|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

11      t  i        t  i           t  i        t  i

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

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

--------7-----------7--5--|--------5--5--------5--7--|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

13      t  i  t     t              t  i        t  i

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

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

--------7--7--------7-----|--------5--5--------5--4--|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

15   i  t  i        t  i           t           t  i

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

17      t  i        t  i           t  i        t  i

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

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

--------4--4--------4--4--|--------4--4--------4--4--|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

19      t  i        t  i           t  i        t  i

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

21      t  i        t  i           t

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

23

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

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

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

0h3-----------0h3----------|--3-----------3-----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

25                     x                          i

-----0-----------0-----3--|-----0-----------0-----0--|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

27

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

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

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

--3-----------3-----------|--3-----------3------p(2)-|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

29                     x                      t

-----0-----------0--------|--3----0--------0--------|-----0-----------0--------|

-----------0-----------3--|----------0-----------0--|-----------0-----------0--|

--------0-----------0-----|------------------(2)----|--------2-----------2-----|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a    1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

32                  x

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

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

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

--3-----------3----(3\-2)-|--2-----------2-----------|

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

34

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     

Ritard

NOTES ON SECTION G:

More restrained and controlled with right hand.  Again, the left hand continues to anticipate the chord changes, with finger shifts occurring on the off beat or on the last beat of the bar.

Bars 22 - 25 - build crescendo with heavier right hand.

Bars 26 onward feature a return to the heavy handedness of the D and F section in terms of picking. Do not try to be too accurate with the right hand.

Bars 43 , 44 and 45 feature another staple of Fahey's picking - the use of descending index and middle finger drags. The index finger leads by dragging from the 1st to the 3rd string followed by the middle finger performing the same maneuver. Listen to the recording at 1/2 or 1/4 speed to get the timing for this. In some of Fahey's playing it is not quite as cut and dried as I have made out.

SECTION G:

1

E||--1-------------1--------|--1-------------1--------|

C||----------3-----------3--|----------3--------------|

G||-------------------------|-------------------2h-3--|

C||-------0-----------0-----|-------0-----------------|

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

C||--0----------0-----------|--0----------0-----------|

     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

3

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|--1---------1----------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3    4

6

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

8

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

--3-----------3---p(2)----|--2-----------2-----------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

10

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

--2-----------2----(1)----|--1-----------1-----------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

12

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

--1-----------1-------(2)-|--2-----------2-------(1)-|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

14

-----1-----------1--------|-------1---------------|--1-------------1--------|

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

--1-----------1-----------|-----------------------|-------------------------|

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4  a

17

--1-------------1--------|--1-------------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

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

-------0-----------0-----|-------0-----------0h(3)-|--------3-----------3-----|

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

20                              x

-----1-----------1--------|-----1-----------1--------|

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

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

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

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

--0-----------0-----------|--3-----------3-----------|

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a

22                     i

-----1-----------1--------|-------1-------1--------|--1-------------1--------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1  a  2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a

25     i                          i        x  i                  i  t

--1---------1----------|--1-------------1--------|-2h3--2h3--------------|

-------3------------3--|----------3-----------0--|---------------0-------|

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

------t3----3----3-----|-------3----------(3)----|------------------0----|

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

--3--------------------|--3----------3-----------|--0----0----0----------|

  1    2    3    4  a     1    2  a  3  a  4  a     1    2    3  a  4

28                    i     >    >       i  t       i       i     i

--3-------2--------------|-----------------------|--0-------------0-------|

----------------3/(4)-0--|---------------0-------|--0-------0-----0-------|

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

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3   a 4  a     1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4

31             i  t                                           i

-2h3--2h3--------------|--3-------2--------------|--------------------------|

---------------0-------|----------------3/(4)----|--0-----------------------|

---------------0--0----|----------------------0--|------------0----0h-2p-0--|

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

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

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

  1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3   a 4  a     1    2    3    4 -2 -3

34        i                             i

------------------------|-2h3--2h3--------------|--3-------2-------------|

--0-------------0-------|---------------0-------|----------------3/(4)---|

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

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4

37i                            t        i                       i  t

-----------------------|----------0-------------|-2h3--2h3--------------|

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

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

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

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

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

  1    2    3  a  4       1    2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3  a  4

40                              t    i    t     (t drag )   (i drag) (m drag---

--3-------2-------------|----------------------|--------0----0--------0--------|

----------------3/(4)---|--0-------------------|--------0-------0--------0-----|

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

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

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

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

  1    2  a  3  a  4       1    2    3    4         1 a  2    3 -2 -3  4 -2 -3

Ritard

43-)          (t drag      )  (i drag) (m drag---------)

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

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

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

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

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

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

  1    2    3    4  a     1  2 3 -2 -3  4 -2 -3       1 let ring

Respect

Words & Music:

Otis Redding (Aretha Franklin)

G7    F7  [2x]

G7             F7

What you want, baby, I got it.

What you need, you know I got it.

G7                             C7                            F7

All I'm asking is for a little respect. (Just a little bit!  Just a little bit!)

              C7                         F7

When you come home, (Just a little bit!) mister! (Just a little bit!)

I ain't gonna do you wrong while you're gone.

I ain't gonna do you wrong 'cause I don't wanna.

All I askin' is for a little respect. (Just a little bit!  Just a little bit!)

Baby, when you come home! (Just a little bit!)  Yeah! (Just a little bit!)

I'm about to give you all my money.

But all I'm askin' in return, honey.

Is to give me my propers

When you get home (Just-a, just-a, just-a, just-a, just-a, just-a, just-a, just-a...)

Yeah, baby, when you get home! (Just a little bit!)  Yeah! (Just a little bit!)

INSTRUMENTAL BRIDGE:

F#m    B    F#m    G7

Ooh, your kiss is sweeter than honey.

And guess what so is my money.

All I want you to do for me is give it to me

When you get home. (Re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, Respect!)  Yeah, baby! 

Whip it to me when you get home, (Just a little bit!  Just a little bit!) now!

CODA:

C7 [n.c.]       C7   F7  [n.c.]
R-E-S-P-E-C-T – Found out what it means to me.

C7 [n.c.]       C7   F7  [n.c.]
R-E-S-P-E-C-T – Take care, T.C.B.

C7

Oh... (Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!)

         F7

A little respect! (Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!  Sock it to me!)

C7                                F7[etc.]
Whoa, baby! (Just a little bit!)  A little respect! (Just a little bit!)

I get tired, (Just a little bit!) but I keep on trying! (Just a little bit!)

You're running out of fools (Just a little bit!) & I ain't lying. (Just a little bit!)

Respect! (Re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, re-, Respect!)

When you come home... (Just a little bit!  Just a little bit!)  [etc. and out]
Respect Yourself

Words & Music:

James Richens (Staples Singers)

Yep.  Still need the chords to this.

If you disrespect anybody that you run into,

How in the world do you think anybody's s'posed to respect you?

If you don't give a heck 'bout the man with the Bible in his hand,

Just get out the way, and let the gentleman do his thing.

You the kind of gentleman that want everything your way.

Take the sheet off your face, boy, it's a brand new day.

CHORUS:

Respect yourself, respect yourself.

If you don't respect yourself.

Ain't nobody gonna give a good cahoot, na-na-na-na.

Respect yourself, respect yourself.

If you're walking 'round thinkin' that the world owes you something 

'Cause you're here;

You goin' out the world backwards like you did when you...

Put your hand on your mouth when you cough, that'll help the solution.

Oh, you cuss around women and you don't even know their names and you

Dumb enough to think that'll make you a big ol man.

CHORUS:  [repeat & out]
Rest For The Weary

Words & Music:

Marc Cohn

I still need the chords for this one.

My father was a working-man, but his work was never done.

He stood behind a counter and he smiled at everyone.

He bought himself a business, worked seven days a week.

Took a holiday for Christmas, then he fell asleep beside the tree.

But one day...

CHORUS:

One day, there's love for the lonely.

One day, they walk in the sun.

One day, rest for the weary, rest for the weary ones.

Now, my mother stood beside him; she did what she could do.

But if you look at some old photograph, she looks tired, too.

I hope there was some laughter, 'cause I know there were some tears.

Now all I can say is I pray to God, that after all those years,

After all those years, that one day...

CHORUS:

Now I'm just another traveler on another winding road.

I'm trying to walk some kind of line.

I'm trying to pull some kind of load.

Now, sometimes I move real easy, sometimes I can't catch my breath.

Sometimes I see my father's footsteps;

And, man, it scares me half to death.

But one day...

CHORUS:

Revolution

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

Intro :

-|-5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7----5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7----

-|-5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7----5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7----

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

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

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

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

-|-5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7--------------------------12-----

-|-5/7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7-7----/10------10--12b(14)---------

-|-----------------------------------11----------------------

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

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

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

    B                                    E

You say you want a revolution, well, you know,

E                         B

We all want to change the world.

    B                                         E

You tell me that it's an evolution, well, you know,

E                         F#m

We all want to change the world.

C#m                        F#

But when you talk about destruction,

C#m                            A     B  G#  F#
Don't you know that you can count me out.

CHORUS:

A11                         B    E

Don't you know it's good to be alright.  [2x]

                            B    E    F#7

Don't you know it's good to be alright.
You say you got a revolution, well, you know,

We'd all love to see the plan.

You asked me for a contribution, well, you know,

We're all doing what we can.

But if you want money for people with minds that hate,

All I can tell you is, brother, you have to wait.

CHORUS:

You say you'll change the Constitution, well, you know,

We all want to change your head.

You tell me it's the institution, well, you know,

You better free your mind instead.

But if you go carrying pictures of Chairman Mao,

You ain't gonna make it with anyone, anyhow.

CHORUS:

OUTRO:

G7  C            F            C            F

All right, all right, all right, all right,

       C           F            G7       C

All right, all right, all right.

Guitar 2 plays this figure during the chorus:

                 B             E

-|-------------------------------------------------------11--------------

-|-------------------4----4---------------------------9--12--12-----12---

-|-------------------4----4------------------9--9h11---------11h13--11---

-|-------------------4h6--4---------9--9h11------------------------------

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

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

  ... it's gonna be         alright

.. repeated a few times, and then the following turnaround:

    F#7

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

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

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

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

-|--------2h4--------2h4--------2h4-------------2------------

-|--2--2----------2----------2----------2--2h4---------------

Now, over the A B G# chords in the last verse, the lead guitar

plays a screaming figure based on this:

-|-----------14----

-|--14b(16)--------

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

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

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

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

And over the B & E chords the final time around, the lead guitar

is rapidly picking in rhythm with the words:

-|--9--------------

-|--12b(14)--------

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

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

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

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

.. up until the climactic end.

-|-------------10--9---

-|--b(10)9--7--10--9---

-|-------------11--10--

-|-------------12--11--

-|-------------12--11--

-|-------------10--9---

Ride, Captain, Ride

Words & Music:

Blues Image

D                                    E             E7

Seventy-three men sailed up from the San Francisco Bay.

G7                                             D

Rolled off of their ship, and here's what they had to say:

"We're calling everyone to ride along to another shore.

We can laugh our lives away and be free once more."

But no-one heard them calling, no-one came at all.

'Cause they were too busy watching those old raindrops fall.

As a storm was blowing out on the peaceful sea.

Seventy-three men sailed off into history.

CHORUS:

D                             A

Ride, captain, ride upon your mystery ship.

     C                                 D

Be amazed at the friends you have here on your trip.

Ride captain, ride upon your mystery ship.

On your way to a world that others might have missed.

VERSES 1 & 2 REPRISE:

CHORUS:

CODA:

Ride, captain, ride upon your mystery ship.

Be amazed at the friends you have here on your trip.

Ride On

Words & Music:

Bon Scott (AC/DC)

It is a subtle difference between "C to Csus4" and "C to F", but it makes all the difference.  If you prefer, you can sub the "IV of" chords for the sus4 chords.  That's what you'll see in the fantabs.  So, that means:  C  F/C | F  Bb/F | G  G/C | etc.  There are lots of tabs of the little solo & the main solo out there.

INTRO:  C   Csus4  [vamp 4x]
      C             Csus4   C  Csus4    
F             Fsus4  F  Fsus4

It's another lonely evening--------- in another lonely town.

      G                 Gsus4      
Bb              F

But I ain't to young to worry and I ain't to old to cry

       C             Csus4   C  Csus4

When a woman gets me down.

Got another empty bottle and another empty bed.

Ain't too young to admit it and I'm not too old to lie,

I'm just another empty head.

PRE-CHORUS: [use this tab - % means "repeat"]
                  Bb                 B

             A
|--------3~~%---------------4~~--%--|

             E
|--1-1-1----%---------2-2-2------%--|

That's why I'm lonely.  I'm so lonely.

        C

     D -5-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%--|

     A -5-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%--|

     E -3-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%-%--|

But, I know what I'm gonna do.

CHORUS:

[n.c.]    F    C      F    G

I'm gonna ride on---, ride on,

F    C

Ride on, 
(standing on the edge of the road)

Bb   F

Ride on, (thumb in the air)

F    C

Ride on (one of these days I'm gonna)

C    G

Ride on, (change my evil ways)

(E)  F

'Til then I'll just keep draggin' on.

LITTLE GUITAR SOLO  [over intro vamp]:

Broke another promise and I broke another heart.

But I ain't too young to realize that I ain't too old to try,

Try to get back to the start.

And it's another red light nightmare, another red light street.

And I ain't too old to hurry 'cause I ain't too old to die.

But I sure am hard to beat.

PRE-CHORUS:  [new words]
But, I'm lonely.  Lord, I'm lonely.  What am I gonna do?

CHORUS  [new words]
F    C      F    G

Ride on---, ride on, (got myself a one-way ticket)

F    C   Bb   F

Ride on, ride on, (going the wrong way)

F    C

Ride on (gonna change my evil ways)

C    G

Ride on, (one of these days)

(E)  F

One of these days...

MAIN GUITAR SOLO:  [over verse & pre-chorus]
CHORUS  [new words]
F    C      F    G

Ride on---, ride on, (...gonna...)

F    C   Bb   F

Ride on, ride on, (mmm, lookin' for a truck)

F    C

Ride on (mmmm, hmmmm)

C    G

Ride on, (keep on ridin')

(E)  F

Ridin' on & on & on & on & on & on...

REPEAT CHORUS WITH VOX & GUITAR IMPROV OVER  (end on c)
Right Field

Words & Music:

Peter Paul & Mary

A        A/G#         F#m    F#m/E

Saturday summers when I was a kid,

     D          D/C#           Bm             E

We'd run to the schoolyard and here's what we did,

     D            E                 D             E

We'd pick out the captains and we'd choose up the teams,

       D        F#m        Bm      F#m

It was always a measure of my self-esteem.

           Bm                            D

'Cause the fastest, the strongest played shortstop and first,

    Bm                             D

The last ones they picked were the worst.

D

I never needed to ask, it was sealed,

       E

I just took up my place in right field.

CHORUS:

E7      A     A/G#        F#m       F#m/E

Playing right field, it's easy, you know,

D          D/C#     Bm         E

You can be awkward, you can be slow,

           D           E

That's why I'm here in right field,

     D            E          A   D   A

Just watching the dandelions grow.

Playing right field can be lonely & dull; little leagues never have lefties that pull,

I dream of the day, when they hit one my way.  They never did, but still I would pray,

That I'd make a fantastic catch on the run, and not lose the ball in the sun.

And then I'd awake from this long reverie,

And pray that the ball never came out to me, here in...

CHORUS:

Off in the distance, the game's dragging on.

There's strikes on the batter, some runners are on,

I don't know the inning, I've forgotten the score.

The whole team is yelling and I don't know what for,

Suddenly everyone's looking at me.  My mind has been wandering, what could it be?

They point to the sky and I look up above, and the baseball falls into my glove!

FINAL CHORUS:

Here in right field.  It's important, you know!

You gotta know how to catch!  You gotta know how to throw!

That's why I'm here in right field,

Just watching the dandelions grow.

Right Here, Right Now

Words & Music:

Jesus Jones

D5   E5   G5   D4   D   Dsus2   D

D              E                 G

A woman on the radio talks about revolution,

G           D4      D      Dsus2 D

Though it's already passed her-- by.

D                     E                  G

Bob Dylan didn't have this to sing about you know it

G     D4   D  Dsus2  D

Feels good to be---- alive.

CHORUS:

G

I was alive and I waited, waited.

G                 D4     D   Dsus2  D

I was alive and I waited for this.

D           E          G                       D4  D      Dsus2  D

Right here, right now, there is no other place I'd rather be.

D           E          G            D4    D    Dsus2   D

Right here, right now, watching the world wake up from history.

I saw the decade in,

When it seemed the world could change.

In the blink of an eye

And if anything, there's your sign.

CHORUS:  [repeat and out on:]
D4  D  Dsus2  D

Rikki Don't Lose That Number

Words & Music:

Steely Dan

E  D           A               E

We hear you're leaving, that's okay.

D                    A                  E  C#  B  D

I thought our little wild time had just begun.

                    A                    E

I guess you kind of scared yourself, you turn and run.

     F#m7          A        [single note run: B  F#  Ab  A  D  Ab  A]
But, if you have a change of heart,

CHORUS:

E                                             G

Rikki don't lose that number, you don't wanna call nobody else.

A                G             D

Send it off in a letter to yourself.

C                                     Em

Rikki don't lose that number it's the only one you own.

Em        C                  D  A   [n.c.]       E

You might use it if you feel better when you get home.

I have a friend in town, he's heard your name.

We can go out driving on slow hand row.

We could stay inside and play games I don't know.

And you could have a change of heart,

CHORUS:

D   A   E   D   A   G   F   G   F   E   D   A   E

Am7                      G#m7

You tell yourself you're not my kind,

     AM7            C#m7

But, you don't even know your mind.

    F#m7             A        [single note run: B  F#  Ab  A  D  Ab  A]
And you could have a change of heart,

CHORUS:

E

Rikki don't lose that number, Rikki don't lose that number...

Ring Of Fire

Words & Music:

Merle Kilgore & June Carter

This is in the December 2008 issue of Acoustic Guitar.
INTRO: G    C  G    D7  G  [2x]
G         C       G  C  G              D7    G  D7  G

Love is a burning thing and it makes a fiery ring.

         C      G  C  G                D7      G

Bound by wild desire---, I fell into a ring of fire.

CHORUS:

D7            C               G

I fell into a burning ring of fire

       D7                       C           G

I went down, down, down and the flames went higher.

                                D7      G         D7      G

And it burns, burns, burns, the ring of fire, the ring of fire.

G    C  G    D7  G  [2x]

The taste of love is sweetWhen hearts like ours meet

I fell for you like a child

Ohh, but the fire went wild

CHORUS:  [2x]
D7      G         D7      G

And it burns, burns, burns, the ring of fire, the ring of fire.

    D7      G

The ring of fire.  [repeat and out]
Ripple

Words & Music:

Jerome Garcia & Robert Hunter (The Grateful Dead)

If you want to thicken up the sound of this (as on the recording) have one guitar play in G and a second guitar play with a capo on the 7th fret and play the chords in the key of C.  This song is in the January 2007 issue of Acoustic Guitar.

G                                     C

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

C                                      C

And my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

G                                        C

Would you hear my voice come through the music?

C         G       D    C               G

Would you hold it near as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

Perhaps they're better left unsung.

I don't know, don't really care,

Let there be songs to fill the air.

CHORUS:

Am              D7

Ripple in still water,

           G            C           A       D

When there is no pebble tossed, nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

If your cup is full may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain,

That was not made by the hands of men.

There is a road, no simple highway,

Between the dawn and the dark of night,

And if you go no one may follow,

That path is for your steps alone.

CHORUS:

You who choose to lead must follow,

But if you fall you fall alone.

If you should stand then who's to guide you?

If I knew the way I would take you home.
River

Words & Music:

Joni Mitchell

C   Am   FM7   G7

     F         C                  F            C

It's coming on Christmas, they're cutting down trees.

        F          C                    F                C

They're putting up reindeer and singing songs of joy and peace.

      Am                                 G

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on.

But it don't snow here, it stays pretty green.

I'm going to make a lot of money, then I'm going to quit this crazy scene.

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on

F                       G Gsus4       C                F   Am/E   Dm

I wish I had a river so long, I would teach my feet to fly.

      C            F/C  G               FM7

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on.

  F/C          C   Am   G   F/D   G

I made my baby cry.

He tried hard to help me, you know, he put me at ease.

And he loved me so naughty, made me weak in the knees.

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on

I'm so hard to handle, I'm selfish and I'm sad.

Now, I've gone and lost the best baby that I ever had.

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on.

F                    G  F/G

I wish I had a river so long,

C                        F   Am/E   Dm Em/D Dm Em/D  Dm7

I would teach my feet to fly

      C                 G                FM7

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on.

  F/C              C   Am   G   Dm7   G7

I made my baby say goodbye.

It's coming on Christmas, they're cutting down trees.

They're putting up reindeer and singing songs of joy and peace.

      Am                                Bb  G  F/G  F  D  Am/D  Dm  D5

Oh, I wish I had a river I could skate away on.

Road Movie To Berlin

Words & Music:

They Might Be Giants

[n.c.]     F             A                   D                    B

We're in a road movie to Berlin, can't drive out the way we drove in.

    A                  B

So, take this glass of bourbon and we'll go

We were once so close to Heaven, Peter came out and gave us medals,

Declaring us the nicest of the damned.

F                   A          D                     B

Time won't save the lost it'll sweep up our skeleton bones.

A                                 B

So, take the wheel and I will take the pedals...

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

FIRST VERSE REPRISE:

Rock And Roll

Words & Music:

Jimmy Page, Robert Plant, John Paul Jones & John Bonham

This is transcribed in the August 2004 issue of Guitar One.

The song is a simple take-off on '50s blues-based rock & roll.  Play on the internal strings to get the right sound.  Here is the basic riff in I, IV & V in the key of A:

A riff

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

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

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

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

|-0--0--4--0--0----0--3'-|-(3)-0--0--0--0--0--0--0--|

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

  D riff

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

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

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

|-0--0--4--0--0----0--3'-|-(3)-0--0--0--0--0--0--0--|

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

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

  E riff

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

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

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

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

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

|-0--0--4--0--0----0--3'-|-(3)-0--0--0--0--0--0--0--|

     A

It's been a long time since I rock and rolled.

     A

It's been a long time since I did the stroll.

     D

Ooh, let me get it back, let me get it back,

D                                      A

Let me get it back, baby, where I come from.

     E(7)

It's been a long time, been a long time,

            E[stop chorus]                         A

Been a long lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely time.  Yes, it has.

It's been a long time since the book of love,

I cant count the tears of a life with no love.

Carry me back, carry me back, carry me back, baby, where I come from.

It's been a long time, been a long time,

Been a long lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely time.

Seems so long since we walked in the moonlight,

Making vows that just cant work right.

Open your arms, opens your arms, open your arms, baby, let my love come running in.

It's been a long time, been a long time,

Been a long lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely time.

Rock And Roll All Nite

Words & Music:

Paul Stanley & Gene Simmons

This is fully transcribed in Guitar One.

G   D   A   E   A   E   A

A                E

You show us everything you've got.

A                           E

You keep on dancin' and the room gets hot.

D            E                     Gadd9

You drive us wild, we'll drive you crazy.

You say you wanna go for a spin.

The party's just begun, we'll let you in.

You drive us wild, we'll drive you crazy.

C                     D

You keep on shoutin', you keep on shoutin':

CHORUS:

A       A7                E   D                A

"I wanna rock and roll all nite and party everyday!"  [4x]
[Intro chords as transition]
You keep on saying you'll be mine for a while.

You're lookin' fancy and I like your style.

You drive us wild, we'll drive you crazy.

You show us everything you've got.

Baby, baby that's quite a lot.

And you drive us wild, we'll drive you crazy.

You keep on shoutin', you keep on shoutin'

CHORUS:  [repeat and out]
Rock And Roll Never Forgets

Words & Music:

Bob Seger

E5   A5   E5  [2x]

E5           F#5

So, you're a little bit older

      F#5             E5

And a lot less bolder than you used to be.

So, you used to shake 'em down.

But, now you stop and think about your dignity.

CHORUS:

        A5                     E5

So, now sweet sixteen's turned thirty-one

    A5                            E5

You get to feelin' weary when the work day's done.

      A5                       E5               B

Well, all you got to do is get up and into your kicks.

B              F#

If you're in a fix

F#m     F#5      B                           E5

Come back, baby, rock and roll never forgets.

You better get yourself a partner, go down to the concert or the local bar.

Check the local newspapers, chances are you won't have to go too far.

Yeah, the rafters will be ringing cause the beat's so strong.

The crowd will be swaying and singing along,

And all you got to do is get in into the mix, if you need a fix.

Come back, baby, rock and roll never forgets.

BRIDGE:

        A5                     E5

Oh, the bands still playing it loud and lean.

A5                          E5

Listen to the guitar player making it scream.

A5                        E5                B

All you got to do is just make that scene tonight, yeah, tonight.

Well, now sweet sixteen's turned thirty-one.

Feel a little tired feeling under the gun.

Well all Chuck's children are out there playing his licks.

Get into your kicks

Come back, baby, rock and roll never forgets.

Said you can come back, baby, rock and roll never forgets.

Rock Around The Clock

Words & Music:

Max Freedman & Jimmy DeKnight

At a blistering 180 bpm, Danny Cerdone's solo for this is considered one of the best guitar solos of all time.  The site www.the-jime.dk has a complete page devoted to the solo, the gear & a tab (pasted below).  BTW, the actual tabber is a man named Stu Frederick of The Rivers Rockabilly Trio who did it as a favor to Vince Gordon for The Jime page.  It's time they both got their due!   Enjoy!

A7

One, two, three o' clock, four o' clock, rock!

Five, six, seven o' clock, eight o' clock, rock!

Nine, ten, eleven o' clock, twelve o' clock, rock!

A7          E7

We're gonna rock around the clock tonight!

         A

Put your glad rags on and join me, hon'.

         A7

We'll have some fun when the clock strikes one!

CHORUS:

            D7

We're gonna rock around the rock tonight,

            A

We're gonna rock, rock, rock, 'til broad day light,

            E7                D7                A

We're gonna rock, gonna rock around the clock tonight.

When the clock strikes two, three, and four,

If the band slows down we'll yell for more!

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE

When the chimes ring five, and six, and seven,

We'll be rockin' up in seventh heav'n,

CHORUS:

A   A7   D7   A   E7   A

Solo Tab [tab from www.the-jime.dk] - all bends are a half-step:

----------------|----------------|----------------|----------------|7-/\5-7-/\5-|7-/\5-7-/\5-|

5555775588575500|5555775588575500|5555775588557755|8575857585758575|-----7-----7|-----7-----7|

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

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

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

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

------------|------------|7654------------|--------------|------------|------------||

-----------5|7-65--------|----7654--------|--------------|------------|------------||

--6--6--056-|-----876----|--------7654----|--------------|------------|------------||

------------|------------|------------7654|--------------|------------|------------||

------------|------------|----------------|7654----------|0--4-45-67--|0--4-45-67--||

------------|------------|----------------|----76540-00-0|------------|------------||

Rock My Soul

Words & Music:

Traditional/Peter, Paul & Mary

PART 1:

A

Rock-a my soul in the bosom of Abraham,

D                     E

Rock-a my soul in the bosom of Abraham,

A

Rock-a my soul in the bosom of Abraham,

D   E         A

Oh, rock-a my soul.

PART 2:

So high, you can't get over it.

So low, you can't get under it.

So wide, you can't get 'round it.

Oh, rock-a my soul.

PART 3:

Rock my soul.

Rock my soul.

Rock my soul.

Rock my soul.

Run through each of the parts, then layer them one upon the other!

Rock 'N' Roll High School

(original chords)

Words & Music:

The Ramones

C            Am          G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

C

Well, yeah, I don't care about history.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

F                         C

'Cause that's not where I want to be.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Am             F                 Am          F

I just want to have some kicks.  I just want get some chicks.

C           Am          F                   G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Well, the girls out there knock me out, you know.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Cruisin' around in my GTO.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

I hate the teachers and the principal.  Don't wanna be taught to be no fool

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

CHORUS:

G                                      C

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!  Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

G

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

C                     F                     C         Am

Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun! Fun, fun!

C           Am          F                  G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!  [2x]

D           Bm          G                  A

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

D

Well, yeah, I don't care about history.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

G                         D

'Cause that's not where I want to be.  Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Bm             G                 Bm          G

I just want to have some kicks.  I just want get some chicks.

D           Bm          G                  A

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

D           Bm          G                  A

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

A                                      D

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!  Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

A

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

D                     G                     D         Bm

Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun! Fun, fun!

D           Bm          G                 A

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

D           Bm          G                 A

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

D           Bm          G                 A       D

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Rock 'N' Roll High School

(easy chords)

Words & Music:

The Ramones

C            Am          G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

C

Well, yeah, I don't care about history.

Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

F                         C

'Cause that's not where I want to be.

Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Am             F                 Am          F

I just want to have some kicks.  I just want get some chicks.

C           Am          F                   G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Well, the girls out there knock me out, you know.

Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Cruisin' around in my GTO.

Rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

I hate the teachers and the principal.

Don't wanna be taught to be no fool

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

CHORUS:

G

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

C

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

G

Fun, fun!  Rock 'n' roll high-school!

C                     F                     C         Am

Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun!  Oh, baby!  Fun, fun! Fun, fun!

C           Am          F                 G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

C           Am          F                 G

Rock, rock, rock, rock, rock 'n' roll high school!

[repeat entire song, end on C]
Rock 'N' Roll Music

Words & Music:

Chuck Berry

A7

Just let me hear some of that...

CHORUS:

D

Rock and roll music any old way you choose it.

           G                            D

It's got a backbeat, you can't lose it, any old time you use it.

     A7                            D              A7         D

It's gotta be rock and roll music, if you want to dance with me.

D              A7         D

If you want to dance with me.

                        A7                                     D

I have no kicks against modern jazz unless they try to play it too darn fast.

                             G                                  A7

And change the beauty of the melody until it sounds just like a symphony.

A7

That's why I go for that...

CHORUS:

I took my loved one over 'cross the tracks.

So, she could hear my man a-wailing sax.

I must admit they have a rocking band.  Man, they was blowing like a hurricane!

That's why I go for that...

CHORUS:

Way down south they gave a jubilee.  I tell you folks, they had a Jamboree.

And drinking beer from a wooden cup.  The folks who dancing got all shook up.

They started playing that...

CHORUS:

Don't care to hear them play a Tango.  I'm in no mood to take a Mambo.

It's way too early for the Congo.  So, keep on rocking that piano!

That's why I go for that...

CHORUS:

If you want to dance with me.  If you want to dance with me.

Rock Of Ages

Words & Music:

Joe Elliot, Richard Savage, Richard Allen, 

Steve Clark, Peter Willis & Robert Lange (Def Leppard)

This is transcribed in the September 2004 issue of Guitar One and the July/August 2009 issue of Guitar Edge.
[spoken as a count-off:  Gunter, glieben, glauchen, globen]

INTRO:  [improv lyrics over this]

E5  D5  B5  A5  D5  [2x]  E5  D5  B5  A5  D5  E5

E5

Rise up! Gather 'round!  Rock this place to the ground.

Burn it up, let's go for broke.  Watch the night go up in smoke

Rock on! (rock on!)  Drive me crazier.

No serenade, no fire brigade, just Pyromania, c'mon!

PRE-CHORUS:

A5  G5              A5  G5

    What do you want?   What do you want?

E5               A5  G5          E5

I want rock'n'roll.  Yes, I do!  Long live rock'n'roll!

Oh, let's go, let's strike a light.  We're gonna blow like dynamite.

I don't care if it takes all night; gonna set this town alight, c'mon!

PRE-CHORUS:

CHORUS:

C5                         Em

Rock of ages, rock of ages still rollin', keep a-rollin'.

C5                         Em

Rock of ages, rock of ages still rollin', rock'n'rollin'.

A7

We got the power, got the glory.

C5

Just say you need it, and if you need it,

         E5   D5   B5  A5  D5

Say "Yeah!"

[spoken:  "Now, listen to me:"]

I'm Burnin', burnin', I got the fever.  I know for sure, there ain't no cure.

So, feel it, don't fight it, go with the flow.

Gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme one more for the road.

PRE-CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE & PRE-CHORUS:

CHORUS:

OUTRO:  E5  D5  B5  A5  D5  E5  D5 | E5  D5  B5  A5  D5  E5 | A5
Rock On

Words & Music:

David Essex

This is one of my favorite one-hit wonders and I am partial to the original David Essex version.  I still need the chords to this song.

Hey kid, rock and roll, rock on.  Ooh, my soul.

Hey kid, boogie too, did ya?

Hey shout, summertime blues.

Jump up and down in my blue suede shoes.

Hey kid, rock and roll, rock on.

And where do we go from here?

Which is the way that's clear?

Still looking for that blue jean, baby queen,

Prettiest girl I ever seen.

See her shake on the movie screen, Jimmy Dean.  (James Dean)

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

And where do we go from here?

Which is the way that's clear?

Still looking for that blue jean, baby queen,

Prettiest girl I ever seen.

See her shake on the movie screen, Jimmy Dean, Jimmy Dean.

Rock on.  Rock on.  Rock on

Hey, hey, rock and roll, rock on.

Rock on, hey, hey, rock and roll, rock on.

Rock on, hey, hey, rock and roll, rock on.

Rock on, hey, hey, rock and roll, rock on.

Rock The Casbah

Words & Music:

Mick Jones, Joe Strummer &

Topper Headon (The Clash)

A7                             Em7            G7               Dm7

Now, the king told the boogie-men, you have to let that raga drop.

The oil down the desert way has been shaking to the top.

The sheik he drove his Cadillac; he went a-cruisin' down the ville.

    A7                   Em7                FM7

The Muezzin was a standing on the radiator grille.

CHORUS:  [2x]
   Dm7                A7  G7

Shareef don't like it.

Em7       FM7    Em7           A7

Rock the Casbah. Rock the Casbah.

By order of the Prophet, we ban that boogie sound.

Degenerate the faithful with that crazy Casbah sound.

But the Bedouin, they brought out the electric camel drum.

The local guitar picker got his guitar-picking thumb.

As soon as the Shareef had cleared the square, they began to wail.

CHORUS:

Now, over at the temple, oh, they really pack 'em in.

The in-crowd say it's cool to dig this chanting thing.

But as the wind changed direction and the temple band took five,

The crowd got a whiff of that crazy Casbah jive.

CHORUS:

The king called up his jet fighters,

He said, "You better earn your pay."

Drop your bombs down between the minarets down the Casbah way.

As soon as the Shareef was chauffered out of there,

The jet pilot tuned to the cockpit radio blare.

As soon as the Shareef was outta their hair, the jet pilots wailed.

CHORUS:  [repeat & out]
Rock This Town

Words & Music:

The Stray Cats

         D

Well, my baby and me went out late Saturday night.

D                                                   A7

I had my hair piled high and my baby just looked so right.

      D                         D7

Well, pick you up at ten, gotta have you home at two.

G                      G7

Mama don't know what I got in store for you.

     D                             A7                     D

But, that's all right 'cause we're looking as cool as can be.

Well, we found a little place that really didn't look half bad.

I had a whiskey on the rocks and change of a dollar for the jukebox.

I put a quarter right into that can, but all it played was disco, man.

Come on, pretty baby, let's get out of here right away.

CHORUS:  [same chords]

We're gonna rock this town, rock it inside out.

We're gonna rock this town, make 'em scream and shout.

Let's rock, rock, rock, man, rock.

We're gonna rock 'til we pop, we're gonna rock 'til we drop!

We're gonna rock this town, rock it inside out.

Well, we're having a ball just a-bopping on the big dance floor.

Well, there's a real square cat, he looks like 1974.

Well, he look at me once, he look at me twice.

Look at me again and there's a-gonna be fight.

We're gonna rock this town, we're gonna rip this place apart.

CHORUS:  [last line is:]

...rock this place apart!

CHORUS:  [as sung first time]

We're gonna rock this town, rock it inside out!

We're gonna rock this town, rock it inside out!

Rocket Man

Words & Music:

Elton John & Bernie Taupin

Em7                                A9

She packed my bags last night, pre-flight.

Em7               A9

Zero hour, nine A.M.

C                G         Am      D

And I'm gonna be high as a kite by then.

Em7                         A9

I miss the earth so much, I miss my wife.

Em7                 A9

It's lonely out in space.

C         G        Am       D

On such a timeless flight as this...

CHORUS:

G                                      C

And I think it's gonna be a long, long time

                                   G

'Til touchdown brings me 'round to find

                                   C

I'm not the man they think I am at home

                      G      A9

Oh, no, no, no, I'm a rocket man.

C                                   G

Rocket man, burnin' out his fuse up here alone.

Mars ain't the kinda place to raise your kids.

In fact, it's cold as hell.

And there's no one there to raise them if you did.

And all this science, I don't understand.

It's just my job, five days a week.

Rocket man, rocket man.

CHORUS:

C                           G

And I think it's gonna be a long, long time.

C                           G

And I think it's gonna be a long, long time.

Rockin' Pneumonia & The Boogie-Woogie Flu

Words & Music:

Johnny Vincent & Huey Smith

        C

I wanna jump but I'm afraid I'll fall.

        C

I wanna holler but the joint's too small.

G7

Young man rhythm's got a hold of me, too.

          C       [n.c.]
I got the rockin' pneumonia and the boogie-woogie flu.

I want some lovin', baby, that ain't all.

I wanna kiss you but you're way too tall.

Young man rhythm's got a hold of me, too.

I got the rockin' pneumonia and the boogie-woogie flu.

I wanna scream, I want the world to know.

I would be runnin' but my feet's too slow.

Young man rhythm's got a hold of me, too.

I got the rockin' pneumonia and the boogie-woogie flu.

Baby, come on, now, I'm hurryin' home.

I know she's leavin' cause I'm takin' too.

Young man rhythm's got a hold of me, too.

I got the rockin' pneumonia and the boogie-woogie flu.

Rockin' Robin

Words & Music:

Bobby Day

A

He rocks in the treetops all day long,

A

Hoppin' and a-boppin' and a-singin' his song.

D7

All the little birdies on Jaybird Street,

A

Love to hear the robin go "Tweet!  Tweet!  Tweet!"

CHORUS:

        D                  A

Rockin' Robin, oh, Rockin' Robin'.

E                                                A

Oh, Rockin' Robin, well, you're really gonna rock tonight.

Every little swallow, every chick-a-dee,

Every little bird in the tall oak tree,

The wise old owl, the big black crow,

Flappin' their wings saying, "Go, bird, go!"

CHORUS:

A wordy little raven at the bird bandstand,

Told them how to do The Bop and that was grand.

They started going steady and, bless my soul,

He out-bopped the buzzard and the oriole!

He rocks in the tree tops all day long,

Hoppin' and a-boppin' and a-singin' his song.

All the little birdies on Jaybird Street

Love to hear the robin go "Tweet!  Tweet!  Tweet!"

CHORUS:

Rocky Mountain High

Words & Music:

John Denver

The alternate chords version repeats the same set of chords for each verse line.  I find it works well for the first & third lines, but not as well for the second & fourth ones.  For the alternate version, the D comes quickly on the 4th beat of the measure as a pick-up to the G.

       G                         Am7(or C)      D

[alt:  G                         Am7            F     D] [etc.]

He was born in the summer of his twenty-seventh year.

       G                          C

Comin' home to a place he'd never been before.

        G           Em                  Am7(or C)        D

He left yesterday behind him, you might say he was born again,

          G                            C

You might say he found a key for every door.

When he first came to the mountain his life was far away,

On the road and hangin' by a song,

But the string's already broken and he doesn't really care,

It keeps changin' fast and it don't last for long.

CHORUS:

        C        D              G

But the Colorado Rocky Mountain high,

     C               D           G

I've seen it rainin' fire in the sky.

    C               D            G                  C

The shadow from the starlight is softer than a lullaby.

               G          C                   G          C

[alt:          Am7  C     D                 Am7  C       D]

Rocky Mountain high, Colorado, Rocky Mountain high, Colorado.

He climbed cathedral mountains, he saw silver clouds below,

He saw everything as far as you can see.

And they say that he got crazy once and he tried to touch the sun,

And he lost a friend, but kept his memory.

Now, he walks in quiet solitude the forests and the streams,

Seeking grace in every step he takes.

His sight has turned inside himself to try and understand

The serenity of a clear blue mountain lake.

CHORUS:

[3rd line is:  You can talk to God and listen to the casual reply.]

Now his life is full of wonder, but his heart still know some fear

Of a simple thing he cannot comprehend.

Why they try to tear the mountain down to bring in a couple more,

More people, more scars upon the land.

CHORUS:

[3rd line is: I know he'd be a poorer man if he never saw an eagle fly.]

CHORUS:

[3rd line is: Friends around the campfire and everybody's high.]

[repeat last line ("Rocky Mountain high Colorado") ad infinitum and out]
Rocky Mountain Way

Words & Music:

Joe Walsh, Joe Vitale, Ken Passarelli & Rocke Grace

(from "The Smoker You Drink, The Player You Get"  Tabs bits by Richard Iliff & GW)

This is fully transcribed in Guitar World.  There are three guitars.  Guitars 1 & 2 are in standard tuning and Guitar 3 is in open E (E B E G# B E), since it is used for the slide part.

Main riff:                                                         A to E5 riff:

      E              E6    E5    E         E6    E5                 A       E5

e---------------|---------------------|----------------------|    |-------------|
B-------9--9----|----------------9--9-|-----------------9--9-|    |-------------|
G-------9--9----|---(9)----9-----9--9-|----(9)---9------9--9-|    |---2---------|
D-------9--9----|----11----9-----9--9-|----11----9------9--9-|    |---2---------|
A-------7--7----|----7-----7-----7--7-|----7-----------------|    |---0-----2---|
E-----0---------|-0------0-----0------|-0------0----0--------|    |-0---3b4-0---|
INTRO:  E  E6  E5 [8x]  |  D/E  E  E6  E5 E6 [3x]  |  D/E  E  A

E5                                     A   E5 [A to E5 riff]
Spent the last year Rocky Mountain Way.

Couldn't get much higher.

Out to pasture think it's safe to say,

E5               E5/G E7/G#

Time to open fire.

CHORUS:

       A7                                             E7  [E7 riff]
And we don't need the ladies cryin' cause the story's sad.  Ah, ha!

      E7 riff:

  e|--------------------------------7-------------|

  B|--------------------9b11-9-9b11---------------|

  G|--9-9-9-9-9-9-9\-----------------9\8\7-9\7\---|

  D|--9-9-9-9-9-9-9\------------------------------|

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

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

           A7                                           B7

'Cause the Rocky Mountain Way is better than the way we had.  Oh!

D/E  E  E6  E5  E6 [3x]  D/E  E

Well, he's tellin' us this and he's tellin' us that; changes it everyday.

Says it doesn't matter.

Bases are loaded and Casey's at bat, playin it play-by-play.

Time to change the batter.

CHORUS:

OUTRO: [instrumental solos over verse & chorus, then main riff vamp & out]
Rocky Raccoon

Words & Music:

John Lennon & Paul McCartney

Am7

[spoken over:] Am7    D7    G7    C   C/B

Now, somewhere in the Black Mountain hills of Dakota there lived a young boy named Rocky Raccoon.  And one day his woman ran off with another guy; the young rock in the eye, Rocky didn't like that.  He said, "I'm going to get that boy."  So, one day he walked into and booked himself a room at the local saloon.

Am7                   D7

Rocky Raccoon checked into his room

G7                    C  C/B

Only to find Gideons' Bible.

Am7              D7

Rocky had come equipped with a gun

   G7                        C  C/B

To shoot off the legs of his rival.

Am7                    D7

His rival it seems had broken his dreams

G7                          C  C/B

By stealing the girl of his fancy.

    Am7                                     D7

Her name was McGill, and she called herself Lil,

    G7                   C  C/B

But everyone knew her as Nancy.

Now, she and her man, who called himself Dan,

Were in the next room at the hoedown.

Rocky burst in and grinning a grin,

He said, "Danny boy, this is a showdown."

But Daniel was hot, he drew first and shot.

And Rocky collapsed in the corner.

[Piano solo]

Now, the doctor came in stinking of gin

And proceeded to lie on the table.

He said, "Rocky, you met your match."

If and Rocky said, "Doc, it's only a scratch.

And I'll be better, I'll be better, Doc, as soon as I am able."

Now Rocky Raccoon, he fell back in his room

Only to find Gideons Bible.

Gideon checked out and he left it no doubt

To help with good Rocky's revival.

Roland The Headless Thompson Gunner

Words & Music:

Warren Zevon

Am           C                                     F

Roland was a warrior from the land of the midnight sun.

         C                      G

With his Thompson gun for hire, fighting to be done.

Am                   C                            F

The deal was made in Denmark on a dark and stormy day.

                   F         C        G      Am

So, he set out for Biafra to join the bloody fray.

Through '66 and 7, they fought the Congo war.

With their fingers on their triggers, knee deep in gore.

For days and nights they battled the Bantu to their knees.

They killed to earn their living and to help out the Congolese.

CHORUS:

F           C        G     Am

Roland, the Thompson gunner.

Roland, the Thompson gunner.

His comrades fought beside him, Van Owen and the rest.

But of all the Thompson gunners, Roland was the best.

So, the CIA decided they wanted Roland dead.

That son of a bitch Van Owen blew off Roland's head.

BRIDGE:

C           G                      F            Am

Roland, the headless Thompson gunner,

     (simultaneously:  Time, time, time, for another peaceful war.)

C                          G

Norway's bravest son.

     (simultaneously:  But time stands still for Roland, 'til he evens up the score.)

         Am    G       C             G        F           Am

They can still see his headless body stalking through the night.

       C               G                 Am

In the muzzle flash of Roland's Thompson gun.

In the muzzle flash of Roland's Thompson gun.

Roland searched the continent for the man who'd done him in.

He found him in Mombassa, in a barroom drinking gin.

Roland aimed his Thompson gun, he didn't say a word.

But he blew Van Owen's body from there to Johannesburg.

CHORUS:  [2x]

The eternal Thompson gunner, still wandering through the night.

Now it's ten years later, but he still keeps up the fight.

In Ireland, in Lebanon, in Palestine and Berkeley.

Patty Hearst heard the burst of Roland's Thompson gun and bought it.

Roll Me Over In The Clover

Words & Music:

Traditional

Another one that I learned at girls' camp and later could only find on Oscar Brand's "Bawdy Songs & Backroom Ballads, Vol. 4".  There are a host of lyric variations out there.  Enjoy!

C                             Dm

This is number one, and we're really having fun.

        G                             C

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

Oh, this is number two, and his hand is on my shoe.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

CHORUS:

        C            F

Roll me over, in the clover (or, Yankee soldier)

        C            G                C

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

This is number three and his hand is on my knee.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

Oh, this is number four, and he's got me on the floor.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

CHORUS:

This is number five and his hand is on my thigh.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

Oh, this is number six, and he's got me in a fix.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

CHORUS:

This is number seven and I've died and gone to heaven.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

This is number eight and it's getting rather late.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

CHORUS:

Oh, this is number nine, and I'm feeling pretty fine.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

This is number ten and let's do it all again.

Roll me over, lay me down and do it again.

CHORUS:

Roll Over, Beethoven

Words & Music:

Chuck Berry

D                                      G                    D

I'm gonna write a little letter, gonna mail it to my local DJ.

          G                                         D

There's a rocking rhythm record I want my jockey to play.

     A                  G                     D

Roll over, Beethoven, I gotta hear it again today.

You know, my temperature's rising and the jukebox blows a fuse.

My heart's beating rhythm and my soul keeps on singing the blues.

Roll over, Beethoven, and tell Tchaikovsky the news.

I got the rocking pneumonia, I need a shot of rhythm and blues.

I think I'm rolling arthritis, sitting down by the rhythm review.

Roll over, Beethoven, rocking in two by two.

BRIDGE:

             D

Well, if you feel you like it, go get your lover.

D

Then, reel and rock it, roll it over.

    G                                  D

And move on up just a trifle further & reel and rock it, roll it over.

A                G                D

Roll over, Beethoven, rocking in two by two.

Well, early in the morning I'm a-giving you a warning,

Don't you step on my blue suede shoes.

Hey, diddle-diddle, I'm a-playing my fiddle, ain't got nothing to lose.

Roll over, Beethoven, and tell Tchaikovsky the news.

You know she wiggles like a glow worm, dance like a spinning top.

She got a crazy partner, oughta see 'em reel and rock.

Long as she got a dime the music will never stop.

                D

Roll over, Beethoven!  Roll over, Beethoven!

                G                      D

Roll over, Beethoven!  Roll over, Beethoven!

                A        G                  D

Roll over, Beethoven and dig those rhythm & blues!

Roller Derby Queen

Words & Music:

Jim Croce

E7

Gonna tell you a story that you won't believe.

     A7

But, I fell in love last Friday evenin'

       B7              A7           E7

With a girl I saw on a barroom T.V. screen.

Well, I was just gettin' ready to get my hat,

When she caught my eye and I put it back

And I ordered myself a couple o' more shots and beers.

The night that...

CHORUS:

G7                    A7           E7

I fell in love with a Roller Derby Queen.

E7

(Round and round, oh, round and round!)

    G7                         A7           B7

The meanest hunk o' woman that anybody ever seen

Down in the arena.

She was five-foot-six and two-fifteen,

A bleached-blonde mama with a streak of mean.

She knew how to knuckle and she knew how to scuffle and fight.

And the roller derby program said

That she was built like a 'frigerator with a head.

Her fans call her "Tuffy" but all her buddies called her "Spike".

You know that...

CHORUS:

BRIDGE:

E7

Round and round, go round and round.

A7                                    B7             B7  E7

Round and round, go round and round.  Round and round.

Well, I could not help it but to fall in love

With this heavy-duty woman I been speakin' of.

Things looked kind of bad until the day she skated into my life.

Well, she might be nasty, she might be fat,

But I never met a person who would tell her that

She's my big blonde bomber, my heavy-handed Hackensack Mama.

You know that...

CHORUS & BRIDGE:

Rollin' & Tumblin'

(original Muddy Waters' version)

Words & Music:

McKinley Morganfield (Muddy Waters)

Note the similarity with the lyrics to "Catfish Blues".  This is traditionally played with a slide or Dobro, invariably in open G (D G D G B D).  Does anyone have a tab for the lick to this version?

  G

I roll and I tumble, cried the whole night long.

        G

Well, I roll and I tumble, I cried the whole night long.

  D                    C

I got up this morning, didn't know what gone wrong

Well, I told my baby before I left that town.

Well, I told my baby before I left that town.

Well, don't you let nobody tear my barrelhouse down.

[hummed verse]
Well, if the river was whiskey and I was a diving duck.

Well, if the river was whiskey and I was a diving duck.

Well, I would dive to the bottom, then would I come up.

Well, I coulda had religion, this old bad thing instead.

Well, I coulda had religion, this old bad thing instead.

Well, all the whiskey & women would not let me pray.

Canned Heat subbed in these verses after the first verse:

Well, now, want you to love me, baby, or please let me be.

Yes, love me, baby, or please let me be.

If you don't like my peaches, please don't shake my tree.

Well, I want you to love me, baby; come on, and say you'll be mine.

I want you to love me, baby, come and say you'll be mine.

If you don't like my potatoes, please don't dig up my vine.
Eric Clapton "Unplugged" Version

From 12bar.de - great site for Slowhand fans!

        D                    C                   G

Well, I woke up this morning; I best get rolling on.

G

Well, now, come here, baby, sit down on daddy's knee.

Well, now, come here, baby, sit down on daddy's knee.

          D                  C                G

I want to tell you about the way they treated me.

Instrumental Solo (see below):

Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

When I woke up this morning, all I had was gone.

G


I-----------------------------------------------I


I-----------------------------------------------I


I--0-3b-0----0-3b-0-0-0-0-0-0-3b-0----0--etc.---I


I---------3b-----------------------3b-----------I


I-----------------------------------------------I


I-----------------------------------------------I


  0:06


The main theme goes like this:


  G


I-------------------------------------------------------------I


I-------------------------------------------------------------I


I-------12-12--12-12-12-12p10----10b------0-3b-0----0--etc.---I


I-12-12-----------------------12-----12----------3b----repeat-I


I-------------------------------------------------------------I


I-------------------------------------------------------------I


0:48


   G     D       C


I---------------------------------I


I---------------------------------I


I--0-0--7-7-7-7--5-5-5\--0-3b-0---I


I---------------------------------I


I---------------------------------I


I---------------------------------I


 1:05


The chords between for slide guitar (G, C and D):


   G   C   D


I--------------I


I--0---5---7---I


I--0---5---7---I


I--0---5---7---I


I--------------I


I--------------I


Then jamming around at 2:43:


I------------------------------------------------------------------------------------I


I-----------15\13-11/12--------------------------------------------------------------I


I---/12-12--------------12--3b-0--12--10\--/7--0--etc..---12\--0-3/--0-12-12--etc.---I


I------------------------------------------------------------------------------------I


I------------------------------------------------------------------------------------I


I------------------------------------------------------------------------------------I


   2:43

Bob Dylan "Modern Times" version

Tabbed by Metia_kickass


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


|----------11-11-11-11---11-11-11-11-11-11s-----9------


|-10-10-10---------------------------------8s10--------


|-------------------------------------------------10s8-


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


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


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


 Bb                              F                          Bb


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


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


-----6------6--------6-------6---------------------------------|


-6s8---8p6-8--8-8-88---8p6-8---8-------------------------------|


----------------8-88-------------6s8-8-8-8s6---6---4s6s4-------|


---------------------------------------------6---6-------9-8-6-| then back to riff


Verse can be played like A or B ,usually begins with an A,riff is played over Bb:


A: |----------------|        B: |------------------|


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


   |-----6------6---|           |-----6-------6----|


   |-6-8---8p6-8--8-|           |-8-88--8p6-8---8--|


   |----------------|           |-8-88-------------|


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


  Eb                                            Bb


I rolled and I tumbled, I cried the whole night long.  [Riffx3]

Eb                                              Bb 


I rolled and I tumbled, I cried the whole night long.  [Riffx2]

F                                             Bb


Woke up this mornin', I must have bet my money wrong.  [Riffx2]

I got troubles so hard, I can't stand the strain.  [2x]


Some young lazy slut has charmed away my brains.


The landscape is glowin', gleamin' in the golden light of day.  [2x]

I ain't holding nothin' back now, I ain't standin' in anybody's way.


Well, I did all I know just to keep you off my mind.  [2x]

Well, I paid and I paid and my sufferin' heart is always on the line.


Well, I get up in the dawn and I go down and lay in the shade.  [2x]

I ain't nobody's house boy, I ain't nobody's well trained maid.


I'm flat out spent, this woman been drivin' me to tears.  [2x]

This woman so crazy, I swear I ain't gonna touch another one for years.


Well, the warm weather is comin' and the buds are on the vine.  [2x]

Ain't nothing so depressing as trying to satisfy this woman of mine.


I got up this mornin', saw the rising sun return.  [2x]

Sooner or later you too shall burn.


The night's filled with shadows, the years are filled with early doom.  [2x]

I've been conjuring up all these long dead souls from their crumblin' tombs.


Let's forgive each other darlin', let's go down to the greenwood glen.  [2x]

Let's put our heads together, let's put old matters to an end.


Now I rolled and I tumbled and I cried the whole night long.  [2x]

I woke up this morning, I think I must be travelin' wrong.
Rollin' And Tumblin'

Words & Music:

McKinley Morganfield (Muddy Waters)

The transcriber who posted the only tab for this song is, alas, unknown.  His notes:  "The easy way to play the main riff is to alternate between G played in E form on the 3rd fret (355433), and the same thing without the E form -- 333333.  (Technically, a Bb6/G&C, I guess.)"

  The riff goes something like:

  G   G   Bb      G G G   Bb  G

  1   2   3   4   1   2   3   4

Well, I woke up this morning; I best get rolling on.

Well, come here baby, sit down on daddy's knee.

Well, come here baby, sit down on daddy's knee.

I want to tell you about the way they treated me.

Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long.

When I woke up this morning, all I had was gone.

Rollin' Stone

[see also "Catfish Blues", "Still A Fool" & "Two Trains Runnin'"]

Words & Music by:

McKinley Morganfield (Muddy Waters)

There is a full transcription of this Muddy Waters version in the July 2001 issue of Guitar One.

E7                                        A7/E

Well, I wish I was a catfish, swimmin' in a whole, deep, blue sea.

A7/E             E7

I would have all you good lookin' women fishin, fishin' after me.

Sure 'nuff, a-after me.  Sure 'nuff, a-after me.

Oh, Lord. Oh, Lord.  Sure 'nuff

I went to my baby's house and I sit down oh, on her steps.

She said, "Now, come on in now Muddy, you know my husband just now left.

Sure 'nuff, he just now left. Sure 'nuff, he just now left."

Oh, Lord.  Oh, well.  Oh, well.

Well, my mother told my father yust before hmmm, I was born,

"I got a boy childs comin', he's gonna be, he gonna be a rollin' stone.

Sure 'nuff, he's a rollin stone.  Sure 'nuff, he's a rollin stone.

Oh, well, he's a...  Oh, well, he's a...  Oh, well, he's a..."

Well, I feel, yes, I feel, baby, like the low-down, oh, time ain't long.

I'm gonna catch the first thing smokin'

Back, back down the road I'm goin'.

Back down the road I'm goin'.

Back down the road I'm goin'.

Sure 'nuff back, sure 'nuff back.
Romeo And Juliet

Words & Music:

Mark Knopfler (Dire Straits)

C                G Am                       G  C

A lovestruck Romeo sings the streets a serenade.

C                 G  Am                F

Laying everybody low with a love song that he made.

G                   F G               C

Finds a street light steps out of the shade.

                   F                         G

Says something like, "You and me, babe, how about it?"

C                          G Am                             G  C

Juliet says, "Hey it's Romeo, you nearly gave me a heart attack."

C                         G  Am

He's underneath the window.

Am                           F

She's singing, "Hey, la, my boyfriend's back.

G                               F                        C

You shouldn't come around here singing up to people like that.

F                             G

Anyway, what you gonna do about it?

CHORUS:

C      G             Am              F

Juliet, the dice was loaded from the start.

      C   G          Am            F

And I bet, and you exploded in my heart.

       C            Am             F

And I forget, I forget, the movie song.

Am                C             F                     Am    G  C

When you gonna realize it was just that the time was wrong, Juliet?

Come up on different streets, they both the streets of shame.

Both dirty both mean, yes and even and dream was just the same.

And I dreamed your dream for you and now your dream is real.

How can you look at me as if I was just another part of your deal?

Well you can fall for chains of silver, you can fall for chains of gold.

you can fall for pretty strangers and the promises they hold.

You promised me everything, you promised me thick and thin, yeah.

Now you just say oh Romeo yeah, I used to have a scene with him.

CHORUS:  [new words]
Juliet, when we made love you used to cry.

You said, "I love you like the stars above; I'll love you 'til I die."

There's a place for us, you know the movie song.

When you gonna realize it was just that the time was wrong, Juliet?

I can't do the talk, like they talk on the T.V.

I can't do a love song, like the way it's meant to be.

I can't do anything, but I'd do anything for you.

I can't do anything but be in love with you.

And all I do is miss you and the way we used to be.

All I do is keep the beat and bad company..

All I do is kiss you through the bars of a rhyme.

Juliet I'd do the stars with you anytime.

CHORUS:  [new words]
Juliet, when we made love you used to cry.

You said, "I love you like the stars above; I'll love you 'til I die."

There's a place for us, you know the movie song.

When you gonna realize it was just that the time was wrong, Juliet?

A love struck Romeo, sings the streets a serenade.

Now he's laying everymody low, with a love song that he made.

Finds a convenient street light, steps out of the shade.

Says something like you and me babe, how about it?

Rosanna

Words & Music:

Toto

A 

All I wanna do when I wake up in the morning is see you rise.

Rosanna, Rosanna!

G                                               F#m7             A  D

I never thought that a girl like you could ever care for me.  Rosanna.

G

All I wanna do in the middle of the evening is hold you tight.

Rosanna, Rosanna!

F                                              Em7                G

I didn't know you were looking for more than I could ever be.  Rosanna.

CHORUS:

Am                         G    C     F    C   G

Not quite a year since she went away, Rosanna, yeah.

Am                  G C          F   C   G

Now she's gone, and I have to say,

G    C  (Am7)Dm7   F    C  G

Meet you all the way.

G    C  (Am7)Dm7      F    C   G

Meet you all the way, Rosanna, yeah.

G    C  (Am7)Dm7      F    C  G

Meet you all the way, 

G    C  (Am7)Dm7      F    C   G    A

Meet you all the way, Rosanna, yeah.

I can see your face still shining through the window on the other side.

Rosanna, Rosanna!

I didn't know that a girl like you could make me feel so sad.  Rosanna

All I wanna take is a night you'll never ever have to compromise.

Rosanna, Rosanna!

I never thought that losing you could ever hurt so bad.

CHORUS:

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

CHORUS:

Meet you all the way, meet you all the way, Rosanna, yeah.

Meet you all the way, meet you all the way, Rosanna, yeah.

 (I Never Promised You A) Rose Garden

Words & Music:

Joe South

CHORUS:

C           Dm     G                      C

I beg your pardon, I never promised you a rose garden.

Dm                       G                          C

Along with the sunshine, there's gotta be a little rain some time.

F                                                          Dm

When you take, you gotta give; so live and let live or let go.

           G                             C

I beg your pardon I never promised you a rose garden.

C

I could promise you things like big diamond rings,

                                                Dm

But you don't find roses growin' on stalks of clover.

                        G

So, you better think it over.

         C

Well, if sweet-talkin' you could make it come true,

                                                 Dm

I would give you the world right now on a silver platter.

                   G

But, what would it matter?

PRE-CHORUS:

    Dm                    G               Gm                   A

So, smile for a while and let's be jolly; love shouldn't be so melancholy.

Dm                                           Fm  G

Come along and share the good times while we can.

CHORUS:

I could sing you a tune and promise you the moon,

But if that's what it takes to hold you,

I'd just as soon let you go.

But there's one thing I want you to know.

You better look before you leap, still waters run deep.

And there won't always be someone there to pull you out.

And you know what I'm talkin' about.

PRE-CHORUS:

CHORUS:  [2x and out]

'Round Midnight

Words & Music:

Bernie Hanighen, Thelonious Monk & Cootie Williams

Dm           Bm7-5      Em7-5             A7

It begins to tell 'round midnight, 'round midnight;

Dm7          G7      Bbm7 Gdim Am7    D7

I do pretty well 'til af - ter sun - down 

Gm7              C7      Dm   Dm+7 

Supper time, I'm feelin' sad,

       Fdim        G7         Bb7    A7

But it really gets bad 'round mid - night.

Dm              Bm7-5       Em7-5               A7

Mem'ries always start 'round midnight, 'round midnight;

Dm               G7      Bbm7  Gdim  Am7     D7

Haven't got the heart to stand those mem - 'ries;

Gm7              C7         Dm   Dm+7 

When my heart is still with you,

       Fdim       G7   A7 Dm    Dm+7   

And old midnight knows it too.

BRIDGE:

           Bm7-5        E7-9       A7

When some quarrel we've had needs mending

          Bm7-5         E7-9    A7

Does that mean that our love is ending?

Gm7         C7       Bb7       A7

Darling, I need you; lately I find

       D7         C7          Bb7        A7

You're out of my arms and I'm out of my mind.

Dm               Bm7-5     Em7-5              A7

Let our love take wing some midnight, 'round midnight;

Dm              G7      Bbm7 Gdim  Am7     D7

Let the angels sing for your  re - turn - ing;

Gm7              C7        Dm   Dm+7   Bbm9

Let our love be safe and sound

Fdim      G7      Bb7   A7    Dm 

When old midnight comes a - round.

Route 66

Words & Music:

Bobby Troup (1946)

   G        C9            G

If you ever plan to motor west,

       C9                               G

Travel my way; take the highway that is best.

         Am7      D7          G

Get your kicks on Route sixty-six.

It winds from Chicago to L.A.,

More than two thousand miles all the way.

Get your kicks on Route sixty-six.

BRIDGE:

        G[stop chord]           C9[stop chord]
Now you go through Saint Louis, Joplin, Missouri,

    G                G7

And Oklahoma City is mighty pretty.

    C9            G

You see Amarillo, Gallup, New Mexico,

Am7           D7    Am7            D7

Flagstaff, Arizona, don't forget Winona,

G        Bdim     Am7      D7

Kingman, Barstow, San Bernadino..

Won't you get hip to this timely tip

When you make that California trip?

         Am7      D7          G

Get your kicks on Route sixty-six.

Get your kicks on Route sixty-six.

Get your kicks on Route sixty-six.

Roxanne

Words & Music:

Sting (The Police)

Gm   Dm/F   EbM7   Dm   Cm   Fsus4   Gsus4

Gm     Dm/F                EbM7               Dm

Roxanne, you don't have to put on the red light.

Cm             Fsus4                   Gsus4

Those days are over, you don't have to sell your body to the night.

Gm     Dm/F                EbM7               Dm

Roxanne, you don't have to wear that dress tonight.

Cm                   Fsus4            Gsus4

Walk the streets for money, you don't care if it's wrong or if it's right.

Cm      Fsus4              Gsus4

Roxanne, you don't have to put on the red light.

Cm      Fsus4             Gsus4           G7sus4

Roxanne, you don't have to put on the red light.

CHORUS:

Cm  Bb

Roxanne!  (Put on the red light!)

Eb  F

Roxanne!  (Put on the red light!)

F   Gm

Roxanne!  (Put on the red light!)

F/C Bb                       F/C

Roxanne!  (Put on the red light!)

Eb   F

Roxanne!  (Put on the red light!)

Gsus4    Gm   Gm/F   Gm   Gm/F

Oh---!

I love you since I knew ya, I wouldn't talk down to ya.

I have to tell you just how I feel I won't share you with another boy.

I know my mind is made up so put away your makeup.

Told you once I won't tell you again it's a crime the way...

Roxanne, you don't have to put on the red light.

Roxanne, you don't have to put on the red light.

CHORUS:
Rubber Ducky

Words & Music:

Jeffrey Moss

G             Am7        D

Rubber ducky, you're the one!

G        B7        C       Cm6

You make bath time lots of fun!

G      Em7        Am7     D       G

Rubber ducky, I'm awfully fond of you.

Am7         D7

Boop-boop-e-doo!

Rubber ducky, joy of joys!

When I squeeze you, you make noise.

Rubber ducky, you're my very best friend, it's true.

Doo-doo-doo-doo, doo-doo!

CHORUS:

Bm               Em                 Bm

Every day when I make my way to the tubby

         F#7                D              Em7  Am7

I find a little fella who's cute and yellow and chubby

D

Rub-a-dub-a-dubby!

Rubber ducky, you're so fine,

And I'm lucky that you're mine.

Rubber ducky, I'm awfully fond of you!

CHORUS:

G             Am7       D7

Rubber ducky, you're so fine.

G       B7    C           Cm6

And I'm lucky that you're mine!

G      Em7        Am7     D

Rubber ducky, I'm awfully fond of...

Rubber ducky, I'd like a whole pond of...

Rubber ducky, I'm awfully fond of you!

Ruby Tuesday

Words & Music:

Mick Jagger & Keith Richard

Dm              C         Bb       C7   F

She would never say where she came from.

Dm    C         Bb             C 

Yesterday don't matter if it's gone.

Dm7       G7     C         Dm7    G7      C7            F

While the sun is bright or in the darkest night, no one knows.

F             C

She comes and goes.

CHORUS:

F   C7   F                       C7     F

Goodbye, Ruby Tuesday, who could hang a name on you?

F        C7          F7    Bb

When you change with every new day.

C7              F    C  Csus4

Still I'm gonna miss you.

Don't question why she needs to be so free.

She'll tell you it's the only way to be.

She just can't be chained

To a life where nothing's gained & nothing's lost

At such a cost.

CHORUS

"There's no time to lose."  I need her say.

Catch your dreams before they slip away.

Dying all the time.

Lose your dreams and you will lose your mind.

Ain't life unkind?

CHORUS

Dm   C   BbM7   C7   Fsus4   F

Runaround Sue

Words & Music:

Ernie Maresca & Dion Dimucci

D

Here's my story, it's sad but true.

Bm

It's about a girl that I once knew.

G

She took my love, then ran around

A

With every single guy in town.

D

Hey, hey, um-da-da-da-di.

Bm

Hey, hey, um-da-da-da-di-di.

G

Hey, hey, um-da-da-da-di-di.

A

Hey, hey, oooooooooohhhhh.

I guess I should have known it from the very start

This girl would leave me with a broken heart.

Now, listen people, what I'm telling you,

I keep away from Runaround Sue.

Her amazing lips and the smile from her face

The touch of her hand and this girl's warm embrace

So if you don't want to cry like I do

Keep away from Runaround Sue.

BRIDGE:

G                            D

She likes to travel around.  She'll love you, then she'll put you down.

G                                 A

Now, people let me put you wise:  she goes out with other guys.

And the moral of the story from the guy who knows.

I've been in love and my love still grows.

Ask any fool that she ever knew;

They'll say: "Keep away from Runaround Sue."

Runaway

Words & Music:

Dion(?)

Am                 G                           F

As I walk along, I wonder what went wrong with our love,

                   E7

A love that was so strong.

Am                       G                             F

And as I still walk on I think of the things we done together,

                      E7

While our hearts were young.

A                          F#m

I'm a-walkin' in the rain; tears are fallin' and I feel the pain.

A                             F#m

Wishin' you were here with me to end my misery.

A                F#m

And I wonder - I wa-wa-wa-wa-wonder

A    F#m                     A

Why, why, why, why, why, why she ran away.

      D                     E7             A

And I wonder where she will stay, my little runaway.

D                   A          E7

Run, run, run, run, runaway.

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE:

REPEAT ENTIRE SONG:

Running On Empty

Words & Music:

Jackson Browne

D  A  [3x]  F#m  D                       A/C#                   E

                 (I don't know where I'm running, now, I'm just running on...)

D                  A                       D  A [etc.]

Looking out at the road rushing under my wheels.

Looking back at the years gone by like so many summer fields.

In '65 I was seventeen and running up 101

D                      A/C#                  E

I don't know where I'm running now, I'm just running on...

CHORUS:

         D/A            A                D/A         A

(Running on) Running on empty.  (Running on) Running blind.

D/A                   A                   F#m

(Running on) Running into the sun, but I'm running behind.

Gotta do what you can just to keep your love alive.

Trying not to confuse it with what you do to survive.

In '69 I was twenty-one and called the road my own.

I don't know when that road turned onto the road I'm on.

CHORUS:

REPEAT INTRO: [with slide guitar]
BRIDGE:

F#m           D     E             A F#m                 E           D

   Everyone I know,  everywhere I go, people need some reason to believe

                   A

I don't know about anyone but me.

F#m                D      E            A

   If it takes all night, that'll be alright,

D                   E             D   C#m    Bm  A    F#m  E

If I can get you to smile before I leave.

Looking out at the road rushing under my wheels

I don't know how to tell you all just how crazy this life feels

I look around for the friends I used to turn to to pull me through

Looking into their eyes I see them running too

CHORUS:

Honey you really tempt me,  You know the way you look so kind

I'd love to stick around but I'm running behind

You know I don't even know what I'm hoping to find

Running into the sun but I'm running behind.

OUTRO:  [slide guitar solo over D A pattern]  D  E  D  C#m  Bm  A

Rush

Words & Music:

Big Audio Dynamite

I still need the chords to this B.A.D. classic.

If I had my time again, I would do it all the same.

And not change a single thing, even when I was to blame.

For the heartache and the pain that I caused throughout my years.

How I'd love to be your man through the laughter and the tears.

CHORUS:

Situation: no-win.  Rush for a change of atmosphere.

I can't go on, so I give in.  Gotta get myself right out of here.

Now, I'm fully grown and I know where it's at.

Somehow I stayed thin while the other guys got fat.

All the chances that I've blown and the times that I've been down.

I didn't get too high, kept my feet on the ground.

CHORUS:

INTERLUDE:  [over ambient background sound & music samples]
Yes, it's delightful, delightful

"Rush for a change of atmosphere..."

.. I wish I could sing like that. Not everything is singing you know.

The only important thing these days, is rhythm and melody.

Rhythm ...and melody.

... A time to laugh, A time to cry...

And of all my friends, you've been the best to me.

Soon will be the thing when I will pay you handsomely.

Broken hearts are hard to mend, I know I've had my share.

But life just carries on even when I'm not there.

CHORUS:  [2x]
OUTRO:  [2x]
Gotta get myself right.

Gotta get myself right.

Gotta get myself right outta here.

Russians

Words & Music:

Sting

Am        Am7  F   G             Dm      Em7           F6 E7

In Europe and America, there's a growing feeling of hysteria.

Am               Am7      F       G

Conditioned to respond to all the threats

          E7      Am              Dm  E

In the rhetorical speeches of the Soviets.

    C                        E7

Mr. Krushchev said, "We will bury you."

  Am                      E7

I don't subscribe to this point of view.

         Am         Am7      F        G

It would be such an ignorant thing to do,

       Dm         G        Am        E

If the Russians love their children, too.

How can I save my little boy from Oppenheimer's deadly toy?

There is no monopoly of common sense on either side of the political fence.

   Dm               Em7      F6          G  Am FM7

We share the same biology, regardless of ideology.

Am         Em7     Am                   FM7      Am                   Em7

Believe me when I say to you I hope the Russians love their children, too.

There is no historical precedent to put words in the mouth of the President

There's no such thing as a winnable war, it's a lie we don't believe anymore

Mr. Reagan says, "We will protect you."

I don't subscribe to this point of view

Am         Em7     Am                    Dm          G       Am        E

Believe me when I say to you, I hope the Russians love their children, too.

We share the same biology, regardless of ideology

Am         FM7      Am     Em7             Am      FM7        Am        Em7

What might save us, me and you, is if the Russians love their children, too.

