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500 Miles  

The Proclaimers 

 
Intro: [G] [A] [D] / / (2nd line)  
 
[D] When I wake up, yeah, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A] wakes up next to [D] you. 
[D] When I go out, yeah, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A] goes along with [D] you. 
[D] If I get drunk, well I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A] gets drunk next to [D] you. 
[D] And if I haver, yeah, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who’s [A] havering to [D]you. 

 [D] But I would walk 500 miles, and [G] I would walk [A] 500 more, 
Just to [D] be the man who walked 1,000 
[G] miles to fall down [A] at your door. 

[D] When I’m working, yeah, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who’s [A] working hard for [D] you. 
[D] And when the money, comes in for the work I do 
I'll pass [G] almost every [A] penny on to [D] you. 
[D] When I come home, oh I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A] comes back home to [D] you. 
[D] And if I grow old, well, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who’s [A] growing old with [D] you. 

[D] But I would walk 500 miles, and [G] I would walk [A] 500 more, 
Just to [D] be the man who walked 1,000 
[G] miles to fall down [A] at your door. 

[D] Ta la la ta (ta la la ta), ta la la ta [ta la la ta],la la la [G] ta, la la la la la [A] ta,la la la [D] la la [2x] 

[D] When I’m lonely, well, I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who’s [A] lonely without [D]you. 
[D] And when I’m dreaming, well, I know I'm gonna dream, 
I'm gonna [G] dream about the [A] time when I’m with [D] you. 
[D] When I go out, well I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A]  goes along with [D] you. 
[D] And when I come home, well I know I'm gonna be, 
I'm gonna [G] be the man who [A] comes back home to[D] you. 
I’m gonna [Em] be the man who’s[A] coming home to [D] you. 

[D] But I would walk 500 miles, and [G] I would walk [A] 500 more, 
Just to [D] be the man who walked 1,000 
[G] miles to fall down [A] at your door. 

[D] Ta la la ta (ta la la ta), ta la la ta [ta la la ta],la la la [G] ta, la la la la la [A] ta,la la la [D] la la [2x] 

  

 



 



 



All For Me Grog 
 
D7 (single strum) 
 
Chorus 
               G                                C               G  
Well it’s all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog 
                                         D   
It’s all for me beer and tobacco 
         G                    G7             C                          G   
For I spent all me tin on the lassies drinking gin 
                                                                  D7      G  
Far across the western ocean I must wan – der 
 
Verses 
G                                           C                           G 
Where are me boots, me noggin’, noggin’ boots 
                                                    D  
They’re all gone for beer and tobacco  
              G                                   G7                C                             G   
For the heels, they are worn out and the toes are kicked about 
                                                                        D7      G 
And the soles are looking out for better wea – ther  

 

CHORUS 
 
G                                      C                             G 
Where is me shirt, me noggin’, noggin’, shirt 
                                            D   
It’s all gone for beer and tobacco 
              G                 G7                     C                                G   
For the collar is all worn, and the sleeves they are all torn 
                                                                 D7      G 
And the tail is looking out for better wea – ther 
 

CHORUS 
 
       G                                   C                           G 
I’m sick in the head and I haven’t gone to bed 
                                                         D  
Since first I came ashore for me slumber 
         G                    G7                   C                            G   
For I spent all me dough on the lassies, don’t ya know 
                                                                  D7     G 
Far across the western ocean I must wan – der 
 

CHORUS 
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Bye Bye Love Everly Brothers

(CHORUS) 
Bb      F 
BYE BYE LOVE 
Bb   F 
BY BYE HAPPINESS 
Bb F 
HELLO LONELINESS 
                        C    F 
I THINK I'M-A GONNA CRY-Y 
Bb      F 
BYE BYE LOVE 
Bb      F 
BYE BYE SWEET CARESS 
Bb F 
HELLO EMPTINESS 
                       C F 
I FEEL LIKE I COULD DIE-E 
                      C F 
BYE BYE MY LOVE GOODBY-EYE 

N.C 
                               C                                      F 
THERE GOES MY BABY WITH SOMEONE NEW 
                                 C                     F 
SHE SURE LOOKS HAPPY, I SURE AM BLUE   
                        Bb                                C 
SHE WAS MY BABY TILL HE STEPPED IN 
                                                                               F 
GOODBYE TO ROMANCE THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN 

Chorus 
N.C 
                                   C 
I'M THROUGH WITH ROMANCE 
                                   F 
I'M THROUGH WITH LOVE 
                                    C                             F 
I'M THROUGH WITH COUNTIN' THE STARS ABOVE. 
                            Bb                                C 
AND HERE THE REASON THAT I'M SO FREE 
                                                                    F 
MY LOVIN' BABY IS A THROUGH WITH ME 

Chorus 

F            C F 
BYE BYE MY LOVE GOODBYE BYE 
REPEAT TO FADE 



CLOSING TIME ‐ Semisonic 

(G  D  Am  C) 

 Closing time  
Open all the doors and let you out into the world  

 Closing time 
Turn all of the lights on over every boy and every girl 

 Closing time 
One last call for alcohol so finish your whiskey or beer 

 Closing time 
You don't have to go home but you can't stay here 

~Chorus~ 

 I know who I want to take me home  
 I know who I want to take me home  
I know who I want to take me home  
Take me home  

 Closing time 
Time for you to go out to the places you will be from 

 Closing time 
This room won't be open till your brothers or your sisters come 

So gather up your jackets and move it to the exits 
I hope you have found a friend 

 Closing time 
Every new beginning comes from some other beginning's end 

~Chorus~ 

 Closing time 
Time for you to go out to the places you will be from 

~Chorus~ 2x όŀƭǘύ

 Closing time 
Every new beginning comes from some other beginning's end 



Country Roads - John Denver
F

F Dm
Almost heaven, West Virginia, 
C   Bb F
Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River. 

Dm
Life is old there, older than the trees, 
C   Bb
Younger than the mountains, growin' like a 
F
breeze.

(CHORUS)
F C
Country roads, take me home, 

Dm   Bb
To the place I belong:

F C
West Virginia, mountain momma,

  Bb F
Take me home, country roads. 

F Dm
All my mem'ries, gather 'round her,
C   Bb F
Miner's lady, stranger to blue water. 

Dm
Dark and dusty, painted on the sky,
C   Bb F
Misty taste of moonshine, teardrop in my eye.

CHORUS
Dm C F
I hear her voice, in the mornin' hours she calls me,

  Bb F C
The radio reminds me of my home far away. 

Dm Eb
And drivin' down the road, 

  Bb F C
I get a feelin' that I should have been home yesterday, 

C7
yesterday.

CHORUS X2 
C F

Take me home, country roads. 
C F

Take me home, down country roads. 



CUPID by Sam Cooke 
 

G  Em (x2) 
 
-CHORUS: 
G            Em                                G               C 
 Cupid, draw back your bow, and let your arrow go; 
G                            D7                           G↓        D7 
 Straight to my lover's heart, for me, for me. 
G           Em                                 G          C 
 Cupid, please hear my cry, and let your arrow fly; 
G                             D7                          C       G 
 Straight to my lover's heart, for me... 
 
-VERSE 1: 
           G                                                        D7 
Now, I don't mean to bother you, but I'm in distress; 
                                                                G 
There's danger of me losin' all of my happiness. 
                                                         C 
For I love a girl who doesn't know I exist; 
D7                            G 
 And this you can fix. So... 
 
CHORUS 
 
-VERSE 2: 
            G                                                        D7 
Now, Cupid, if your arrow makes her love strong for me, 
                                                           G 
I promise I will love her until eternity. 
                                                                    C 
I know, between the two of us, her heart we can steal; 
D7                         G 
 Help me if you will. So... 
 
CHORUS 
 
G                             D7                          C       G 
 Straight to my lover's heart, for me...  (Cha cha cha)
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Down On The Corner - CCR 

 
C                       G                C 
Early in the evenin'   just about supper time,  over by the courthouse, 
 
        G              C    F                         C 
they're starting to unwind, four kids on the corner,  trying to bring you up, 
 
                              G               C 
Willy picks a tune out and he blows it on the harp. 
 
 
Chorus: 
 
F           C        G          C                      F            C 
Down on the corner,  out in the street,  Willy and the Poorboys are playin' 
 
          G               C 
bring a nickel,  tap your feet. 
 
 
Verse 2: 
 
C                               G                 C 
Rooster hits the washboard, and people just gotta smile,  Blinky thumps the 
 
             G         C        F                              C 
gut bass and solos for awhile.  Poor-boy twangs the rhythm out on his  
 
                                             G              C 
Kalamazoo.  And Willy goes in to a dance and doubles on Kazoo. 
 
 
repeat chorus: 
 
3rd verse: 
 
C                       G              C 
You don't need a penny just to hang around,  but if you got a nickel won't 
 
     G             C      F                   C 
you lay your money down.  Over on the corner, there's a happy noise,   
 
                                G              C 
people come from all around to watch the magic boy. 
 
 
repeat chorus and fade: 
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Drop Baby Drop

Intro: |A |C#m7 |Bm7 |E7 |

Verse 1
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
My heart does the tango, with every little move you make
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
I love you like a mango, `cause we can make it everyday

Chorus
A C#m7 Bm7 E7

I want you to drop baby, drop baby, drop, drop all your love on me
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
Drop baby, drop baby, drop, drop `cause I'm hungry
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
Drop baby, drop baby, drop, drop all your love on me
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
Drop baby, drop baby, drop, drop `cause I'm hungry

Verse 2
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
My nights would be so lonely, if ever you should choose to go
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
I`d live just like a zombie, with very little love to show

Chorus

Bridge
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
Who loves you pretty baby, who`s gonna help you through the
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
night. Who loves you pretty mama, who`s always there to make it
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
right . Who loves you, who loves you pretty baby, Who`s gonna love you
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
mama, baby drop

Verse 3
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
My heart does the tango, with every little move you make
A C#m7 Bm7 E7
I love you like a mango, `cause we can make it everyday

Chorus

A C#m7 Bm7
Drop baby, drop baby drop



The 6th Wukulele Songbook

3/8/2010                                                      Worthing Ukulele Jam 1

Drunken Sailor
Traditional sea shanty

Verse 1:
[Dm] What'll we do with a drunken sailor,
[C] What'll we do with a drunken sailor,
[Dm] What'll we do with a drunken sailor,
[C] Earl-aye in the [Dm] morning?

Chorus:
[Dm] Way hay and up she rises
[C] Patent blocks o' diff'rent sizes,
[Dm] Way hay and up she rises
[C] Earl-aye in the [Dm] morning

2. Sling him in the long boat till he's sober
Chorus
3. Trice him up in a runnin' bowline.
4. Give 'im a taste of the bosun's rope-end.
5. Give 'im a dose of salt and water.
6. Stick on 'is back a mustard plaster.
7. Shave his belly with a rusty razor.
8. Send him up the crow's nest till he falls down.
9. Put him in the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him.
10. Soak 'im in oil till he sprouts flippers.
11. Put him in the guard room till he's sober.
12. Put him in bed with the captain's daughter
13. Take the Baby and call it Bo'sun.
14. Put him in the scuffs until the horse bites on him.
15. Heave him by the leg and with a rung console him.
16. That's what we'll do with the drunken sailor.
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Good Riddance              Green Day 
Hear this song at:  http://au.youtube.com/watch?v=JE2QnjT4k8Q&feature=related (Play along in this key) 

From:  Richard G’s Ukulele Songbook    www.scorpex.net/uke.htm  

Intro:  [G] [G] [Cadd9] [Dadd4] [G] [G] [Cadd9] [Dadd4] 

[G] Another turning point a [Cadd9] fork stuck in the [Dadd4] road  
[G] Time grabs you by the wrist di[Cadd9]rects you where to [Dadd4] go 
[Em7] So make the [Dadd4] best of this [Cadd9] test and don't ask [G] why 
[Em7] It's not a [Dadd4] question but a [Cadd9] lesson learned in [G] time 

It's [Em7] something unpre[G]dictable but [Em7] in the end is [G] right 
I [Em7] hope you had the [D7] time of your [G] life 

[G] [Cadd9] [Dadd4] [G] [G] [Cadd9] [Dadd4] 

[G] So take the photographs and [Cadd9] still frames in your [Dadd4] mind 
[G] Hang it on a shelf in [Cadd9] good health and good [Dadd4] time 
[Em7] Tattoos of [Dadd4] memories and [Cadd9] dead skin on [G] trial.  
[Em7] For what it's [Dadd4] worth it was [Cadd9] worth all the [G] while 

It's [Em7] something unpre[G]dictable but [Em7] in the end is [G] right 
I [Em7] hope you had the [D7] time of your [G] life 

It's [Em7] something unpre[G]dictable but [Em7] in the end is [G] right 
I [Em7] hope you had the [D7] time of your [G] life 
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Happy Birthday [Various] 

                         or           

 or                   
 

C: 
Happy [C] Birthday to [G7] you, 
Happy Birthday to [C] you, 
Happy [C7] Birthday, dear [F] Name, Name, 
Happy [C] Birthday [G7] to [C] you 
 
F: 
Happy [F] Birthday to [C7] you, 
Happy Birthday to [F] you, 
Happy [F7] Birthday, dear [Bb] Name, Name, 
Happy [F] Birthday [C7] to [F] you 
 

G: 
Happy [G] Birthday to [D7] you, 
Happy Birthday to [G] you, 
Happy [G7] Birthday, dear [C] Name, Name, 
Happy [G] Birthday [D7] to [G] you 
 
D: 
Happy [D] Birthday to [A7] you, 
Happy Birthday to [D] you, 
Happy [D7] Birthday, dear [G] Name, Name, 
Happy [D] Birthday [A7] to [D] you 
 

 
   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |    
A|------------|------------|------------|------------|  
E|------------|-1--0-------|------------|-3--1-------|  
C|-0--0--2--0-|------------|-0--0--2--0-|------------|  
G|------------|------------|------------|------------| 

   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |    
A|-------3--0-|------------|------------|  
E|------------|-1-----0----|------------|  
C|-0--0-------|----------2-|------------|  
G|------------|------------|------------| 

   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |    
A|-1--1--0----|------------|------------|  
E|------------|-1-----3----|-1----------|  
C|------------|------------|------------|  
G|------------|------------|------------| 

   |  |  |  |   |  |  |  |  
A|------------|------------|  
E|------------|------------|  
C|-0--2--0--3-|------------|  
G|------------|------------|   



* = Use the First position Chord 

HEY JUDE 
G                      D 
Hey Jude don’t make it bad 
            D7               G 
take a sad song  and make it better 
      C                           G 
Remember to let her into your heart 
                     D7               G 
and then you can start to make it better 

G                 D 
Hey Jude don’t be afraid 
         D7                     G 
you were made to go out and get her 
    C                             G 
The minute you let her under your skin 
             D7             G        G7 
then you begin to make it better 

                          C*              Am 
And anytime you feel the pain hey Jude  refrain 
                     D7              G          G7 
Don’t carry the world upon your shoulder 
                              C                  Am 
For well you know that it’s a fool who plays it cool 
                   D7              G 
by making his world  a little colder 

Interlude: G7 D* D6 D7 

    G                    D 
Hey Jude don’t let me down 
    D7                         G 
You have found  her now go and get her 
  C                          G 
Remember to let her into you heart 
              D7               G 
then you can start to make it better 
                G7                     D7 
better  better  better  better  better YAH!!! 

G*              F                C*                    G* 
Nah  Nah  Nah   Nah na Nah NAH   nah na nah NAH , Hey Jude! 

G*              F                C*                    G* 
Nah  Nah  Nah   Nah na Nah NAH   nah na nah NAH , Hey Jude! 

               repeat till fade... 



The Hills of Connemara 
 
Chorus  
G                                               C          G  
Gather up the pots and the old tin can, 
                                           C                        D  
the mash, the corn, the barley and the bran. 
 G                                             C          G  
Run like the devil from the excise man, 
                                                 D   G  
keep the smoke from risin, Barney. 
  
Verses 
G                                  C           G      
Keep your eyes well peeled today,  
                              C           D 
the excise man is on his way,  
G                             C               G  
searching for the mountain tay  
                                    D  G 
in the Hills of Connemara.  
 
CHORUS 
 
G                                   C                     G   
Swing to the left and swing to the right, 
                                 C               D 
the excise man will dance all night, 
G                                             C         G  
drinking up the tay till the broad daylight, 
                                    D  G 
In the Hills of Connemara. 
 
CHORUS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
G                                             C               G  
A gallon for the butcher, a quart for Tom, 
                                     C          D 
a bottle for poor old Father John, 
G                                  C        G  
to help the poor old man along,  
                                    D  G 
in the Hills of Connemara. 
 
CHORUS 
 
G                                    C        G   
Stand your ground, it is too late,  
                                C         D 
the excise man is at the gate. 
G                                    C                 G  
Glory be to God, he's drinking it nate,  
                                    D  G 
in the hills of Connemara.  
 
CHORUS 
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"I'm Yours" by Jason Mraz 
 
Verse 1: 
 C 
Well, you dawned on me and you bet I felt it 
 G 
I tried to be chill but you're so hot that I melted 
 Am                                                       F 
I fell right through the cracks, now I'm  tryin' to get ba--ack 
                  C 
Before the cool done run out I'll be givin' it my best test 
        G 
And nothin's gonna stop me but divine intervention 
 Am                                            F                                       C 
I reckon it's again my turn --  to win some or learn some 
 
Chorus: 
C                        G 
So, I won't hesitate 
                       Am 
No more,  no more, 
                 F 
It cannot wait;  I'm sure 
      C                       G                          Am 
No need to compli-cate;   our time is  short 
                    F   C 
This is our fate;  I'm yours 
 
Bridge: 
C                                                        G 
Well open up your mind and see like me 
                                                            Am 
Open up your plans and damn you're  free 
                                                         F 
Look into your heart and you'll find  love love love love 
C                                                                                  G 
Listen to the music (of the moment) maybe sing with  me 
                                Am 
All a peaceful melo-dy 
                                                         F                                     D 
And it's our godforsaken right to be  loved loved loved loved  loved 
 
 
(repeat chorus--see page 2) 
 
 



 
-- 2 -- 

 
 
Chorus: 
C                        G 
So, I won't hesitate 
                       Am 
No more,  no more, 
                 F 
It cannot wait;  I'm sure 
      C                       G                         Am 
No need to compli-cate;   our time is short 
                    F   C  
This is our fate;  I'm yours  
 
Verse 2 (same melody as Verse 1): 
 C 
I've been spendin' way too long checkin' my tongue in the mirror 
 G 
And bendin' over backwards just to try to see it clearer 
 Am                                                            F 
But my breath fogged up the glass,   so I drew a new face and I laughed 
 C 
I guess what I'd be sayin' is there ain't no better reason 
 G 
To rid yourself of vanities and just go with the season 
 Am                                                         F 
It's what we aim to do, our name is our  virtue 
 
Chorus: 
C                        G 
So, I won't hesitate 
                       Am 
No more,  no more, 
                 F 
It cannot wait;  I'm sure 
      C                       G                            Am 
No need to compli-cate;   our time is short 
                    F                C 
This is our fate;  I'm yours.  (end on single strum of C) 
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 



I Think We’re Alone Now – Tommy James and the Shondells/Tiffany 
 
 
C            G            F    C                                
 
Verse 1: 
C                        Em 
        Children behave 
Am           G 
   That's what they say when we're together 
C                                   Em 
     And watch how you play 
Am                          G 
They don't understand and so we're 
Em                                    C  
Runnin' just as fast as we can 
Em                                    C  
Holdin' on to one another's hand 
   Bb 
Tryin' to get away into the night 
                              G   
        And then you put your arms around 
me as we tumble to the ground 
                      C    
And then you say: 
 
Chorus 
        C            G 
I think we're alone now 
              F                                C 
There doesn't seem to be anyone around 
        C            G 
I think we're alone now 
        F                                        C 
The beating of our hearts is the only sound 
 
Verse 2: 
C                     Em 
    Look at the way 
Am  G 
    We gotta hide what we're doin' 
C                               Em 
'Cause what would they say 
Am  G 
   If they ever knew and so we're 
Em                                    C  
Runnin' just as fast as we can 
 

Em                                    C  
Holdin' on to one another's hand 
   Bb 
Tryin' to get away into the night 
                              G   
        And then you put your arms around 
me as we tumble to the ground 
   C 
And then you say: 
 
Chorus 
        C            G 
I think we're alone now 
              F                                C 
There doesn't seem to be anyone around 
        C            G 
I think we're alone now 
        F                                        C 
The beating of our hearts is the only sound 
 
Outro: 
        C            G 
I think we're alone now 
              F                                C 
There doesn't seem to be anyone around 
 
(repeat to fade) 
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Roger Miller, Note = G, August 12, 2012. 

King of the Road 1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

Intro = 2 measures of [G]6 

7 

[G] Trailer for [C] sale or rent8 

[D7] Rooms to let… [G] fifty cents. 9 

No phone, no [C] pool, no pets10 

I [D7] ain’t got no cigarettes 11 

Ah, but [G] two hour of [C] pushin’ broom 12 

Buys an [D7] eight by twelve [G] four-bit room  13 

I’m a [G7] man of [C] means by no means14 

[D7] King of the [G] road. 15 

16 

[G] Third boxcar, [C] midnight train17 

[D7] Destination [G] Bangor, Maine. 18 

Old worn out [C] suits and shoes,19 

I [D7] don’t pay no union dues, 20 

I smoke [G] old stogies [C] I have found 21 

[D7] Short, but not too [G] big around22 

I’m a [G7] man of [C] means by no means23 

[D7] King of the [G] road. 24 

25 

I know [G] every engineer on [C] every train26 

[D7] All of their children, and [G] all of their names 27 

And [G] every handout in [C] every town 28 

And [D7] every lock that ain’t locked when no one’s around. 29 

30 

I sing [G] Trailer for [C] sale or rent31 

[D7] Rooms to let… [G] fifty cents. 32 

No phone, no [C] pool, no pets33 

I [D7] ain’t got no cigarettes 34 

Ah, but.. [G] two hour of [C] pushin’ broom 35 

Buys an [D7] eight by twelve [G] four-bit room  36 

I’m a [G7] man of [C] means by no means37 

[D7] King of the [G] road. 38 

[D7] King of the [G] road. 39 

[D7] King of the [G] road. 40 



 110

=��&.��/�1���	��	�/
������%�����������
�
���
�����
� ��������������
� ��������������
�
� ��1��������������������	�����������������
� ��
����!�����������������������
� ��
�!�������������	���#�����	���������������
� ��9����������
!�����������������������!�����	�����
�
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
�
� ��1���#��������������������������������	�
� ��
����!���������������������������
� ��$�������	��������������	���������������	����
� ��9����������
!�����������������������!�����	������
�
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
�
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
� ��>��������������������������������!������	����
� ��>��������������������������������!�����	����
�

��� ��� ��� �
�



Lava (Someone to Lava)                                                                               Page 1 of 2 
 

 

[Intro] 
C G7 F C G7 
 
[Verse 1] 
C                    G7 
A long long time ago there was a volcano  
F                       C             G7 
living all alone in the middle of the sea. 
C                         G7 
He sat high above his bay watching all the couples play,  
F                   C           G7 
and wishing that he had someone too. 
C                           G7 
And from his lava came this song of hope that he sang 
F                  C             G7 
out loud every day for years and years. 
 
 
[Chorus] 
F                C 
I have a dream I hope will come true  
G7                           C 
that you're here with me and I'm here with you. 
F                               C 
I wish that the earth, sea, the sky up above-a 
F            G7         C        
will send me someone to la-va. 
 
F  G  C 
 
[Verse 2] 
C                          G7 
Years of singing all alone turned his lava into stone 
F                   C              G7 
until he was on the brink of extinction. 
C                           G7 
But little did he know that living in the sea below 
F                   C                G7 
another volcano was listening to his song 
C                            G7 
Every day she heard his tune her lava grew and grew 
F                        C                  G7 
because she believed his song was meant for her. 
C                       G7 
Now she was so ready to meet him above the sea  
      F                     C            G7 
as he sang his song of hope for the last time.  
 
 
[Chorus] 
F                C 
I have a dream I hope will come true  
G7                           C 
that you're here with me and I'm here with you. 
F                               C 
I wish that the earth, sea, the sky up above-a 
F            G7         C 
will send me someone to la-va. 
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F  G  C 
 
[Verse 3] 
C                         G7 
Rising from the sea below stood a lovely volcano  
F                      C                 G7 
looking all around but she could not see him. 
C                                     G7 
He tried to sing to let her know that she was not there alone 
F                    C            G7 
but with no lava his song was all gone 
C                                    G7 
He filled the sea with his tears and watched his dreams disappear  
F                         C             G7 
as she remembers what his song meant to her. 
 
 
 
[Chorus] 
F                C 
I have a dream I hope will come true  
G7                           C 
that you're here with me and I'm here with you. 
F                               C 
I wish that the earth, sea, the sky up above-a 
F            G7         C 
will send me someone to la-va 
 
 
 
[Verse 4] 
C                        G7 
Oh they were so happy to finally meet above the sea 
F                      C             G7 
all together now their lava grew and grew. 
C                                 G7 
No longer are they all alone with aloha as their new home 
F                       C                 G7 
and when you visit them this is what they sing.  
 
 
 
[Chorus 2] 
F                C 
I have a dream I hope will come true  
G7                               C 
that you'll grow old with me and I'll grow old with you.  
F                            C 
We thank the earth, sea, the sky we thank too 
F G7   C 
I lava you 
F G7   C 
I lava you 
F G7   C 
I lava you 
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Lean On Me
by Bill Withers, 1972

[C]Sometimes in our [F]lives
We all have [C]pain, we all have [Em]sor[G7]row
[C]But if we are [F]wise
We know that [C]there's always [G7]tomor[C]row

Lean on me, when you're not [F]strong
And I'll be your [C]friend, I'll help you [Em]carry [G7]on
[C]For it won't be [F]long
'Til I'm gonna [C]need somebody to [G7]lean [C]on

[C]Please swallow your [F]pride
If I have [C]things you need to [Em]bor[G7]row
[C]For no one can [F]fill
Those of your [C]needs, that you don't [G7]let [C]show

Lean on me, when you're not [F]strong
And I'll be your [C]friend, I'll help you [Em]carry [G7]on
[C]For it won't be [F]long
'Til I'm gonna [C]need somebody to [G7]lean [C]on

So just [C]call on me brother, when [F]you need a [C]hand
We all [C]need somebody to [G7]lean [C]on
I just might have a problem that [F]you'd under[C]stand
We all [C]need somebody to [G7]lean [C]on

Lean on me, when you're not [F]strong
And I'll be your [C]friend, I'll help you [Em]carry [G7]on
[C]For it won't be [F]long
'Til I'm gonna [C]need somebody to [G7]lean [C]on

[C]If there is a [F]load
You have to [C]bear, that you can't [Em]car[G7]ry
[C]I'm right up the [F]road
I'll share your [C]load if you just [G7]call [C]me

[G7]Call [C]me
[G7]Call [C]me
(s-l-o-w-l-y) [G7]Call [C]me…



 

 

 

 



Let It Be- Beatles 
 
C                     G                 Am          F 
When I find myself in times of trouble, Mother Mary comes to me 
C                 G              F    C 
Speaking words of wisdom, let it be 
C                 G                Am                F 
And in my hour of darkness, She is standing right in front of me 
C                 G              F    C 
Speaking words of wisdom, Let it be 
 
 
Am         G          F          C 
Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 
C                G              F   C 
Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 
 
 
C                   G               Am                  F 
And when the broken hearted people, Living in the world agree 
C                G              F    C 
There will be an answer, let it be 
C                   G               Am                  F 
But though they may be parted, There is still a chance that they will see 
C                G              F    C 
There will be an answer, let it be 
 
  
Am         G          F          C 
Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 
C                G              F   C 
There will be an answer, let it be 
Am         G          F          C 
Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 
C                G              F   C 
Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 
 
 
C                   G                  Am                 F 
And when the night is cloudy, there is still a light that shines on me 
C                G              F    C 
Shine on till tomorrow, let it be 
C                   G                   Am            F 
I wake up to the sound of music, Mother Mary comes to me 
C                G              F    C 
Speaking words of wisdom, let it be 
 
 
Am         G          F          C 
Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 
C                G              F   C 
Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 
Am         G          F          C 
Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 
C                G              F   C 
Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 



Little Boxes - Malvina Reynolds 
 
INTRO: C,  G7,  C 
 
C                      C                F               C 
Little boxes on the hillside, little boxes made of ticky-tacky 
       C            G7               C             G7 
Little boxes on the hillside, little boxes all the same 
          C                C               F               C 
There's a green one, and a pink one, and a blue one, and a yellow one 
            C               G7                    G7                C 
And they're all made out of ticky-tacky, and they all look just the same 
 
 
        C             C           F               C 
And the people in the houses, all went to the uni-versity 
      C                G7              C                G7 
Where they were put in boxes, and they came out all the same 
            C                    C            F           C 
And there's doctors, and there's lawyers, and business ex-ecutives 
            C               G7                    G7 
      C 
And they're all made out of ticky-tacky, and they all look just the same 
 
 
         C               C                F               C 
And they all play on the golf course, and drink their mar-tinis dry 
         C               G7                C              G7 
And they all have pretty children, and the children go to school 
        C              C                F               C 
And the children go to summer camp, and then to the uni-versity 
      C               G7              G7                C 
Where they are put in boxes, and they come out all the same 
 
        C            C             F                 C 
And the boys go into business, and marry and raise a family 
   C             G7                    C                 G7 
In boxes made of ticky-tacky, and they all look just the same 
          C                C               F               C 
There's a green one, and a pink one, and a blue one, and a yellow one 
            C               G7                    G7                  C 
And they're all made out of ticky-tacky, and they all look just the same 
 



My Wild Irish Rose

C       F     C      
My wild Irish Rose 
    F        G7          C
The sweetest flower that grows
G7                  C
You may search everywhere 
G7              C      
But none can compare 
D7                 G7
With my wild Irish Rose

C       F     C
My wild Irish Rose 
    F       G7          C 
The dearest flower that grows
G7                  C
And some day for my sake 
G7             C
She may let me take 
    D7            G7         C
The bloom from my wild Irish Rose 

        F     C
My wild Irish Rose 
    F       G7          C 
The dearest flower that grows
G7                  C
And some day for my sake 
G7             C
She may let me take

(Slowing Gradually) 
    D7            G7         C
The bloom from my wild Irish Rose 

Page 1



On the Road Again - 
Willie Nelson  
 
[C]  
 
             [C]  
On the road again  
                                            [E7]  
Just can't wait to get on the road again  
                                        [Dm]  
The life I love is making music with my friends  
      [F]                  [G7]                      [C]  
And I can't wait to get on the road again  
 
              [C]  
On the road again  
                                  [E7]  
Goin' places that I've never been  
                                        [Dm]  
Seein' things that I may never see again  
      [F]                   [G7]                      [C]  
And I can't wait to get on the road again 
  
            [F]  
On the road again  
                                                              [C]  
Like a band of gypsies we go down the highway  
                [F]  
We're the best of friends  
                                                           [C]                                           
Insisting that the world keep turning our way  
         [G7] 
and our way  
 
               [C]  
Is on the road again  
                                              [E7]  
I just can't wait to get on the road again  
                                          [Dm]  
The life I love is making music with my friends  
      [F]                          [G7]               [C]  
And I can't wait to get on the road again  
 
[C] [E7] [Dm] [F] [G7] [C] x2  
 
 
 
 
 
 

             [F]  
On the road again  
                                                               [C]  
Like a band of gypsies we go down the highway  
                 [F]  
We're the best of friends  
                                                                 [C]                                      
Insisting that the world keep turning our way  
             [G7] 
and our way  
 
                [C]  
Is on the road again  
                                              [E7]  
Just can't wait to get on the road again  
                                         [Dm]  
The life I love is making music with my friends  
      [F]                        [G7]                [C]  
And I can't wait to get on the road again  
      [F]                        [G7]                [C]  
And I can't wait to get on the road again  
 

[F] [G7] [C] x1 
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Runaround Sue    Dion and the Belmonts 

Hear this song at: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5LPzYO_ZpE4 (play along with capo at 1
st

 fret) 

From:  Richard G’s Ukulele Songbook   www.scorpex.net/Uke  

[C] Here's my story it's sad but true [Am] it's about a girl that I once knew 

[F] She took my love then ran around [G] with every single guy in town 

[C] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [Am] hey hey woh oh oh oh oh 

[F] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [G] hey 

[C] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [Am] hey hey woh oh oh oh oh 

[F] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [G] hey wooooooohhhhh 

[C] Yeah I should have known it from the very start 

[Am] This girl would leave me with a broken heart 

[F] Now listen people what I'm telling you 

[G] Keep away from Runaround Sue 

[C] Her amazing lips and the smile on her face 

The [Am] touch of her hand and this girl's warm embrace 

[F] So if you don't want to cry like I do [G] keep away from Runaround Sue 

[C] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [Am] hey hey woh oh oh oh oh 

[F] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [G] hey wooooooohhhhh 

[F] She like to travel around she'll [C] love you then she'll put you down 

Now [F] people let me put you wise [G] she goes out with other guys 

And the [C] moral of the story from the guy who knows 

[Am] I've been in love and my love still grows 

[F] Ask any fool that she ever knew they’ll say 

[G] Keep away from Runaround Sue 

[C] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [Am] hey hey woh oh oh oh oh 

[F] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [G] hey wooooooohhhhh 

[F] She like to travel around she'll [C] love you then she'll put you down 

Now [F] people let me put you wise [G] she goes out with other guys 

And the [C] moral of the story from the guy who knows 

[Am] I've been in love and my love still grows 

[F] Ask any fool that she ever knew they’ll say 

[G] Keep away from Runaround Sue 

[C] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [Am] hey hey woh oh oh oh oh 

[F] Hey hey woh oh oh oh oh [G] hey wooooooohhhhh [C] 

 

 



Felice & Boudleaux Bryant, 4 bpm, Note = F#, September 18, 2011.

Rocky Top1 

2 

3 

4 

Intro = chords of 1st line.5 

6 

[D] Wish that I was [G] on ole [D] Rocky Top [Bm] down in the [A7] Tennessee [D] hills7 

[D] Ain’t no smoggy [G] smoke on [D] Rocky Top [Bm] ain’t no [A7] telephone [D] bills8 

[D] Once I had a [G] girl on [D] Rocky Top [Bm] half bear [A7] other half [D] cat9 

[D] Wild as a mink but [G] sweet [D] as soda pop [Bm] I still [A7] dream about [D] that10 

11 

[Bm] Rocky Top you’ll [A] always be [C] home sweet home to [G] me.  Good ole12 

[D] Rocky Top, Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee, Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee13 

14 

[D] Once 2 strangers [G] climbed ole [D] Rocky Top [Bm] looking for a [A7] moonshine [D] still15 

[D] Strangers ain’t come [G] down from [D] Rocky Top [Bm] reckon they [A7] never [D] will16 

[D] Corn don’t grow at [G] all on [D] Rocky Top [Bm] ground’s too [A7] rocky by [D] far17 

[D] That’s why all the [G] folks on [D] Rocky Top [Bm] drink their [A7] corn from a [D] jar18 

19 

[Bm] Rocky Top you’ll [A] always be [C] home sweet home to [G] me.  Good ole20 

[D] Rocky Top, Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee, Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee21 

22 

[D] I’ve had years of [G] cramped up [D] city life [Bm] trapped like a [A7] duck in a [D] pen23 

[D] All I know is [G] it’s a [D] pity life [Bm] can’t be [A7] simple [D] again24 

25 

[Bm] Rocky Top you’ll [A] always be [C] home sweet home to [G] me.  Good ole [D] Rocky Top,26 

[D] Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee,27 

[D] Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee,28 

[D] Rocky Top [C] Tenne [D] ssee29 

30 

Ending = …end sharply on up-strum after 6th beat of [D] !31 

Strummed quickly
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Spoof - Ukulele [Hallelujah] 

Thanks Guy Snape https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M4VD0SigYRg  

The last verse written by Geoff Thorpe SUP 

Intro: [C] [Am] [C] [Am] 
 
Now I’ve [C] heard there was a [Am] list of chords 
That [C] I should play ’til [Am] I got bored 
My [F] teacher told me [G] I must practice [C] daily [G] 
It [C] goes like this, [F] C, F, [G] G7 
I’ll [Am] never play the [F] harp in heaven 
I’m [G] going to hell to [E7] play my uku-[Am]-lele 
 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[Am]-lele,  Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[C]-le-----[G]-le [C] 
[C] [Am] [C] [Am] 
 
On [C] X Factor they [Am] sang this song 
But [C] I believe they [Am] got it wrong 
The [F] vocals sounded [G] shrill and far to [C] wail-ey [G] 
But [C] sometimes when [F] the spirit [G] moves 
I’m [Am] sure that laughing [F] Len approves 
I’ll [G] play his song [E7] upon my uku-[Am]-lele 
 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[Am]-lele ,  Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[C]-le-----[G]-le [C] 
[C] [Am] [C] [Am] 
 
It [C] doesn’t matter [Am] who you are 
Or [C] where you come from, [Am] near or far 
You [F] could be Greek, Bra-[G]-zilian or Is-[C]-raeli [G] 
No-[C]-one will want to [F] be your [G] friend 
Be-[Am]-cause you drive them [F] round the bend 
And [G] irritate them [E7] with your uku-[Am]-lele 
 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[Am]-lele,  Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[C]-le-----[G]-le [C] 
[C] [Am] [C] [Am] 
 
So [C] armed with my [Am] half-dozen chords 
I'm [C] setting out to [Am] tread the boards 
At [F] folk-club sessions, [G] open mic or [C] ceilidh [G] 
From [C] jazz, thrash-metal, [F] country, [G] pop 
To [Am] little stick of [F] Blackpool Rock 
You'll [G] hear them all [E7] upon my uku-[Am]-lele 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[Am]-lele 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[C]-le-----[G]-le [C] 
 
[C] [Am] [C] [Am] 
Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[Am]-lele,  Uku-[F]-lele, uku-[C]-le-----[G]-le [C] 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

  



Take It Easy – The Eagles   Arr. Pete McCarty 

 [D][D][D][D] [G6][G6][G6][G6] [G][G][G][G] [D][D][D][D] 
 

[D] Well, I'm running down the road tryin' to loosen my load 
I've got seven women [A] on my [G] mind [D] four that wanna own me 
[A] two that wanna stone me [G] one says she's a friend of [D] mine 
 

Take it [Bm] easy, take it [G] easy [D] 
don't let the [Em] sound of your own [G] wheels 
drive you [Bm] crazy 
 

Lighten [G] up while you still [D] can don’t even [G] try to under [D] -stand 
Just find a [Em] place to make your [G] stand And take it [D] easy 
 

Well, I'm a standing on a corner In Winslow, Arizona 
and such a fine [A] sight to [G] see It's a [D] girl, my lord In a [A] flatbed Ford [G] 
slowin' down to take a look at [D] me 
 

Come on, [Bm] baby, don't say [G] maybe [D] 
I gotta [Em] know if your sweet [G] love is gonna [Bm] save me 
 

We may [G] lose and we may [D] win though we will [G] never be here [D] again, 
so open [Em] up, I'm climbin' [G] in and take it [D] easy 
 

Well I'm running down the road tryin' to loosen my load 
got a world of trouble [A] on my [G] mind [D]  lookin' for a lover 
who [A] won't blow my cover she's [G] so hard to [D] find 
 

Take it [Bm] easy, take it [G] easy [D] 
don't let the [Em] sound of your own [G] wheels 
drive you [Bm] crazy 
 

Come on [G] ba [D] by don’t say [G] may [D]-be I gotta [Em] know if your  
sweet [G] love Is gonna [D] save me 
[D] We oughtah take it e-e [G6] -e-e [G] –‘zay-ay-ay’ 
[D] We oughtah take it e-e [G6] -e-e [G] –‘zay-ay-ay’ 
[D] We oughtah take it e-e [G6] -e-e [G] –‘zay-ay-ay’  [DSTOP] 
 
              GCEA – TUNING                                                                         BARI - TUNING 

                                             

 



 193

5�!	����	�����!'��.�%���	����0
	�
�
���
�����
� ���
�
������������� �����������	������	���������������������������������
��	���������������������������������������������	���������������� ��������� ���
+�	��������������	���������	������������ �����
��������������������������������������
!���� ����
�
+�	���������������	����'����������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	����'����������������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	�����'�����	������
�
9��������� �����������������������������	�����'�������������
)�������������������������������	������	��������������� ������������ ����
+�	��������������	����'�	������������ �����
��������������������������������������
!���� ����
�
+�	���������������	����'����������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	����'����������������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	�����'�����	������
�
���

�(�	�
�����	�.�%�
��	��
�0��

�
'�����	
��0��	�
	���
� ��� �������������
����������� ��� ���
�
+�	��������������	���������	������������ �����
��������������������������������������
!���� ����
�
+�	���������������	����'����������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	����'����������������������
+�	��������������	����'���!����������������������
+�	���������������	�����'�����	������
�

�� �� �� �� �� �



Wagon Wheel

Intro: G D Em C G D C C

G                                        D 
Headed down south to the land of the pines 
Em                                    C
I'm thumbin my way into North Caroline 
G                                               D 
Stare up  the road and I pray to God I see 
C
head lights 
G                                      D 
I made down the coast in seventeen hours 
Em                         C 
pickin a boquet of dog wood flowers and I'm 
G                             D                        C 
hopin for Reliegh I can see my baby tonight

Chorus:
G                                    D
Rock me mamma like a wagon wheel
Em                               C  
Rock me mamma any way you feel
G  D             C 
hey mamma rock me 
G                                      D 
rock me mamma like the wind and the rain
Em                                C 
rock me mamma like a south bound train
G  D              C 
hey mamma rock me 

2nd verse:  

G                                        D 
runnin from the cold up in new england I
Em                                    C
wasborn to be a fiddler in an old time string
G                                               D 
band my baby plays the guitar i pick
C
the banjo now 

G                                      D 
o the north country keep gettin me now i lost my 
Em                         C 
money playin poker so i had to up and leave but
G                             D                        C 
I ain't lookin back to live in that old life no more

chorus

3rd verse: 

G                                        D 
walkin to the south out of ronoak caught a
Em                                    C 
trucker out of philly had a nice long toke
G                                               D 
but he's headed west to the cumberland gap
C
johnson city tennessee
G                                      D 
i gotta get a move on fit for the sun i hear
Em                         C 
baby callin my name and i no she's the only one
G                             D                        C 
and if i die in reliegh at least i will die free

chorus





Whats Up? ‐ 4 Non‐Blondes 
 

[Intro] 
G  Am  C   G     G  Am  C   G 
 
 
[Verse 1] 
G 
Twenty-five years and my life is 
still 
Am 
Trying to get up that great big hill 
   C               G 
Of hope for a destination 
 
G 
I realized quickly when I knew I 
should 
         Am 
That the world was made of this 
brotherhood 
   C                      G 
Of man, for whatever that means 
 
 
[Pre-Chorus] 
         G                                     
And so I cry sometimes when I'm 
lying in bed 
        Am            
Just to get it all out, what's in my 
head   
      C                         G 
and I - I am feeling a little 
peculiar 
 
         G  
And so I wake in the morning and I 
step outside 
      Am 
and I take a deep breath and I get 
real high and 
  C                                           
I scream at the top of my lungs 
                G 
"What's going on?" 
 
 
[Chorus] 
            G           Am 
And I said "Heyeyeyeyey Heyeyey" 
        C                 G 
I said "Hey, what's going on?" 
            G           Am 
And I said "Heyeyeyeyey Heyeyey" 
        C                 G 
I said "Hey, what's going on?" 
 
 

[Interlude] 
G     Am  C   G 
Ooh, Ooh Ooh       
G     Am  C   G 
Ooh, Ooh Ooh  
 
 
[Verse] 
      G                   Am 
And I try, oh my God do I try 
              C                  G 
I try all the time, in this 
institution 
      G                    Am 
And I pray, oh my god do I pray 
                    C 
I pray every single day 
          G 
For a revolution 
 
 
[Pre-Chorus] 
 
[Chorus] 
 
[Chorus] 
 
 
[Interlude] 
G     Am  C   G 
Ooh, Ooh Ooh       
 
 
[Outro] 
G 
Twenty-five years and my life is 
still 
Am                                    
Trying to get up that great big hill 
    C 
of hope 
           G      (STOP STRUMMING) 
For a destination MMMMMMmmmmmm 
 



82.               WHEN I’M SIXTY FOUR                  Chosen by Jo 

Intro:   [F2] [Fm2] [C2] [A72] [D2] [G72] [C1] [G71] [C1] 
  
[C] When I get older, losing my hair, many years from [G7] now  
Will you still be sending me a valentine, birthday greeting, [C] bottle of wine? 
If I’ve been out ‘til quarter to three [C7] would you lock the [F] door? 
Will you still [Fm] need me, [C] will you still [A7] feed me, [D] when I’m [G7] 
sixty [C] four? 
 
[Am] Oooo-[G]oooo-[Am]oooo!  You’ll be older [E7] too 
[Am] Ah, and if you [Dm] say the word, [F] I could [G] stay with [C] you. [G] 
 
[C] I could be handy mending a fuse, when your lights have  [G7] gone 
You can knit a sweater by the fireside. Sunday morning, [C] go for a ride 
Doing the garden, digging the weeds, [C7] who could ask for [F] more. 
Will you still [Fm] need me, [C] will you still [A7] feed me, [D] when I’m [G7] 
sixty [C] four? [Am] 
 
[Am] Ev’ry summer we can rent a cottage in the Isle of [G] Wight, if it’s not 
too [Am] dear. 
We shall scrimp and [E7] save. [Am] Grandchildren [Dm] on your knee, [F] 
Vera, [G] Chuck and [C] Dave. [G] 
 
[C] Send me a postcard, drop me a line, stating point of [G7] view. 
Indicate precisely what you mean to say, “Yours sincerely, [C] wasting away” 
Give me your answer, fill in a form.  [C7] Mine for ever[F]more 
Will you still [Fm] need me, [C] will you still [A7] feed me, [D] when I’m [G7] 
sixty [C] four? Ho! 
[F2] [Fm2] [C2] [A72] [D2] [G72] [C1] [G71] [C1] 

 

 

 



 
Wonderful World  (Don't Know 
Much…) 
 
Intro:  G -- Em -- G -- Em 
 
Verse 1: 
G                                    Em 
 Don't know much about history, 
C                               D 
 Don't know much bi-ology. 
G                                       Em 
 Don't know much about a science book, 
C                                      D 
 Don't know much of  the French I took. 
  
Chorus: 
G                           C 
 But I do know that I love you, 
G                                 C 
 And I know that if you love me too; 
             D                                       G 
What a wonderful world this could be. 
  
Verse 2: 
G                                          Em 
 Don't know much about ge-ography, 
C                                   D 
 Don't know much trigo-nometry. 
G                                     Em 
 Don't know much about algebra, 
C                                     D 
 Don't know what a slide rule is for. 
  
Chorus: 
G                                  C 
 But I do know one and one is two, 
G                                C 
 And if this one could be with you; 
            D                                         G 
What a wonderful world this could be. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Bridge:                                                                                                                    
page 2 
        D                      G 
Now I don't claim to be an 'a' student,  
D                       G 
 But I'm tryin' to be. 
             A7                                           G 
'Cause maybe by being an 'a' student, baby, 
A7                      D7 
 I could win your love for me. 
  
Verse 3: 
G                                            Em 
 Don't know much about the  Middle Ages, 
C                                             D 
 Looked at the pictures,  then  turned the 
pages. 
G                                            Em 
 Don't know nothin'  'bout  no  rise and fall, 
C                                     D  
 Don't know much 'bout  nothin' at all.. 
  
repeat CHORUS  ("But I do know… ") 
 
Verse 4: 
 G                            Em 
La ta,  ta ta ta ta... - history -, 
C                                        D 
 Mmm..  hm…  mm...   - bi-ology -. 
 G                                     Em 
La ta ta ta ta ta ta ta ta,  - science book -, 
C                          D 
 Mmm...  hmm..  - French I took -. 
  
final Chorus: 
G                           C 
 But I do know that I love you, 
G                                  C 
 And I know that if you love me too; 
             D                                         G,  C, G 
What a wonderful world this could be.     
 



You Ain't Goin' Nowhere - Bob Dylan 
 
G                         Am 
Clouds so swift Rain won't lift 
C                             G 
Gate won't close Railings froze 
  G                            Am 
Get your mind off wintertime 
C                                         G 
You ain't goin' nowhere 
 
G               Am 
Whoo-ee ride me high 
C                                              G 
Tomorrow's the day My bride's gonna come 
G                   Am                  C                                   G 
Oh, oh, are we gonna fly Down in the easy chair 
 
G                                       Am 
I don't care How many letters they sent 
C                                 G 
Morning came and morning went 
 G                                         Am 
Pick up your money And pack up your tent 
C                                         G 
You ain't goin' nowhere 

G               Am 
Whoo-ee ride me high 
C                                              G 
Tomorrow's the day My bride's gonna come 
G                   Am                  C                                   G 
Oh, oh, are we gonna fly Down in the easy chair 
 
G                                   Am 
Buy me a flute And a gun that shoots 
C                          G 
Tailgates some substitutes 
G                                    Am 
Strap yourself To the tree with roots 
C                                         G 
You ain't goin' nowhere 

 
G               Am 
Whoo-ee ride me high 
C                                              G 
Tomorrow's the day My bride's gonna come 
G                   Am                  C                                   G 
Oh, oh, are we gonna fly Down in the easy chair 
 
G                             Am 
Genghis Khan He could not keep 
C                   G 
All his kings Supplied with sleep 
G                                       Am 
We'll climb that hill no matter how steep 
C                                       G 
When we come up to it 
 
G               Am 
Whoo-ee ride me high 
C                                              G 
Tomorrow's the day My bride's gonna come 
G                   Am                  C                                   G 
Oh, oh, are we gonna fly Down in the easy chair 
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