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Tom Dooley 

Intro: Instumental banjo verse

A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4   

E 2 3 4 E 2 3 4 E 2 3 4 E 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 

Chorus

 A                                                                                                        E

Hang down your head Tom Dooley, hang down your head and cry

E                                                                                                   A

Hang down your head Tom Dooley, poor boy you’re gonna die

A                                                                    E

I met her on a mountain, there I took her life

E                                                                                       A

I met her on a mountain and I stabbed her with my knife

Chorus

A 



                                 E

This time tomorrow, I reckon where I’ll be

E


     
       





       A

Down in some lonesome valley, hangin’ from a wild oak tree

Chorus

A                     



               E

This time tomorrow, I reckon where I’ll be

E 






                    A

If it hadn’t been for Grayson I’d a bin in Tennessee

 Chorus x 2

Achy Breaky Heart

Intro: 1 2 1 2 3 4 

A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 

A                                              

You can tell the world you never was my girl. 

                                                              E     

You can burn my clothes when I'm gone. 

Or you can tell your friends just what a fool I've been, 

                                                                    A              

And laugh and joke a-bout me on the phone. 

A                                         

You can tell my arms go back to the farm. 

                                                      E      

You can tell my feet to hit the floor. 

Or you can tell my lips to tell my fin-ger-tips 

                                                                      A     

They won't be reach-ing out for you no more. 

Chorus 

A                                               

But don't tell my heart my ach-y break-y heart. 

                                                      E      

I just don't think he'd un-der-stand. 

And if you tell my heart, my ach-y break-y heart, 

                                                       A    

He might blow up and kill this man. 

A                                            

You can tell your man I moved to Ar-kan-sas. 

                                                              E    

Or you can tell your dog to bite my leg. 

Or tell your broth-er Cliff whose fist can tell my lip 

                                                       A    

He nev-er real-ly liked me any-way. 

Or tell your Aunt Lou-ise, tell an-y-thing you please. 

                                                             E    

My self al-read-y knows I'm not o-kay. 

Or you can tell my eyes to watch out for my mind, 

                                                             A    

It might be walk-ing out on me to-day. 

Chorus X 2

Rock My Soul
Intro: Instrumental Verse

Chorus

D  

Rock my soul in the bosom of Abraham

A

Rock my soul in the bosom of Abraham

D

Rock my soul in the bosom of Abraham

A                    D

Oh rock my soul

D

So high I can’t get over it

A

So low I can’t get under it

D

So wide I can’t get round it
A                    D

Oh rock my soul

Chorus

D

The Lord said "Son you gotta get up and move it "

A

The Lord said "Son you gotta get up and move it "

D

The Lord said "Son you gotta get up and move it "

A                    D

Oh rock my soul

Chorus x 2

Jet Plane

A        


   
          D

All my bags are packed and I’m ready to go 

           A                      D

I’m standing here outside your door

     A                       D                      E

I hate to wake you up to say goodbye

                A

                  D             

But the dawn is breaking, it’s early morn 

        A                              D 

The taxi’s waitin’, he’s blowin’  his horn

     A                     D                      E

Already I’m so lonesome I could cry

Chorus

       A                  D                  A                           D

So kiss me and smile for me, tell me that you’ll wait for me

    A                           D                 E

Hold me like you’ll never let me go

         A        D                       A                           D                 A

I’m leavin’ on a jet plane, I don’t know when I’ll be back again

       D                   E

Oh babe I hate to go

A                              D                          A                        D

So many times I’ve let you down, so many times I’ve played around

   A                   D                          E

I tell you now they don’t mean a thing

           A                     D                            A                       D

Every place I go I’ll think of you, every song I sing, I’ll sing for you

          A                         D                             E

When I come back I’ll wear your wedding ring

Chorus

A                            D                             A                    D

Now the time has come to leave you, one more time let me kiss you.

          A                             D                    E

Then close your eyes and I’ll be on my way

      A                        D                            A                        D

To dream about the days to come when I won’t have to leave alone

    A                   D                       E

About the time, I won’t have to say

Chorus

                     E            A

Repeat……..I hate to go

AMAZING  GRACE

      A                              D             A                                              E       
Amazing grace how sweet the sound that saved a wretch like me

     A                           D              A                             E        A                               

I once was lost but now I’m found was blind but now I see

     A                                            D         A                                           E

T’was grace that taught my heart to fear and grace my fear relieved

           A                            D           A                        E          A

How precious did that grace appear the hour I first believed

     A                                     D              A                                    E

Through many dangers, toils and snares we have already come

              A                                  D            A                              E          A

‘Twas grace that brought us safe thus far and grace will lead us home

   A                                    D             A                                         E

We’ve been there ten thousand years, bright shining as the sun

             A                       D                 A                                  E         A

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise than when we first begun

Bad Moon Rising

Intro  A  A    E    D    A

A              E      D       A       A       E          D       A  

I see the bad moon rising,  I see trouble on the way

A           E       D                A         A      E       D         A

I see earthquakes and lightning, I see bad times today

Chorus:

 D                                                        A                                                  

Don't go around tonight,  well it's bound to take your life

   E            D                          A

There's a bad moon on the rise

A            E    D         A          A                  E       D           A

I hear hurricanes blowing,  I know the end is coming soon

 A         E        D     A          A                 E          D            A 

I fear rivers overflowing,  I hear the voice of rage and ruin

Chorus

   (Instrumental)

  A              E               D          A         A                  E         D             A

  D                                            A                    

  E               D                           A     

  A                E              D          A           A                  E           D           A                       

  Hope you got your things together,  hope you're quite prepared to die

   A                       E          D       A          A                E      D         A

Looks like we're in for nasty weather,  one eye is taken for an eye

Tambourine Man

Intro: 1234 D A D A 

G              A                           D                      G   

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me, 

                D                    G                       A         

I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm goin' to. 

G                A                          D                     G   

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me, 

           D                    G                           A         D    

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you. 

G                               A                     D                           G     

Though I know that evenin's empire has returned into sand, 

D                            G     

Vanished from my hand, 

                D                      G                           A         

Left me blindly here to stand but still not sleeping. 

          G                A                    D                     G     

My weariness a-mazes me, I'm branded on my feet, 

      D                  G    

I have no one to meet 

              D                        G                              A         

And the ancient empty street's too dead for dreaming. 

Chorus 

G                     A                                            G     

Take me on a trip upon your magic swirlin' ship, 

           D                        G                  D                         G     

My senses have been stripped, my hands can't feel to grip, 

       D                          G     

My toes too numb to step, 

         D                  G                         A          

Wait only for my boot heels to be wanderin'. 

       G                   A                   D                G    

I'm ready to go anywhere, I'm ready for to fade 

    D                       G                      D                        G    

In-to my own par-ade, cast your dancing spell my way, 

                           A         

I promise to go under it. 

Chorus 

Instrumental D A D A 

G                                       A                                       D                       G    

Though you might hear laughin', spinnin', swingin' madly across the sun, 

             D                  G                      D                   G   

It's not aimed at any-one, it's just es-capin' on the run 

         D                             G                     A       

And but for the sky there are no fences facin'. 

        G                              A         D                       G     

And if you hear vague traces of skippin' reels of rhyme 

                   D                G                       D                         G     

To your tambourine in time, it's just a ragged clown be-hind, 

                 D                G     

I wouldn't pay it any mind, 

                  D                   G                       A        

It's just a shadow you're seein' that he's chasing. 

Chorus 

D A D A D A D A D

Folsom Prison Blues

Intro 1 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

G                                                       

I hear the train a-comin'; it's rollin' 'round the bend 

                                    G7                 

And I ain't seen the sunshine since I  don't know when 

        C7                                                          G              

I'm stuck in Folsom Prison and time keeps draggin' on 2 3 4 1 2 3 

               D7                                                           G                  

But that train keeps a-rollin' on down to San An-tone 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

G                                               

When I was just a baby, my momma told me, "Son, 

                                               G7                         

Always be a good boy; don't ever play with guns" 

          C7                                                        G               

But I shot a man in Reno, just to watch him die 2 3 4 1 2 3 

               D7                                                                   G                 

When I hear that whistle blowin' I hang my head and cry 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

Instrumental 

G 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 G7 2 3 4 C7 2 3 4 C7 2 3 4  G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

G                                                    

I bet there's rich folk eatin' in a fancy dining car 

                                                         G7                     

They're prob'ly drinkin' coffee and smokin' big cigars 

          C7                                                          G                

But I know I had it comin', I know I can't be free 2 3 4 1 2 3 

                 D7                                                                    G              

But those people keep a-movin', and that's what tortures me 2 3 4 1 2 3 

G                                                                       

Well if they freed me from this prison, if that railroad train was mine 

                                            G7                                 

I bet I'd move it all a little farther down the line 

C7                                                                            G                

Far from Folsom Prison, that's where I'd want to stay 2 3 4 1 2 3 

            D7                                                                  G                 

And I'd let that lonesome whistle blow my blues a-way 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

Instrumental 

A 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 A7 2 3 4 D7 2 3 4 D7 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 E 2 3 4 E 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 A 2 3 4 

A                                                       

I hear the train a-comin'; it's rollin' 'round the bend 

                                 A7                                              

And I ain't seen the sunshine since I don't know when 

        D7                                                                      A              

I'm stuck in Folsom Prison and time keeps draggin' on 2 3 4 1 2 3 

               E7                                                            A                

But that train keeps a-rollin' on down to San An-tone 2 3 4 1 2 3  (Twice)

The Speed of the Sound of Loneliness

Intro: 1 2 1 2 3 4 G C D G G C D G 

G                                                                     C     

You come home late and you come home early 

         D                                                      G     

You come on big when you're feeling small 

G                                                                             C     

You come home straight and you come home curly 

            D                                               G   

Sometimes you don't come home at all 

Chorus 

G                                               C        

So what in the world's come over you 

          D                                                      G    

And what in heaven's name have you done 

G                                                                    C          

You've broken the speed of the sound of loneliness 

             D                                                         G   

You're out there running just to be on the run 

G                                                          C     

Well I got a heart that burns with a fever 

        D                                                  G    

And I got a worried and a jealous mind 

G                                                 C    

How can a love that'll last for-ever 

        D                    G    

Get left so far be-hind 

Chorus + [Instrumental] G C D G C D G 

G                                                         C      

It's a mighty mean and a dreadful sorrow 

              D                                 G   

That's crossed an evil line to-day 

G                                             C      

How can you ask about to-morrow 

          D                                         G   

When we ain't got one word to say 

Chorus X 2

              D                                                        G   

You're out there running just to be on the run 

              D                                                        G       

You're out there running just to be on the run

Cotton Jenny

Intro: 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

Gd Ge Gf Ge Gd Ge Gf Ge 

G                         

There's a house on a hill 

            C                                        G    

By a worn down weathered old mill 

                           D                         

In the valley be-low where the river winds 

                                                   G     

There's no such thing as bad times 

G                         

And a soft southern flame 

         C                             G    

Oh Cotton Jenny's her name 

                                D                         

And she wakes me up when the sun goes down 

                                              G     

And the wheels of love go round 

Chorus 

G                              C     

Wheels of love go round 

                  G                      A     

Love go round, love go round 

                          D     

What a joyful sound 

            G                         C                          D     

I ain't got a penny for Cotton Jenny to spend 

                                         G     

But then the wheels go round 

Gd Ge Gf Ge Gd Ge Gf Ge 

G                       

When the new day begins 

          C                           G   

I go down to the cotton gin 

                           D                        

And I make my time worth while to them 

                                          G    

Then I climb back up a-gain 

G                         

And she waits by the door 

         C                            G    

Oh Cotton Jenny I'm sore 

                               D                            

And she rubs my feet while the sun goes down 

                                              G     

And the wheels of love go round 

G                              C     

Wheels of love go round 

                 G                       A     

Love go round, love go round 

                            D     

What a joyful sound 

           G                         C                           D     

I ain't got a penny for Cotton Jenny to spend 

                                         G     

But then the wheels go round 

Gd Ge Gf Ge Gd Ge Gf Ge 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 

G                              C     

Wheels of love go round 

                 G                       A     

Love go round, love go round 

                           D     

What a joyful sound 

            G                         C                          D     

I ain't got a penny for Cotton Jenny to spend 

                                             G     

But then the wheels go round 

Gd Ge Gf Ge Gd Ge Gf Ge 

G                        

In the hot, sickly south 

                    C                              G     

When they say we'll shut my mouth 

                          D                          

I can never be free from the cotton grind 

                                           G    

But I know I got what's mine 

G                           

She's a soft southern flame 

         C                               G    

Oh Cotton Jenny's her name 

                         D                         

She wakes me up when the sun goes down 

                                                G     

And the wheels of love go round 

G                              C     

Wheels of love go round 

                 G                       A     

Love go round, love go round 

                             D     

What a joyful sound 

            G                         C                          D     

I ain't got a penny for Cotton Jenny to spend 

                                          G     

But then the wheels go round 

Gd Ge Gf Ge Gd Ge Gf Ge ~

The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down

Intro: G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

Em     G                                      C                                  Em    

Virgil Caine is my name and I served on the Danville train 

G                         Em                        C                            Em   

Till Stoneman's cavalry came and tore up the tracks a-gain 

C                        G                            Em               C            

In the winter of sixty five, we were hungry, just barely alive 

      Em                      C                 

By May the tenth, Richmond had fell 

                G          Em                   A    

It was a time I re-member, oh so well 

Chorus

         G               C                      G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                   Em                 

And all the bells were ringing 

          G              C                       G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                   Em                              

And all the people were singing, they went. 

G           Em           A             C        G   

Na na na na na na, Na na na na na, Na-aah-aah-aah 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

Em                                  G             C                              Em 

Back with my wife in Tennessee, one day she called to me 

            G               Em      C                            Em  

Virgil, quick come see! there goes Robert E. Lee 

C                      G                    Em                            C               

I don't mind chopping wood, I  don't care if the money's no good 

Em                                      C              

Take what you need and leave the rest 

                            G              Em                   A    

But they should never have taken the very best 

Chorus

Em                    G                 C                  Em  

Like my father be-fore me, I'm a workin' man 

G                           Em          C                    Em    

Like my brother a-bove me, I took a rebel stand 

C                     G                                     Em                     C            

Just eighteen, proud and brave, when a Yankee laid him in his grave 

     Em                             C               

I  swear by the blood beneath my feet 

                  G                        Em                           A    

You can't raise a Caine back up when he's in de-feat 

        G               C                       G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                    Em                 

And all the bells were ringing 

        G                  C                      G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                    Em                              

And all the people were singing, they went. 

G           Em            A                       C      

Na na na na na na, Na na na na na, Na-aah 

        G                  C                    G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                  Em                 

And all the bells were ringing 

        G                 C                    G    

The night they drove old Dixie down 

                   Em                              

And all the people were singing, they went. 

G           Em            A                      C                 Em    

Na na na na na na, Na na na na na, Na ah ah ah ah

Jet Plane  

Intro – G (8 Bars)

 G        


          C


All my bags are packed and I’m ready to go 

           G                      C

I’m standing here outside your door

     G                         Em                  D

I hate to wake you up to say goodbye

                G 

                  C             

But the dawn is breaking it’s early morn 

          G                             C 

The taxi’s waitin’, he’s blowin’  his horn

    G                       Em                      D

Already I’m so lonesome I could cry

Chorus

    G                       C                  G                           C

So kiss me and smile for me, tell me that you’ll wait for me

    G                           Em               D

Hold me like you’ll never let me go

         G         C                        G                           C

I’m leavin’ on a jet plane, I don’t know when I’ll be back again

 G  Em                   D

Oh babe I hate to go

G                                C                          G                         C

So many times I’ve let you down, so many times I’ve played around

    G                    Em                         D

I tell you now they don’t mean a thing

             G                      C                            G                        C

Every place I go I’ll think of you, every song I sing, I’ll sing for you

           G                           Em                          D                       

When I come back I’ll wear your wedding ring

Chorus + Intro

G                              C                            G                      C

Now the time has come to leave you, one more time let me kiss you.

            G                             Em                 D

Then close your eyes and I’ll be on my way

         G                         C                            G                          C

To dream about the days to come when I won’t have to leave alone

      G                  Em                      D

About the time, I won’t have to say

Chorus x 2

                          D           G

Repeat……..I hate to go

Sloop John B

Intro: 1 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 

G                                                  

We come on the Sloop John B, my grandfather and me 

                                                 D    

Around Nassau town we did roam 

                        G                          C     

Drinkin’ all night, we got into a fight 

               G                  D          G    

I feel so broke up, I wanna go home 

CHORUS 

G                                                      

So hoist up the John B sail, see how the mainsail sets 

                                                              D    

Call for the Captain ashore, let me go home 

                    G                         C  Am 

I wanna go home, I wanna go ho me 

            G                              D           G    

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home 

G                                                            

The first mate he got drunk, he broke in the Captain’s trunk 

                                                                     D   

The constable had to come and take him a-way 

                       G                                            C Am   

Sheriff John-stone, why don’t you leave me a lone 

   G                            D             G    

I feel so broke up I wanna go home 

Chorus 

G                                                         

The poor cook he got the fits, he threw away all my grits 

                                                              D    

Then he took and he ate up all of my corn 

                   G                                                C  Am 

Let me go home ,why don’t they let me go ho me 

        G                        D                     G  

This is the worst trip I’ve ever been on 

Chorus X 2

Let It Be

Intro: 1 2 3 4 G 2 D 2 Em 2 C 2 G 2 D 2 C 2 G 2 

G                                     D                          Em                   C           

When I find myself in times of trouble, mother Mary comes to me 

G                               D                    C          G   

Speaking words of wisdom, let it be… b a g 2 

G                                 D                         Em                     C           

And in my hour of darkness, she is standing right in front of me 

G                               D                   C           G 

Speaking words of wisdom, let it be… b a g 

Chorus: 

          Em          D           C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                             D                    C             G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 

G                                    D                       Em                  C           

And when the broken hearted people, living in the world agree 

G                          D                    C            G   

There will be an answer, let it be….. b a g 2 

G                                       D                         Em                          C             

But though they may be parted, there is still a chance that they will see 

G                           D                  C            G 

There will be an answer, let it be…. b a g 

Chorus 

          Em          D           C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                             D                    C             G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 

            Em          D           C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                             D                    C             G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 

Instrumental: G 2 D 2 Em 2 C 2 G 2 D 2 C 2 G 2 

G 2 D 2 Em 2 C 2 G 2 D 2 C 2 G 

Chorus 

       Em         D          C          G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                D              C      G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be b a g 2 

G                     D                Em                 C            

And when the night is cloudy, there is still a light that shines on me 

G                D              C      G   

Shine on till to-morrow, let it be b a g 2 

G                D               Em          C           

I wake up to the sound of music, mother Mary comes to me 

G                 D              C      G 

Speaking words of wisdom, let it be b a g 

Chorus 

          Em          D           C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                             D                    C             G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 

            Em          D           C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                             D                    C             G   

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 

         Em         D             C           G  

Let it be, let it be, let it be, let it be 

G                              D                   C            G         

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be…. b a g 2 3 4 1
Take It Easy

Intro: 1 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 Am 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 Am 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 1 2 3 

G                                                      

Well I'm runnin' down the road try'n to loosen my load 

                                    D          C    

I've got seven women on my mind 

G                                       D                       

Four that wanna own me, two that wanna stone me 

C                           G    

One says she's a friend of mine 

            Em                C   G 

Take it easy, take it eas-y 

                      Am                            C                      Em    

Don't let the sound of your own wheels drive you crazy 

              C                           G   

Lighten up while you still can 

                  C                    G     

Don't even try to under-stand 

                Am                            C                        G    

Just find a place to make your stand, and take it easy 

Instr: G 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

G                                                  

Well, I'm standin' on a corner in Winslow, Arizona 

                    D          C   

Such a fine sight to see 

         G                         D             

It's a girl my lord in a flat-bed Ford 

              C                                G  

Slowin' down to take a look at me 

                 Em                    C    G  

Come on, baby, don't say may-be 

            Am                           C                 Em      

I gotta know if your sweet love is gonna save me 

               C                         G                               C                      G    

We may lose and we may win, though we may never be here a-gain 

             Am                   C                   G    

So open up I'm climbin' in, so take it easy 

Instrumental Verse 1st 6 lines 

G D C G D C G Em C G Am C Em 

                 G                                              

Well, I'm runnin' down the road tryin' to loosen my load 

                                     D          C    

Got a world of trouble on my mind 

G                                     D                                C                       G    

Lookin' for a lover who won't blow my cover, she's so hard to find 

            Em               C   G 

Take it easy, take it eas-y 

                      Am                           C                       Em    

Don't let the sound of your own wheels make you crazy 

                 C  G                   C   G  

Come on bab-y, don't say may-be 

           Am                           C                   G       

I gotta know if your sweet love is gonna save me (stop) 

C                     C                    G                    G       

Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh 

C                    C                     G                     G       

Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh Ooh 

C 2 3 4 C 2               G F C                            G  F C          C        Em  

                    Take it ea-s-y 2 3 4 C 2 Take it ea-s-y 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1  ~

Candy (Paolo Nutini)
      Am                                                         Em       

I was perched outside in the pouring rain   trying to make myself a sail    

          G                                                        D                   

Then I’ll float to you my darlin’  with the evening on my tail

         Am                                                              Em                       

Although not the most honest means of travel it gets me there nonetheless

      G                                                            D             

I’m a heartless man at worst, babe  and a helpless one at best

Chorus

             Am              

Darling I’ll bathe your skin 

          Em                

I’ll even wash your clothes 

                  G               D            

Just give me some candy, before I go 2 3 4 1 2 

                 Am             

Oh, darling I’ll kiss your eyes 

                 Em          

And lay you down on your rug 

                  G     

Just give me some candy 

         D               

After my heart 2 3 4 1 2 

 Am                                                     Em

Oh I’m often false explaining  but to her it plays out all the same

                G                                                 D

And although I’m left de-feated it get’s held against my name

                    Am                                            Em

I know you got plenty to offer baby but I guess I’ve taken quite enough 

                           G                                                                  D

 Well I’m some stain there on your bedsheet you’re my diamond in the rough 

Chorus

   C                         G               

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         G               

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         Em              

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         G               

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         Em              

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         G               

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you 2 3 4 1 2 3 

   C                         Em    

Oh I’ll be there waiting for you ~

LYIN'  EYES       

Intro-. G      Gmaj7    C     Am       D7      G

    G              Gmaj7                   C

City girls just seem to find out early 

  Am                                         D     

How to open doors with just a smile

   G                         Gmaj7                    C  

A rich old man and she won't have to worry

  Am                C                      G                 

 She'll dress up all in lace and go in style

Late at night a big old house gets lonely 

I guess every point of refuge has it's price 

And it breaks her heart to think her love is only 

Given to a man with hands as cold as ice

So she tells him she must go out for the evenin'

To comfort an old friend who's feelin' down

But he knows where she's goin' as she's leavin'

She is headed for the cheatin' side of town

Chorus

G                          C       G 

You can't hide your lyin' eyes

G              Em/Bm                Am/D                    

And your smile is a thin disguise

                        G/G7               C/A 

1 thought by now you'd realise

    Am                   D                       G   (play intro)

There ain't no way to hide your lyin eyes

She gets up and pours herself a strong one

And stares out at the stars up in the sky

Another night and it's gonna be a long one

She draws the shade and hangs her head to cry

My oh my you sure know how to arrange things 

 You set it up so well so carefully

Ain't it funny how your new love didn't change things

You're still the same old girl you used to be

Chorus

                             Am                     D7                    G------Gmaj7

There ain't no way to hide your lyin' eyes

    Am                     D7                   G------Gmaj7--------Am--------D7---------G

Honey you can't hide your lyin'eyes

Tequila Sunrise

Intro: 1 2 3 4 (G-G+e) x4-Am-D-(G-G+e) x2 

G                                           D  

It's another tequila sunrise    ~ 

D                                    Am    D  

Starin' slowly 'cross the sky     ~ 

D               G   

Said good-bye 

G                                      D

He was just a hired hand  ~ 

D                     

Workin' on the dreams 

                      Am    D  

He planned to try    ~ 

D                  G  

The days go by 

Em                               C                      Em

Every night when the sun goes down   ~ 

Em               C                  Em   

just another lonely boy in town 

        Am                      D   G  

And she’s out runnin' rou-nd 

G                                                  D

She wasn't just another woman    ~ 

D                                                 Am      D

And I couldn't keep from comin' on       ~

D                 G    

It's been so long 

G                            

Oh and it's a hollow feelin' 

D                        Am                                  D

When it comes down to dealin' friends      ~ 

D            G    

It never ends 

(INSTRUMENTAL) G D Am D G 

Am                             D7          Bm    

Take another shot of courage     ~ 

Bm                        E7                     Am   B7  

Wonder why the right words never co - me, 

                    Em  A7     G

You just get nu - mb     ~

G                                          D

It's another tequila sunrise   ~

D                                              Am    D                   G     

This old world still looks the same    ~    another frame 

(2bars of G + 2bars free + 2 bars oooh)

Peaceful Easy Feelin’

(Key E: Capo 4th Fret) 

Intro: 1 2 3 4 C-C+d-C-F-C-F-C-F

C              F                           C             F    

I like the way your sparklin' ear rings sway 

C                     F          G     

Against your skin so brown 

C                     F                                 C           F     

And I wanna sleep with you in the desert to-night 

C                       F             G     

With a billion stars all a-round 

                        F                   C       

Cause I got a peaceful easy feelin' 

F                                               G    

And I know you won't let me down 

                  C F                     G         C      

'Cause I'm a-lready standin' on the ground 

C                    F             C         F  

And I found out a long time a-go 

C                              F                G    

What a woman can do to your soul 

C            F                           C   F   

Ah but she can't take you any way 

C                              F                G  

You don't already know how to go 

                      F                    C       

And I got a peaceful easy feelin' 

F                                               G    

And I know you won't let me down 

                  C F                      G          C      

'Cause I’m a-lready standin' on the ground 

(INSTRUMENTAL VERSE + CHORUS)   e

C F C F C F G C F C F C F G F C F G C F G C 

C               F                   C      F   

I get this feelin' I may know you 

C        F                G      

As a lover and a friend 

C                                    F          C                   F   

But this voice keeps whisperin' in my other ear 

              C                    F             G    

Tells me I may never see you a-gain 

                         F                   C       

'Cause I get a peaceful easy feelin' 

F                                              G    

And I know you won't let me down 

                  C F               

'Cause I'm a-lready standin' 

G           C F               

Yes I'm a-lready standin' 

G           C F                     G           C                      

Yes I'm a-lready standin' on the ground

 CF G CF G CF GC

CITY OF NEW ORLEANS (Key D Capo 2nd Fret)

Intro 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4    C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

C                    G                 C        

Ridin on the City of New Orleans, 

Am                       F                        C    

Illinois Central, Monday mornin rail 

  C                                  G                      C       

There's fifteen cars and fifteen restless riders, 

           Am                       G                            C    

Three con-ductors and twenty five sacks of mail 

         Am                                                   Em                           

All a-long the south bound odyssey, the train pulls in from Kankikee 

G                                                       D      

Rolls along past houses, farms and fields 

Am                              

Passin towns that have no names 

         Em                                  

And freight yards full of old black men 

                G                         G7                      C    

And the graveyards of the rusted auto-mob-iles 

Chorus 

            F               G                C       

Good mornin Am-erica, how are you 

           Am                            F                      C   

I said don't you know me, I’m your native son 

G           C                          G                Am      

I'm the train they call the City of New Orleans 

           Eb              F           G                     G7     C    

I'll be gone five hundred miles when the day is done 

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

C                                 G                        C         

Dealin cards with the old men in the club car, 

     Am                                  F                       C     

A penny a point, there ain't no one keepin score 

C                      G                           C       

Pass the paper bag that holds the bottle, 

         Am                         G                           C     

I can feel the wheels a-grumblin neath the floor 

             Am                      

And the sons of Pullman porters 

              Em                

And the sons of engineers 

                  G                                            D     

Ride their fathers magic carpet made of steel 

               Am                              

And the mothers with their babes asleep 

       Em                        

Go rockin to the gentle beat 

                G                  G7                    C    

And the rhythm of the rails is all they feel 

Chorus

C                            G                  C       

Night time on the City of New Orleans 

             Am                       F                         C  

We're changin cars for Memphis, Tenness-ee 

           C                           G                           C      

We're halfway home and we'll be there by mornin 

                       Am                            G                          C   

Through the Mississippi darkness rollin down to the sea 

       Am                            

And all the towns and people seem 

       Em                    

To fade into a bad dream 

                G                                          D    

And the steel rail still ain't heard the news 

          Am                               

The conductor sings his songs again, 

           Em                             

The passengers will please refrain 

           G                              G7                  C     

This train's got the disapp-earin railroad blues 

Chorus(twice) 

 C          F             G             C       

Good Night Am-erica, how are you 

          Am                            F                      C   

I said don't you know me, I’m your native son 

G          C                          G                 Am      

I'm the train they call the City of New Orleans 

           Eb              F           G                    G7       C    

I'll be gone five hundred miles when the day is done 

 C          F             G             C       

Good Night Am-erica, how are you 

          Am                            F                      C   

I said don't you know me, I’m your native son 

G          C                          G                 Am      

I'm the train they call the City of New Orleans 

           Eb              F           G                    G7       C    

I'll be gone five hundred miles when the day is done 2 3 4 1 2 3 

            Eb             F          G                     G7        C    

I'll be gone five hundred miles when the day is done  2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 1

Wagonwheel G 

 Intro: 1 2 1 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

 G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G                                        D                 

Heading down south to the land of the pines 

      Em                               C              

I'm thumbing my way into North Carolina 

G                                   D                          C          

Staring up the road and pray to God I see headlights 

G                                        D               

I made it down the coast in seventeen hours 

 Em                                 C               

Picking me a bouquet of dogwood flowers 

                 G                                    D                       C                 

And I'm a-hopin' for Raleigh, I can see my baby to-night 2 3 4 1 2 3 

Chorus 

G                                         D           

So rock me Momma like a wagon wheel 

Em                                C            

Rock me Momma any way you feel 

G D                 C                   

H-ey Momma rock me 3 4 1 2 3 4 

G                                       D                 

Rock me Momma like the wind and the rain 

Em                                 C                 

Rock me Momma like a south bound train 

G D                 C                   

H-ey Momma rock me 3 4 1 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G                                   D              

Running from the cold up in New England 

         Em                                  C                    

I was born to be a fiddler in an old time string band 

G                                   D                     C                 

My baby plays a guitar, I pick a banjo now 2 3 4 1 2 3 4 

G                                                   D               

Oh, north country winters keep a-getting me down 

              Em                                    C                 

Lost my money playing poker so I had to leave town 

        G                                          D                    C                

But I ain't turning back to living that old life no more 2 3 4 1 2 3 

Chorus 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 C 2 3 4 

G                                        D       

Walkin' to the south out of Roanoke 

                Em                                      C              

I caught a trucker out of Philly had a nice long toke 

G                                                  D              

But he's a-heading west from the Cumberland gap 

      C                            

To Johnson City, Tenne-ssee 2 3 

           G                          D            

I gotta get a move on be-fore the sun 

                Em                                        C                            

I hear my baby calling my name and I know that she's the only one 

       G                               D                     C                

And if I die in Raleigh at least I will die free 2 3 4 1 2 3 

Chorus  X 3

The Boxer (Key Bb Capo 3rd Fret)
Intro: 1 2 1 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 

D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

G                                             Em   

I am just a poor boy though my story's seldom told 

       D                        

I have squandered my resistance 

      C                                G              

For a pocket full of mumbles, such are promises 2 3 4 

             Em            D                 C             

All lies and jest, still a man hears what he wants to hear 

                   G    D G 

And disregards the rest ~ ~ 

G                                                       Em  

When I left my home and my family, I was no more than a boy 

       D                    

In the company of strangers 

       C                           G                    

In the quiet of a railway station, running scared 2 3 4 

       Em           D              C        

Laying low, seeking out the poorer quarters 

                        G  

Where the ragged people go 

        D                              G        

Looking for the places only they would know 2 3 

       Em             D                      Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C           D                      G           

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 2 3 4 1 

G                                                Em  

Asking only workman's wages I come looking for a job 

             D      

But I get no offers 

       C                                 G            

Just a come-on from the girls on Seventh Avenue 2 3 4 

        Em                D                C           

I do de-clare, there were times when I was so lonesome 

                    G     

I took some comfort there 

G      D                               G         

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie lie lie lie lie 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 Em 2 3 4 

D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 

G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 

D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 D 2 3 4 G 2 3 4 G 2 

       Em         D                          Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C               D                  Em  

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 

       D                                     Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C               D                  G           

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 2 3 4 1 

G                                                       Em   

Then I'm laying out my winter clothes and wishing I was gone 

     D              C                            G                 

Goin home where the New York City winters aren't bleeding me 2 3 4 

        Bm Em       D           

Leading m- e, going home. 2 3 4 

G                                                   Em    

In the clearing stands a boxer and a fighter by his trade 

       D                        C                              

And he carries the reminders of every glove that laid him down 

   G                                              Em    

Or cut him till he cried out in his anger and his shame 

     D             C                                G     

I am leaving, I am leaving but the fighter still re-mains 

G      D                               G   

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie lie lie lie lie 

       Em         D                          Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C               D                  Em  

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 

       D                                     Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C               D                  Em  

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 

       D                                     Em  

Lie la lie Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie 

       C               D                  G           

Lie la lie lie lie lie lie Lie la lie lie lie 2 3 4 G
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