
Tulsa Time 

Danny Flowers 

Intro: E7  A 

 

A                                                                                                                   E7 

I left Oklahoma drivin' in a Pontiac just about to lose my mind 
 

I was goin' to Arizona, maybe on to California 
                                                           A 

Where all the people live so fine 

 
My baby said I was crazy, my momma called me lazy 
                                                                E7 

I was goin' to show 'em all this time 
 

'Cause you know I ain't no fool and I don't need no more schoolin' 
                                                        A 

I was born to just walk the line (Chorus 1) 

 
Chorus 1           A                                                                       E7 

Livin' on Tulsa time, livin' on Tulsa time 
 

Well, you know I've been through it when I set my watch back to it 
                                 A 

Livin' on Tulsa time 

 
A 

Well, there I was in Hollywood wishin' I was doin' good 
                                                   E7 

Talkin' on the telephone line 
 

But they don't need me in the movies and nobody sings my songs 
                                              A 

Guess I'm just wastin' time 

  

A 

E7 



Tulsa Time 

Danny Flowers 

A 

Well, then I got to thinkin', man I'm really sinkin' 
                                                          E7 

And I really had a flash this time 
 

I had no business leavin' and nobody would be grievin' 
                                                      A 

If I went on back to Tulsa time (Chorus 2) 

 
Chorus 2:         A                                                                         E7 

Livin' on Tulsa time, livin' on Tulsa time 
 

Gonna set my watch back to it 'cause you know I've been through it 
                                 A 

Livin' on Tulsa time 

 
A                                                                        E7 

Livin' on Tulsa time, livin' on Tulsa time 
 

Gonna set my watch back to it 'cause you know I've been through it 
                                 A 

Livin' on Tulsa time 

 

A 

E7 



Sally Was a Good Old Girl 

Harlan Howard 

C7/  /  / F/ 
 

F                                                                                                                    C7 

Sally used to carry my books to school, Sally was a good old girl 
                                                                                                                                            F 

Helped me with my homework 'cause I was a fool, Sally was a good old girl 
             F 

If you wanted just a kiss or a little bitty squeeze 
Bb 

She was always willin' to do her best to please 
               C7 

Yeah a girl for made to love and not made to tease 
                                          F 

Sally was a good old girl 
 

Chorus:                         F                                                                                         C7 

Yeah, Sally was a good old girl, Sally was a good old girl 
 

No matter what the request, she gave 'em her best 
                                          F 

Sally was a good old girl 
 
     F                                                                           

Well Sally's folks were poor but she helped all she could 
                                         C7 

Sally was a good old girl 
                                                                                                                           F 

Hardest workin' girl in the neighborhood, Sally was a good old girl 
                   F 

Well she walked up and down the streets all day 
      Bb 

A' sellin' neckties to the ones who'd pay 
              C7 

If they couldn't afford them then she'd give them away 
                                          F 

Sally was a good old girl (Chorus)  
 

Solo 

  

C7 

F 

B 



Sally Was a Good Old Girl 

Harlan Howard 

 
           F                                                                                                                     C7 

Well Sally was a favorite with all of the men, Sally was a good old girl 
C7                                                                                                         F 

All of the ladies despised her then, Sally was a good old girl 
                   F 

Well the women talked about her, but Sally didn't care 
        Bb 

She kept on a-workin' and doin' her share 
         C7                                                                                                         F 

She wound up married to a millionaire, Sally was a good old girl (Chorus x2) 
 

Chorus:                         F                                                                                          C7 

Yeah, Sally was a good old girl, Sally was a good old girl 
 

No matter what the request, she gave 'em her best 
                                          F 

Sally was a good old girl 
Ending tag: 

C7 

No matter what the request, she gave 'em her best 
                                          F(3) 

Sally was a good old girl 
C7 

F 

B 



Jambalaya 

Hank Williams, Sr. 

/C7   /F 

                     F                                                 C7 

Goodbye Joe, me gotta go, me oh my oh 
                                                                                    F 

Me gotta go pole the pirogue down the bayou 
                                                                               C7 

My Yvonne, the sweetest one me oh my oh 
                                                                                   F 

Son of a gun we’ll have big fun on the bayou 
 

Chorus                       F                                                              C7 

Jambalaya, crawfish pie, filet gumbo 
                                                                                         F 

For tonight I’m gonna meet my ma cher amio 
                                                                          C7 

Pick guitar, fill the fruit jar and be gay-o 
                                                                                   F 

Son of a gun we’ll have big fun on the bayou 
 
             F                                                               C7 

Thibodaux, Fontaineaux the place is buzzin’ 
                                                                              F 

Kinfolk come to see Yvonne by the dozen 
                                                                                 C7 

Dress in style and go hog wild me oh my oh 
                                                                                  F 

Son of a gun we'll have big fun on the bayou (Chorus) 
 
                                                                             C7 

Settle down far from town get me a pirogue 
                                                                   F 

And I'll catch all the fish in the bayou 
                                                                                    C7 

Swap my mon to buy Yvonne what she need-oh 
                                                                                  F 

Son of a gun we'll have big fun on the bayou (Chorus) 
Ending tag                        C7                                                           F (5)  C7(1)  F(1) 

Son of a gun we'll have big fun on the bayou 

F 

C7 



Achy Breaky Heart 

Billy Ray Cyrus 

Intro: A  E7   
A  

You can tell the world   you never was my girl  
                                                                           E7  

You can burn my clothes when I'm gone  
 

Oh you can tell your friends   just what a fool I've been  
                                                                              A  

And laugh and joke about me on the phone  
 
A  

You can tell my arms   to go back into the farm  
                                                                E7  

You can tell my feet to hit the floor  
 

Or you can tell my lips   to tell my finger-tips  
                                                                                  A  

They won't be reaching out for you no more  
Chorus:  

        A 

But don't tell my heart, my achy breaky heart  
                                                      E7  

I just don't think he'd understand  
 

And if you tell my heart, my achy breaky heart  
                                                            A  

He might blow up and kill this man….  Oooh... 
 
A 

You can tell your ma   I've moved to Arkansas  
                                                                     E7  

You can tell your dog to bite my leg  
 

Or tell your brother Cliff   whose fist can tell my lip  
                                                              A  

He never really liked me anyway  
 
A  

Or tell your Aunt Louise    tell anything you please  
                                                                   E7  

Myself already knows I'm not okay  
 

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

It might be walkin' out on me today  

A 

E7 



Blue Bayou 

Roy Orbison/Joe Melson 

A                                                              E7 

I feel so bad I got a worried mind, I’m so lonesome all the time 
                                                           A 

Since I left my baby behind on Blue Bayou 

 
A                                                     E7 

Saving nickels saving dimes, working ‘til the sun don't shine 
                                                                      A 

Looking forward to happier times on Blue Bayou 

 
A                                                                                E7 

I'm going back someday come what may to Blue Bayou 
                                                                                          A 

Where you sleep all day and the catfish play on Blue Bayou 
                                                                     A7                      D                     Dm 

Where those fishing boats with their sails afloat if I could only see 
              A                                        E7                            A 

That familiar sunrise through sleepy eyes how happy I'd be 

  
A                                                                                E7 

Gonna see my baby again, gonna be with some of my friends 
                                                      A 

Maybe I'd be happy then on Blue Bayou 

 
A                                                                         E7 

I'm going back some day gonna stay on Blue Bayou 
                                                                                               A 

Where the folks are fine and the world is mine on Blue Bayou 

 
                                                  A7                        D                                    Dm 

Oh that boy (girl) of mine by my side the silver moon and the evening tide 
         A                                        E7                        A 

Are some sweet day gonna take away this hurting inside 
                E7 

Well I'd never be blue my dreams come true….. 
                                  A 

On Blue…. Ba….you 

D 

A 

E7 

Dm 



Act Naturally 

Intro: D7, G 
Johnny Russell, Voni Morrison 

G                                                         C 

They're gonna put me in the movies 
G                                                                          D7 

They're gonna make a big star out of me 
             G                                                                             C 

We'll make a film about a man that's sad and lonely 
          D7                                                  G 

And all I gotta do is act naturally 
 

Bridge:                                   D7                                          G 

Well, I'll bet you I'm gonna be a big star 
                 D7                                                     G 

I might win an Oscar you can never tell 
          D7                                                  G 

The movies’ gonna make me a big star 
               A7                                        D7 

'Cause I can play the part so well 
 

              G                                                                   C 

Well I hope you come and see me in the movies 
G                                                                    D7 

Then I know that you will plainly see 
         G                                                         C 

The biggest fool that ever hit the big time 
          D7                                                 G        1: Solo, next verse  2: Tag and end here 

And all I gotta do is act naturally 
 

Guitar Solo: D7, G, D7, G 

 
            G                                                                                     C 

We'll make the scene about a man that's sad and lonely 
         G                                                              D7 

And beggin’ down upon his bended knee 
       G                                                               C 

I'll play the part but I won't need rehearsin' 
D7                                                    G      1 To Bridge 

All I gotta do is act naturally 

D7 

G 

C 

A7 



In A Canoe 

John Noble 

Intro: D7  G7  C 

C                                                                        D7 

I only live in memory of all the things I used to do 
                              G7                                                     C       G7 

Back on the shores of Waikiki in a canoe 

 
                      C                                                     D7 

I used to sing a melody to all the fishes that I knew 
                        G7                                                        C                                      

As I’d go paddling out to sea in a canoe 

 
           Bridge:  C                          C7                                                                  F 

I’d give the world to get back where I can be by the sea 
            D7                                         

And maybe someday, I’ll find someone 
G7 TACIT                                                    

Who really cares for me 

 
                C                                                        D7 

I only live in memory of all the things I used to do 
                              G7                                                     C        1: G7 to top 

Back on the shores of Waikiki in a canoe 

 
2: Ending TAG 

G7                 C      G7                C             D7(2)  G7(2)  C(1)  G7(1)   C(1)   

    In a canoe,   in a canoe 

C C7 G7 D7 F D7 



Me and Bobby McGee 

Kris Kristofferson   

G7       C  
C 

Busted flat in Baton Rouge, headin' for the train 
                                                    G7 

Feelin' nearly faded as my jeans 
 

Bobby thumbed a diesel down, just before it rained 
                                                                       C 

And it took us all the way to New Orleans 
 
C 

I took my harpoon out of my dirty red bandanna 
                                                       C7                          F 

And was blowing sad while Bobby sang the blues 
                                                                                            C 

With those windshield wipers slappin' time and Bobby clappin’ hands 
                     G7                                                       C 

We finally sang up every song that driver knew 
 

Chorus 1:         F                                                             C 

Freedom's just another word for nothin' left to lose 
G7                                                             C 

Nothin' ain't worth nothin' but it's free 
F                                                                   C 

Feeling good was easy, Lord, when Bobby sang the blues 
G7 

Feeling good was good enough for me 
                                                                      C 

Good enough for me and Bobby McGee 
 
C 

From the coal mines of Kentucky to the California sun 
                                                             G7 

Bobby shared the secrets of my soul 
 

Standin' right beside me, Lord, through everything I've done 
                                                                          C 

And every night she kept me from the cold 

C 

G7 

F 

C7 



Me and Bobby McGee 

Kris Kristofferson   

 
C 

Then somewhere near Salinas, Lord, I let her slip away 
                                        C7                                F 

She’s lookin' for the home I hope she'll find 
                                                                             C 

And I'd trade all of my tomorrows for a single yesterday 
            G7                                                    C 

To be holdin' Bobby's body next to mine 

 
Chorus 2:         F                                                             C 

Freedom's just another word for nothin' left to lose 
G7                                                   C 

Nothin' left is all she left for me 
F                                                                 C 

Feeling good was easy Lord when Bobby sang the blues 
         G7 

And buddy that was good enough for me 
                                                                      C 

Good enough for me and Bobby McGee 

 
Fade with:        C 

La da da da   da da da da, La da da da da 
                                                                 G7 

La da da da da me and Bobby McGee 
G7 

La da da da   da da da da, La da da da da 
                                                                 C 

La da da da da me and Bobby McGee 

 

 

 



Chains  

Carole King 

Intro: C 
 

C  

Chains, my baby's got me locked up in chains 
                                  F7                              C 

And they ain't the kind that you can see 
                                G7                F7                            C                   G7 

Whoa, oh, these chains of love got a hold on me, yeah 
 

C       

Chains, well I can't break away from these chains 
                     F7                                    C 

Can't run around, 'cause I'm not free 
                                G7                 F7                         C                C7 

Whoa, oh, these chains of love won't let me be, yeah 
 

F                                                     C 

I wanna tell you, pretty baby, I think you’re fine 
F                                            G7  

I'd like to love you, but, darlin', I'm imprisoned by these 
      

C           

Chains, my baby's got me locked up in chains 
                                   F7                             C 

And they ain't the kind that you can see 
                                G7                 F7                          C                   C7 

Whoa, oh, these chains of love got a hold on me, yeah 
 

F                                                               C 

Please believe me when I tell you, your lips are sweet 
F                                           G7 

I'd like to kiss them, but I can't break away from all of these (Verse1) 
 

End:       C  

Chains, chains of love  
C 

Chains of love, chains of love 

C 

G7 

C7 

F7 



Truck Driving Man 

Terry Fell 

A                                                         D 

I stopped at a roadhouse in Texas 
     A                                                              E7 

A little place called Hamburger Dan's 
   A                                                    D 

I heard that old jukebox a-playing 
     E7                                                          A 

A song about a Truck Driving man 

 
Chorus:                                                           D 

Pour me another cup of coffee 
         A                                      E7 

For it is the best in the land 
A                                             D 

I'll put a nickel in the jukebox 
           E7                                            A 

And play the truck driving man 

 
A                                                                            D 

The waitress then brought me some coffee 
     A                                                       E7 

I thanked her but called her again 
A                                                              D 

I said that old song sure does fit me 
               E7                                      A 

'Cause I'm a truck driving man (Chorus) 

 
A                                                                D 

I climbed back aboard my old semi 
           A                                              E7 

And then like a flash I was gone 
A                                                               D 

I got them old truck wheels a-rolling 
E7                                                   A 

I'm on my way to San Antone (Chorus) 

A 

D 

E7 



Love Potion Number Nine 

Jerry Leiber, Mike Stoller 

Am (4)  
Am                                                    Dm                             

I took my troubles down to Madame Ruth 
Am                                                          Dm                                  

You know that gypsy with the gold-capped tooth 
C                                                Am                          

She's got a pad down at 34th and Vine 
Dm                                        E7  Tacit                           Am 

Sellin' little bottles of love potion number nine 

 
Am                                        Dm                            Am                                           Dm 

I told her that I was a flop with chicks I'd been this way since 1996 
C                                                                Am                                   

She looked at my palm and she made a magic sign 
Dm                                                      E7  Tacit                           Am 

She said, "What you need is love potion number nine" 

 
Dm                                                                            

She bent down and turned around and gave me a wink 
         B7                                                                   

She said, "I'm gonna make it up right here in the sink" 
     Dm                                                                                  

It smelled like turpentine and looked like India ink 
E7 Tacit                                                   E7(2)    Tacit 

I held my nose, I closed my eyes, I took a drink 

 
Am                                         Dm                     

I didn't know if it was day or night 
Am                                       Dm                            

I started kissin' everything in sight 
         C                                                             Am                          

But when I kissed the cop down at 34th and Vine 
Dm                                                    E7  Tacit                          Am 

He broke my little bottle of love potion number nine 
Dm                                      Am     Dm                                     Am 

Love potion number nine, love potion number nine 
Dm                                     Am      Dm    Am 

Love potion number ni……….ne  

 

Am 

Dm 

C 

E7 



Margaritaville 

Jimmy Buffett 

D   G  A7 D x2 

 

D 

Nibblin' on sponge cake, watchin' the sun bake 
                                                                         A7 

All of those tourists covered with oil 
 

Strummin' my six string on my front porch swing 
                                                                                     D       D7 

Smell those shrimp, they're beginnin' to boil 

 
G               A7                                           D              D7 

Wasted away again in Margaritaville 
G                                  A7                         D         D7 

Searchin' for my lost shaker of salt 
G                           A7                                      D    A            G 

Some people claim that there's a woman to blame 
            A7                                    D  

But I know it's nobody's fault 

 
D 

Don't know the reason, stayed here all season 
                                                                                              A7 

With nothing to show but this brand new tattoo 
 

But it's a real beauty, a Mexican cutie 
                                                          D         D7 

How it got here I haven't a clue 

G 

D 

A7 

D7 

D7 

A 



Margaritaville 

Jimmy Buffett 

 
G               A7                                        D                D7 

Wasted away again in Margaritaville 
G                                  A7                         D        D7 

Searchin' for my lost shaker of salt 
G                           A7                                       D    A            G 

Some people claim that there's a woman to blame 
               A7                                                  D  

Now I think, hell it could be my fault 

 
D 

I blew out my flip flop, stepped on a pop top 
                                                                           A7 

Cut my heel, had to cruise on back home 
 

But there's booze in the blender, and soon it will render 
                                                                                            D     D7 

That frozen concoction that helps me hang on 

 
G               A7                                        D                D7 

Wasted away again in Margaritaville 
G                                  A7                         D         D7 

Searchin' for my lost shaker of salt 
G                          A7                                     D    A            G  

Some people claim that there's a woman to blame 
            A7                                                 D           Tag last 2 lines End D   G  A7 D 

But I know, it's my own damn fault 



Ku'u Home O Kahalu'u 

Jerry Santos 

/G                       /C                                      /G                / 

I remember days when we were younger 
                                       /C                                           /G        / 

We used to catch o'opu in the mountain stream 
                                           /C                                  /G                   / 

'Round the Ko‘olau hills we’d ride on horseback 
                             /C                              /G                  /G7 

So long ago it seems it was a dream 

 
/C                       /                               /G               /     / 

Last night I dreamt I was returning 
/C                           /                           /G         

And my heart called out to you 
/G                          /C                              /G 

But I fear you won’t be like I left you 
/G                                 /D7                       /G 

Me ke aloha ku'u home o Kahalu'u 

 
/G                      /C                                       /G 

I remember days when we were wiser 
                                            /C                                  /G                  / 

When our world was small enough for dreams 
                                /C                                 /G 

And you have lingered there my sister 
                   /C                        /G                  /g7 

And I no longer can it seems 

 
/C                      /                              /G               /     / 

Last night I dreamt I was returning 
/C                                                     /G 

And my heart called out to you 
/G                     /C                    /G 

But I fear I am not as I left you 
/G                                 /D7                      /G 

Me ke aloha ku'u home o Kahalu'u 

G 

C 

D7 



Ku'u Home O Kahalu'u 

Jerry Santos 

/D7                    /                                /G                        /            / 

Change is a strange thing it cannot be denied 
/D7                            /                                 /G                                      /                / 

It can help you find yourself or make you lose your pride 
/C                        /                         G                          /       / 

Move with it slowly as on the road we go 
/C                                    /                           /D7                      /           / 

Please do not hold on to me we all must go alone 

 
/G                      /C                                      /G                / 

I remember days when we were smiling 
                                                 /C                                         /G 

When we laughed and sang the whole night long 
                      /C                          /G 

And I will greet you as I find you 
                                    /C                             /G        /G7 

With the sharing of a brand new song 

 
/C                      /                              /G               /     / 

Last night I dreamt I was returning 
/C                                                     /G           /       / 

And my heart called out to you 
/G                    /C                      /G           /       / 

But I fear I am not as I left you 
/G                                 /D7                      /G 

Me ke aloha ku'u home o Kahalu'u 
/G                                 /D7                      /G 

Me ke aloha ku'u home o Kahalu'u 
/G                                 /D7                      /G 

Me ke aloha ku'u home o Kahalu'u 
 

G 

C 

D7 



 

Two Piña Coladas 
Garth Brooks 

Intro: F x4 

            F  

I was feeling the blues I was watchin' the news 
                                                            C 

When this fella came on the TV 
                C 

He said I'm tellin' you that science has proved 
                                                                     F 

That heartaches are healed by the sea 
Bb 

That got me goin' without even knowin' 
   F                                                    Bb 

I packed right up and drove down 
           Bb                                 F 

Now I'm on a roll and I swear to my soul 
      C                                                   F 

Tonight I'm gonna' paint this town 
 

Chorus:                                F 

So bring me two piña coladas 
                           C 

One for each hand 
C 

Let's set sail with Captain Morgan 
                                          F 

And never leave dry land 
Bb                                                    F                                 Bb 

Troubles I've forgot 'em -- I buried 'em in the sand 
                          Bb                  F 

So bring me two pina coladas 
                            C                                            F 

She said goodbye to her good timing man 

C 

Bb 

F 



Two Piña Coladas 
Garth Brooks 

                  F  

Oh now I've gotta say that the wind and the waves 
                                                                 C 

And the moon winkin' down on me 
C 

Eases my mind by leavin' behind 
                                                              F 

The heartaches that love often brings 
           Bb 

Now I've got a smile that goes on for miles 
            F                               Bb 

With no inclination to roam 
          Bb                                   F 

And I've gotta say that I think I'm gonna stay 
                            C                                                   F 

'Cause this is feelin’ more and more like home 
 

Chorus:                                F 

So bring me two piña coladas 
                           C 

One for each hand 
C 

Let's set sail with Captain Morgan 
                                          F 

And never leave dry land 
Bb                                                 F                                    Bb 

Troubles I've forgot 'em -- I buried 'em in the sand 
                          Bb                  F 

So bring me two pina coladas 
                            C                                            F 

She said goodbye to her good timing man (Repeat Chorus) 
 

Tag:            (F)                      Bb                   F 

So bring me two pina coladas 
                            C                                           F /// F-Bb-F 

She said goodbye to her good timin' man 



Hey, Good Looking 
Hank Williams, Sr. 

D7  G7  C 

C 

Hey, good lookin’ whatcha got cookin’ 
D7                                     G7                                 C        G7 

How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me  
 

C 

Hey, sweet baby, don’tcha think maybe 
D7                                 G7                         C    C7 

We could find us a brand new recipe 
 

             F                                      C 

I got a hot rod Ford and a two-dollar bill 
          F                                     C 

And I know a spot right over the hill 
                 F                                 C 

There’s soda pop and the dancin’s free 
                    D7                                          G7 

So if you wanna have fun come along with me 
 

C 

Hey, good lookin’ whatcha got cookin’ 
D7                                      G7                                C      G7 

How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me  
 

         C 

I’m free and ready, so we can go steady 
D7                                   G7                             C 

How’s about savin’ all your time for me  
C 

No more lookin’, I know I’ve been tooken 
D7                                        G7                       C    C7 

How’s about keeping steady company 
 

                      F                                      C 

I’m gonna throw my date book over the fence 
          F                            C 

And buy me one for five or ten cents 
       F                           C 

I’ll keep it ‘til it’s covered with age 
                       D7                                                  G7 

‘Cause I’m writin’ your name down on every page 
 

C 

Hey, good lookin’ whatcha got cookin’ 
D7                                      G7                       D7                                     G7 

How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up, how’s about cookin’ somethin’ up, 
D7                                      G7                                C(2)      F(2)    C(3) 

How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me 

C 

D7 

F 

G7 



Island Style 

John Cruz 

Intro G  D  G  G7 

                 C                                                    G 

On the island, we do it island style 
 

From the mountains to the ocean  
                        D                                                         G 

From the windward to the leeward side  (repeat) 

 
 

G                                                                          C                        G 

Mama’s in the kitchen cooking dinner real nice 
                                                                    D                                    G 

Beef stew on the stove lomi salmon with the ice 
                                                             C                G 

We eat and drink and we sing all day 
                                          D                               G 

Kanikapila in the old Hawaiian way (Chorus) 

 
          G                                                                 C                                  G 

We go Grandma’s house on the weekend clean yard `cause 
                                                         D                        G 

If we no go Grandma’s gotta work hard 
                                                                                         C                 G 

You know my grandma she likes the poi real sour 
                                                             D                              G          

I love my grandma every minute every hour (Chorus) 

 
Ending tag           G 

From the mountains to the ocean  
                        D                                                         G 

From the windward to the leeward side  (repeat)  

G7 

G 

C 

D 





Down In The Valley 

Traditional 

C7/   /   /   /F 
 
F                                                                      C7 

Down in the valley, valley so low 
                                                                                        F 

Hang your head over, hear the wind blow 
F                                                                                                C7 

Hear the wind blow, dear, hear the wind blow 
                                                                                      F 

Hang your head over hear the wind blow 
 

F                                                                               C7 

Roses love sunshine, violets love dew 
                                                                         F 

Angels in heaven know I love you 
F                                                                                     C7 

Know I love you, dear, know I love you 
                                                                          F 

Angels in heaven know I love you 
 

F                                                                                       C7 

If you don't love me love whom you please 
                                                                                                        F 

Throw your arms 'round me give my heart ease 
F                                                                                               C7 

Give my heart ease, love, give my heart ease 
                                                                                                      F 

Throw your arms round me give my heart ease 

  

C7 

F 



Sloop John B. 

Traditional 

G(4) D7(4) G(8) 

         G 

We came out in the Sloop John B, my grandfather and me 
                                                                D7 

Around Nassau town we did roam, 
                             G         G7                  C       Cm 

Drinking all night, got into a fight 
               G                                   D7                     G 

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home 
 
Chorus:             G 

So hoist up the John B’s sail, 
G 

See how the main sail sets 
G                                                                                D7 

Call for the Captain ashore, let me go home 
                        G         G7                       C                             Cm 

Let me go home, I wanna go home – yeah, yeah 
                 G                                  D7                     G 

Well, I feel so broke up, I wanna go home 
 

          G 

The first mate he got drunk, he broke into the Captain’s trunk 
                                                                                       D7 

The constable had to come and take him away 
                            G           G7                                                    C Cm 

Sheriff John Stone, why don't you leave me alone 
                 G                                  D7                     G 

Well, I feel so broke up, I wanna go home (Chorus) 
 

          G 

The poor cook he got the fits, he threw away all my grits 
                                                                           D7 

Then he took and ate up all of my corn 
                        G         G7                                                    C Cm 

Let me go home, why don't you let me go home 
           G                                 D7                           G 

This is the worst trip I've ever been on (Chorus) 

C 

Cm 

D7 

G 

G7 







Shine On  

John Cruz 

Intro: C    G7    C    G7   x2 

 

          C                                         G7                                        C                          G7  

The morning sun comes through the window on your hair 
C                      G7                            C                      G7 

I find your love and spirit everywhere 
   C                                      G7                                    C                         G7 

I may not have that much to give in material things 
         C                                      G7                      C                    G7 

But what I have is this song and to you I sing  

 
Chorus:                          C      G7                C     G7  

Shine on,       shine on  
C                                    G7                                 C         G7  

Let your light fill up this world ‘til dawn 
              C      G7               C     G7  

Shine on,       shine on  
C                                    G7                                 C         G7  

Let your light fill up this world ‘til dawn 

 
C                                G7                                                C                          G7  

All night long I wait for you and you’re finally there     
C                                      G7                           C                                     G7  

I’m amazed at the loving that we both have shared   
    C                                    G7                                     C                          G7  

I may not have that much to give in material things     
          C                          G7                           C                          G7  

But what I have I give to you so freely (Chorus) 
 

Bridge:              C                            G7                                            C         G7     

All night long,    I will wait for your fire  
C                             G7                                           C          G7  

All night long,    I will wait for your fire  
 
 

Repeat from top 

Chorus, tag, end on C 

C 

G7 



Aloha `Oe 
Queen Lili`uokalani 

Intro G7  C  G7 
 
             C                     F                  C 

Ha`aheo e ka ua i nā pali 
         G7 

Ke nihi a`ela i ka nahele 
         C                  F                       C 

E uhai ana paha i ka liko 
              D7               G7           C  C7 

Pua `āhihi lehua o uka 
 

Hui:  
     F                          C 

Aloha `oe, aloha `oe 
              G7                                          C     C7 

E ke onaona noho i ka lipo 
             F                                     C 

One fond embrace, a ho`i a`e au 
G7                                      C 

Until we meet again 
 

Ending 
        G7                             C           F Fm   C 

Until we meet again 

C7 

F 

C 

Fm 

G7 

D7 




