
Key: A 

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 



Key: A 

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 



Key: F 

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 



Key: A 

 

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 



Key: A 
Twisting the Night Away 

Sam Cooke 

Intro: A    F#    D    E7 

 
A                                                       F#m 

Let me tell ya 'bout a place, somewhere up New York way 
D                                                          E7 

Where the people are so gay, twisting the night away 
A                                                       F#m 

Here they have a lot of fun, putting trouble on the run 
D 

Man, you find the old and young 
E7                                     A 

Twisting the night away.  They're... 

 
Chorus 1:        A 

Twisting, twisting, everybody's feeling great 
D                                                   E7                             A 

Twisting, twisting, they're   twisting the night away 

 
A                                                                 F#m 

Here's a man in evening clothes, how he got here I don't know 
D                                                          E7 

Man, you oughta see him go, twisting the night away 
A                                                                       F#m 

He's dancing with a chick in slacks, she’s moving up and back 
        D                                                        E7                    A 

Oh man, there ain't nothing like twisting the night a-way.  They're... 

 
Chorus 2:       A 

Twisting, twisting, everybody's feeling great 
D                                                   E7                             A 

Twisting, twisting, they're   twisting the night away 

Let's twist awhile 
Break: 

             A              F#m              D             E7 

(Lean up,  lean back,  lean up, lean back) 
          A                F#m          D                             E7                               A 

(Wa-tusi, now Fly, now Twist),  they're  twisting the night away 

  

A 

F#m 

D 

E7 



Twisting the Night Away 

Sam Cooke 

A                                                      F#m 

Here's a fella in blue jeans, dancing with an older queen 
              D                                                         E7 

Who's dolled up in a diamond ring, twisting the night away 
A                                                     F#m 

Man, you gotta see her go, twisting to the Rock 'n' Roll 
D                                                                   E7                                  A 

Here you find the young and old, twisting the night away.  They're... 

 
Chorus3:         A 

Twisting, Twisting, man, everybody's feeling great. 
        D                           E7                   A 

They're Twisting, Twisting, they're twisting the night a-way. 

One more time... 

 
Coda:                   A              F#m              D             E7 

(Lean up,  lean back,  lean up, lean back) 
          A                F#m          D                 E7            A 

(Wa-tusi, now Fly, now Twist)….. 

E7 D F#m A 



 Key: G 

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 



Key: C 

 

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 



Key: C 
Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy 

Don Ray, Hughie Prince 

Intro:  C 
C 

He was a famous trumpet man from out Chicago way 

He had a boogie style that no one else could play 
                      F 

He was the top man at his craft 
                        C 

But then his number came up and he was gone with the draft 
C                   G                                         F 

He's in the Army now,   a-blowin' reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)       C       (Am)  C 

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company  B 

 
C 

They made him blow a bugle for his Uncle Sam 

It really brought him down because he couldn't jam 
                        F 

The captain seemed to understand 
                        C 

Because the next day the cap' went out and drafted a band 
                          G                                                            F 

And now the company jumps,   when he plays reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)       C       (Am)  C 

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 

 
C 

A toot,   a toot,   a toodlie-a-da-toot 
He blows it eight-to-the-bar,    in boogie rhythm 
       F                                                                                                  C 

He can't blow a note unless the bass and guitar is playin' with him 
                           G                                                       F 

He makes the company jump when he plays reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)       C       (Am)  C 

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 
               C  [ritard] 

He was our boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 

  

C Am F G 



Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy 

Don Ray, Hughie Prince 

F                                                                                          C 

And when he plays boogie woogie bugle he was busy as a 'bzzz' bee 
                          G                                                                F 

And when he plays he makes the company jump eight-to-the-bar 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)      C       (Am)  C 

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 

 
C 

Toot-toot-toot, toodlie-a-da, toodlie-a-da,    toot-toot 
He blows it eight-to-the-bar,    in boogie rhythm 
       F                                                                                                  C 

He can't blow a note unless the bass and guitar is playin' with him 
            G                                                                        F  

A-a-a-and the company jumps when he plays reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)      C       (Am)  C  

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 

 
C 

He puts the boys to sleep with boogie every night 

And wakes 'em up the same way in the early bright 
                              F 

They clap their hands and stamp their feet 
                          C 

Because they know how he plays when someone gives him a beat 
                   G                                                F 

He really breaks it up when he plays reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)      C       (Am)  C  

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 
 
 
            G                                                                        F  

A-a-a-and the company jumps when he plays reveille 
                C           (Am)       C         (Am)      C(4)                

He's the boogie woogie bugle boy of Company B 

C Am F G 



Key: G When Irish Eyes Are Smiling 
Chauncey Olcott, George Graff, Jr.,Ernest Ball 

G 

There's a tear in your eye and I'm wondering why 
                                                           D7 

For it never should be there at all 
                                                                           G                         E7 

With such power in your smile, sure a stone you'd beguile 
                     A7                                         D7 

So there's never a teardrop should fall 
                       G 

When your sweet lilting laughter's like some fairy song 
                                                                      C 

And your eyes twinkle bright as can be 
                        A7                                               D7 

You should laugh all the while and all other times smile 
                    A7                            D7 

And now smile a smile for me 
 

Chorus:                           G        D7            G                             C                         G 

When Irish eyes are smiling, sure 'tis like a morn in spring 
            C                    G               C              A7                         D7 

In the lilt of Irish laughter, you can hear the angels sing 
             G       D7               G                         C                                           G 

When Irish hearts are happy, all the world seems bright and gay 
G                   C       A7            G              E7                A7               D7        G 

And when Irish eyes are smiling, sure, they steal your heart away 
 

G 

For your smile is a part of the love in your heart 
                                                                  D7 

And it makes even sunshine more bright 
                                                                          G                  E7 

Like the linnet's sweet song, crooning all the day long 
                         A7                                       D7 

Comes your laughter so tender and light 
               G 

For the springtime of life is the sweetest of all 
                                                         C 

There is ne'er a real care or regret 
                      A7                                                      D7 

And while springtime is ours, throughout all of youth's hours 
             A7                                         D7 

Let us smile every chance we get  (Chorus) 

C 

D7 

G 

E7 

A7 



Key: C 

 

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 



Key: C 

 

Stewball 

Traditional 

C Dm G C F G 
 

                                    C                                                       Dm 

Oh Stewball was a racehorse, and I wish he were mine 
                              G                                          C         F   G 

He never drank water, he always drank wine 

 
                             C                                        Dm 

His bridle was silver, his mane it was gold 
                                        G                                        C      F   G 

And the worth of his saddle has never been told 

 
                                               C                                                  Dm 

Oh the fairgrounds were crowded, and Stewball was there 
                                      G                                             C         F   G 

But the betting was heavy on the bay and the mare 

 
                            C                                         Dm 

And a-way up yonder, ahead of them all 
                                             G                                           C         F   G 

Came a-prancing and a-dancing, my noble Stewball 

 
                       C                                         Dm 

I bet on the grey mare, I bet on the bay 
                                         G                                                    C         F   G 

If I'd have bet on old Stewball, I'd be a free man today 

 
                                        C                                                 Dm 

Oh the hoot owl, she hollers, and the turtle dove moans 
                                  G                                                    C         F   G 

I'm a poor boy in trouble, I'm a long way from home 

 
                                    C                                                       Dm 

Oh Stewball was a racehorse, and I wish he were mine 
                               G                                          C         F    C 

He never drank water, he always drank wine 

C 

Dm 

F 

G 



Key: Am 

Love Potion Number Nine 

 

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 E7 

B7 

B7 

18 



Key: C 

Da Doo Ron Ron  

Jeff Barry, Ellie Greenwich and Phil Spector 

Intro: C 
 

C                                                                   F 

I met him on a Monday and my heart stood still 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
C                                                         F 

Somebody told me that his name was Bill 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
C                 F                                  C              G 

Yes, my heart stood still, yes, his name was Bill 
C                            F                                           G                                        C 

And when he walked me home, da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron 
 

  C                                                                            F 

He knew what he was doin' when he caught my eye 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
C                                                 F  

He looked so quiet, but my, oh my 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
C                F                               C                G 

Yes, he caught my eye, yes, and my oh my 
C                            F                                           G                                         C 

And when he walked me home, da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron 
 

Bridge:    C      |     F       |                      G                                         C 

                            Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron 
C      |     F       |                      G                                         C 

                            Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron 

C 

F 

G 



Key: C 

Da Doo Ron Ron  

Jeff Barry, Ellie Greenwich and Phil Spector 

 
C                                                                      F 

He picked me up at seven and he looked so fine 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
C                      F 

Someday soon I'm gonna make him mine 
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
 
C                F                               C              G 

Yes, he looked so fine, yes, I'll make him mine 
C                            F                                           G                                         C 

And when he walked me home, da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron 
 
        C                                         F 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
        G                                        C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
        C                                        F 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron  
         G                                       C 

Da doo ron ron ron, da doo ron ron (fade) 



Key: D 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 



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 

Key: C 



Lahaina 

Loggins and Messina 

C                                                                G                                     C 

Bo-do-do-do-do do do do do,    bo-do-do-do-do do do (repeat) 
 
C                                                           

I was sitting at a table on an open bay 
F                                         C 

Waiting for drink of rum 
                  C 

When I asked my waiter for the time of day 
                                 G-Tacit                                    C 

He said, "Look out, there's a centipede coming your way!" 

 
Chorus                     C       

In Lahaina, the sugar cane grow 
                  G                   C 

In Lahaina, the living is slow 
                  C7                 F 

In Lahaina, the mangos are sweet 
                        C                                       G                   C 

But the centipede crawls all over your feet  

 
C 

I was lying by the water in the morning sun 
F                                          C 

Shaded by a coconut tree 
C 

When I turned around it was all I could see 
                       G-Tacit                            C 

There was great big centipede staring at me  (Chorus) 

 
C 

I had only just a second to decide what to do 
F                                                               C 

While looking at his poisonous fangs 
C 

When I said I thought it was a beautiful day 
                    G-Tacit                                                   C 

He said "Wow, Mr Haole, I think your pushing my leg." (Chorus) 
 

C                                                                G                                      C  (3 count end) 

Bo-do-do-do-do do do do do,    bo-do-do-do-do do do (repeat) 

Key: C 

C 

G 

F 

C7 



Island Style 

John Cruz 

Intro C  G  C  C7 

                  F                                                    C 

On the island, we do it island style 
 

From the mountains to the ocean  
                        G                                                         C  

From the windward to the leeward side  (repeat) 

 
 

C                                                                          F                        C 

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

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

We eat and drink and we sing all day 
                                           G                               C 

Kanikapila in the old Hawaiian way (Chorus) 

 
          C                                                                 F                                  C 

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

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

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

I love my grandma every minute every hour (Chorus) 

 
Ending tag           C 

From the mountains to the ocean  
                        G                                                         C 

From the windward to the leeward side  (repeat) 

C7 F C G 

Key: C 



Song Of Old Hawai'i 

Gordon Beecher, John Noble 

Intro: G7  C 
 

G7              C                                              G7                        

There's a perfume of a million flowers 
                                                                   C            G7 

Clinging to the heart of old Hawai'i 

 
                     C                                               G7                        

There's a rainbow following the showers 
                                                               C             C7 

Bringing me a part of old Hawai'i 

 
Bridge:                                    F                                 C                                       

There's a silvery moon, a symphony of stars 
                     D7                              G7                             

There's a hula tune, and a hum of soft guitars 

 
                     C                                                   G7                        

There's a tradewind sighing in the heavens 
                                                              C            G7 

Singing me a song of old Hawai'i 

 
1. To top 
2. Tag last line, ritard 

 
G7                                                          C(5) 

Singing me a song of old Hawai'i 

C 

G7 

F 

D7 

C7 

Key: C 



Drip Drop 

Jerry Leiber, Mike Stoller 

F 

Drip drip,   drippity drop… drip drip,   drippity drop 

 
         F                                             

The roof is leaking and the rain's falling on my head 
 

(Drip, drip,   drippity drop) 
                   Bb                                                                              F 

Well, the roof is leaking and the rain's falling on my head 
 

 (Drip, drip,   drippity drop) 
   C                        Bb                            F 

I cried so hard, teardrops on my bed 
 

(Drip, drip   drippity drop) 

 
F 

Well, he packed up his clothes and he moved out on the midnight train 
 

(Trip, trip,   trippity trop) 
                  Bb                                                                                                        F 

Well, he packed up his clothes and he moved out on the midnight train 
 

(Trip, trip,   trippity trop) 
                             C                           Bb                     F 

You know this empty room is driving me insane 
 

(Flip, flip,   flippity flop) 

 
F 

Well I’m sitting here drinking, thinking what I’m gonna do 
 

Sip, sip    sippity sop 
                   Bb                                                                                     F 

Well I’m sitting here drinking, thinking what I’m gonna do 
 

Sip, sip    sippity sop 
                             C                                         Bb                      F 

You know the roof is leaking and the rain is falling through 
 

(Drip, drip   drippity drop) 

  

F 

F7 

Bb 

C 

Key: F 



Drip Drop 

Jerry Leiber, Mike Stoller 

Bridge                 F 

Well I ran into my buddy, he gave me a tip, tip, tip. 
                              F 

He said, “Your man’s gone and left”, I said, “I'm hip, hip, hip” 
                        F 

I said, “Just mind your own affairs and button your lip, lip, lip 
    F                                                                            F7 

I don’t need you to tell me he gave me the slip, slip, slip” 

 
                   Bb                                                                              F 

Well, the roof is leaking and the rain's falling on my head 
 

(Drip, drip,   drippity drop) 
   C                        Bb                            F 

I cried so hard, teardrops on my bed 
 

(Drip, drip   drippity drop) 
 
F 

Whoa-oh! (Drip, drip, drippity drop) 
F 

Whoa-oh! (Drip, drip, drippity drop) 
F 

Whoa-oh! (Drip, drip, drippity drop) 
 

(Fade) 
 

 



Yellow Submarine 

Lennon, McCartney 

F           C                     Bb         F            Dm           G7                                  C 

In the town where I was born,   Lived a man who sailed to sea 
F              C            Bb         F         Dm       G7                         C 

And he told us of his life,   In the land of submarines 
 

F            C                 Bb        F          Dm         G7                         C 

So we sailed on to the sun   ‘Til we found a sea of green 
F               C              Bb               F              Dm        G7                       C 

And we lived beneath the waves   In our yellow submarine 
 

Chorus:                  F                              C 

We all live in a yellow submarine 
C                                        F 

Yellow submarine,   yellow submarine 
F                               C  

We all live in a yellow submarine 
C                                        F 

Yellow submarine,   yellow submarine 
 

F                C                     Bb   F               Dm       G7                                           C 

And our friends are all aboard,   Many more of them live next door 
F               C              Bb          F                      

And the band begins to play (Instrumental) (Chorus) 

 
F            C          Bb         F 

As we live a life of ease 
Dm        G7                                                           Bb         C 

Every one of us (every one of us) has all we need (has all we need) 
F            C                                            Bb         F 

Sky of blue (sky of blue) and sea of green (sea of green) 
Dm        G7                                                       C 

In our yellow (in our yellow) submarine (submarine, a-ha!) (Chorus x2) 
 

F C Bb Dm G7 

Key: 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 

Key: G 



Yellow Submarine 

Lennon, McCartney 

F           C                     Bb         F            Dm           G7                                  C 

In the town where I was born,   Lived a man who sailed to sea 
F              C            Bb         F         Dm       G7                         C 

And he told us of his life,   In the land of submarines 
 

F            C                 Bb        F          Dm         G7                         C 

So we sailed on to the sun   ‘Til we found a sea of green 
F               C              Bb               F              Dm        G7                       C 

And we lived beneath the waves   In our yellow submarine 
 

Chorus:                  F                              C 

We all live in a yellow submarine 
C                                        F 

Yellow submarine,   yellow submarine 
F                               C  

We all live in a yellow submarine 
C                                        F 

Yellow submarine,   yellow submarine 
 

F                C                     Bb   F               Dm       G7                                           C 

And our friends are all aboard,   Many more of them live next door 
F               C              Bb          F                      

And the band begins to play (Instrumental) (Chorus) 

 
F            C          Bb         F 

As we live a life of ease 
Dm        G7                                                           Bb         C 

Every one of us (every one of us) has all we need (has all we need) 
F            C                                            Bb         F 

Sky of blue (sky of blue) and sea of green (sea of green) 
Dm        G7                                                       C 

In our yellow (in our yellow) submarine (submarine, a-ha!) (Chorus x2) 
 

F C Bb Dm G7 

Key: F 



My Yellow Ginger Lei 

John K. Keawehawaii 

/G7   C7   /F  /G7   C7   /F  
 

/F                        /C7                     /                         /F                                                 / 

My yellow ginger lei, reveals her scent through the day 

                            /C7                                          /                                /Bb  F   /G7 C7 /F 

Enchanting moments with you, make me love you 

 
/F                          /C7                    /                                           /F                        / 

Ku'u lei awapuhi melemele, i puīa me ke 'ala onaona 

                                   /C7                      /                               /Bb  F   /G7 C7 /F 

Ho'ohihi ka mana'o iā 'oe, e ku'u lei awapuhi 

 
/F                                   /C7                       /                        /F                      / 

You're as lovely as can be, my yellow ginger lei 

                            /C7                                  /                     /Bb  F   /G7 C7 /F 

My heart is yearning for you, my awapuhi 

 
/F             /C7               /                   /F       / 

Ha'ina 'ia mai, ana ka puana 

                            /C7                                  /                     /Bb  F   /G7 C7 /F 

My yellow ginger lei, makes me love you 

 
Play each verse twice 
                                                                        [       slide     ] 
Ending chords   /G7   C7   /F  /G7   C7   /F   Eb6   E6   F6 

F Bb C7 G7 Eb6 

E6 F6 

5 
4 

3 

Key: F 



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 

Key: C 




