
Things                                      Bobby Darin 
 
 
C           C         G7        C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
 
C 
Every night I sit here by my window . .  (window) 

                                        G7 
Staring at the lonely avenue . . (avenue) 

C                                                       F 
Watchin’ lovers holdin’ hands and laughin’ . . (laughin’) 

        C                           G7                         C       C 
And thinking about the things we used to do. 
 
 
CHORUS: 

                    G7 
Thinkin' of things,    like a walk in the park 

  C 
Things,    like a kiss in the dark 

  G7 
Things,        like a sailboat ride, (yeah, yeah) 

  C 
What about the night we cried? 

  F 
Things, like a lovers vow 

  C 
Things, that we don't do now. 

 G7                                                     C      C 
Thinkin' ‘bout the things we used to do. 

 
 
 
C 
Memories are all I have to cling to . . (cling to) 

                                                                  G7 
And heartaches are the friends I'm talkin' to . . (talkin' to) 



           C                                                    F 
When I'm not thinkin' of just how much I love you . . (love you) 

                C                        G7                        C      C  
Well, I'm thinkin' 'bout the things we used to do. 
 
 
 
REPEAT CHORUS: 
 
(original goes up a full tone here) 
 
   C 
I still can hear the jukebox softly playin' . . (playin') 

                                                                G7 
And the face I see each day belongs to you . . (belongs to you) 

                          C                                                F 
Though there's not a single sound, and there's nobody else around, 

                   C                        G7                        C      C 
It’s just me thinkin' ‘bout the things we used to do. 
 
 
REPEAT CHORUS: 
 
 
OUTRO: 
 
               G7                                                    C 
And the heartaches are the friends I'm talkin' to 

                    G7                                                   C 
You got me thinkin' 'bout the things we used to do 

G7                                   C          C 
Staring at the lonely avenue        / 
 
 
 
 
 

                       



Till I Kissed You                                                       Everly Brothers 
 
 
 
F           Dm      F          Dm  
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /  
 
 
 
F                 Dm                       F                  Dm 

     Ne - ver felt like this until I kissed ya  

F                 Dm                 F                     Dm 

     How did  I  exist until I kissed ya  

F 
     Never had you on my mind  

Bb                             C7 

     Now you’re there all the time  

F                 Dm                                  F             Dm 

     Ne - ver knew what I missed till I kissed ya      uh-huh  

        F               Dm 

     I kissed ya        oh yeah  
  
 
 
 
F                        Dm                               F              Dm 

     Things have really changed since I kissed ya         uh-huh  

F                 Dm                                 F                 Dm 

     My life’s not the same now that I kissed ya            oh yeah  

F 
     Mm-m ya got a way about ya  

Bb                    C7 

     Now I can’t live without ya  

F                 Dm                                  F                 Dm 

     Ne - ver knew what I missed till I kissed ya           uh-huh  

        F                Dm 

     I kissed ya          oh yeah  
 
 



 Dm                                            F                   F 
      You don’t realize what you do to me   

             Dm                                  F                          F 
      And  I    didn’t realize what a kiss could be  
 
 
F 
     Mm-m ya got a way about ya  

Bb                    C7 

     Now I can’t live without ya  

F                 Dm                                  F                Dm 

     Ne - ver knew what I missed till I kissed ya         uh-huh  

        F               Dm 

     I kissed ya          oh yeah 
 
 
 
 Dm                                            F                 F 
      You don’t realize what you do to me    

              Dm                                   F                        F  
      And   I    didn’t realize what a kiss could be  
  
 
              
     F 
     Mm-m ya got a way about ya  

Bb                    C7 

     Now I can’t live without ya  

F                 Dm                                  F              Dm 

     Ne - ver knew what I missed till I kissed ya         uh-huh  

  F                 Dm                         F 
I kissed ya          oh yeah       I kissed ya 
                                                    /        / 
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Key of CToday
C
/ / /

Am
/ / /

Dm
/ / /

G7
/ /.

Chorus:

To
C
day while the

Am
blossoms still

Dm
cling to the

G7
vine,

I'll
C
taste your straw

Am
berries, I'll

Dm
drink your sweet

G7
wine,

A
C
million to

C7
morrows shall

F
all pass a

Dm
way,

C
E'er I for

Am
get all the

Dm
joy that is

G7
mine

G7
   to-

C
day

Am
/ / /

Dm
/ / /

G7
/ / /

Verse 1:

C
I'll be a

Am
dandy, and

Dm
I'll be a

G7
rover,

You'll
C
know who I

Am
am by the

Dm
song that I

G7
sing,

I'll
C
feast at your

Am
table, I'll

Dm
sleep in your

G7
clover,

Who
F
knows what to

G7
morrow shall

C
bring

G7

Chorus:

To
C
day while the

Am
blossoms still

Dm
cling to the

G7
vine,

I'll
C
taste your straw

Am
berries, I'll

Dm
drink your sweet

G7
wine,

A
C
million to

C7
morrows shall

F
all pass a

Dm
way,

C
E'er I for

Am
get all the

Dm
joy that is

G7
mine

G7
    to-

C
day

Am
/ / /

Dm
/ / /

G7
/ / /
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Verse 2:

I
C
can't be con

Am
tented with

Dm
yesterday's

G7
glories,

I
C
can't live on

Am
promises

Dm
winter to

G7
spring,

To
C
day is my

Am
moment and

Dm
now is my

G7
story,

I'll
F
laugh and I'll

G7
cry and I'll sing.

C G7

Final Chorus:

To
C
day while the

Am
blossoms still

Dm
cling to the

G7
vine,

I'll
C
taste your straw

Am
berries, I'll

Dm
drink your sweet

G7
wine,

A
C
million to

C7
morrows shall

F
all pass a

Dm
way,

C
E'er I for

Am
get all the

Dm
joy that is

G7
mine

G7
    to-

C
day

Am
/ / /

Dm
/ / /

G7
/ / /

C
/

C

1

1
2
3
4
5

Am

1

1
2
3
4
5

Dm

2 4 1

1
2
3
4
5

G7

2 1 4

1
2
3
4
5

C7

1

1
2
3
4
5

F

2 1

1
2
3
4
5



Key of ATomorrow Will Be Kinder
Lydia and Laura Rogers

A
/ / /

A
/ / /

A
Black clouds are behind me, I

D
now can see a

A
head,

A

A
Often I wonder why I try,

B7
hoping for an

E
end.

E7

A
Sorrow weighs my shoulders down and

D
trouble haunts my

A
mind.

A

But I
D
know the present

A
will not

F#m
last and to

B7
morrow

E
will be

D
kind

A
er.

A

To
D
morrow will be

A
kinder, it’s

D
true I’ve seen it be

A
fore.

A

A
D
brighter day is

A
coming my

F#m
way, yes to

B7
morrow

E
will be

D
kind

A
er.

A

To
A
day I’ve cried a many

A7
tear, and

D
pain is in my

A
heart.

A

A
A
round me lies a somber scene, I

B7
don’t know where to

E
start.

E7

A
But I feel warmth on my skin, the

D
stars have all a

A
ligned.

A

The
D
wind has blown but

A
now I

F#m
know that to

B7
morrow

E
will be

D
kind

A
er.

A

To
D
morrow will be

A
kinder, I

D
know, I’ve seen it be

A
fore.

A

A
D
brighter day is

A
coming my

F#m
way, yes to

B7
morrow

E
will be

D
kind

A
er.

A
/

A

2 1

1
2
3
4
5

D

1 1 1

1
2
3
4
5

B7

3 2 1

1
2
3
4
5

E

1 1 1

1
2
3
4
5

E7

1 2 4

1
2
3
4
5

F#m

2 1 4

1
2
3
4
5
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Turn, Turn, Turn                                       Pete Seeger 
 
 
F           G         C     Csus4   C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / /     / /         / / . . 
 
 
 

                C       F       C       G                         C           F       C       G 
To every thing, Turn, Turn, Turn.  There is a season, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

            F                   G                      C             Csus4    C 
And a time to every purpose under heaven       / /        / / . . 
                                                            / / 

 
 
                     G                     C                      G                     C 
A time to be born, a time to die.  A time to plant, a time to reap 

                G                   C                      F           G          C        Csus4    C 
A time to kill, a time to heal.  A time to laugh, a time to weep      / /        / / . . 
 
 
 

                C       F       C       G                         C           F       C       G 
To every thing, Turn, Turn, Turn.  There is a season, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

            F                   G                      C             Csus4    C 
And a time to every purpose under heaven       / /        / / . . 

 
 
 
 
                        G                             C                        G                        C 
A time to build up, a time to break down.  A time to dance, a time to mourn 

    G                            C                         F         G             C         Csus4    C 
A time to cast away stones.  A time to gather stones together     / /        / / . . 
 
 
 

                C       F       C       G                         C           F       C       G 
To every thing, Turn, Turn, Turn.  There is a season, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

            F                   G                      C             Csus4    C 
And a time to every purpose under heaven       / /        / / . . 

 
 



                G                     C                      G                     C 
A time of love, a time of hate.  A time of war, a time of peace 

    G                           C                       F        G            C           Csus4    C 
A time you may embrace.  A time to refrain from embracing     / /        / / . . 
 
 
    C     G         C         G       C         G        C         F         G        C   Csus4    C 
. . / /    / / / /    / / / /    / / / /    / / / /    / / / /    / / / /    / / / /     / / / /     / /      / /      / / . . 
 
 

                C       F       C       G                         C           F       C       G 
To every thing, Turn, Turn, Turn.  There is a season, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

            F                   G                      C             Csus4    C 
And a time to every purpose under heaven       / /        / / . . 

 
 
 
                G                     C                      G                     C 
A time to gain, a time to lose.  A time to rend, a time to sew 

                 G                      C        
A time for love, a time for hate.   

                   F           G                        C        Csus4    C 
A time for peace, I swear it's not too late       / /        / / . . 
 
 
 

                C       F       C       G 
To every thing, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

                  C           F       C       G 
There is a season, Turn, Turn, Turn, 

           F                   G                      C             Csus4    C 
And a time to every purpose under heaven       / /        /  
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Key of DTwo Piña Coladas
Garth Brooks

D
/ / / /

D
/ / / /

D
/ / / /

D
/ / / /

I was
D
feeling the blues, I was watching the news

When this fella came on the T
A
V

He said
A
I’m tellin' you that science has proven

That heartaches are healed by the
D
sea

G
That got me goin' without even knowin'

I
D
packed right up and drove

G
down

Now
G
I’m on a roll and I

D
swear to my soul

To
A
night I'm gonna paint this

D
town

Chorus:

        So bring me
D
two piña coladas

        One for each
A
hand

A
Let's set sail with Captain Morgan

        And never leave dry
D
land

G
troubles I forgot 'em -- I

D
buried 'em in the

G
sand

        So bring me
G
two piña col

D
adas

        She said good-
A
bye to her good timing

D
man
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Oh now
D
I’ve gotta say that the wind and the waves

And the moon winkin' down at
A
me

A
Eases my mind by leavin' behind

The heartaches that love often
D
brings

Now
G
I’ve got a smile that goes on for miles

With
D
no inclination to

G
roam

G
I’ve gotta say that I

D
think I've gotta stay

'Cause this is
A
feelin' more and more like

D
home

Chorus: X2

End With:

(D)
So bring me

G
two piña col

D
adas

        She said good-
A
bye to her good timing

D
man

D

1 1 1

1
2
3
4
5

A

2 1

1
2
3
4
5

G

1 3 2

1
2
3
4
5



Uncloudy Day                                                   Josiah K. Alwood 
 
D           D         G         D          D         A7        D         D 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      / / . . . 
 
 
               D                                     G              D 
Oh, they tell me of a home far be-yond the skies. 

                                                  A7         A7 
And they tell me of a home far away.     / / . . 
                D                                           G                 D    
Oh, they tell me of a home where no storm clouds rise. 

D                                  A7           D         D 
Oh, they tell me of an uncloudy day. 
 

 
D                         G             D                                  E7              A7   
Oh, the land of cloudless days. Oh, the land of an unclouded sky. 

               D                                           G                   D    
Oh, they tell me of a home where no storm clouds rise. 

 D                                 A7           D        D 
Oh, they tell me of an uncloudy day.     / / . . 

 
 
          D                                                  G                 D 
Oh, they tell me of a home where my friends have gone. 

                                                    A7         A7 
And they tell me of that land far away.     / / . . 
                    D                       G        D    
Where the Tree of Life in E-ternal Bloom. 

 D                                                 A7           D        D 
Sheds its' fragrance through the uncloudy day. 
 
 

D                         G             D                                  E7              A7   
Oh, the land of cloudless days. Oh, the land of an unclouded sky. 

               D                                           G                   D    
Oh, they tell me of a home where no storm clouds rise. 

 D                                A7            D         D 
Oh, they tell me of an uncloudy day.      / / . . 



               D                                     G         D 
Oh, they tell me of the King in His beauty there. 

                                                                A7         A7 
And they tell me that mine eyes shall behold.      / / . . 
                   D                                  G                D    
Where He sits on a throne that is whiter than snow. 

D                          A7         D         D 
In the city that is made of gold. 
 
           

D                         G             D                                  E7              A7   
Oh, the land of cloudless days. Oh, the land of an unclouded sky. 

               D                                           G                   D    
Oh, they tell me of a home where no storm clouds rise. 

 D                                A7            D        D 
Oh, they tell me of an uncloudy day.     / / . . 
 

 
               D                                             G           D 
Oh, they tell me that He smiles on His children there. 

                                                         A7         A7 
And His smile drives their sorrows away.      / / . . 
                D                                      G        D      
And they tell me that no tears ever come again. 

D                               A7           D        D 
In that lovely land of uncloudy day. 
 
 

D                         G             D                                  E7              A7   
Oh, the land of cloudless days. Oh, the land of an unclouded sky. 

               D                                           G                   D    
Oh, they tell me of a home where no storm clouds rise. 

 D                                A7            D        D 
Oh, they tell me of an uncloudy day. 

 
D                                 A7            G                  D    
Oh, they tell me of an Uncloudy Da – a – a - ay.  
                                                   / / / /   / / / /     / 
 
 



Key of DUp On the Roof D maj
Carole King

D
/ / / /

Bm
/ / / /

D
/ / / /

Bm
/ / / .

When
D
this old world starts

Bm
getting me down

And
G
people are just too

A7
much for me to

D
face (Up on the

Bm
roof)

I
D
climb way up to the

Bm
top of the stairs

And
G
all my cares just

A7
drift right into

D
space (Up on the

Bm
roof)

G
On the roof, it’s peaceful as can be

G

And
D
there, the world be-

Bm
low can't bother

G
me

A7
/       (Let me tell you now)

When
D
I come home feeling

Bm
tired and beat

I
G
go up where the

A7
air is fresh and

D
sweet (Up on the

Bm
roof)

I
D
get away from the

Bm
hustlin' crowds

And
G
all that rat race

A7
noise down in the

D
street (Up on the

Bm
roof)

G
On the roof’s the only place I know

Where
D
you just have to

Bm
wish to make it

G
so

A7
/

Let's go up on the
D
roof (Up on the

Bm
roof)

D
/ / / /

Bm
/ / / /

G
/ / / /

A7
/ / / /

D
/ / / /

D
/ / . .
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At
G
night, the stars put on a show for free

G

And,
D
darling, you can

Bm
share it all with

G
me

A7
/      (I keep on telling you that)

D
Right smack dab in the

Bm
middle of town

I’ve
G
found a para-

A7
dise that's trouble

D
proof (Up on the

Bm
roof)

And if
D
this world starts

Bm
getting you down

There's
G
room enough for

A7
two up on the

D
roof (Up on the

Bm
roof)

Up on the
D
roof,

Bm

Up on the
D
roof,

Bm

Up on the
D
roof,

Bm G D
/

D

1 1 1

1
2
3
4
5

Bm

3 1 1 1

1
2
3
4
5

G

1 3 2

1
2
3
4
5

A7

1

1
2
3
4
5
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revised 5/2/16 

Wagon Wheel                                                                               Old Crow Medicine Show 
 
 
G          D         Em       C         G          D         C          C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
G                                         D 
Headed down south to the land of the pines 

             Em                               C 
And I'm thumbin' my way into North Caroline 

G                                       D                          C                  C 
Starin' up the road and (I) pray to God I see headlights 

  G                                        D 
I made it down the coast in seventeen hours 

Em                                  C 
Pickin' me a bouquet of Dogwood flowers 

                G                                    D                       C             C 
And I'm a hopin' for Raleigh I can see my baby to..ni.i.ght 
 
 
CHORUS: 
       G                               D 
 So rock me mama like a wagon wheel 

 Em                            C 
 Rock me mama any way you feel 

 G       D              C             C 
 Hey...ey, mama rock me 

 G                                    D 
 Rock me mama like the wind and the rain 

 Em                               C 
 Rock me mama like a south-bound train 

 G       D              C              C 
 Hey...ey, mama rock me 
 
 
 
 
G          D         Em       C         G          D         C          C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 



revised 5/2/16 

G                                 D 
Runnin' from the cold up in New England 

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

      G                                D                    C          C 
My baby plays the guitar, I pick a banjo now 

        G                                           D 
Oh, North country winters keep a gettin' me now 

              Em                                  C 
Lost my money playin' poker so I had to up and leave 

         G                              D                        C                C 
But I ain't a turnin' back to livin' that old life no mo.o.re 
 
 
CHORUS: 
 
 
G                              D 
Walkin' to the south out of Roanoke 

                 Em                                                  C 
I caught a trucker out of Philly, had a nice long toke 

       G                                            D 
But he's a headed west from the Cumberland Gap 

      C                    C 
To Johnson City, Tennessee 

          G                              D 
And I gotta get a move on fit for the sun 

                Em                                      C 
I hear my baby callin' my name and I know that she's the only one 

       G                              D                    C              C 
And if I die in Raleigh at least I will die free..ee 
 
 
CHORUS: 
 
 
End with:      G          D         Em       C         G          D         C          C         G 
         / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / 



Waimanalo Blues                             Thor Wold & Liko Martin 
                                                                                Performed by Country Comfort 
 
 
G          D7        G         G 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
 
G                                                         D7                          G 
Wind’s gonna blow so I’m gonna go, down on the road again 
 
G                                                             D7                         G - G7 
Starting where the mountains left me,  I end up where I began 
 
C                                                         G 
Where I will go the wind only knows, good times around the bend. 
 
 G                                          D7                          G           D7                          G 
Get in my car, goin’ too far, never comin’ back again.    (never comin’ back again) 
 
 
 
 
G                                                                    D7                          G 
Tired and worn, I woke up this mornin’ and found that I was confused. 
 
G                                                                    D7                          G - G7 
Spun right around and found I had lost the things that I couldn’t lose. 
 
 
        C                                                                G 
The beaches they sell to build their hotels, my fathers and I once knew. 
 
 G                                                 D7                          G             D7                        G  
Birds all along, sunlight at dawn, singin’ Waimanalo Blues.  (singin’ Waimanalo Blues) 
 
 
 
 
G         G          D7       G  
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /  
 
 
 



G                                                               D7                         G 
Down on the road, the mountains so old, far on the country side. 
 
 G                                                                D7                                    G - G7 
Birds on the wing, forget in a while, so I’m headed for the windward side. 
 
C                                                                                 G 
In all of your dreams, sometimes it just seems, that I’m just along for the ride. 
 
G 
Some they will cry, because they have pride,  
 
       D7                                                G   
For someone who’s loved here has died. 
 
       D7                                                G 
For someone who’s loved here has died. 
 
 
 
G         G        D7      G - G7 
/ / / /    / / / /    / / / /    / /   / / 
 
 
 
C                                                                        G 
The beaches they sell to build their hotels, my fathers and I once knew. 
 
                                                     D7                           G 
Birds all along, sunlight at dawn, Singin’ Waimanalo Blues . . . 
 
D7                           G 
Singin’ Waimanalo Blues 
 
D7                           G             D7        G 
Singin’ Waimanalo Blues       / / / /      / 
{    Draw out to end      } 
 
 
 

                                



Wasted On The Way                                 Graham Nash 
                                                                                             Performed by Crosby, Stills, and Nash 
 
 
C           Csus4     C         Csus4     C 
/ / / /      / / / /      / / / /      / / / /       / / . . . 
 
 
             C                      Am 
Look around me, I can see my life before me 
 
                F                        G                   C        Csus4   C 
Running rings around the way it used to be        / /       / / . . 
                                                                  / / 
         C                          Am 
I am older now, I have more than what I wanted 
 
          F                      G                     F      C      C 
But I wish that I had started long before I did 
 
 
 
CHORUS:                F             G                       C                        Am 

And there's so much time to make up everywhere you turn 
 

F                      G                       Em        C7 
Time we have Wasted On The Way-ay-ay 

 
F               G                  C                       Am 
So much water moving underneath the bri-i-idge 

 
              F                       G              F       C 
Let the water come and carry us a-way 

 
 
 
F           G         C         Am        F          G         C     Csus4    C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      / / / /      / /       / /       / / . . . 
 
 
 
                 C                                       Am 
Oh, when you were young, did you question all the answers 
 
               F                G                          F         C       Csus4  C 
Did you envy all the dancers who had all the nerve    / /      / / . . 
                                                                          / / 



           C                               Am 
Look around you now, you must go for what you wanted 
 
              F                            G                          F            C         C 
Look at all my friends who did and got what they deserved 
 
 
 
 
 
CHORUS:                F            G                        C                        Am 

And there's so much time to make up everywhere you turn 
 

F                      G                        Em       C7 
Time we have Wasted On The Way-ay-ay 

 
F               G                   C                       Am 
So much water moving underneath the bri-i-idge 

 
              F                       G             F       C 
Let the water come and carry us a-way 

 
 
 
 

F              G                       C                        Am 
So much love to make up everywhere you turn 

 
F                      G                       Em        C7 
Love we have Wasted On The Way-ay-ay 

 
F              G                   C                        Am 
So much water moving underneath the bri-i-idge 

 
              F                       G              F      C 
Let the water come and carry us a-way 

 
             F                        G              F      F     C       C 
Let the water come and carry us a-way-ay-ay-ay     / 

 
 
 

                                          



Key of AmWild Mountain Thyme Cmaj

C
/ / / /

C
/ / / /

Em
/ / / /

Em
/ / /

F
/ / / /

F
/ / / /

C
/ / / /

C
/ / . .

Oh, the
C
summer

F
time is

C
comin', and the

F
trees are sweetly

Em
bloomin'

And the
F
wild

G
mountain

Am
thyme grows a-

Dm
round the bloomin'

F
heather.

        Will ye
C
go,

F
lassie,

C
go?  And we'll

F
all go to

Em
gether,

        To pluck
F
wild

G
mountain
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F
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go,
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C
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F
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F
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F
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C
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F
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        To pluck
F
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G
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thyme, all a-
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round the bloomin'

F
heather,
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C
go,

F
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C
go?

If my
C
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F
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C
gone, I would

F
surely find a-

Em
nother,

Where the
F
wild

G
mountain

Am
thyme grows a-

Dm
round the bloomin'

F
heather

        Will ye
C
go,

F
lassie,

C
go?  And we'll

F
all go to

Em
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        To pluck
F
wild

G
mountain

Am
thyme, all a-

Dm
round the bloomin'

F
heather,

        Will ye
C
go,

F
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C
go?
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C7
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F
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Bb
......xxxxxx...., Happy

F
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C7
to

F
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Bring Me Sunshine       Sylvia Dee and Arthur Kent 
 
 
 
Briskly: 
C           Dm        G7          C           C 
/ / / /      / / / /      / / / /       / / / /      / / . . . 
 
 
 
                C                          Dm 
Bring me Sunshine, in your smile, 
 
                G7                      C 
Bring me Laughter, all the while, 
 
            C7                                                 F 
In this world where we live, there should be more happiness, 
 
                D7                                    G7 
So much joy you can give, to each brand new bright tomorrow, 
 
 
 
 
                 C                            Dm 
Make me happy, through the years, 
 
            G7                  C 
Never bring me, any tears, 
 
               C7                                   F 
Let your arms be as warm as the sun from up above, 
 
                D7                  G7                           C 
Bring me fun, bring me sunshine, bring me love. 
 
 
 
 
Kazoo solo:   (play chords of second verse) 
 
 
 
 



 
                 C                          Dm 
Bring me Sunshine, in your eyes, 
 
                 G7                          C 
Bring me rainbows, from the skies, 
 
                C7                                   F 
Life's too short to be spent having anything but fun, 
 
              D7                           G7 
We can be so content, if we gather little sunbeams, 
 
 
 
 
              C                       Dm 
Be light-hearted, all day long, 
 
                 G7                        C 
Keep me singing, happy songs, 
 
               C7                                   F 
Let your arms be as warm as the sun from up above, 
 
                D7                  G7                          C         A7 
Bring me fun, bring me sunshine, bring me love. 
 
                D7                  G7                          C           G7     C 
Bring me fun, bring me sunshine, bring me love      / /       / 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                           



Don’t Be Cruel (To a Heart That’s True)              Otis Blackwell & Elvis Presley 
                                                                                                               Original in “D” 
 
 
C          C          C          C   (guitar or bass plays the following notes 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / . . .  ( in each measure of intro….c, e, g-a-g 
 
 
 
 
                C                     C 
Well, you know I can be found,  (bop bop) 

C                         C 
Sittin’ home all alone,  (bop bop) 

     F                        F 
If you can’t come around,  (bop bop) 

     C                            C 
At least, please telephone,  (bop bop) 

                Dm                      G7                              C         C 
Don’t be cruel                             to a heart that’s true 
                     (ooo – ooo – ooo) 
 
 
 
C                              C 
Baby, if I made you mad,  (bop bop) 

       C                                    C 
For something I might have said,  (bop bop) 

F                                   F 
Please, let’s forget my past. ,  (bop bop) 

        C                              C 
The future looks bright ahead,  (bop bop) 

                Dm                      G7                              C         C 
Don’t be cruel                             to a heart that’s true 
                     (ooo – ooo – ooo) 
 
 
 

            F                     G 
I don’t want no other love. 

F                     G                          C       C 
Baby, it’s just you I’m     thinking of 
 



C                           C 
Don’t stop thinkin’ of me,  (bop bop) 

          C                           C 
Don’t make me feel this way,  (bop bop) 

                 F                    F 
Come on over here and love me,  (bop bop) 

        C                                     C 
You know what I want you to say,  (bop bop) 

                Dm                      G7                              C         C 
Don’t be cruel                             to a heart that’s true 
                     (ooo – ooo – ooo) 
 
 

         F                      G 
Why should we be apart? 

  F                       G                          C           C 
I really love you, baby     cross my heart. 

 
 
 
                  C                     C 
Well, let’s walk up to the preacher,  (bop bop) 

        C                   C 
And let us say, “I do”,  (bop bop) 

F                                  F 
Then you’ll know you have me,  (bop bop) 

             C                        C 
And I’ll know that I have you,  (bop bop) 

                Dm                      G7                              C         C 
Don’t be cruel                             to a heart that’s true 
                     (ooo – ooo – ooo) 
 
 

            F                    G 
I don’t want no other love. 

F                     G                      C        C  
Baby, it’s just you I’m thinking of    

            F                     G 
I don’t want no other love. 

F                     G                      C       C  
Baby, it’s just you I’m thinking of       / 
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Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right                                       Bob Dylan 
 
 
F           C        Dm        Bb          F         C         F         C7 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /      
 
 
 
 
    F                    C                      Dm               Bb                                    F         C7 
It ain't no use to sit and wonder why, babe.       Iff’n you don't know by now 

    F                    C                      Dm             G7                                  C        C7 
It ain't no use to sit and wonder why, babe.     It doesn't matter, anyhow 

                   F                               F7 
When your rooster crows at the break of dawn 

Bb                                          G7 
     Look out your window and I'll be gone 

F                    C                    Dm        Bb      F                   C                   F        C7 
     You're the reason I'm  a-travelin' on.         Don't think twice, it's all right 
 
 
 
    F                    C                     Dm                  Bb                            F              C7 
It ain't no use in turnin' on your light, babe.         The light I never knowed 

         F                     C                     Dm              G7                                           C       C7 
An' it ain't no use in turnin' on your light, babe.      I'm on the dark side of the road 

         F                                                        F7 
An’ I wish there was somethin' you would do or say 

     Bb                                          G7 
To try and make me change my mind and stay 

F                   C                  Dm           Bb        F                        C                  F           C7 
    We never did too much talkin' anyway.       So don't think twice, it's all right 

 

 

    F                     C                    Dm                Bb                                   F      C7 
It ain't no use in callin' out my name, gal.         Like you never did before 

   F                     C                   Dm               G7                                   C          C7 
It ain't no use in callin' out my name, gal.          I can't hear you any more 
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      F                                            F7 
I'm thinkin' and wond'rin', walkin’ way down the road 

   Bb                                   G7 
I once loved a woman,  a child I'm told 

    F                 C                    Dm              Bb       F                    C                  F       C7 
I gave her my heart but she wanted my soul.         Don't think twice, it's all right 
 
 
 
 
                F                          C                      Dm              
Well, I’m walkin’ down that long, lonesome road babe,     

Bb                                         F        C7 
     Where I'm bound, I can’t tell 

       F               C                Dm               G7                                        C       C7 
But goodbye is too good a word, babe.       So I'll just say fare thee well 

F                                     F7 
I ain't sayin' you treated me unkind 

        Bb                                      G7 
You could have done better but I don't mind 

F                          C              Dm                Bb          
    You just kinda wasted      my precious time.  

F                    C                  F         Bb  
    Don't think twice, it's all right    

F                    C                  F         C7        F 
    Don't think twice, it's all right      / /         / 
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Don’t Worry, Be Happy                                                                      Bobby McFerrin 
 
 
C           C          Dm      Dm        F         F          C         C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
C 
Here is a little song I wrote  

Dm 
You might want to sing it note for note  

         F                 C 
Don't worry,    be happy 

 

C 
In every life we have some trouble  

Dm 
When you worry you make it double  

         F                 C 
Don't worry,    be happy  
 
 
CHORUS: 
 (Ooo’s)   C    C   Dm   Dm   F   F   C   C     X2 
 
C 
Ain't got no place to lay your head  

Dm 
Somebody came and took your bed  

         F                 C  
Don't worry,    be happy  

 

C 
The land lord say your rent is late  

Dm 
He may have to litigate  

         F                 C  
Don't worry,    be happy  

 
CHORUS: 
 (Ooo’s)   C    C   Dm   Dm   F   F   C   C     X2 
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C 
Ain't got no cash, ain't got no style  

Dm 
Ain't got not girl to make you smile 

               F                 C  
But don't worry,    be happy  

 

C 
Cause when you worry, your face will frown  

Dm 
And that will bring everybody down  

               F                C 
So don't worry,    be happy 
 
 
CHORUS: 
 (Ooo’s)   C    C   Dm   Dm   F   F   C   C     X2 
 
 
C 
There is this little song I wrote  

Dm 
I hope you learn it note for note 

          F                C 
Don't worry,    be happy;  Listen to what I say 

 

C 
In your life expect some trouble  

Dm 
But when you worry, you make it double  

          F                 C  
Don't worry,    be happy 

          F                 C  
Don't worry,    be happy 
 
 
CHORUS: 
 (Ooo’s)   C    C   Dm   Dm   F   F   C   C     X2  (end on last ‘C’) 



Downtown                    Petula Clark 
 
 
F      Am   Bb    C     F     Am    Bb    C 
/ /     / /     / /     / /     / /     / /     / /     / /  
 
 
F                      Am                  Bb                C 
When you're alone and life is making you lonely, 

                  F       Am    Bb        C 
You can always  go         Downtown 

F                            Am                  Bb                  C 
When you've got worries, all the noise and the hurry 

                   F       Am      Bb          C 
Seems to help, I know       Downtown 
 
 
 

F                                              Dm 
Just listen to the music of the traffic in the city 

F                                                    Dm 
Linger on the sidewalk where the neon signs are pretty 

Am                            Bb 
How can you lose?      The lights are much brighter there 

                    G7 
You can forget all your troubles, forget all your cares, so go 

   F     Am     Bb              C 
Downtown,  things'll be great when you're 

   F      Am   Bb          C 
Downtown,  no finer place for sure,    

   F      Am    Bb                C               F         C 
Downtown,  everything's waiting for you 

 
 
 
 
F                    Am                         Bb                   C   
Don't hang around  and let your problems surround you 

                   F      Am       Bb         C 
There are movie shows     Downtown 

 



F                  Am                     Bb          C 
Maybe you know some little places to go to, 

                     F        Am    Bb         C 
Where they never close      Downtown 
 
 

         F                                    Dm 
Just listen to the rhythm of a gentle Bossa Nova 

F                                                       Dm 
You'll be dancing with them, too, before the night is over 

Am                 Bb 
Happy again,     the lights are much brighter there 

                   G7 
You can forget all your troubles, forget all your cares so go 

   F     Am      Bb                 C 
Downtown,  where all the lights are bright, 

   F     Am     Bb             C 
Downtown,  waiting for you tonight, 

   F     Am     Bb                 C              F         C 
Downtown,  you're gonna be alright now 

 
 
         F                                                Dm 
And you may find somebody kind to help and understand you 

F                                                     Dm 
Someone who is just like you and needs a gentle hand to 

Am                         Bb 
Guide them along,     so, maybe I'll see you there 

                  G7 
We can forget all our troubles, forget all our cares so go 

   F      Am    Bb              C 
Downtown,  things'll be great when you're 

   F      Am     Bb              C 
Downtown,  don't wait a minute more, 

   F      Am    Bb               C                F      Am    Bb           C 
Downtown,  everything's waiting for you,                Downtown 
 
F      Am    Bb            C              F             F 
/ /     / /      It’s gonna be alright now          /  



Dream Lover             Bobby Darin   
 
F      Dm    Gm7   C7     F          C7 

/ /      / /      / /      / /      / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
F                                               Dm 
   Every night I hope and pray,      a dream lover will come my way 
 
F                                          Dm 
   A girl to hold in my arms,       and know the magic of her charms 
 
                  F              C7           F               Bb 
Because I want      a girl      to call      my own 
 
                 F        Dm        Gm7                     C7         F       C7 
I want a   dream lover so  I   won't have to dream alone. 
 
 
 
 
F                                               Dm 
   Dream lover, where are you,     with a love oh so true, 
 
F                                             Dm 
   And a hand that I can hold,      to feel you near when I grow old? 
 
                  F              C7           F               Bb 
Because I want      a girl      to call      my own 
 
                 F        Dm         Gm7                    C7         F        F7 
I want a   dream lover so  I   won't have to dream alone. 
 
 
 
Bridge: 
 Bb 
     Some-day, I don't know how 
 
 F 
     I hope you'll hear my plea 
 
 G7 
     Some-way, I don't know how 
 
 C7 
     She'll bring her love to me 



F                                       Dm 
   Dream lover, until then,      I'll go to sleep and dream again 
 
F                                           Dm 
   That's the only thing to do,     until my lover's dreams come true 
 
                  F             C7            F               Bb 
Because I want      a girl      to call      my own 
 
                F         Dm        Gm7                     C7         F       C7 
I want a   dream lover so  I   won't have to dream alone. 
 
                F         Dm        Gm7                     C7         F       Bb    F 
I want a   dream lover so  I   won't have to dream alone.  / /     / 
                                          {- - - - - - -ritard - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -} 
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Drift Away                                                                                    Mentor Willams 
By Dobie Gray et al 
 
 
C           C         G          G 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
C                                              G 
     Day after day I'm more confused 
C                                                            G 
     Yet I look for the light in the pouring rain 
C                                                               G 
     You know that's a game that I hate to lose 
Am                                 C 
     I'm feelin' the strain,       ain't it a shame 
 
 

             G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 
            G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C                C    G     G 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 

 
 
C                                                         G 
     Beginning to think that I'm wastin' time 
C                                                   G 
     I don't understand the things I do 
C                                                   G 
     The world outside looks so unkind 
Am                                C 
     I'm countin' on you        to carry me through 
  
  

             G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 
            G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C                C    G     G 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 
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Am 
     And when my mind is free 
C                                          G 
     You know a melody can move me 
Am 
     And when I'm feelin' blue 
C                                                    D 
     The guitar's comin' through to soothe me 
 
 
C                                                             G   
     Thanks for the joy that you've given me 
C                                                            G 
     I want you to know I believe in your song 
C                                                   G 
     Rhythm and rhyme and harmony 
Am                                C 
     You help me along        makin' me strong 
  
  

             G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 
            G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 

 
             G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away 
            G 
     Oh, give me the beat, boys, and free my soul 
        D                                                             C                C    G     G 
     I wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away                   / 
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Early Morning Rain                                                                              Gordon Lightfoot 
 
 
 
F 
/ / / /       X2 
 
 
 
F                                    C        Bb                                   F 
     In the early morning rain,            With a dollar in my hand 

F                                     Gm      Bb                                          F 
     With an aching in my heart,           And my pockets full of sand 

F                                      Gm      Bb                                                F 
     I'm a long ways from home,          And I missed my loved one so 

F                                    C       Bb                              F 
     In the early morning rain,          With no place to go 
 
 
 
 
F                                          C        Bb                         F 
     Out on runway number nine,          Big 707 set to go 

F                                             Gm        Bb                                     F 
     But I’m stuck here on the ground,          Where the cold wind blows 

F                                      Gm        Bb                                          F 
     Now the liquor tasted good,            And the women all were fast 

F                                            C        Bb                                       F 
     Well there she goes my friend,           She's rolling down at last 
 
F   C    C   Bb    Bb     F    F     
 
 
 
 
F                                           C       Bb                                       F 
     Hear the mighty engines roar,          See the silver bird on high 

F                                             Gm        Bb                                            F 
     She's away and westward bound,         Far above the clouds she flies 
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F                                                  Gm      Bb                                    F 
     Where the morning rain don't fall,            And the sun always shines 

F                                          C          Bb                                     F  
     She'll be flying over my home,           In about three hours time 
 
 
F   C    C   Bb    Bb     F    F     
 
 
 
 
F                                           C        Bb                                       F  
     This old airport’s got me down,         It's no earthly good to me 

F                                                  Gm         Bb                                              F  
     'Cause I’m stuck here on the ground,          As cold and drunk as I can be 

F                                     Gm      Bb                                       F  
     You can't jump a jet plane,           Like you can a freight train 

F                                    C        Bb                                   F  
     So I best be on my way,           In the early morning rain 

F                                     Gm      Bb                                       F   
     You can't jump a jet plane,           Like you can a freight train 

F                                    C        Bb                                   F   
     So I best be on my way,           In the early morning rain 
 
F                                    C        Bb                                   F            F 
     So I best be on my way,           In the early morning rain        / / / 
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Eight Days A Week                                                Lennon and McCartney 
 
 
G          A7        C       G 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
G                          A7             C                             G 
Ooh, I need your love babe, guess you know it's true  

 G                            A7             C                      G 
Hope you need my love babe, just like I need you 
 

Em              C                Em             A7 
Hold me,    love me,     hold me,     love me 

G                               A7             C                        G 
Ain't got nothing but love babe,      Eight Days a Week 
 

 
G                       A7          C                     G 
Love you every day, girl, always on my mind   

G                        A7         C                     G 
One thing I can say girl, love you all the time 
 
 

Em              C                Em              A7 
Hold me,    love me,     hold me,     love me 

G                               A7             C                        G 
Ain't got nothing but love babe,      Eight Days a Week   

 
 

D                                 Em 
Eight Days a Week, I  lo..o..o..o..ove you 

A7                                C                      D7 
Eight Days a Week, is not enough to show I care  

 
 
G                          A7             C                             G 
Ooh, I need your love babe, guess you know it's true  

 G                            A7             C                      G 
Hope you need my love babe, just like I need you 
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Em              C                Em              A7 
Hold me,    love me,     hold me,     love me 

G                               A7             C                        G 
Ain't got nothing but love babe,      Eight Days a Week 

 
 

D                                 Em 
Eight Days a Week, I  lo..o..o..o..ove you 

A7                                C                     D7 
Eight Days a Week, is not enough to show I care  

 
 
 
G                        A7         C                     G 
Love you every day, girl, always on my mind   

G                        A7         C                      G 
One thing I can say girl, love you all the time 
 
 

Em              C                Em              A7 
Hold me,    love me,     hold me,     love me 

G                               A7             C                        G 
Ain't got nothing but love babe,      Eight Days a Week   

 
 
C                       G              C                         G                 G          A7        C       G 
    Eight Days a Week…….     Eight Days a Week           / / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                  



I'll Fly Away                                                       Albert E. Brumley 
 
 
C          G          C         C 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / / / 
 
 
C                                                                C7      F              C 
Some  glad  morning  when  this  life  is  o’er,     I'll   fly   away 

C                                                     Am+C      C    G         C 
To  a  home  on  God's  celestial  shore,       I'll      fly   away 

 
 C                        C7            F          C 
 I'll  fly  away  oh Glory,      I'll  fly  away     in the morning 

 C                                                    Am+C       C    G          C 
 When I die, Hallelujah,  bye  and  bye,         I'll       fly   away 

 
C                                                             C7         F           C 
When  the  shadows  of  this  life have  gone,     I'll  fly  away 

C                                                          Am+C       C     G         C 
Like  a  bird  from  prison  bars  has  flown,        I'll        fly   away 

 
 C                        C7            F          C 
 I'll  fly  away  oh Glory,      I'll  fly  away     in the morning 

 C                                                   Am+C       C    G           C 
 When I die, Hallelujah, bye  and  bye,         I'll        fly   away 

 
C                                                          C7       F             C 
Just  a  few  more  weary  days  and  then,    I'll   fly   away 

C                                                      Am+C      C     G          C 
To a land  where  joy  shall  never  end,         I'll       fly   away 

 
  C                        C7            F          C 
 I'll  fly  away  oh Glory,      I'll  fly  away     in the morning 

 C                                                   Am+C      C     G            C 
 When I die, Hallelujah, bye  and  bye,         I'll        fly   away 

 C                                                   Am+C       C     G           C - F      C 
 When I die, Hallelujah, bye  and  bye,         I'll         fly   aw.a.y 
                                                                                                        / /  / /      /   / / 
 



Island Style                  John Cruz 
 
 
G          D7        G         G 
/ / / /     / / / /     / / / /     / / . . . 
 
CHORUS:         C                                 G         G 

On the island, we do it island style  
                  G                                                D7                                   G       G7 

From the mountain to the ocean, from the windward to the leeward side 
                C                                 G        G 

On the island, we do it island style  
                  G                                                D7                                   G        G 

From the mountain to the ocean, from the windward to the leeward side  
(Last line – X3 to end song) 

 
G                                               C                G  
Mama's in the kitchen cooking dinner real nice  
                                              D7                     G  
Beef stew on the stove, lomi salmon with the ice  
                                         C          G  
We eat and drink and we sing all day  
                            D7                G  
Kanikapila in the old Hawaiian way  
 
CHORUS:  
 
G                                           C                   G 
We go grandma`s house so we can clean yard, `cause  
                                  D7             G  
If we no go grandma gotta work hard  
                                                          C           G  
You know my grandma she like the poi real sour 
                                          D7                G  
I love my grandma every minute every hour 
 
 
CHORUS:  
 
1st VERSE  
 
CHORUS:  
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