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By Bob “Hutch” Davie and Marvin Moore, 1956. ®
INTRO: TN 2100
-~ Midnight, = one more night without  sleepin’, D

" Watchin’ till the mornin’ comes '~ creepin’.
- Greendoor, = what's that secret you're - keepin’?

2220
BRIDGE 1:
There’s an ' old piano A .
And they = playit hot behindthe = greendoor = 61711
Don’t know — what they’re doin’, AL
But they laugh a lot behind the = green door. -
Wish they’d  let mein
Solcould  find out what's behind the = green door.

A7
- Knocked once, = triedtotellthem’d ~ been there; i

- Door slammed, hospitality’s  thin there.

. Wonder ~ just what's goin’ on - inthere.

BRIDGE 2:
Saw an - eyeball peepin’
Through a smoky cloud behind the  green door
When | = said, “Joe sent me”
Someone laughed out loud behind the  green door.
Alll = want to dois join the

- Happy crowd behind the = green door.

 Midnight, = one more night without ~ sleepin’,
~ Watchin’ till the mornin’ comes ~ creepin’.
L Greendoor, = what's that secret you're = keepin’?

. Greendoor, = what's that secret you're ~ keepin’?
[No chord, shout]
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Paperback Writer

(P. McCartney. 1966)
(Recorded in G; 79 bpm)

[G /] Paperback writer (writer) (writer)

Dear [G] Sir or Madam, will you read my book?

It [G] took me years to write, will you take a look?

It's [G] based on a novel by a man named Lear.

And I [G] need a job so I want to be a paperback [C] writer.
Paperback [G ] writer.

It's a [G] dirty story of a dirty man

‘and his [G] clinging wife doesn't understand.

His [G] son is working for the Daily Mail

It's a steady job but he wants to be a paperback [C] writer.
Paperback [G] writer.

It's a [G] thousand pages, give or take a few.

I'll be [G] writing more in a week or two.

I can [G] make it longer if you like the style.

I can [G] change it 'round and [ want to be a paperback [C] writer.
Paperback [G // ] writer

[G /] Paperback writer (writer) (writer)

If you [G] really like it you can have the rights.

It could [G] make a million for you overnight.

If you [G] must return it. You can send it here.

But I [G] need a break and I want to be a paperback [C] writer.
Paperback [G] writer.

| [G] Paperback writer.................
e ——— Paper back writer (3x and fade)

‘The Beatles: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yYvkICbTZIQ
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UKULELE MOON (Benny Davis & Con Conrad 1930)

G C G E7
Out there where the ukuleles strum away
Am D7 G D7

In Hawaii, we first met;
G C G Em
Although you left me, in my dreams I stray

Bm D7
To Hawaii....I can’t forget

CHORUS:

G G7 C Cm6 G D7 G D7
Life was just a dream by a silver stream, underneath the Ukulele Moon

G G7 C Cm6 G D7 G G7

Lovelight in your eyes, it was paradise, underneath the Ukulele Moon
C Bm
Many a moon, many a night, many a day since then

C A D7

Drifted apart, still in my heart I love you B . \{\ y j
G G7 C Cmb 5= AR ey o ¢ WolU]
Now I wonder when we will love again Q\ COUAAER

G D7 G e .

Underneath the Ukulele Moon. -

G C G E7
Each night out there among the shelt’ring palms
Am D7 G D7

Moonlight beaming from above
G C G Em
Each night I’d hold you tightly in my arms

Bm D7
I’m still dreaming dreams of love

— {e \JP@QM\ C.,\}\LL $ ‘v‘é
G C E7 Am Dy Em g
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Molly Malone (Cockles and Mussels)
Traditional - origin unknown

A BY Bm7 EV Fé#m
[ ] [
] & [TXX] [AK [AE)
&

Q@

INTRO: /123 /123/

[A] / [F#m] / [Bm7] / [E7] /
[A] / [F#m] / [Bm7] / [E7] /

In [A] Dublin's fair [F#m] city, where the [Bm7] girls are so [E7] pretty
I [A] first set my [F#m] eyes, on sweet [Bm7] Molly Ma-[E7]lone

As she [A] wheeled her wheel-[F#m]barrow

Through [Bm7] streets, broad and [E7] narrow

Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o!

CHORUS:
A-[Al]live, alive-[F#m]o! A-[Bm7]live, alive-[E7]o!
Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[BmZ7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o! [A]

She [A] was a fish-[F#m] monger, and [Bm7] sure 'twas no [E7] wonder
For [A] so were her [F#m] father and [B7] mother be-[E7 ]Jfore

And they [A] both wheeled their [F#m] barrows

Through [BmZ7] streets broad and [E7] narrow

Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o!

CHORUS:
A-[Al]live, alive-[F#m]o! A-[Bm7]live, alive-[E7]o0!
Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o! [A]

<SOFTLY, SLOWLY>
She [AN died of a [F#m]! fever, and [Bm71{ no one could [EZ save her
And [A]l that was the [F#mI end of sweet [BZ]{ Molly Ma-[E7\lone... <PAUSE>

<A TEMPO> But her [A] ghost wheels her [F#m] barrow

Through [Bm7] streets, broad and [E7] narrow

Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o!
CHORUS:

A-[Allive, alive-[F#m]o! A-[Bm7]live, alive-[E7]o!

Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o!

A-[Allive, alive-[F#m]o! A-[Bm7Z7]live, alive-[E7]o!
Crying [A] cockles, and [F#m] mussels, a-[Bm7]live, a-[E7]live-[A]o!

[F#m] / [Bm7] / [E7]/ [A]l/ [ANl

www. bvtownukulele.ca




Mammas Don’t Let Your Babies Grow Up to Be Cowboys
By Ed Bruce & Patsy Bruce

C F Gr D G A7

[ [}
cafsesfieny
! i

Y —

In waliz time

waboys ain’t easy to love and they’re harder to hgld

Th(c}a;’d rather give you a song than diamonds or gc?ld

Lone Star belt buckles and old faded Levi’s and e:;:h night begins a new day

If you d(cfrZ’t understand him and he don’t die young, he’ll prob’ly just fade aw(;y

C F

Mamas, don’t let your babies grow up to be cowboys
G7 C
Don’t let *em pick guitars and drive them old trucks, let ‘em be doctors and lawyers and such
F
Mamas, don’t let your babies grow up to be cowboys
G7 C CD

‘Cause they’l never stay home and they’re always alone, even with someone they love

C(]))Wboys like smoky old poolrooms and clear mountain m(jrnings

L%e warm puppies and children and girls of the n]i)ght

Them that don’t know him won’t like him and them that do so?netimes won’t know how to take him
He ain’t wgzg, he’s just different, but his pride won’t let him do things to make you think he’s rilg)ht

M];mas, don’t let your babies grow up to be cowb((;fs

Don’t 1§t7them pick guitars and drive them old trucks, let them be doctors and lawyers and S:l)ch
Mamas, don’t let your babies grow up to be cowb?ys

‘Cause they’l nﬁzer stay home and they’re always alone, even with someone they lgze




I’'m wearing my green fedora Key of G
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G
’'m wearing my green fedora, for Dora, not Annie, Not Nancy
D7
Not Daisy but for Dora
G E7

| usually come to town, in a battered ol hat of brown

A7 D7
but | gotta wear green when me and my queen go steppin around

_— Upto neel Walk olown

: C7&7 BT AT

shes fussy bout colors she’s daffy It hink
A7 D7
but if she insisted might even wear pink
G
That’s why I’'m wearning my green fedora
E7 A7 D7 G

For Dora, For Dora, For Dora is the girl | love
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Girls Just Wanna Have Fun Robert Hazard 1979

intro

Verse 1

Verse 2

Bridge

Verse 3

Csusd / C/ G7/C// Csusd/C/F//G7/ (X2)

C
I come home in the morning light
Am
My mother says “When you gonna live your life right?”
c Am F C
Oh, mother dear, we’re not the fortunate ones
C G F
And girls, they wanna have fun
C G C Csusd [/ C/ G7/C// Csus4/C/F//GT/

Oh, girls just wanna have fun

C
The phone rings in the middie of the night
Am
My father yells “What you gonna do with your life?”
C Am F C
Oh, daddy dear, you know you're stil number one
C G F
But girls, they wanna have fun
C G

Oh, girls just wanna have

C : Am C
That's all they really waaaaaaaaaaant, some fuuuuuuuuuun
F G7 C
When the working day is done
C G F
Oh, girls they wanna have fun
C G
Oh, girls just wanna have
C Am G Am G
Girls, they wanna, wanna have fun, girls wanna have

-- Kazoos -
C
Am
C Am F C
C | G | F
| C | G | C Csus4/C/G7/C// Csus4/C/F//G7/

(X2)

(x2)
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Girls Just Wanna Have Fun Robert Hazard 1979

Verse 4

Bridge

Outro

Am

C
Some boys take a beautiful girl
Am
And hide her away from the rest of the world
C Am F C
I wanna be the one to walk in the sun
C G F
Oh, girls they wanna have fun
C G
Oh, girls just wanna haye

C Am C
That's all they really waaaaaaaaaaant, some fuuuuuuuuuun
F G7 C
When the working day is done
C G F
Oh, girls they wanna have fun
C G
Oh, girls just wanna have .
C Am G Am G
Girls, they wanna, wanna have fun, girls wanna have

C Am C Am
They just wanna, they just wan-na
C Am C Am
They just wanna, they just wan-na

C
Oh, girls
C G F
Girls, they wanna have fun

C G CJ

Oh, girls just wanna have fun

Csusé F G G7
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O’Brien Is Tryin’ to Learn to Talk Hawaiian — Page 1 of 2
by Rennie Cormack and Al Dubin (1916)

C AG GT D 7 D7  Gdim7 ET Or you can use the
AR Ta— —m TT- Trﬂ TTy ${TT Hal\g/;nan D7 chord:
¢ $1¢ [¢1¢ sd¢| ¢od 4 T
? ¢ ? LK)
11 é 111
2020
Intro:  C//l] Filll cCii Filll
C F C
Pat O’ Bri-en, after buy-in’ a ticket for the Sandwich Isles
G7 C
His face all full of smiles, and after many trials
C F C
Paddy landed, then meandered where the hula maidens sway
G D7 G7/
Oh, he met a hula dancer, down be-side Hawaii Bay
G7ll Gdim7// G7/ G7/1 Gdim7/[ GT7/
(Slow) She won his heart a- way --------- and | heard the other day
Chorus:
C E7 F C

O’Bri-en, is try-in’, to learn to talk Ha-wai-ian to
D7 G7 C G7
His Hono-lu-lu Lu

C E7 F C
He’s sigh-in’, and cry-in’, and all the time he’s tryin’
D7 G7 G7
Just to say ‘| love you true’
C E7 F C
With his “ar-rah ya-ka hu-la ... be-gor-rah hick-i-doo-la”
D7 G7 G
and his lrish “jee-jee-bo0”
C E7 F C

Sure, O’ Bri-en, is tryin’, to learn to talk Ha-wai-ian
by G7 C C
to his Hono-lulu Lu































