
        BLUE EYES CRYING IN THE RAIN-Fred Rose 

                                                4/4  1..2..1234 

 

Intro:     (2 measures) 

 

 

                                                              
    In the twilight glow I see her, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain 

 

 

                                                                             
 When we kissed goodbye, and parted, I knew we’d never meet a-gain 

 

 

                                                           
 Love is like a dyin’ ember, only memories re-main 

 

 

                                                                          
 Through the ages I’ll remember, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain 

 

 

Instrumental verse 
 

 

                                                                                      
 Some day, when we meet up yonder, we’ll stroll hand in hand a-gain 

 

 

                                                                         
 In a land that knows no partin’, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

            BLUE EYES CRYING IN THE RAIN-Fred Rose 

                                                4/4  1..2..1234 

 

 

Intro:  D  (2 measures) 

 

 
 D                                                 A7                                 D    A7 

In the twilight glow I see her, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain 

 

 

 

    D                                                               A7                                     D    D7 

When we kissed goodbye, and parted, I knew we’d never meet a-gain 

 

 

 

                G                                         D                            A7 

 Love is like a dyin’ ember, only memories re-main 

 

 

 

                 D                                                  A7                                  D     A7 

 Through the ages I’ll remember, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain 

 

 

 

Instrumental verse 
 

 

 

              G                                                             D                                         A7 

 Some day, when we meet up yonder, we’ll stroll hand in hand a-gain 

 

 

 

 D                                                      A7                                  D   G   D  A7  D 

 In a land that knows no partin’, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain. 

 



 

                    CATCH THE WIND-Donovan 
                                              3/4  123  1  (without intro) 
 
 

Intro:        |  |    |  |  |  |  |  |  | 
 
 

                                               
In the chilly hours and minutes of un-certainty, I want to be 
 

                         
    In the warm hold of your loving mind 
 

                                                    
To feel you all a-round me, and to take your hand a-long the sand 
 
 

                                          
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 

                                                        
When sundown pales the sky, I want to hide a while be-hind your smile 
 

                                 
And everywhere I'd look, your eyes I'd find  
 

                                                                      
For me to love you now, would be the sweetest thing, it's what'd make me sing 
 
 
 



 
 
p.2. Catch the Wind 
 
 

                                          
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 

                                                                        
  Dee dee de dee dee dee dee dee dee dee de de dee dee dee de dee 
 
 

                                                               
When rain has hung the leaves with tears, I want you near to kill my fears 
 

                             
To help me to leave all my blues be-hind 
 

                                                        
For, standing in your heart, is where I want to be, and long to be 
 
 

                                             
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 

                                             
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 

                                             
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

                           CATCH THE WIND-Donovan 
                                              3/4  123  1  (without intro) 
 
Intro:    | C |    | F | G7 | C | F | C | G7 | 
 
              C                         F                      C                 F 
In the chilly hours and minutes of un-certainty, I want to be 
 
C                             F            G7      C       G7sus  G7 
In the warm hold of your loving mind 
 
       C                     F                           C                            F               
To feel you all a-round me, and to take your hand a-long the sand 
 
   C                                  F            G7            C    F   C   G7  
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
              C                            F                     C                         F  
When sundown pales the sky, I want to hide a while be-hind your smile 
 
              C                    F               G7         C      G7sus  G7 
And everywhere I'd look, your eyes I'd find  
 
        C                        F                              C                                         F  
For me to love you now, would be the sweetest thing, it's what'd make me sing 
 
  C                                   F           G7            C    F   C    
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
   F                                    Em                F               D                    G7  G9 G7sus  G7 
  Dee dee de dee dee dee dee dee dee dee de de dee dee dee de dee 
 
             C                             F                             C                          F 
When rain has hung the leaves with tears, I want you near to kill my fears 
 
       C                         F          G7          C      G7sus  G7 
To help me to leave all my blues be-hind 
 
            C                          F                         C                        F  
For, standing in your heart, is where I want to be, and long to be 
 
   C                                  F            G7            C    G7sus  G7  
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
   C                                  F            G7            C    G7sus  G7  
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
   C                                  F            G7            C   Csus  C 
 Ah, but I may as well try and catch the wind 
 
 



                   CITY OF NEW ORLEANS   -Steve Goodman 
                                                       4/4  1...2...1234 

Intro:   

                                                            
  Riding on the City of New Orleans, Illinois Central Monday morning rail 

                                                                             
  Fifteen cars and fifteen restless riders, three con-ductors and twenty-five sacks of mail. 

                                          
All a-long the southbound odyssey the train pulls out at Kankakee  

                                                 
And rolls along past houses, farms and fields. 

                                      
  Passin' trains that have no names, freight yards full of old black men 

                                             
And the graveyards of the rusted automo-biles. 
CHORUS: 

                                                                 
  Good morning A-merica how are you? Don't you know me I'm your native son, 

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

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

                                                                                        
Dealin' card games with the young man in the club car. Penny a point ain't no one keepin' score. 

                                                                    
  Pass the paper bag that holds the bottle. Feel the wheels rumblin' 'neath the floor. 



p. 2 City of New Orleans 
 
 

                                             
And the sons of pullman porters, and the sons of engineers 

                                                    
Ride their father's magic carpets made of steel. 

                                        
  Mothers with their babes asleep are rockin' to the gentle beat 

                                       
And the rhythm of the rails is all they feel. 
 
  CHORUS 
 

                                                                 
  Nighttime on The City of New Orleans, changing cars in Memphis, Tennes-see. 

                                                                
  Half way home, and we'll be there by morning, through the Mississippi darkness 

                     
  Rolling down to the sea. 

                                        
And all the towns and people seem to fade into a bad dream 

                                                
And the steel  rails still ain't heard the news. 

                                            
The con-ductor sings his song again, the passengers will please refrain 

                                               
This train's got the disap-pearing railroad blues. 
 
 CHORUS  ("Good night, America) 
 
 
 



                   CITY OF NEW ORLEANS   -Steve Goodman 
                                                   
Intro:  Bb      F       G7      C   
    C                      G                  C           Am                       F                          C 
  Riding on the City of New Orleans, Illinois Central Monday morning rail 
    C                           G                     C                          Am               G7                             C 
  Fifteen cars and fifteen restless riders, three con-ductors and twenty-five sacks of mail. 
          Am                                                   Em 
All a-long the southbound odyssey the train pulls out at Kankakee  
          G                                                         D 
And rolls along past houses, farms and fields. 
    Am                                                    Em 
  Passin' trains that have no names, freight yards full of old black men 
                 G                           G7                     C         C7 
And the graveyards of the rusted automo-biles. 
CHORUS: F                           G7               C            Am                            F                          C 
  Good morning A-merica how are you? Don't you know me I'm your native son, 
                   G7          C                             G                  Am        Am7     D7 
    I'm the train they call The City of New Orleans,  
                              Bb             F           G7                                  C 
    I'll be gone five hundred miles when the day is  done. 
                C                                G                           C            Am                          F                          C 
Dealin' card games with the young man in the club car. Penny a point ain't no one keepin' score. 
    C                      G                              C       Am                     G7                              C 
  Pass the paper bag that holds the bottle. Feel the wheels rumblin' 'neath the floor. 
 
               Am                                                  Em 
And the sons of pullman porters, and the sons of engineers 
                     G                                                 D 
Ride their father's magic carpets made of steel. 
   Am                                                        Em 
  Mothers with their babes asleep are rockin' to the gentle beat 
                 G                    G7                     C        C7 
And the rhythm of the rails is all they feel. 
 
  CHORUS 
     C                           G                   C            Am                       F                           C 
  Nighttime on The City of New Orleans, changing cars in Memphis, Tennes-see. 
     C                                G                           C                                 Am 
  Half way home, and we'll be there by morning, through the Mississippi darkness 
    G7                             C 
  Rolling down to the sea. 
       Am                                                   Em 
And all the towns and people seem to fade into a bad dream 
                 G                                                 D 
And the steel  rails still ain't heard the news. 
                 Am                                               Em 
The con-ductor sings his song again, the passengers will please refrain 
           G                               G7                         C         C7 
This train's got the disap-pearing railroad blues. 
 
 CHORUS  ("Good night, America) 
 



                DAYDREAM BELIEVER-Monkees 
                                       4/4   1234  1  (without intro) 
 

Intro:            (4 beats each) 
 

                                                    
Oh, I could hide 'neath the wings of the bluebird as she sings 

                                
The six o'clock a-larm would never ring 

                                        
But it rings and I rise, wipe the sleep out of my eyes 

             
My shaving razor's cold,  and it stings 
    Chorus: 

                           
 Cheer up, sleepy Jean,  oh, what can it mean   to a    

                                           
     Daydream be-liever and a     homecoming queen   

                                               
  You once thought of me as a white knight on his steed 

                             
  Now you know how happy I can be 

                                                           
Oh, and our good times start and end, without dollar one to spend 

                 
But how much, baby,  do we really need 
 Choruses and fade  
 



 
                   DAYDREAM BELIEVER-Monkees 
                                       4/4   1234  1  (without intro) 
 
 
Intro:  D  Em7/A   D   Em7/A  (4 beats each) 
 
 
                      D                       Em               F#m                    G      
Oh, I could hide 'neath the wings of the bluebird as she sings 
 
 
         D                Bm                          E7      A7 
The six o'clock a-larm would never ring 
 
 
             D              Em         F#m                    G 
But it rings and I rise, wipe the sleep out of my eyes 
 
 
          D        Bm       Em7  A7       D      D7 
My shaving razor's cold, and it stings 
 
 
    Chorus: 
 
     G            A        F#m  G              A      Bm    G                             
 Cheer up, sleepy Jean, oh, what can it mean to a    
 
 D                           G                 D      Bm             E7      A7 
     Daydream be-liever and a     homecoming queen  
  
    
   D                             Em         F#m                           G      
You once thought of me as a white knight on his steed 
 
 
   D                     Bm              E7      A7 
Now you know how happy I can be 
 
 
                        D                               Em     F#m                G 
Oh, and our good times start and end, without dollar one to spend 
 
 
         D                Bm  Em7       A7      D      D7 
But how much, baby, do we really need 
 
 
 Choruses and fade  
 



 

 

 

                   A FINE ROMANCE-Jerome Kern/Dorothy Fields 

                                                     4/4  1…2…123  (without intro) 

 

 

 

Intro:    |  |   |  |  | 

 
 

 

                       
A fine romance with no  kisses, a fine romance, my friend, this is 

 

                                      
We should be like a couple of hot to-matoes 

 

                                           
But you're as cold as yesterday's mashed po-ta  -  toes 

 

 

 

                                    
 A fine romance, you won't nestle, a fine romance, you won't even wrestle 

 

                                                            
 I might as well play bridge with my old maid aunts 

 

                                 
      I haven’t got a chance,          this is a fine ro-mance! 

 

 

 

 



 

 

p.2.  A Fine Romance 

 

 

 

                       
A fine romance with no  kisses, a fine romance, my friend, this is 

 

                                              
We two should be like clams in a dish of chowder 

 

                                 
But, we just sit, in-ert, like a dish of pow – der 

 

 

 

                          
A fine romance with no clinches, a fine romance, with no  pinches 

 

                                                      
 You’re just as hard to land as the Ile de France 

 

                                 
      I haven’t got a chance,          this is a fine ro-mance! 

 

                          
 This is a fine ro-mance, this is a fine ro-mance 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

                           A FINE ROMANCE-Jerome Kern/Dorothy Fields 

                                                     4/4  1…2…123  (without intro) 

 

 

Intro:  | A | Bm7  E7 | A | E7 | 
 

 
      A    Bbdim           E7   E9+    C#m7  F#m              Bm7    E7 

A fine romance with no kisses, a fine romance, my friend, this is 

 

           A                                    F#7       Bm7     E7 

We should be like a couple of hot to-matoes 

 

           A6                         F#7                           C#7  F#7  B7  E7  

But you're as cold as yesterday's mashed po-ta - toes 

 

 

       A    Bbdim             E7     E9+     C#m7  F#m     Bm7                       E7 

 A fine romance, you won't nestle, a fine romance, you won't even wrestle 

       A                             A7                                      D    

 I might as well play bridge with my old maid aunts 

 

  Cdim                     C#m7  F#m  Bm6        E7          A      F7 

      I haven’t got a chance,           this is a fine ro-mance! 

 

 

 

      Bb    Bdim           F7    F9+     Dm7   Gm              Cm7    F7 

A fine romance with no kisses, a fine romance, my friend, this is 

 

        Bb                                             G7        Cm7      F7 

We two should be like clams in a dish of chowder 

 

       Bb6                  G7                          D7  G7  C7  F7 

But, we just sit, in-ert, like a dish of pow-der 

 

 

      Bb    Bdim            F7     F9+       Dm7   Gm              Cm7  F7 

 A fine romance with no clinches, a fine romance, with no pinches 

               Bb                    Bb7                          Eb    

 You’re just as hard to land as the Ile de France 

 

           Dbdim                      Dm7   Gm  Cm6        F7          Bb    

      I haven’t got a chance,          this is a fine ro-mance! 

 

 Cm6        F7          Bb    Cm6      F7b9        Bb      Bb6/9    

 This is a fine ro-mance, this is a fine ro-mance 

 

 



 

             HEY, LOOK ME OVER-Carolyn Leigh/Cy Coleman 
                                                    4/4   1...2...1234 
 
 

Intro:       |    |    |    |    | 
 
 

                                                        
  Hey, look me over, lend me an ear, fresh out of clover, mortgaged up to here 
 

                                                
But don't pass the plate, folks, don't pass the cup 
 

                                                                           
I figure whenever you're down and out, the only way is up, and I'll be 
 

                                                                        
    Up like a rosebud, high on the vine. Don't thumb your nose, bud, take a tip from mine 
 

                                                                                
I'm a little bit short of the elbow room, but let me get me some, and look out, world, here I come 
 
 

  
           Nobody in the world was ever without a prayer 
 

  
           How can you win the world, if nobody knows you're there 
 
 
 
 



 
 
p.2.  Hey, Look Me Over 
 
 

           
           Kid, when you need the crowd, the tickets are hard to sell 
 

                                                                           
          Still you can lead the crowd, if you can get up and yell... 
 
 

                                                        
  Hey, look me over, lend me an ear, fresh out of clover, mortgaged up to here 
 

                                                
But don't pass the plate, folks, don't pass the cup 
 

                                                                           
I figure whenever you're down and out, the only way is up, and I'll be 
 

                                                                        
    Up like a rosebud, high on the vine. Don't thumb your nose, bud, take a tip from mine 
 

                                                                                
I'm a little bit short of the elbow room, but let me get me some, and look out, world, here I come 
 

                                                        
Yes,  look out, world, here I come,         hear me shout....world, here....I....come! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

                     HEY, LOOK ME OVER-Carolyn Leigh/Cy Coleman 
                                                    4/4   1...2...1234 
 
Intro:  | Bb  Bbm6 | F  D7 | Gm7  C7 | F  C7 | 
 
  F                              A7                       D7                             Gm 
Hey, look me over, lend me an ear, fresh out of clover, mortgaged up to here 
 
        C7                                         F                     D7 
But don't pass the plate, folks, don't pass the cup 
 
    G7                                                                   C7                           C7+ 
I figure whenever you're down and out, the only way is up, and I'll be 
 
 F                              A7                         D7                                           Gm 
Up like a rosebud, high on the vine. Don't thumb your nose, bud, take a tip from mine 
 
           Bb                             Bbm6                    F                     D7                   Gm7              C7        F    C7                       
I'm a little bit short of the elbow room, but let me get me some, and look out, world, here I come 
 
 F 
      Nobody in the world was ever without a prayer 
 
 Eb 
       How can you win the world, if nobody knows you're there 
 
 D 
       Kid, when you need the crowd, the tickets are hard to sell 
 
 C7sus                                                                                   C7     
        Still you can lead the crowd, if you can get up and yell... 
 
  F                              A7                       D7                             Gm 
Hey, look me over, lend me an ear, fresh out of clover, mortgaged up to here 
 
        C7                                         F                     D7 
But don't pass the plate, folks, don't pass the cup 
 
    G7                                                                   C7                           C7+ 
I figure whenever you're down and out, the only way is up, and I'll be 
 
 F                              A7                         D7                                           Gm 
Up like a rosebud, high on the vine. Don't thumb your nose, bud, take a tip from mine 
 
           Bb                             Bbm6                    F                     D7                   Gm7              C7       F    D7                                   
I'm a little bit short of the elbow room, but let me get me some, and look out, world, here I come,   
 
               Gm7              C7        F      D7                Gm7                   C7              F    Bb   F   Bb  F 
Yes, look out, world, here I come,        hear me shout....world, here....I....come! 
 



LEROY BROWN 
4/4   1…2…123 

 
 

                                              
Well, the south side of Chicago is the baddest part of town 

                                                                                   
And if you go down there you better just beware of a man named Leroy Brown 

                                                  
Now, Leroy wanted trouble, you see, he stands about 6 foot 4 

                                                                                          
All the downtown ladies call him “Treetop Lover,” all the mans just call him “Sir!” 
 
      CHORUS: 

                                         
 Well he’s bad, bad Leroy Brown, baddest man in that whole damned town 

                                                                              
 He was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog. 
 

                                          
Now Leroy, he’s a gambler, and he like his fancy clothes 

                                                                           
And he like to wave a dozen diamond rings in front of everybody’s nose. 

                                                 
He got a custom Continental, he got an Eldorado too 

                                                             
He got a 32 gun in his pocket for fun, he got a razor in his shoe. 
 
               CHORUS 
 
 



 
p. 2   Leroy Brown 
 
 
 
  

                                     
Well Friday, ‘bout a week ago, Leroy, shootin’ dice 
 

                                                                                     
And at the edge of the bar sat a girl named Doris, and ooo, that girl looked nice! 
 

                                                         
Well, he cast his eyes upon her, and then the trouble soon began 
 

                                                                                      
Ol’ Leroy Brown learned his lesson ‘bout messin’ with the wife of a jealous man. 
 
       CHORUS 
 
 

                                                                
Well, the two men took to fightin’, and when they pulled them from the floor 
 

                                                                   
Ol’ Leroy looked like a jigsaw puzzle, with a couple of pieces gone. 
 

                                         
 Well he’s bad, bad Leroy Brown, baddest man in that whole damned town 
 

                                                                              
 He was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog. 
 

                                                                                                 
 Well, he was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog. 
 
 



                                   LEROY BROWN 
                                                4/4   1…2…123 

 
                   F                                            G7 
Well, the south side of Chicago is the baddest part of town 
                  A7                                         Bb                       C7                             F           C7 
And if you go down there you better just beware of a man named Leroy Brown 
             F                                                       G7 
Now, Leroy wanted trouble, you see, he stands about 6 foot 4 
               A7                                        Bb                                   C7                              F          C7 
All the downtown ladies call him “Treetop Lover,” all the mans just call him “Sir!” 
 
      CHORUS: 
                              F                                       G7 
 Well he’s bad, bad Leroy Brown, baddest man in that whole damned town 
 
                           A7                                  Bb             C7                                           F          C7 
 He was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog. 
 
           F                                                G7 
Now Leroy, he’s a gambler, and he like his fancy clothes 
             A7                                 Bb                                       C7                  F         C7 
And he like to wave a dozen diamond rings in front of everybody’s nose. 
                  F                                                 G7 
He got a custom Continental, he got an Eldorado too 
               A7                    Bb                                    C7                F          C7 
He got a 32 gun in his pocket for fun, he got a razor in his shoe. 
 
               CHORUS 
 
            F                                         G7 
Well Friday, ‘bout a week ago, Leroy, shootin’ dice 
                     A7                              Bb                                C7                                F         C7 
And at the edge of the bar sat a girl named Doris, and ooo, that girl looked nice! 
                 F                                                            G7 
Well, he cast his eyes upon her, and then the trouble soon began 
         A7                                      Bb                                             C7                        F         C7 
Ol’ Leroy Brown learned his lesson ‘bout messin’ with the wife of a jealous man. 
       CHORUS 
 
                  F                                                                  G7 
Well, the two men took to fightin’, and when they pulled them from the floor 
        A7                            Bb                                C7                         F          C7 
Ol’ Leroy looked like a jigsaw puzzle, with a couple of pieces gone. 
 
                              F                                      G7 
 Well he’s bad, bad Leroy Brown, baddest man in that whole damned town 
 
                           A7                                  Bb             C7                                           F 
 He was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog. 
 
                                    A7                                  Bb              C7                                          F          F9 
 Well, he was badder than Old King Kong, and meaner than the junkyard dog.        



 

                     MAKIN' WHOOPEE 
                                                       4/4  12  123 
 
 
Intro: 2nd line 
 
 

                                        
Another bride,       another June,        another sunny        honey-moon, 
 

                                    
Another season,      another reason      for makin' whoopee 
 

                                                     
A lot of shoes,       a lot of rice,          the groom is nervous,      he answers twice 
 

                                          
It's really killing,        that he's so willing       to make whoopee. 
 

                                       
  Picture a little love-nest, down where the roses cling 
 

                                                  
  Picture the same sweet love-nest, think what a year can bring 
 

                                                
He's washing dishes       and baby clothes,      he's so am-bitious,     he even sews 
 

                                                             
But don't for-get folks,      that's what you get, folks,       for makin' whoopee! 
 
 



p. 2 Makin' Whoopee 
 

                                                               
Another year           or maybe less,          what's this I hear?        Well, can't you guess? 
 
 

                                               
She feels ne-glected       and he's sus-pected       of makin' whoopee 
 
 

                                                             
She sits a-lone         most every night,       he doesn't phone her,      he doesn't write 
 
 

                                                   
He says he's "busy,"       but she says "is he?"  He's makin' whoopee 
 
 

                                              
   He doesn't make much money, only five thousand per 
 
 

                                                    
  Some judge who thinks he's funny says "You'll pay six to her." 
 
 

                                                        
He says now Judge,      suppose I fail?        The judge says "Budge       right into jail. 
 
 

                                                
You'd better keep her,     I think it's cheaper     than makin whoopee! 
 
 

                                            
You'd better keep her,     I think it's cheaper     than makin' whoopee! 
 



                           MAKIN' WHOOPEE 
                                                       4/4  12  123 
 
Intro: 2nd line 
 
                  D    D#dim          Em7   A7                  D      D7                 G    Gm6 
Another bride,       another June,        another sunny        honey-moon, 
                 D       Bm7              Bb7  A7sus     A7          D           A7#5 
Another season,      another reason      for makin' whoopee 
 
               D    D#dim          Em7   A7                          D        D7                         G    Gm6 
A lot of shoes,       a lot of rice,          the groom is nervous,      he answers twice 
                   D       Bm7                     Bb7  A7sus    A7       D              D6 
It's really killing,        that he's so willing       to make whoopee. 
 
F#dim                Em            Gm6                               D 
  Picture a little love-nest, down where the roses cling 
 F#dim                              Em          Gm6                                D   D#dim  Em7 
  Picture the same sweet love-nest, think what a year can bring 
 
         A7#5        D    D#dim              Em7   A7                      D      D7                  G        Gm6 
He's washing dishes       and baby clothes,      he's so am-bitious,     he even sews 
                         D         Bm7                           Bb7        A7sus     A7         D            A7#5 
But don't for-get folks,      that's what you get, folks,       for makin' whoopee! 
 
                  D    D#dim              Em7   A7                          D      D7                               G    Gm6 
Another year           or maybe less,          what's this I hear?        Well, can't you guess? 
                       D       Bm7                      Bb7   A7sus  A7          D            A7#5 
She feels ne-glected       and he's sus-pected       of makin' whoopee 
 
                    D   D#dim                Em7    A7                    D             D7                      G      Gm6 
She sits a-lone         most every night,       he doesn't phone her,      he doesn't write 
                          D       Bm7                    Bb7  A7sus       A7         D              D6 
He says he's "busy,"       but she says "is he?"  He's makin' whoopee 
 
 F#dim                                 Em     Gm6                         D 
   He doesn't make much money, only five thousand per 
 F#dim                                        Em  Gm6                                 D    D#dim  Em7 
  Some judge who thinks he's funny says "You'll pay six to her." 
 
     A7#5           D   D#dim             Em7   A7                                D      D7                    G      Gm6 
He says now Judge,      suppose I fail?        The judge says "Budge       right into jail. 
 
                         D        Bm7                    Bb7   A7sus      A7         D           A7#5 
You'd better keep her,     I think it's cheaper     than makin whoopee! 
 
                     F#m7    B7b9                   Bb7    A7sus       A7        D6 
You'd better keep her,     I think it's cheaper     than makin' whoopee! 
 
 



           ROLLER DERBY QUEEN-Jim Croce 

                                               4/4  1…2…123  (without intro) 

 

                                        
 

 

Intro:  D  (4 measures) 

 

 
              D                                                                  G7               

Gonna tell you a story that you won't believe, but I fell in love last Friday evenin' 

             A7                    G7                       D    A7 

With a girl I saw on a bar room TV screen 

 

                      D                                                                      G7                

Well, I was just gettin' ready to get my hat, when she caught my eye, and I put it back 

              A7                        G7                                       D 

And I ordered myself a couple o' more shots and beers 

 

 

                              F                                   G                     D 

     The night that I fell in love with a Roller Derby Queen, around and ‘round, a-round and ‘round  

                  F                                               G                  A7 

     The meanest hunk o' woman that anybody ever seen down in the arena 

 

 

               D                                                   G7 

She’s a-five foot six and two fifteen, a bleached-blonde mama with a streak of mean 

          A7                                               G7                                     D     A7 

She knew how to knuckle, and she knew how to scuffle and fight 

 

                   D                                                                G7     

And the roller derby program said that she were built like a 'frigerator with a head 

         A7                                          G7                                             D 

Her fans called her "Tuffy", but all her buddies called her "Spike" 

 

 

                               F                                   G                     D 

     You know that I fell in love with a Roller Derby Queen, around and ‘round, a-round and ‘round 

                  F                                               G                  A7 

     The meanest hunk o' woman that anybody ever seen down in the arena 

 

 

            D                                                                            G7 

     ‘Round and ‘round, go ‘round and ‘round,       ‘round and ‘round, go ‘round and ‘round  

            A7      G7     D                                     A7 

                                      ‘Round and ‘round         

 

 



 

p.2.  Roller Derby Queen 

 

 

 

                D                                                                       G7 

Well, I could not help it but to fall in love with this heavy-duty woman I been speakin' of 

    A7                                                      G7                                   D   A7 

Things looked kind of bad, until the day she skated into my life 

 

                    D                                                              G7                  

Well, she might be nasty, she might be fat, but I never met a person who would tell her that 

                 A7                                      G7                                          D 

She's my big blonde bomber, my heavy-handed Hackensack mama 

 

 

                               F                                   G                     D 

     You know that I fell in love with a Roller Derby Queen, around and ‘round, a-round and ‘round 

                  F                                               G                  A7 

     The meanest hunk o' woman that anybody ever seen down in the arena 

 

 

            D                                                                           G7 

     ‘Round and ‘round, go ‘round and ‘round,       ‘round and ‘round, go ‘round and ‘round  

            A7      G7     D                                     A7 

                                      ‘Round and ‘round        (repeat “round and round”, and fade) 

 



 

                        SILHOUETTES 
                                                  4/4   1...2...1234 
 
 

                                  
        Took a walk and passed your house late last night,  
 

                                         
All the shades were pulled and drawn way down tight 
 

                                               
From with-in a dim light cast two silhouettes on the shade, 
 

                        
Oh, what a lovely couple they made 
 

                                
         Put his arms around your waist, held you tight,  
 

                       
Kisses I could almost taste     in the night 
 

                                                       
Wondered why I'm not the guy whose silhouette's on the shade 
 

                          
I couldn't hide the tears in my eyes.   
 

                   
  Silhouettes X6             ah  oh     Silhouettes X6               ah   oh 
 



p.2   Silhouettes 
 
 

                               
         Lost con-trol and rang your bell,     I was sore 
 

                                       
"Let me in or else I'll beat  down your door." 
 

                                                       
When two strangers, who had been two silhouettes on the shade 
 

                                                         
Said to my shock, "You're on the wrong block." 
 

                                      
         Rushed down to your house with wings  on my feet 
 

                             
Loved you like I've never loved  you my sweet 
 

                                                  
Vowed that you and I would be two silhouettes on the shade 
 

                                     
All of our days, two silhouettes on the shade. 
 

                                     
  Silhouettes X6            ah    oh       Silhouettes X6                         ah      oh 
 

                       
         Two  silhouettes on the shade 
 
 
 



 
                              SILHOUETTES 
                                               4/4   1...2...1234 
 
 
 
   D                 Bm                               Em7   A7          D 
        Took a walk and passed your house late last night,  
              Bm                                 Em7    A7                D 
All the shades were pulled and drawn way down tight 
                  Bm                   Em7         A7                           D 
From with-in a dim light cast two silhouettes on the shade, 
                    Bm      Em7             A7 
Oh, what a lovely couple they made 
   D                 Bm                          Em7   A7           D 
         Put his arms around your waist, held you tight,  
         Bm                       Em7   A7          D 
Kisses I could almost taste     in the night 
                   Bm                     Em7              A7                            D 
Wondered why I'm not the guy whose silhouette's on the shade 
                  Bm         Em7             A7 
I couldn't hide the tears in my eyes.   
    D        Bm      Em7     A7            D        Bm       Em7       A7 
  Silhouettes X6             ah  oh     Silhouettes X6               ah   oh 
 
 
   D                   Bm                          Em7   A7         D 
         Lost con-trol and rang your bell,     I was sore 
              Bm                 Em7   A7               D 
"Let me in or else I'll beat  down your door." 
                    Bm                          Em7          A7                           D 
When two strangers, who had been two silhouettes on the shade 
                    Bm                  Em7                  A7          D                 Fm7        Bb7 
Said to my shock, "You're on the wrong block." 
   Eb                         Cm                           Fm7  Bb7       Eb 
         Rushed down to your house with wings  on my feet 
 
 
Loved you like I've never loved  you my sweet 
                     Cm                    Fm7        Bb7                         Eb 
Vowed that you and I would be two silhouettes on the shade 
                  Cm           Fm7                      Bb7 
All of our days, two silhouettes on the shade. 
   Eb       Cm      Fm7  Bb7                Eb                    Cm               Fm7   Bb7 
  Silhouettes X6            ah    oh       Silhouettes X6                         ah      oh 
  Eb           Abm6                      Eb6 
 
         Two  silhouettes on the shade 
   
 
   


	blueeyescrying
	catchthewind
	cityofneworleans
	daydreambeliever
	fineromancekc
	heylookmeover
	leroybrown
	makinwhoopee
	rollerderbyqueen
	silhouettes

