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																C		 	 	 	 						G7									 	 	 	 																																					C	

											 																																							 											 	 																																												 																																															
Good-bye	Joe,	me	gotta	go,	me	oh	my	oh			Me	gotta	go	pole	the	pirogue	down	the	bayou	
													C		 	 	 	 										G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

									 																																												 											 	 																																																 																																															
My	Yvonne,	the	sweetest	one,	me	oh	my	oh						Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
	
									C		 	 	 	 														G7									 	 	 	 																																C	

					 																																																				 											 	 																																																		 																																															
Jambalaya	and	a	crawfish	pie	and	file'	gumbo				Cause	tonight	I’m	gonna	see	my	ma	cher	amio	
									C		 	 	 	 G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

					 																																							 											 	 																																															 	 		
Pick	guitar,	fill	fruit	jar	and	be	gay-o								Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
	
									C		 	 	 	 												G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

					 																																																		 											 	 																																															 																																															
Thibodeaux,	Fontainenot,	the	place	is	buzzin					Kinfolk	come	to	see	Yvonne	by	the	dozen	
							C			 	 	 																				G7										 	 	 																																								C	

			 																																																 											 	 																																															 																																															
Dress	in	style	and	go	hog	wild,	me	oh	my	oh				Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
	
										C		 	 	 	 														G7									 	 	 	 																																C	

						 																																																			 											 	 																																																		 																																															
Jambalaya	and	a	crawfish	pie	and	file'	gumbo				Cause	tonight	I’m	gonna	see	my	ma	cher	amio	
									C		 	 	 	 G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

					 																																							 											 	 																																															 	 		
Pick	guitar,	fill	fruit	jar	and	be	gay-o								Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	

	 	 	
	
	
	



																C		 	 	 	 						G7									 	 	 	 																																					C	

											 																																							 											 	 																																												 																																															
Good-bye	Joe,	me	gotta	go,	me	oh	my	oh			Me	gotta	go	pole	the	pirogue	down	the	bayou	
													C		 	 	 	 										G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

									 																																												 											 	 																																																 																																															
My	Yvonne,	the	sweetest	one,	me	oh	my	oh						Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
	
									C		 	 	 	 														G7									 	 	 	 																																C	

					 																																																				 											 	 																																																		 																																															
Jambalaya	and	a	crawfish	pie	and	file'	gumbo				Cause	tonight	I’m	gonna	see	my	ma	cher	amio	
									C		 	 	 	 G7									 	 	 	 																													C	

					 																																							 											 	 																																															 	 		
Pick	guitar,	fill	fruit	jar	and	be	gay-o								Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
			G7									 	 	 	 																	C	

											 	 																																				 	 	
Son	of	a	gun,	we’ll	have	big	fun	on	the	bayou	
			G7									 	 	 	 																C										G7							C	

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

	



Good Times

Good times, these are the good times. Leave your cares

behind, these are the good times.

Good times, these are the good times. Our new state of

mind, these are the good times.

Happy days are here again. The time is right for makin' friends.

Let's get together, how 'bout a quarter to ten? Come tomorrow, let's all do it again.



Boys will be boys, better let them have their toys. Girls will be girls, cute ponytails and curls

Must put an end to this stress and strife I think I want to live the sporting life

Good times, these are the good times. Leave your cares

behind, these are the good times.

Good times, these are the good times. Our new state of

mind, these are the good times.

A rumor has it that it's getting late. Time marches on, just can't wait.

The clock keeps turning, why hesitate? You silly fool, you can't change your fate.



Let's cut the rug, a little jive and jitterbug. We want the best, we won't settle for less.

Don't be a drag, participate. Clams on the half shell and roller-skates, roller-skates.

Good times, these are the good times. Leave your cares

behind, these are the good times.

Good times, these are the good times. Our new state of

mind, these are the good times.

Good times!



                         
 
                         Blue Moon 
                      
                        C     Am   Dm    G7           C     Am   Dm    G7 

     Intro;               
 

             C     Am   Dm                               G7          C       Am      Dm 

                                              
Blue Moon                  You saw me standing alone  
                       G7                  C     Am   Dm                           G7          C           Am    Dm    G7 

                                                                    
Without a dream in my heart                        Without a love of my own 
             C      Am  Dm                             G7                   C           Am     Dm 

                                                        
Blue Moon                   You knew just what I was there for  
             G7                          C            Am  Dm                      G7                 C           Am     C     C7 

                                                                        
You heard me saying a prayer for               Someone I really could care for 
 

                                 Dm              G7              C              

                                                      
And then there suddenly appeared before me 
         Dm                G7                      C 

                                     
The only one my arms will ever hold 
     Fm                            Bb                      Eb 

                                            
I heard somebody whisper  Please adore me 



                       G7                                    D              G              G7 

                                                                   
And when I looked  the moon had turned to gold 
  

            C     Am   Dm                             G7          C         Am     Dm 

                                            
Blue Moon                      Now I'm no longer alone 
                      G7                   C    Am  Dm                     G7       C           Am     C       C7        

                                                       
Without a dream in my heart               Without a love of my own 
 

                                 Dm             G7             C   

                                                  
And then there suddenly appeared before me 
         Dm                G7                      C 

                                     
The only one my arms will ever hold 
     Fm                            Bb                      Eb 

                                            
I heard somebody whisper  Please adore me 
                       G7                                    D              G              G7 

                                                                   
And when I looked  the moon had turned to gold 

            C     Am  Dm                               G7          C         Am     Dm 

                                             
Blue Moon                      Now I'm no longer alone 
                       G7                   C     Am  Dm                    G7           C           Am     Dm     G7 

                                                               
Without a dream in my heart               Without a love of my own 

 



            C     Am    Dm     G7                  C     Am    Dm         G7       

                                
Blue Moon                                Blue Moon                                   
            C     Am    Dm     G7                  C     Am    Dm         G7     C   

                               End on C 
Blue Moon                                Blue Moon                                       
     



	
	
	
	
	

									I	heard	it	through	the	Grapevine	
	

							Dm																																																																																															A																																G7	

				 	 	 	 	 	 	 					 												 																								 	
Ooh,	I	bet	you're	wondering	how	I	knew					bout	you're	plans	to	make	me	blue	
																																	Dm	

																																				 	
With	some	other	guy	that	you	knew	before	
																																														A																														G7	

																																											 																					 	
Between	the	two	of	us	guys	you	know	I	love	you	more	
																											Bm7																				G7																				Dm																		G7	

																									 																	 															 													 	
It	took	me	by	surprise	I	must	say				when	I	found	out	yesterday	
	
	
																																												Dm																																G7						Dm																											G7				

																																										 																											 	 																						 	
Don't	you	know	that	I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine				not	much	longer	would	you	be	mine	
									Dm																																			G7			Dm																															G7		

							 																													 																								 	
Oh	I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine						Oh	and	I'm	just	about	to	lose	my	mind	
																										Dm		

																								 	
Honey		Honey	yeah	
	
	
	



																										Dm																																																																					A																																G7	

																							 																																																																 																								 	
I	know	that	a	man	ain't	supposed	to	cry				but	these	tears	I	can't	hold	inside	
														Dm																																																																													A																																G7	

												 																																																																							 																							 	
	
Losin'	you	would	end	my	life	you	see				cause	you	mean	that	much	to	me	
																															Bm7													G7																								Dm																						G7	

																													 										 																			 																	 	
You	could	have	told	me	yourself			that	you	love	someone	else	
	
																						Dm																																G7				Dm																												G7	

																				 																										 																						 																					
Instead			I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine				not	much	longer	would	you	be	mine	
									Dm																																		G7					Dm																											G7		

						 																													 																							 	
Oh	I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine			Oh	and	I'm	just	about	to	lose	my	mind	
																												Dm		

																										 	
Honey		Honey	yeah	
	
																																					Dm																																																					A																													G7	

																																			 																																															 																				 	
People	say	believe	half	of	what	you	see			Oh	and	none	of	what	you	hear	
													Dm																																														A																																		G7	

										 																																								 																											 	
I	can't	help	bein'	confused			if	it's	true	please	tell	me	dear	
																Bm7															G7																														Dm																									G7	

															 												 																								 																				 	
Do	you	plan	to	let	me	go			For	the	other	guy	you	loved	before	
	



	
																																												Dm																																G7						Dm																											G7				

																																										 																											 	 																						 	
Don't	you	know	that	I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine				not	much	longer	would	you	be	mine	
									Dm																																			G7			Dm																															G7		

							 																													 																								 	
Oh	I	heard	it	through	the	grapevine						Oh	and	I'm	just	about	to	lose	my	mind	
																										Dm		

																								 	
Honey		Honey	yeah	
	



	
	
	
	

Hound	Dog	
	

	 	 															G	

																																	 	
You	ain’t	nothin’	but	a	hound	dog			Cryin’	all	the	time.	
	 	 	 																C7																																													G	

																																												 																																								 	
You	ain’t	nothin’	but	a	hound	dog			Cryin’	all	the	time.	
																								D7		 																																																				C7																											G	

																					 																																																												 																						 	
Well,	you	ain’t	never	caught	a	rabbit						And	you	ain’t	no	friend	of	mine.	
																																	G	

																																	 	
Well	they	said	you	was	high	classed	Well,	that	was	just	a	lie.	
	 	 																										C7																																																								G	

																																											 																																																				 									
Well	they	said	you	was	high	classed	Well,	that	was	just	a	lie.	
																								D7																																																															C7																											G	

																					 																																																												 																						 	
Well,	you	ain’t	never	caught	a	rabbit					And	you	ain’t	no	friend	of	mine	
	
															
	 	 															G	

																																	 	
You	ain’t	nothin’	but	a	hound	dog			Cryin’	all	the	time	
	



	 	 	 																	C7																																											G	

																																													 																																						 	
You	ain’t	nothin’	but	a	hound	dog			Cryin’	all	the	time.	
																								D7		 																																																			C7																											G	

																					 																																																											 																						 	
Well,	you	ain’t	never	caught	a	rabbit						And	you	ain’t	no	friend	of	mine.	
																																	G	

																																	 	
Well	they	said	you	was	high	classed	Well,	that	was	just	a	lie.	
	 	 																											C7																																																										G	

																																													 																																																					 	
Well	they	said	you	was	high	classed	Well,	that	was	just	a	lie.	
																								D7																																																															C7																											G	

																					 																																																												 																						 	
Well,	you	ain’t	never	caught	a	rabbit					And	you	ain’t	no	friend	of	mine	
																								D7																																																															C7																											G							D7			G	

																					 																																																												 																						 	 	
Well,	you	ain’t	never	caught	a	rabbit					And	you	ain’t	no	friend	of	mine	
	
	



 

                         Island Style / Dunedin Style 

 
     C     G7      C 

 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
On the island      We do it island style      
                       C                                                          G7                                     C      C7 

                                                                                                       
From the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
On the island      We do it island style      
                          C                                                       G7                                     C   

                                                                                                       
From the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side 
 
     C                                                      F                C  

                                                         
Mama's in the kitchen cooking dinner real nice 
    C                                                 G7               C 

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

                                      
We eat and drink and we sing all day 
 
 



 
   C                              G7                     C  

                                       
Kani ka pila in the old Hawaiian way 
 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
On the island      We do it island style      
                       C                                                          G7                                     C      C7 

                                                                                                       
From the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
On the island      We do it island style      
                          C                                                       G7                                     C   

                                                                                                       
From the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side 
 
     C                                                           F                  C 

                                                                
We go grandma`s house on the weekend clean yard  cause 
    C                                   G7                C 

                                        
If we no go grandma gotta work hard 
     C                                                          F             C 

                                                          
You know my grandma she like the poi real sour 
 
 



 
    C                                            G7                 C 

                                                  
I love my grandma every minute every hour 
 
(Dunedin Style) 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
Down in Florida      Do it Dunedin style      
                       C                                  G7                                    C      C7 

                                                                              
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
Down in Florida      Do it Dunedin style      
                      C                                 G7                                    C   

                                                                            
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
 
     C                                                      F                C  

                                                         
We all get together play the Uke’s real nice 
    C                                                 G7               C 

                                                     
Sing a Song so happy make you feel all right 
    C                                          F          C 

                                      
Meet in Dunedin every Week Monday 
 
 
 



 

   C                              G7                     C  

                                       
Kani ka pila in the old Hawaiian way 
 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
Down in Florida      Do it Dunedin style      
                       C                                  G7                                    C      C7 

                                                                              
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
                 F                                         C  

                                                
Down in Florida      Do it Dunedin style      
                      C                                 G7                                    C   

                                                                            
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
 
                      C                                 G7                                    C   

                                                                            
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
 
       Slow to Ending        
                      C                                 G7                                    F       C   

                                                                            
From the Gulf of Mexico all the way to the Tampa Bay side 
 
 



                        
                        Everyday 
 
    D            G                    A            D                  G                     A 

                                                   
Everyday it's a gettin closer     Goin faster than a roller coaster 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 
    D            G                   A             D                   G                      A 

                                                     
Everyday  it's a gettin faster Everyone said  Go ahead and ask her 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 
      G                                                    C 

                                                 
Everyday seems a little longer    Every way     love's a little stronger 
     F                                                                      Bb                    A7 

                                                                                  
Come what may    do you ever long for      True love from me 
 
    D            G                    A            D                  G                     A 

                                                   
Everyday it's a gettin closer     Goin faster than a roller coaster 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 



    D            G                   A             D                   G                      A 

                                                     
Everyday  it's a gettin faster Everyone said  Go ahead and ask her 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 
      G                                                    C 

                                                 
Everyday seems a little longer    Every way     love's a little stronger 
     F                                                                      Bb                    A7 

                                                                                  
Come what may    do you ever long for      True love from me 
 
    D            G                    A            D                  G                     A 

                                                   
Everyday it's a gettin closer     Goin faster than a roller coaster 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 
    D            G                   A             D                   G                      A 

                                                     
Everyday  it's a gettin faster Everyone said  Go ahead and ask her 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D       A 

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 
    D                               G          A              D            G          D        

                                            
Love like yours will surely come my way  Ah hey  Ah hey  hey 



 

 
 
 
 
                           Hey Good Lookin                                              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     C                 D7                                 G7                          C          G7 

                                                                                                                
  Hey, good lookin   Whatcha got cookin    How's about cookin' somethin up with me 
     C                 D7                                 G7                          C          C7 

                                                                                                                
  Hey, sweet baby, Don't you think maybe   We could find us a brand new recipe 
 
 
              F                                   C                                 F                                C 

                                                                                    
  I got a hot-rod Ford and a two-dollar bill   And I know a spot right over the hill 
      F                                            C        D7                                G7 

                                                                                                  
  There's soda pop and the dancin's free   So if you wanna have fun come along with me  
 
 
    C                 D7                                 G7                          C          G7 

                                                                                                                
  Hey, good lookin    Whatcha got cookin     How's about cookin' somethin' up with me  
    C                 D7                                 G7                          C          G7 

                                                                                                                
  I'm free and ready  So we can go steady.   How's about savin' all your time for me 



     C                     D7                                 G7             C          C7 

                                                                                                        
  No more lookin  I know I've been tooken   How's about keepin' steady company 

  F                                    C                                 F                                C 

                                                                                    
  I'm gonna throw my date-book over the fence   And find me one for five or ten cents  
      F                                            C        D7                                G7 

                                                                                                  
  I'll keep it 'til it's covered with age   Cause I'm writin' your name down on every page 
 
    C                 D7                                 G7                         C           C7  

                                                                                                                
  Hey, good lookin  Whatcha got cookin    How's about cookin' somethin' up with me 
   D7                                 G7                         C          C7     

                                                 
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me 
   D7                                 G7                         C          G7        C 

                                                 
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me 



                
 
 
                      Toes 
             4        4        2      2       4                         4       4       2      2        4 

Intro;  C      F      C     G     C                     C      F     C     G     C 

                          
 

                C                          F   

                                   
I got my toes in the water  ass in the sand 
           C                                    G 

                                        
Not a worry in the world a cold beer in my hand 
              F                G                         C 

                                           
Life is good today       Life is good today 
                 C                                       F  

                                                      
Well the plane touched down just about three o'clock 
                 C                       G    

                                   
And the city's still on my mind 
       C                                F                                    C               G         C  

                                                                            
Bikinis and palm trees danced in my head I was still in the baggage line  
       C                                    F                                     C                 G  

                                                                                    
Concrete and cars are their own prison bars like this life I'm living in 
 



                C                                                      F  

                                                                                                                                   
But the plane brought me farther     I'm surrounded by water 
         C                    G      C 

                       
And I'm not going back again 
               C                          F    

                                                                                                              
I got my toes in the water  ass in the sand 
           C                                    G  

                                            
Not a worry in the world a cold beer in my hand 
              F                G                          C 

                                           
Life is good today          Life is good today  
                                   F                                    C   

                                                                                                                         
Adiós and vaya con Dios    Yeah I'm leaving GA 
                  G                                                                                                C 

                                                                                                            
And if it weren't for Tequila and pretty senoritas     I'd have no reason to stay 
                                   F                                    C   

                                                                                                                         
Adiós and vaya con Dios    Yeah I'm leaving GA 
              G                                                                                                   C 

                                                                                                          
Gonna lay in the hot sun and roll a big fat one    And grab my guitar and play 
 
 



             

                   C                           F                                          C                          G 

                                                                                                         
The four days flew by like a drunk Friday night    As the summer drew to an end 
          C                             F                                      C      G                C  

                                                                           
They can't believe that I just couldn't leave    And I bid adieu to my friends 
Singe Strums  Sing Quiet 
                  C                     F                                      C                                      G 

                                                                                                           
Because my bartender she's from the islands Her body's been kissed by the sun 
             C                              F                                          C            G              C 

                                                                                         
And coconut replaces the smell of the bar  And I don't know if it's her or the Rum 
               C                          F                                           Kick it in!! 

                                                
I got my toes in the water  ass in the sand 
           C                                    G  

                                            
Not a worry in the world a cold beer in my hand 
              F                G                           C 

                                            
Life is good today           Life is good today  

                                   F                                    C  

                                                                           
Adiós and vaya con Dios    Yeah I'm leaving GA 
               G                                                                                                           C 

                                                                                                                     
Yes and all the muchachas they call me Big Poppa When I throw pesos their way 
 
 



 
 
 
 

                                   F                                    C   

                                                                          
Adiós and vaya con Dios    Yeah I'm leaving GA 
               G                                                                                                           C 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
Someone do me a favor and pour me some Jäger  And I'll grab my guitar and play 
                                    F                                         C  

                                                                                
Adiós and vaya con Dios    Going home now to stay 
             G                                                                                                           C 

                                                                                                                   
The senoritas don't care-o when there's no dinero   Yeah, I got no money to stay 
                                   F                                    C  

                                                                           
Adiós and vaya con Dios     Going home now to stay 
                      C                                 F  

                                                                                                 
And put my ass in a lawn chair     Toes in the clay 
             C                             G    

                                     
Not a worry in the world a PBR on the way 
              F                G                            C         F          C         G        C 

                                                              
Life is good today           Life is good today 

 



                          Somewhere over the Rainbow 
 
 
Intro    ooh...    ooh...   
   C          Em          F          C           F        E7              Am          F 

                      
 
     C                  Em                           F              C         

                                     
Somewhere over the rainbow way up high   
     F              C                                                 G                    Am     F 

                                                            
And the Dreams that you Dream of once in a lullaby    Ooo oo 
    C                  Em                      F                   C 

                                     
Somewhere over the rainbow Blue Birds Fly  
    F              C                                               G                                    Am     F 

                                                                         
And the dreams that you Dream of   Dreams really do come true    
     C                                                     G                                                               Am     F 

                                                                                                      
Someday I'll wish upon a star, wake up where the clouds are far behind me  
         C                                            G                                                          Am                  F 

                                                                                                                             
Where trouble melts like lemon drops High above the chimney tops is where you'll find me  
    C                  Em                              F            C             F              C                                     

                                                                         
Somewhere over the rainbow bluebirds fly    And the Dreams that you dare to 
     G                                     Am     F 

                                
Oh Why, oh why can't I?  



 
Wonderful World 

            C           Em             F                 C         F                            C                E7     Am 

                                                                  
Well I see trees of green and red roses too,     I'll watch then bloom for me and you  
                 F                      G                                     Am      F 

                                                          
And I think to myself     what a wonderful world    
                       C           Em                       F                C                         F                      C 

                                                                            
Well I see skies of blue and I see clouds of white and the bright blessed day   
      E7               Am               F                         G                                             C         F         C 

                                                                            
The Dark Sacred night and I think to myself          what a wonderful world 
 
             G                                           C                 G                                       C 

                                                                            
The colors of the rainbow so pretty in the sky are also on the faces of people passing by 
           F                              C                         F                  C   F                         C        Dm7                   G 

                                                                                           
I see friends shaking hands saying, How do you do?    They're really saying,     I,          I love you 
 
               C        Em        F                          C                 F                                C                 E7     Am 

                                                                        
I hear babies cry and I watch them grow     They'll learn much more than we'll know  
             F                            G                                         Am     F 

                                                               
And I think to myself           what a wonderful world 
 
 
 
 
 



     C                                                         G                                                             Am      F 

                                                                                                        
Someday I'll wish upon a star   wake up where the clouds are far behind me  
                 C                                            G                                                          Am                  F 

                                                                                                                             
Where trouble melts like lemon drops High above the chimney tops is where you'll find me 
 
  
     C                  Em                             F                     C 

                                              
Somewhere over the rainbow         bluebirds fly  
    F               C                                 G                                        Am        F 

                                                                  
Birds fly over the Rainbow, Why then, oh why can't I? 
 
ooh...    ooh...                                                                     Why Can’t I 
      C        Em        F            C           F        E7           Am            F                          C 

                                        End on C 
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