
 
 

                 A Pirate Looks at 40 
 
Intro:    G     Gsus   G 

              
    G                                             

 
Mother  Mother ocean       I have heard you call 
      C                                                                                                     G 

                                                                                                  
Wanted to sail    Upon your waters       Since I was three feet tall 
                         Am7    Bm7    Am7                   G    Gsus   G 

                                                 
You've seen it all                     You've seen it all 
 

    G  

                                            
Watched the men who rode you        Switch from sails to steam 
      C                                                                                                    G 

                                                                                                 
And in your belly    You hold the treasures      Few have ever seen 
                          Am7    Bm7    Am7                    G     Gsus   G 

                                                    
Most of 'em dream                 Most of 'em dream 
 

    G 

 
Yes I am a pirate         Two hundred years too late 
 
 
 



      C                                                                                                                                              G 

                                                                                                                                          
The cannons don't thunder there's nothin' to plunder      I'm an over-forty victim of fate                      
                      Am7    Bm7    Am7              G      Gsus   G 

                                           
Arriving too late                 Arriving too late 
 

     G 

  
I've done a bit of smuggling       And I've run my share of grass 
      C                                                                                                       G 

                                                                                                    
I made enough money to buy Miami     But I pissed it away so fast 
                             Am7    Bm7    Am7                      G    Gsus   G 

                                                        
Never meant to last                 Never meant to last 
 

    G 

 
And I have been drunk now for over two weeks  
    G 

 
I passed out and I rallied and I sprung a few leaks 
    C                                                                                                                   G 

                                                                                                              
   But I got to stop wishin  Got to go fishin     Down to rock bottom again 
 

                     Am7    Bm7    Am7                  G      Gsus   G 

                                             
Just a few friends                 Just a few friends 
 



    G 

 
I go for younger women      Lived with several a while 
      C                                                                                                                                G 

                                                                                                                             
Though I ran 'em away they'd come back one day       Still could manage to smile 
                       Am7    Bm7    Am7                  G      Gsus   G 

                                               
Just takes a while                   Just takes a while 
 

      G 

   
Mother  Mother ocean           After all the years I've found 
     C                                                                                                 G 

                                                                                             
Occupational hazard been       My occupation's just not around 
 

                              Am7    Bm7    Am7                      G     Gsus    G 

                                                           
I feel like I've drowned                gonna head uptown 
                              Am7    Bm7    Am7                      G     Gsus    G 

                                                           
I feel like I've drowned                gonna head uptown 

 

 

 
 
 
 



                               Penny Lane 
 
 
 
                    D                         Bm                           Em                 A7     

                                                                                      
In Penny Lane there is a barber showing photographs 
                    D                            Bm                Dm  

                                                                    
Of every head he's had the pleasure to know 
                       Dm                                Bb                     A7 

                                                                                
And all the people that come and go    Stop and say hello 
                  D               Bm                      Em               A7 

                                                                  
On the corner is a banker with a motorcar 
                      D                        Bm                    Dm 

                                                                                     
And little children laugh at him behind his back 
                  Dm                                Bb                      A7                     G    

                                                                              
And the banker never wears a mac      in the pouring rain      Very strange 
                C                  Em                          F 

                                              
Penny Lane is in my ears and in my eye 
 
 

    C                              Em                      F                                 A7 

                                                                     
There beneath the blue suburban skies          I sit an meanwhile back  



                    D                        Bm                           Em                 A7   

                                                                                                                     
In Penny Lane there is a fireman with an hourglass 
                      D                  Bm                   Dm  

                                                                                           
And in his pocket is a portrait of the Queen 
                     Dm                              Bb                   A7                              G 

                                                                                     
He likes to keep his fire engine clean      It's a clean machine 
                C                  Em                          F 

                                              
Penny Lane is in my ears and in my eyes 
    C                              Em                      F                                 A7 

                                                                     
                    A four of fish and finger pies     In summer meanwhile back 
                          D                    Bm                     Em                 A7  

                                                                                                                  
Behind the shelter in the middle of a roundabout 
                    D                        Bm                 Dm 

                                                                                              
A pretty nurse is selling poppies from a tray 
                              Dm                            Bb                     A7 

                                                                                   
And though she feels as if she's in a play   She is anyway 
 

                 D                        Bm                        Em                 A7  

                                                                                                                
Penny Lane the barber shaves another customer 



 

                         D                       Bm              Dm  

                                                                                              
We see the banker sitting waiting for a trim 
                              Dm                Bb                          A7                       G 

                                                                                
And then the fireman rushes in      from the pouring rain        Very strange 
                C                  Em                          F 

                                              
Penny Lane is in my ears and in my eyes 
     C                             Em                      F                             A7 

                                                                 
There beneath the blue suburban skies     I sit and meanwhile back 
                D                 F#m7                    G  

                                            
Penny Lane is in my ears and in my eyes 
     D                          F#m7                    G                 D 

                                                     
There beneath the blue suburban skies      Penny Lane                         
                                                                                                                          
 

 

 

 

 

 



               Lodi 
 
    G                                        C                         G 

                                                     
Just about a year ago      I set out on the road 
    G                                  Em               C                             D  

                                                               
Seekin my fame and fortune     Lookin for a pot of gold 
    G                                 Em                              C                                      G   

                                                                                      
Things got bad and things got worse    I guess you will know the tune 
    G                 D                    C       G   

                         
  Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again 
    G                                                              C                  G 

                                                                    
Rode in on the Greyhound      I'll be walkin out if I go 
   G                             Em                               C                          D  

                                                                         
I was just passin through      Must be seven months or more 
   G                                  Em            C                                          G 

                                                                           
Ran out of time and money      Looks like they took my friends 
    G                 D                    C       G  

                                               
Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again 
  
 
          



    G                                                   C                          G 

                                                                 
The man from the magazine    Said I was on my way 
    G                                  Em              C                               D  

                                                                     
Somewhere I lost connections   I ran out of songs to play 
   G                   Em                                       C                                         G   

                                                                                       
I came into town a one night stand    Looks like my plans fell through 
    G                 D                    C       G                    D       A      E7      A 

                                             
Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again                      (Island Strum Each Chord) 
   A                                              D                        A 

                                                        
If I only had a dollar     For every song I've sung 
   A                                  F#m                     D                         E7 

                                                                    
Every time I've had to play      While people sat there drunk 
    A                                    F#m                 D                       A 

                                                                               
You know  I'd catch the next train     Back to where I live 
    A             E7                   D       A                 A               E7                   D       A 

                                                      
Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again                      Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again 
    A             E7                   D       A                 A               E7                   D       A 

                                                       End on A 
Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again                      Oh Lord  stuck in Lodi again 

 



                           Octopus's Garden 
 
     C                  Am                                             F                                     G7 

                                                                                      
I'd like to be          Under the sea    In an octopus's garden in the shade 
    C                  Am                                                                    F                                     G7 

                                                                                                            
He'd let us in         Knows where we've been     In his octopus's garden in the shade 
 
   Am                                                                              F             G7 

                                                                                  
         I'd ask my friends to come and see     An octopus's garden with me 
    C                           Am                                              F               G7                    C 

                                                                                         
         I'd like to be           Under the sea     In an octopus's garden in the shade 
 
     C                             Am                                                     F                                                 G7 

                                                                                                                     
We would be warm        Below the storm       In our little hide-away beneath the waves 
    C                         Am                                                F                                     G7 

                                                                                               
Resting our head         On the seabed     In an octopus's garden near a cave 
 
   Am                                                                     F                                  G7 

                                                                                              
          We would sing and dance around     Because we know we can't be found 
    C                            Am                                              F               G7                    C 

                                                                                          
         I'd like to be           Under the sea     In an octopus's garden in the shade  



     C                      Am                                            F                                             G7 

                                                                                                  
We would shout        And swim about    The coral that lies beneath the waves  
    C                Am                                                F                                                     G7 

                                                                                                      
Oh what joy      For every girl and boy    Knowing they're happy and they're safe  
 
   Am                                                                        F                                                     G 

                                                                                                                   
           We would be so happy you and me        No one there to tell us what to do 
    C                         Am                                            F               G7                Am 

                                                                                  
         I'd like to be           Under the sea     In an octopus's garden with you 
 
              F               G7               Am 

                               
In an octopus's garden with you 
               F               G7                C               C      G7     C 

                                         
In an octopus's garden with you 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Don't be Cruel 
 

    C                                                                          C7 

                                                                    
You know I can be found       sittin home all alone 
   F                                                        C 

                                                
If you can't come around        At least please telephone 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
 
    C                                                                                              C7 

                                                                                         
Baby if I made you mad        For somethin' I might have said 
      F                                                              C 

                                                         
Please let's forget the past          The future looks bright ahead 
 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
                 F                     G7              F                   G7                        C   

                                                                    
I don't want no other love         Baby it's just you I'm thinkin' of 
    C                                                                                                 C7 

                                                                                           
Hey don't stop thinkin' of me      Don't make me feel this way 



 

    F                                                                   C 

                                                             
Come on over here and love me      You know what I want you to say 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
              F                     G7                        F                       G7                      C  

                                                                                                                                        
Why should we be apart baby      I really Love you baby cross my heart 
    C                                                                                C7 

                                                                          
Let's walk up to the preacher      And let us say I do 
    F                                                                     C 

                                                              
Then you’ll know you’ll have me   And I know that I have you 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
                 F                     G7              F                   G7                        C 

                                                                                                                               
I don't want no other love         Baby it's just you I'm thinkin' of 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
                 Dm7      G7                                        C 

                                                      
Don't be cruel                 To a heart that's true 
 



 

                 F                     G7              F                   G7                        C  

                                                                                                                              
I don't want no other love         Baby it's just you I'm thinkin' of 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



You Got It 
                                                   

 
 

    F                            Eb              Bb         F          Eb      Bb          F                                Eb        Bb            C 

                                                                 
Every time I look into your lovely eyes                               I see a love that money just can't buy. 
    Eb               F               Dm        Am        C             F            Dm              Am          C    

                                            
              One look from you    I drift away     I pray that you    are here    to stay. 
 
 
     F       A7         Dm                Bb          F        A7          Dm            Bb 

                              
   Anything you want  you got it    Anything you need    you got it. 
     F        A7     Dm         Bb          F        C7 

        
Anything at all    you got it.      Ba—by!  
 
 
     F                                  Eb                Bb         F         Eb      Bb           

                                            
Every time I hold you I begin to understand    
     F                                      Eb           Bb            C  

                                         
 Everything about you tells me I'm your man 
    Eb                F             Dm        Am                C             F            Dm              Am          C    

                                                    
                   I live      my life    to be    with you   No one    can do   the things   you do. 
     F       A7         Dm                Bb          F        A7          Dm            Bb 

                              
   Anything you want  you got it    Anything you need    you got it. 
 



     F       A7     Dm         Bb          F        C7 

        
Anything at all    you got it.      Ba—by!  
 
    C7 

 
Anything you want   You got it    Anything you need You got it      Anything at all 
     F       A7         Dm                Bb          F        A7          Dm            Bb 

                              
        Doo doo doo doo    doo                Doo doo doo doo    doo 
     F       A7          Dm              Bb           F        C7 

                  
       Doo doo doo doo  you got it. 
  
          F          Dm        Am        C             F              Dm         Am       C 

                               
I'm glad to give my love to you.   I know you feel the way I do. 
 
     F       A7         Dm                Bb          F        A7          Dm            Bb 

                              
   Anything you want  you got it    Anything you need    you got it. 
     F       A7     Dm         Bb          F        C7 

        
Anything at all    you got it.      Ba—by!  
    C7                                                                            F 

                                                                      
Anything at all      You got it      Baby     You got it 
 
 
 
 



 

               It’s an Ukulele Day  
 
Intro: 
     G     Em     C       D       G                 G     Em     C       D       G 

              
 
    G                  Em                                                     C 

                                                                
It's a ukulele day        So pick up your uke and play 
   C                                            D 

                                      
The world sure needs to smile     
   G                                                  Em                                                          C 

                                                                                                   
Put thoughts of war and hate away        They will lead your heart astray 
   C                                   D  

                               
Just strum with me awhile 
 
 Em                                    B7 

                                      
It's just a silly notion    But like the great big ocean 
   C                  G                     D  

                           
This music touches every land            
 Em                                                 B7 

                                                   
 Lets cause a big commotion    Let notes be your emotion       



   C                G                    D 

                       
Let's put a uke in every hand 
 

          D             G                    D         C 

                             
It's a ukulele day  ay ay ay   ay ay ay 
          D             G                    D         C         D 

                               
It's a ukulele day  ay ay ay   ay ay ay  
 

   G                                                                  Em 

                                                                                                                        
There are concerts tenors and banjos    Baritones and little sopranos 
  C                                           D 

                                      
A different uke for every one     
   G                                                                  Em 

                                                                                                                                                    
There are clubs and meet-up places       You'll get to see new faces        
   C                                                          D 

                                                     
Who knew the Uke could be such fun 
 
 Em                                              B7 

                                                
It's just four little strings       The simple joy it brings    
   C                   G                       D    

                                              
Is touching hearts in every land      



 Em                                               B7 

                                                  
Let peace and freedom ring    As we all play and sing         
   C                G                     D 

                                            
Let's put a Uke in every hand 
 
          D             G                    D         C 

                             
It's a ukulele day  ay ay ay   ay ay ay 
          D             G                    D         C         D 

                               
It's a ukulele day  ay ay ay   ay ay ay  
 

   G                                    Em    

                                                                                                                                                
So put away the hate     The wars and crimes can wait 
   C            D                                       A              E7           D   

                                                   
   It's a ukulele                                Day  ay ay ay   ay ay ay 
 
  E7                   A             E7              D                    E7                   A             E7           D 

                                                                     
It's a ukulele day ay ay ay    ay ay ay                 It's a ukulele day ay ay ay    ay ay ay 
 
  E7                   A             E7              D           D         D          E7         E7       E7        E7      A 

                                                
It's a ukulele day ay ay ay    ay ay ay         It's       an        Ooo      Kooo    Lay      Lay   Day 
 
 



 

               I Fought the Law 
 
Intro:  G       C      D7    G       C      D7    C       G 

          
   G                                 C      G 

                           
Breakin rocks in the hot sun 
   G                                        C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
    G                                       C      G 

                                  
I needed money 'cause I had none  
   G                                        C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
   C                                                            G 

                                                      
I left my baby and it feels so bad       I Guess my race is run 
   C     

   
She's the best girl that I ever had 



 

    G                                       C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
   G                                                                                       C       G 

                                                                                 
Robbin people with a (Tap Tap Tap Tap Tap Tap)    Six  gun 
                                                 Tap your uke!! 
   G                                        C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
   G                                  C       G  

                                      
I lost my girl and lost my fun 
   G                                        C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
 
 

   C                                                            G 

                                                      
I left my baby and it feels so bad       I Guess my race is run 



  C     

   
She's the best girl that I ever had 
   G                                        C       G            G                                        D7     G  

                                                                          
I fought the law and the law won          I fought the law and the law won 
    G       C      D7    G      C      D7    C       G 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



                                 Your Sixteen 
 
                               C      G7 

Intro               
      C                                       E7                             F                                    C 

                                                                                                  
You come on like a dream, peaches and cream,  Lips like strawberry wine.  
               D7                     G7                              C                           G7 

                                                                                      
You're sixteen    you're beautiful and you're mine. (mine, all mine) 
      C                                            E7                         F                                   C 

                                                                                                  
You're all ribbons and curls    ooh, what a girl    Eyes that sparkle and shine 
               D7                     G7                              C 

                                                              
You're sixteen, you're beautiful and you're mine. (mine, all mine, mine, mine) 
   E7                                                  A7 

                                                    
You're my baby, you're my pet      We fell in love on the night we met.  
   D7                    G7 

                                                                          
You touched my hand, my heart went pop    Ooh, when we kissed, I could not stop 
      C                                               E7                        F                                 C 

                                                                                                    
You walked out of my dreams    into my arms       Now you're my angel divine.  
 
 
 
 



               D7                      G7                              C 

                                                              
You're sixteen, you're beautiful, and you're mine. 
   E7                                                 A7 

                                                    
You're my baby, you're my pet      We fell in love on the night we met.  
   D7                     G7 

                                                                          
You touched my hand, my heart went pop    Ooh, when we kissed, I could not stop 
      C                                               E7                        F                                 C 

                                                                                                    
You walked out of my dreams    into my car      Now you're my angel divine.  
 
             D7                      G7                             C 

                                                              
You're sixteen, you're beautiful, and you're mine. 
               D7                      G7                             C 

                                                              
You're sixteen, you're beautiful, and you're mine. 
               D7                     G7                              C         G7       C 

                                                                  
You're sixteen,     so beautiful, and you're mine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                               Island 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 
 
                 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                                                       G7                                     C   

                                                                                                       
From the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side 
                          C                                                       G7                                    F             C   

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

 
 
 
 



Take it easy 
 
Intro 
    G             C       D               G           C        D 

                    
                     G                              

                            
Well Im a runnin down the road tryn to loosen my load   
                                         D          C 

                                         
 Ive got seven women on my mind 
    G                                            D                         C                                           G 

                                                                                               
Four that wanna own me   two that wanna stone me    One says shes a friend of mine 
 
               Em                    C        G       Am                              C                          Em 

                                                                                        
Take it easy     take it   easy         Don’t let the sound of your own wheels drive you crazy 
     C                                     G                  C                        G 

                                                                      
Lighten up while you still can     Dont even try to understand 
                     Am                              C                             G 

                                                                   
Just find a place to make your stand    and take it easy 
 
                       G                                        D        C 

                                                          
Well  I’m a standin on a corner in Winslow Arizona Such a fine sight to see 
 



          G                         D                    C                                    G 

                                                                                            
Its a girl my lord in a flat-bed Ford  Slowin down to take a look at me 
                  Em                       C        G                     Am                            C                    Em 

                                                                          
Come on baby don’t say may---be      I gotta know if your sweet love is gonna save me 
                 C                            G                     C                       G 

                                                                                  
We may lose and we may win   though we may never be here again 
               Am                    C                         G 

                                              
So open up I’m climbin in    so take it easy 
                    G                                       

                           
Well I’m a runnin down the road tryin to loosen my load  
                                           D          C 

                                            
Got a world of trouble on my mind 
    G                                   D                           C                  G 

                                                                
Lookin for a lover who won’t blow my cover   she’s so hard to find 
 
             Em                C       G               Am                               C                          Em 

                                                                                       
Take it easy  take it easy             Don’t let the sound of your own wheels make you crazy 
              C        G                        C        G                  Am                               C                        Em 

                                                                        
Come on baby       don’t say maybe        I gotta know of your sweet love is gonna save me 



 
    C                      G               C                                                         G     Am    C                               

                                                                    
OOooo              OOooo    OOooo            We ought to take it Easy                  
                                      G     Am     C      Em 

                                   
We ought to take it Easy 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                You Never Can Tell 
 
  Intro: Riff                                       G7 
A  ----7----7----6----5-----3---2-- 
E  -------------------------------1-- 
C  -7----7----6----5-----4------2-- 
G  -------------------------------0-- 
    C 

 
It was a teenage wedding and the old folks wished them well 
   C                                                                                       G7 

                                                                                 
You could see that Pierre did truly love the mademoiselle 
   G7 

  
And now the young monsieur and madam have rung the chapel bell 
   G7                                                                                                       C       G7 

                                                                                                   
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
    C 

 
They furnished off an apartment with a two room Roebuck sale. 
    C                                                                                               G7 

                                                                                          
The coolerator was crammed with TV dinners and ginger ale 
   G7      

                                                                                            
But when Pierre found work the little money comin worked out well 



   G7                                                                                                        C       G7 

                                                                                                    
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
                   C     

                  
They had a hi-fi phono oh boy did they let it blast 
    C                                                                                  G7 

                                                                             
Seven hundred little records all rock rhythm and jazz 
    G7 

 
But when the sun went down the rapid tempo of the music fell 
   G7                                                                                                        C       G7 

                                                                                                    
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
                              C  

                           
They bought a souped-up jitney    Twas a cherry red 53 
    C                                                                                                   G7 

                                                                                              
They drove it down New Orleans to celebrate their anniversary 
     G7 

    
It was there that Pierre was married to the lovely mademoiselle 
   G7                                                                                                        C       G7 

                                                                                                    
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
                                                          



                                                        C                                                                        G7 
A  ---0-2-3--0-2----0---------3--          ---0-2-3--0-2----0-----------2- 
E  -3--------------3----0-3----0--          -3--------------3------0-3-2-1- 
C  --------------------------0--0--          -------------------------------2- 
G  -----------------------------0--          -------------------------------0- 
 
                                                          G7                                                                    C 
A  ---0-1-2---0-----------------2--       ---0-1-2---0-------------------3- 
E  -3--------3-----0--3----3-2-1-        -3--------3-----0--3----1------0- 
C  -----------------------2------2--       -----------------------2----2---0- 
G  ------------------------------0--       ---------------------------------0- 
                                                                
    C 

 
It was a teenage wedding and the old folks wished them well 
   C                                                                                       G7 

                                                                                 
You could see that Pierre did truly love the mademoiselle 
        G7 

       
And now the young monsieur and madam have rung the chapel bell    
   G7                                                                                                        C       

                                                                                                    
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
            G7                                                                                               C       G7     C 

                                                                                                   
'C'est la vie'  say the old folks   It goes to show you never can tell 
 
 
 
 
 

 


