CALIFORNIA GIRLS

BEACH BOYS

A

     A                                  A7

Well East coast girls are hip, I really dig those styles they wear

        D

And the Southern girls, with the way they talk

              E7

They knock me out when I'm down there

    A                                 A7

The Midwest farmers' daughters really make you feel alright

        D

And the Northern girls, with the way they kiss

                E7

They keep their boyfriends warm at night

  A                   Bm

I wish they all could be California

  C                   Dm7

I wish they all could be California

  F                   A#            A

I wish they all could be California girls

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
    A                                   A7

The West coast has the sunshine and the girls all get so tanned

        D

I dig a French bikini on Hawaiian Island girls

     E7

By a palm tree in the sand

     A                                             A7

I've been all around this great big world and I've seen all kinds of girls

          D

Yeah, but I couldn't wait to get back to the states

            E7

Back to the cutest girls in the world

  A                   Bm

I wish they all could be California

  C                   Dm7

I wish they all could be California

  F                   A#            A

I wish they all could be California girls

      A              A7             D              E7             C
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KOKOMO

BEACH BOYS

  D.                                    G.

 Aruba, Jamaica, oo I wanna take ya; Bermuda, Bahama, come on pretty mama

     D.                                      G.

 Key Largo, Montego, baby why don’t we go; Jamaica

                 D  F#m  D7                      G

 Off the Florida Keys,    there’s a place called Kokomo

Gm                D                E               A7

 That’s where you wanna go to get away from it all

D              F#m  D7                      G 

 Bodies in the sand, tropical drink melting in your hand

Gm                   D                       E              A7            D

 We’ll be fallin’ in love to the rhythm of a steel drum band down in Kokomo

                                        G

 Aruba, Jamaica, oo I wanna take ya; Bermuda, Bahama, come on pretty mama

     D                                           G 

 Key Largo, Montego, oo I wanna take her down to Kokomo

       Gm                            D

 We’ll get there fast and then we’ll take it slow

 Bm              G        A7                D

 That’s where we wanna go, way down to Kokomo

 Martinique, that Montserrat mystique

                  F#m  D7                     G

 We’ll put out to sea,  and we’ll perfect our chemistry

Gm                 D                  E        A7 

 By and by we’ll defy a little bit of gravity

D            F#m   D7             G

 Afternoon delight, cocktails and moonlit nights

Gm                        D                       E            A7

 That dreamy look in your eye, give me a tropical contact high

                  D

 Way down on Kokomo

                                        G

 Aruba, Jamaica, oo I wanna take ya; Bermuda, Bahama, come on pretty mama

     D                                           G 

 Key Largo, Montego, oo I wanna take her down to Kokomo

       Gm                            D

 We’ll get there fast and then we’ll take it slow

 Bm              G        A7                D

 That’s where we wanna go, way down to Kokomo

 Port-Au-Prince, I wanna catch a glimpse

           F#m  D7                   G 

 Everybody knows a little place like Kokomo

Gm          D                E               A7          D

 Now if you wanna go to get away from it all, go to Kokomo

                                        G

 Aruba, Jamaica, oo I wanna take ya; Bermuda, Bahama, come on pretty mama

     D                                           G 

 Key Largo, Montego, oo I wanna take her down to Kokomo

       Gm                            D

 We’ll get there fast and then we’ll take it slow

 Bm              G        A7                D

 That’s where we wanna go, way down to Kokomo


( Repeat Chorus )

LITTLE DEUCE COUPE

BEACH BOYS

G

D                  C                      G

Little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

         D                  C                      G

She's my little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

---------------------------------------------------------------------------

      G

Well, I'm not braggin', babe, so don't put me down

But I've got the fastest set of wheels in town

     C

When somethin' comes up to me, he don't even try

            G

'Cause if I had a set of wings, man, I know she could fly

         D                  C                      G

She's my little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

---------------------------------------------------------------------------

       G

Just a little deuce coupe with a flat-head mill

But, she'll walk a Thunderbird like it's standin' still

      C

She's ported and relieved and she's stroked and bored

            G

She'll do a hundred and forty in the top end floored

         D                  C                      G

She's my little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

---------------------------------------------------------------------------

            C

She's got a competition clutch with a four on the floor

        G

And she purrs like a kitten 'til the late pipes roar

    C

And if that ain't enough to make you flip your lid

        D                         D7

There's one more thing, I got the big slip daddy

---------------------------------------------------------------------------

    G

And comin' off the line when the light turns green

Well, she'll blow 'em out-a the water like you never seen

      C

I get pushed out-a shape and it's hard to steer

     G

When I get rubber in all four gears

         D                  C                      G

She's my little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

         D                  C                      G

She's my little deuce coupe, you don't know what I got

SLOOP JOHN B

BEACH BOYS

G  Gsus4-G

   G       Gsus4-G         Gsus4-G        Gsus4-G      Gsus4-G

We come on the Sloop John B;      My grandfather and me

       Gsus4-G    Gsus4-G  D   Dsus4-D

Around Nassau town we  do  roam

Dsus4-D      G    Gsus4-G   Gsus4-G C    Csus4-C  Csus4-C 

Drinkin’ all night;      Got Into a fight

       G                D           G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G 

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home

   G        Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G        Gsus4-G           Gsus4-G        

So hoist up the John B’s sail;      See how the main sail sets

         Gsus4-G             Gsus4-G   D   Dsus4-D

Call for the captain ashore, let me go home

Dsus4-D   G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G  C   Csus4-C           Csus4-C

Let me go home;      I wanna go home,      a-yeah yeah

       G                D           G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home

    G     Gsus4-G           Gsus4-G         Gsus4-G            Gsus4-G       

The first mate, he got drunk;      Broke in the captain’s trunk

             Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G   D  Dsus4-D 

The constable had to come and take him away

Dsus4-D      G    Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G       C   Csus4-C        Csus4-C

Sheriff John Stone,      Why don’t you leave me alone,      yeah yeah

        G                D           G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G 

Well, I feel so broke up, I wanna go home

G        Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G        Gsus4-G           Gsus4-G        

So hoist up the John B’s sail;      See how the main sail sets

         Gsus4-G             Gsus4-G   D   Dsus4-D

Call for the captain ashore, let me go home

Dsus4-D   G   Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G        C   Csus4-C  Csus4-C

Let me go home;      Why don’t they let me go home

       G                D           G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home

    G        Gsus4-G             Gsus4-G            Gsus4-G        Gsus4-G

The poor cook, he caught the fits,      and threw away all my grits

           Gsus4-G           Gsus4-G     D   Dsus4-D

And then he took and he ate up all of my corn

Dsus4-D   G   Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G        C   Csus4-C  Csus4-C

Let me go home;      Why don’t they let me go home

     G                D               G  Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G

This is the worst trip I’ve ever been on

G        Gsus4-G          Gsus4-G        Gsus4-G           Gsus4-G        

So hoist up the John B’s sail;      See how the main sail sets

         Gsus4-G             Gsus4-G   D   Dsus4-D

Call for the captain ashore, let me go home

Dsus4-D   G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G  C   Csus4-C  Csus4-C

Let me go home;      I wanna go home

       G                D           G   Gsus4-G  Gsus4-G  G

Well I feel so broke up, I wanna go home

SURFIN' U.S.A.

BEACH BOYS

                    A7                     D

If everybody had an ocean   across the U.S.A

                    A7                      D

Then everybody'd be surfin'   like California

                            G                           D

You'd see 'em wearin' their baggies,   huarachi sandals too

                      A7     G               D

A bushy, bushy blonde hair-do;   Surfin' U.S.A.

                            A7                     D

You'll catch 'em surfin' at Delmar, Ventura County Line

               A7                        D

Santa Cruz and Tressels, Australia's Narabine

            G                      D

All over Manhattan and down Doheny way

                A7     G               D

Everbody's gone surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

                            A7                            D

We'll all be plannin' out a route   we're gonna take real soon

                      A7                              D

We're waxin' down our surfboards;   We can't wait for June

                          G                            D

We'll all be gone for the summer,   we're on safari to stay

                       A7     G               D

Tell the teacher we're surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

                  A7                  D

At Haggarty's and Swami's Pacific Palisades

               A7                      D

San Onofre and Sunset, Redondo Beach, LA

            G                 D

All over La Jolla, at Waiamea Bay

                A7     G               D

Everbody's gone surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

                A7     G               D

Everbody's gone surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

                A7     G               D

Everbody's gone surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

                A7     G               D

Everbody's gone surfin';   Surfin' U.S.A.

WOULDN'T IT BE NICE

BEACH BOYS

G7

               C

Wouldn't it be nice if we were older

                F               Dm7

Then we woudn't have to wait so long

    G7             C

And wouldn't it be nice to live together

               F                Dm7  G7

In the kind of world where we belong

Am7                          Gm7

 You know it's gonna make it that much better

Am7                             Em     Dm7   G7

 When we can say good-night and stay together

               C

Wouldn't it be nice if we could wake up

               F               Dm7

In the morning when the day is new

    G7           C

And after having spent the day together

                F                     Dm7    G7

Hold each other close the whole night through

Am7                        Gm7

 What happy times together we'd been spending

Am7                         Em    Dm7    G7                   C

 I wish that every kiss was never ending;  Oh, wouldn't it be nice

Am7                            Gm7

 You know it seems the more we talk about it

Am7                        Em       Dm7                Em    Dm7    G7

 It only makes it worse to live without it, but, let's talk about it

                    C

 Oh, wouldn't it be nice

      G7               C                F               Dm7
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