JOHNNY B. GOODE

CHUCK BERRY

F  A#  F  C  A#  F

     F

Deep down in Lou'siana, close to New Orleans

Way back up in the woods among the evergreens

      A#

There stood an old cabin made of earth and wood

      F

Where lived a country boy named Johnny B. Goode

      C

Who'd never ever learned to read or write so well

             F

But he could play a guitar just like a-ringin' a bell

F                                                         A#

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  F                          C                  F

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode

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

           F

He used to carry his guitar in a gunny sack

Go sit beneath the tree by the railroad track

    A#

Ol' engineer in the train sittin' in the shade

F

Strummin' with the rhythm that the drivers made

    C

The people passin' by, they would stop and say

   F

Oh my, but that little country boy can play

F                                                         A#

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  F                          C                  F

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode

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

    F

His mother told him "Someday you will be a man

And you will be the leader of a big old band

A#

Many people comin' from miles around

   F

To hear you play your music when the sun goes down

C

Maybe someday your name will be in lights

       F

Sayin' Johnny B. Goode tonight"

F                                                         A#

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  F                          C                  F

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode
JOHNNY B. GOODE

CHUCK BERRY

G  C  G  D  C  G

     G

Deep down in Lou'siana, close to New Orleans

Way back up in the woods among the evergreens

      C

There stood an old cabin made of earth and wood

      G

Where lived a country boy named Johnny B. Goode

      D

Who'd never ever learned to read or write so well

             G

But he could play a guitar just like a-ringin' a bell

G                                                         C

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  G                          D                  G

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode

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

           G

He used to carry his guitar in a gunny sack

Go sit beneath the tree by the railroad track

    C

Ol' engineer in the train sittin' in the shade

G

Strummin' with the rhythm that the drivers made

    D

The people passin' by, they would stop and say

   G

Oh my, but that little country boy can play

G                                                         C

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  G                          D                  G

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode

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

    G

His mother told him "Someday you will be a man

And you will be the leader of a big old band

C

Many people comin' from miles around

   G

To hear you play your music when the sun goes down

D

Maybe someday your name will be in lights

       G

Sayin' Johnny B. Goode tonight"

G                                                         C

Go! Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!

                  G                          D                  G

Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Go! Johnny! Go!   Go!      Johnny B. Goode

MY DING-A-LING                                                                CHUCK BERRY

C            F                    G7                      C

When I was a little bitty boy, my grandmother bought me a cute little toy

                    F                G7                C

Siver bells hanging on a string, she told me it was my ding-a-ling-a-ling

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

C                  F                 G7                    C

Oh my ding-a-ling; My ding-a-ling; I want you to play with my ding-a-ling

                F                 G7                    C

My ding-a-ling; My ding-a-ling; I want you to play with my ding-a-ling

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

C                    F                   G7                    C

Then mama took me to Sunday school, they tried to teach me the golden rule

               F                 G7              C

Every time the choir would sing, I'd take out my ding-a-ling-a-ling

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

Chorus

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

C                    F                   G7                   C

Then mama took me to grammar school, but I stopped off at the vestibule

                F                G7                       C

Every time that bell would ring, catch me playin' with my ding-a-ling-a-ling

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

Chorus

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

C                       F              G7                C

Once I was climbing the garden wall, I slipped and had a terrible fall

                 F                     G7            C

I fell so hard I heard bells ring, but held on to my ding-a-ling-a-ling

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

Chorus

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

C              F                  G7                        C

I remember the girl next door, we used to play house on the kitchen floor

                    F                     G7                   C

She'd be the queen, I'd be the king & I'd let her play with my ding-a-ling-aling

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

Chorus

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

C                         F             G7                     C

Once I was swimmin' cross Turtle Creek. Man them snappers all around my feet

                        F                      G7                    C

Sure was hard swimmin' 'cross that thing, with both hands holdin' my ding-a

                                                                 ling-a-ling

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

Chorus

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

C                  F                 G7                     C

This here song, it ain't so sad; The cutest little song you ever had

                 F                  G7                        C

Those of you who will not sing, you must be playin' with your own ding-a-ling

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

Chorus

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

ROCK AND ROLL MUSIC

A                                CHUCK BERRY

                              D

Just let me hear some of that rock and roll music

                                       G

Any old way you choose it;  It's got a back beat, you can't loose it

D                              A

Any old time you use it;  It's gotta be rock and roll music

                        D    A                       D

If you wanna dance with me;  If you wanna dance with me

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

                       A                                       D

I have no kick against modern jazz, unless they try to play it too darn fast

                             G                                    A

And change the beauty of the melody, until they sound just like a symphony

                         D

That's why I go for that rock and roll music

                                       G

Any old way you choose it;  It's got a back beat, you can't loose it

D                              A

Any old time you use it;  It's gotta be rock and roll music

                        D    A                       D

If you wanna dance with me;  If you wanna dance with me

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

                         A                                        D

I took my loved one over cross the tracks-so she can hear my man awail a sax

                         G                                          A

I must admit they have a rockin' band; Man they were blowin' like a hurrican

                         D

That's why I go for that rock and roll music

                                       G

Any old way you choose it;  It's got a back beat, you can't loose it

D                              A

Any old time you use it;  It's gotta be rock and roll music

                        D    A                       D

If you wanna dance with me;  If you wanna dance with me

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

                           A                                     D

Way down South they gave a jubilee;  The jokey folks, they had a jamboree

                                  G                                 A

They're drinkin' home-brew from a wooden cup; The folks dancin' got all shook up

                         D

And started playin' that rock and roll music

                                       G

Any old way you choose it;  It's got a back beat, you can't loose it

D                              A

Any old time you use it;  It's gotta be rock and roll music

                        D    A                       D

If you wanna dance with me;  If you wanna dance with me

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

                              A                                 D

Don't care to hear 'em play a tango;  I'm in the mood to hear a mambo

                         G                                A

It's way too early for a congo;  So keep a-rockin' that piano

                           D

So I can hear some of that rock and roll music

                                       G

Any old way you choose it;  It's got a back beat, you can't loose it

D                              A

Any old time you use it;  It's gotta be rock and roll music

                        D    A                       D

If you wanna dance with me;  If you wanna dance with me

SWEET LITTLE SIXTEEN

CHUCK BERRY

D

                          A7                      D

They're really rockin' in Boston;  In pittsburgh PA

                     A7                           D

Deep in the heart of Texas, and 'round the Frisco Bay

            G                       D

All over St Loui' and down in New Orleans

                   A7                         D

All the cats wanna dance with Sweet Little Sixteen

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

                A7                      D

Sweet Little Sixteen, she's just got to have

               A7                D

About a half a million famed autographs

                       G                              D

Her wallet filled with pictures, she gets them one by one

             A7                            D

Becomes so excited, watch her, look at her run, boy

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

          G7                  D

Oh mommy, mommy, please may I go

                     A7                     D

It's such a sight to see somebody steal the show

          G7              D

Oh daddy, daddy, I beg of you

           A7                         D

Whisper to mommy, it's all right with you

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

                             A7                          D

'Cause they'll be rockin' on Bandstand, in Philadelphia PA

                     A7                           D

Deep in the heart of Texas, and 'round the Frisco Bay

            G                        D

All over St Loui', way down in New Orleans

                   A7                         D

All the cats wanna dance with Sweet Little Sixteen

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

             A7                              D

Sweet Little Sixteen, she's got the grown up blues

                  A7                                 D

Tight dresses and lipstick, she's sportin' high-heel shoes

                 G                                  D

Oh, but tomorrow mornin', she'll have to change her trend

                A7                      D

And be sweet sixteen and back in class again

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

                          A7                      D

But they'll be rockin' in Boston;  In pittsburgh PA

                     A7                           D

Deep in the heart of Texas, and 'round the Frisco Bay

              G                        D

Way out in St Loui', way down in New Orleans

                   A7                         D     Dsus4 D

All the cats wanna dance with Sweet Little Sixteen

