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��
Eric Claton, Jack Bruce, Peter Brown


Sunshine of your Love





Well, it’s getting dawn,			When lights close their tired eyes.


I’ll soon be with you my love,		To give you my dawn surprise.


I’ll be with you,  darling soon.		I’ll be with you when the stars are falling.











		I’ve been waiting so long, 


		to be where I’m going


		in the sun - shine of your love.











I’m with you my love.			The light shining through on you.


Yes, I’m with you my love,		It’s the morning and just we two.


I’ll stay with you, darling, now.	I’ll stay with you ‘til my seas


are dried-up.














		I’ve been waiting so long,


		to be where I’m going


		in the sun - shine of your love.


�
Robert Johnson


Sweet Home Chicago





Oh, Baby, don’t you want to go


Oh, Baby, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago





Oh, Baby, don’t you want to go


Oh, Baby, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago





Now one and one is two


two and two is four


I’m heavy loaded baby


I’m booked, I gotta go





Crying’, baby


Honey, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago





two and two is four


four and two is six


you goon’ keep on monkeyin’ ‘ round here friend-boy,


you goon’ get your


business all in a krick


but I’m cryin’, Baby


honey, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago





Now six and two is eight


eight and two is ten


Friend-boy, she trick you one time


she sure goon’ do it again.


But I’m cryin’ hey hey


baby, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago





I’m goin’’ to California


form there to Des Moines, Iowa


Somebody will tell me that you


need my help someday, cryin’


Hey,hey


baby, don’t you want to go


Back to the land of California to my sweet home Chicago


Robert Johnson


Rambling on my mind (take 1)





I got rambling’


I got rambling’ on my mind





I got rambling’


I got rambling’ on my mind


Hate to leave my, baby


but you treats me so unkind





I got mean things


I got mean things all on my mind





Little girl, little girl


I got mean things


I got mean things all on my mind


Hate to leave my, baby


but you treats me so unkind





Running’ down to the station


catch the first mail train I see





Spoken: I think I hear her comin’’ now





Running’ down to the station


catch that old first mail train I see


I got the blues ‘bout Miss So-and-So


and the child got the blues about me





And I’m leavin ‘ this mornin’


with my arm’ fold ‘ up and cryin’





And I’m leavin ‘ this mornin’


with my arm’ fold ‘ up and cryin’


Hate to leave my, baby


but you treats me so unkind





I got mean things


I got mean things all on my mind





I got mean things


I got mean things all on my mind


Hate to leave my, baby


Will, she treats me so unkind





Robert Johnson


Rambling on my mind (take 2)





I got rambling’


I got rambling’ on my mind





I got rambling’


I got rambling’ on my mind


Hate to leave my, baby


but you treats me so unkind





And now baby


I will never forgive you anymore


Little girl, little girl





I will never forgive you anymore


You know you did not want me


baby, why did you tell me so?





And I’m runnin’ down to the station


catch that first mail train I see





Spoken: I hear her comin’’ now.





And I’m runnin’ down to the station


catch that old first mail train I see


I’ve got the blues ‘bout Miss So-and-So


and the child got the blues about me





An’ they’s de’ilment


she got devilment on her mine





She got devilment


little girl, you got devilment all on your mine


Now I got to leave this mornin’


with my arm’ a-fold’ up and cryin’





I believe


I believe my time ain’t long





I believe


I believe my time ain’t long


But I’m leavin’ this mornin’


I believe I will go back home








Robert Johson


Cross Road Blues (take 1)





I went to the crossroad


	fill down on my knees





I went to the crossroad


	fill down on my knees


Ask the lord above “Have mercy, 


	now save poor bob, if you please.”





Yeeoo, 


	standin’ at the crossrosd


tried to flag a ride





oooo ooee eeee


	I tried to flag a ride


Didn’t nobody seem to know me, baby


	everybody pass me by.





Standin’ at the crossrosd, baby


	risin’ sun goin’ down





Standin’ at the crossrosd, baby


	eee eee eee risin’ sun goin’ down


I believe to my soul, now


	Po’ bob is sinkin’ down





You can run’ you can run


	till my friend Willie Brown





You can run’ you can run


	till my friend Willie Brown


‘at I got the crossroad blue this mornin’ , lord


	baby, I’m sinkin down





And I went to the crossroad, mama


	I looked east and west





I went to the crossroad, mama


	I looked east and west


Lord, I didn’t have no sweet woman


	ooh-well, baby, in my distress











Robert Johnson


Cross Road Blues (take 2)





I went to the crossroad


	fill down on my knees





I went to the crossroad


	fill down on my knees





Asked the lord above “Have mercy, 


	save poor bob, if you please.”





Mmmmm, standin’ at the crossrosd


	I tried to flag a ride





standin’ at the crossrosd


	I tried to flag a ride





Didn’t nobody seem to know me,


	everybody pass me by.





Mmm, the sun goin’ down, boy


	dark gon’ catch me here





oooo ooee eeee


	boy, dark gon’ catch me here





I haven’t got no lovin’ sweet woman that


	love and feel my care





you can run, you can run


	till my friend-boy Willie Brown





you can run


	till my friend-boy Willie Brown








Lord that I’m standin’ at the crossroad, baby


	I believe I’m sinkin’ down





 

















Robert Johnson


32 - 20 Blues


If I send for my baby


	and she don’t come





If I send for my baby


	and she don’t come





All the doctors in hot springs


	sure can’t help her none.





And if she gets unruly


	thinks she don’t wan’ do





And if she gets unruly


	thinks she don’t wan’ do





Take my 32-20 ,now, and 


	cut her half in two.





She got a .38 special but I b’lieve it’s most too light


She got a .38 special but I b’lieve it’s most too light


I got a 32-20, got to make the camps alright





If I send for my baby, man, and she don’t come





If I send for my baby


	man, and she don’t come





All the doctors in hot springs


	sure can’t help her none.





I’m gonna shoot my pistol, gonna shoot my gatling gun


I’m gonna shoot my pistol, gonna shoot my gatling gun





You made me love you


	now your man have come





Ah-oh


	baby, where you stay last night


Ah-oh


	baby, where you stay last night


You got your hair all tangled and


	you ain’t talking right





Got  a. 38 special, boys, hit do very well











Robert Johnson


Walking Blues


I woke


	up this mornin’


	feelin” round for my shoes


Know’ bout ‘at I got these


	old walking blues, woke


Up this mornin


	feelin” round


	oh, for my shoes.


But you know ‘ bout ‘ at I


	got these old walking blues


Lord, I


	feel like blowing my


	woh-old lonesome home


Got up this morning , my little bernice


	was gone, Lord


I feel like


	blow-ooon’


	my lonesome home


Well, I got up this morning


	wol-all I had was gone


Well-ah


	leave this morn’ if I have to


	woh, ride the blind, ah


I’ve feel mistreated and I


	don’t mind dying


Babe,I been mistreated


	baby, and I don’t mind dying


Well


	some people tell me that the worried


	blues ain’t bad


Worst old feeling I most


	ever had,some


people tell me that these


	old worried


	old blues ain’t bad


It’s the worst old feeling 


	I most ever had


She got a


	Elgin movement from her head down


	to her toes


Break in on a dollar most any-


	where she goes, ooo oooooooo


To her head down to her toes


	(spoken: Oh, honey)


Lord, she break in on a dollar


	most anywhere she goes


�
Blues Traveler


Run-around








Once upon a midnight deaie


I woke with something in my head


Icouldn’t escape the memory


Of a phone call and of what you said


Like a game show contestant with a parting gift


I could not believe my eyes


When I saw through the voice of a trusted friend


Who needs to humor me and tell me lies


Yeah humor me and tell me lies


and I’ll lie too and say I don’t mind


and as we seek sc shall we find


and when you’re feeling open I’ll still be hear


but not without a certain degree of fear


Of what will be with you and me


I still can see things hopefully





But you 


Why you wanna give me a run-around


is it a sure-fire way to speed things up


When all it dose is slow me down





And shake me and my confidence


About a great many things


But I’ve been there I can see it cower


Like a nervous magician waiting in the wings


Of a bad play where the heroes are right


And nobody thinks or expects too much


And HollyWood’s calling for the movie right


Singing hey babe let’s keep in touch


Hey baby let’skeep in touch


But I want more than a touch I want you to reach me


And show me all the things on one else can see


So what you feel becomes mine as well


and soon if we’re lucky we’d nuable to tell


What’s yours and mine the fishing’s fine


And it doesn’t have to rhyme so don’t you feed me a line





But you 


Why you wanna give me a run around


is it a sure fire way to speed things up


When all it does is slow me down






































Tra la la la bomba der this the pilot speaking


And I’ve got sume news for you


If seems my ship still stands no matter what you drop


And there ain’t a whole lot that you can do


Oh sure the banner may be torn and the wind’s gotten colder


Perhaps I’ve grown a litte cynical


But I know no matter what the waitress brings


I shall drink in and always be full


My cup shall always be full





Oh I like coffee


And I like tea 


I’d like to be able to enter a final plea


I still got this dream that you just can’t shake


I love you to the point you can on longer take


Well all right okay


So be that way


I hope and pray


That there’s something left to say





But you


Why you wanna give me a run around


is it a sure fire way to speed things up


When all it dose is slow me down





But you


Why you wanna give me a run around


is it a sure fire way to speed things up


When all it dose is slow me down





 






































She Talks to Angels


The Black Crowes





1:\ She never mentions the word addiction


	in certain company


     Yea, She’ll tell you She’s an orphan


	After you meet her family.





2:\ She paints her eyes black as night now


	Pulls those shades down tight


     Yeah she gives a smile when the pain comes


	The pain gonna make everything alright, alright





3:\ She keeps a lock of hair in her pocket


	She wears a cross around her neck


     Yes, the hair is from the little boy


	And the cross is someone she has not met, not yet





(Chorus)


2&3:/ She says she talks to angels


	they call her out by her name





     Oh yeah she talks to angels


	says they call her out by her name





Bridge (A=x55555) (E=x00000) (Esus=x00100)


A		       E     Esus	 A		   E	Esus


She don’t know no Lover	 none that I ever seen


A			   E	     Esus


Yeah, to her that that ain’t nothing


          A


But to me, it means everything
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