


A Horse with No Name 
By Dewey Bunnell (America-1971) 

  :D 
 
Intro:   Em  .  .  . |D6  .  .  . |Em .  .  . |D6.  .  . | .  .  . 
 
 
 .        |Em    .      .     .  |D6        .     .     .        |Em       .      .       .   |D6   .    .   
On the first part of   the journey,           I was  lookin’ at    all the    life 
 

 .                |Em       .      .       .   |D6       .      .          .               |Em      .      .      .    |D6   .  .  . | 
There were plants and birds and rocks and things, there were sand and hills and rings. 
 

      |Em    .         .       .       |D6         .     .        .          |Em    .       .          .   |D6       .     .     .    
The first thing I met  was a  fly with a    buzz and the sky------      with no       clouds. 
 

      |Em     .       .      .         |D6          .       .       .         |Em   .      .      .   |D6      .     .     .     
The heat  was hot  and the ground  was  dry   but the air  was  full  of    sound. 
 
 
                        |Em      .                 .          .     |D               .       .   
Chorus:     I’ve been through the desert on a horse with no    name 
 

                     .     |Em         .      .      .        |D    .      .   
                  It felt  good to  be  out   of the rain 
 

                   .       |Em     .      .         .         |D             .        .   
                  In the desert          you can re-member your  name 
 

                    .            |Em    .      .       .       |D             .      .       
                  ‘cuz there ain’t no   one  for to  give you no   pain 
 
                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 
   

                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 

  
 
 .      |Em    .      .      .        |D6     .      .       .  |Em     .      .         .     |D6   .    .   
After two days-----     in the  des-ert     sun my skin  be--- gan to turn red. 

 .     |Em       .      .     .        |D6    .      .       .      |Em         .      .      .  |D6   .    .   
After three days-----   in the  des-ert    fun   I was looking at a riv---- er bed.   

 .          |Em    .    .         .        |D6    .        .          .            |Em   .     .          .    |D6    .    .    . 
And the story it  told a-bout a river that flowed made me sad  to   think it was dead.    
  
                         



                           .           |Em      .                 .          .     |D                .       .   
Chorus:    You see, I’ve been through the desert on a horse with no   name 
 

                     .     |Em         .      .      .        |D     .      .   
                  It felt  good to  be  out   of the rain 
 

                   .       |Em     .      .         .         |D            .        .   
                  In the desert          you can re-member your  name 
 

                    .            |Em    .      .       .       |D             .      .      .   | 
                  ‘cuz there ain’t no   one  for to  give you no   pain 
 
                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 
   

                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 

 
Instrumental:  Em   .    .    .   |D6   .    .    .   |Em    .    .    .  |D6   .    .    .   | 
 

                         Em   .    .    .   |D6   .    .    .   |Em    .    .    .  |D6   .    . 
 
 
 .      |Em   .       .        .        |D6      .       .       .          |Em       .       .         .    |D6   .    .   

After nine days--- ,   I let the horse run  free  ‘cuz the desert had  turned to   sea. 

  .               |Em       .       .        .   |D6      .       .          .               |Em      .      .      .    |D6   .  .  . 
There were plants and  birds and rocks and things, there were sand and  hills and rings. 
      |Em      .      .          .         |D6        .        .         .         |Em        .      .         .  |D6   .    .   

The ocean is a desert with its life un-der-ground and the perfect dis-- guise  a-- bove 

       .         |Em    .    .    .      |D6      .         .      .        |Em         .            .       .         |D6   .    .    
Un-der the cities,         lies a heart made of    ground but the humans will  give no love.     
 
                           .           |Em      .                 .          .     |D               .       .   
Chorus:    You see, I’ve been through the desert on a horse with no   name 
 

                     .     |Em         .      .      .        |D     .      .   
                  It felt  good to  be  out   of the rain 
 

                   .       |Em     .      .         .         |D            .        .   
                  In the desert          you can re-member your  name 
 

                    .            |Em    .      .       .       |D             .      .      .   | 
                  ‘cuz there ain’t no   one  for to  give you no   pain 
 
                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 
   

                   .   |Em     .    .    .     | D        .     .     .       |Em    .    .    .   |D   .    .   
                  la    La-------    la-----  la- la  la  la    la  la- la      la------    la--------   la 

                   .   |Em     .    .    .     |D         .       .    .        |Em     .     .      .    |D\  
   (slower)  la    La-------    la-----  la-la   la  la    la  la- la     la-----------    la--------     laaaa 
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A Summer Song (Chad and Jeremy 1964) 
[Intro] 
C  Em7  F  G7 (x2) 
 
[Verse] 
C    Em7  F  G7             C      Em7     F 
Tr eeeees     swayi n'  i n t he summer  br eeze 
G7                C      Em7    F  G7           C  C 
Showi n'  of f  t hei r  s i l ver  l eaves    as we wal ked by 
 
[Verse] 
C    Em7  F   G7          C        Em7     F 
Sooooof t       k i sses on a summer ' s day 
G7               C     Em7  F  G7           C   C 
Laughi ng al l  our  car es away    Just  you and I  
 
[Verse] 
C    Em7  F  G7               C      Em7     F 
Sweeeeet      s l eepy war mt h of  summer  ni ght s 
G7            C       Em7    F         G7     C  Am F C 
Gazi ng at  t he di st ant  l i ght s    I n t he st ar r y sky 
 
[Chorus] 
F             G7                   C        Am 
They say t hat  al l  good t hi ngs must  end some day 
F      G7          Am     
Aut umn l eaves must  f al l  
    C                      E7 
But  don' t  you know t hat  i t  hur t s me so 
   Am             Em  Dm  
To say goodbye t o you 
Am                      G 
Wi sh you di dn' t  have t o go 
Am       G 
No no no no 
 
 
 
 
 



[Verse] 
G            C    Em7  F 
And when t he r ai n 
G7               C      Em    F 
Beat s agai nst  my wi ndow pane 
     G7              C    Em7    F 
I ' l l  t hi nk of  summer  days agai n 
    G7       C  C 
And dr eam of  you 
 
 
[Chorus] 
F             G7                   C        Am 
They say t hat  al l  good t hi ngs must  end some day 
F      G7          Am     
Aut umn l eaves must  f al l  
    C                      E7 
But  don' t  you know t hat  i t  hur t s me so 
   Am             Em  Dm   
To say goodbye t o you 
Am                      G 
Wi sh you di dn' t  have t o go 
Am       G 
No no no no 
 
 
[Verse] 
            C    Em7  F 
And when t he r ai n 
G7               C      Em    F 
Beat s agai nst  my wi ndow pane 
     G7              C    Em7    F 
I ' l l  t hi nk of  summer  days agai n 
    G7       C Am F 
And dr eam of  you 
    G7       C Am F G7       A 
And dr eam of  you 
 
 
 



Heatwave 
Holland-Dozier-Holland  1963 (as recorded by Martha and the Vandellas) 
 

INTRO:  / 1 2 / 1 2 / 
 

[D] / [D] / [D] / [D] / 
[Am] / [Bm] / [Em] / [Em] / 
[Am] / [Bm] / [Em] / [Em] / 
[Am] / [Bm]  / [C] / [D] / [G] / [G] / [G] / [G] 

 
Whenever I'm [Am] with him 
[Bm] Something in-[Em]side (something in-[Em]side) 
Starts to [Am] burning 
[Bm] And I'm [Em] filled with desire 

[Am] Could it be a [Bm] Devil in me 
Or is [C] this the way love's [D] supposed to be? 
 
It's like a [G] heatwave, burning in my heart 
[G] I can't keep from crying, it’s tearing me apart [G] 

 
Whenever he [Am] calls my name 
[Bm] Sounds [Em] soft, sweet and plain 
Right [Am] then, right [Bm] there 
I [Em] feel this burning pain 

Has [Am] high blood pressure got a [Bm] hold on me 
Or is [C] this the way love's [D] supposed to be? 
 
It's like a [G] heatwave, burning in my heart 
[G] I can't keep from crying, it’s tearing me apart [G] 
 
[Am] Oo-oo-oo-[Bm]oo-oo [Em] ooo [Em] heat wave 
[Am] Oo-oo-oo-[Bm]oo-oo [Em] ooo [Em] heat wave 
[Am] / [Bm]  / [C] / [D] / [D] 

 
Sometimes I [Am] stare in space 
[Bm] Tears all [Em] over my face 
I can't ex-[Am]plain it, don't under-[Bm]stand it 
I ain't [Em] never felt like this before 
Now [Am] that funny feeling, has [Bm] me amazed 
Don't [C] know what to do, my [D] head's in a haze 
 
It's like a [G] heatwave [G] yeah yeah yeah 
 



<Part 1 and Part 2 sung together> 
 

<PART 1 – lead> 
[Am] Yeah, yeah [Bm] yeah, oh-oh 
[Em] Oh [Em] yeah, yeah 
[Am] Yeah, yeah [Bm] yeah 
[Em] Oh-oh-oh [Em] yeah 
I [Am] feel it [Bm] burning  
Right [C] here in my [D] heart 
Don’t you know it's like a [G] heatwave [G] yeah 
 
[Am] Yeah, yeah [Bm] yeah 
[Em] Oh [Em] yeah 
Don’t you know it's like a [Am] heatwave [Bm] burning  

Right [Em] here in my [Em] heart, oh 
[Am] Yeah, yeah [Bm] ye-ah [Em] oh [Em] yeah! 

 
<PART 2 – backup> 
[Am] (But it’s al-[Bm]right girl) 
[Em] (Go a-[Em]head girl) 
[Am] (Well it’s al-[Bm]right girl) 
[Em] (Can’t miss it that’s [Em] love girl) 
[Am] (Don’t pass up [Bm] this chance) 
[C] (It sounds like [D] true romance) 
Don’t you know it's like a [G] heatwave [G] 
 
[Am] (Burning [Bm] burning) 
[Em] (Burning [Em] burning burning) 
[Am] (Burning [Bm] burning) 
[Em] (Burning [Em] burning burning)  
[Am] (Burning [Bm] burning [Em] oh [Em] yeah!)  
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Hound Dog 
by Jerry Leiber and Mike Stoller for Big Moma Thornton in 1952 
(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=frsBq9MCNVg) 

and revised by Freddie Bell for Elvis Presley in 1956 
(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MMmljYkdr-w) 

 

 
 

(Elvis in 1956) 

 

You ain't nothin' but a [C] hound dog, cryin' all the time 

[C] You ain't nothin' but a [F] hound dog, cryin' all the [C] time 
[C] Well you ain't [G] never caught a rabbit 

And you [F] ain't no friend of [C] mine [C]↓↓↓↓ 
 

 
Well they said you was [C] high-classed, well that was just a lie 

[C] Yeah they said you was [F] high-classed, well that was just a [C] lie 

[C] Well you ain't [G] never caught a rabbit 
And you [F] ain't no friend of [C] mine [C]↓↓↓↓ 
 
 

(Big Moma in 1952) 

 

You ain't nothin' but a [C] hound dog, been snoopin’ ‘round the door. 
[C] You ain't nothin' but a [F] hound dog, been snoopin’ ‘round the [C] door. 

[C] Well you can [G] wag your tail, 
But I [F] ain't gonna feed you no [C] more [C]↓↓↓↓ 
 
 

You told me you was [C] high-classed, but I could see through that. 
Yes, you told me you was [F] high-classed, but I could see through [C] that. 

And daddy, [G] I know 
You [F] ain't no real cool [C] cat. [C]↓↓↓↓  
 

 

You made me feel so [C] blue, you made me weep and moan. 

You made me feel so [F] blue, well you made me weep and [C] moan. 
‘Cause you ain’t [G] looking for a woman. 

All you [F] lookin’ for’s a [C] home. [C]↓↓↓↓  
 

 

You ain't nothin' but a [C] hound dog, quit snoopin’ ‘round my door. 

[C] You ain't nothin' but a [F] hound dog, quit snoopin’ ‘round my [C] door. 
[C] Well you can [G] wag your tail, 

But I [F] ain't gonna feed you no [C] more. [C]↓↓↓↓ Oh! 

 

 
www.bytownukulele.ca … and modified to add Big Moma 
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The Green Leaves Of Summer 
Words by Paul Francis Webster, music by Dimitri Tiomkin, The Alamo, 1960 
(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=njKLdjloQ9k in Fm) 

 

 
        Am  Am  Am  Am         E7         Am         G7       E7         Am         G7       E7         Am         G7       E7         Am         G7    
A time to be reapin’, a time to be sowin’, 
 

    C             C             C             C               Dm          B7               Dm          B7               Dm          B7               Dm          B7                 E7E7E7E7    
The green leaves of summer, are call..in’ me home. 
 

       A7         Dm                 G7               A7         Dm                 G7               A7         Dm                 G7               A7         Dm                 G7                CCCC    
It was good to be young then, in the sea..son of plenty, 
 

         Am           Dm6         F7          E7         Am           Dm6         F7          E7         Am           Dm6         F7          E7         Am           Dm6         F7          E7    
When the catfish were jumpin’, as high as the sky. 
 

 
        Am           Am           Am           Am               E7         E7         E7         E7             Am         Am         Am         Am                     G7G7G7G7    
A time just for plantin’, a time just for ploughin’, 
        C     C     C     C           Dm              Dm              Dm              Dm        B7         B7         B7         B7                 E7E7E7E7    
A time to be courtin’ a girl of your own. 
 

                                    A7         DmA7         DmA7         DmA7         Dm                                                             G7        G7        G7        G7                    C C C C    
T’was so good to be young then, to be close to the earth 
 

       Am                   Am                   Am                   Am            Dm6Dm6Dm6Dm6                                    Am  Dm6  E7 AmAm  Dm6  E7 AmAm  Dm6  E7 AmAm  Dm6  E7 Am    
And to stand by your wife at the mo..ment of birth. 
 

 
        Am      Am      Am      Am         E7         Am         G7   E7         Am         G7   E7         Am         G7   E7         Am         G7    
A time to be reapin’, a time to be sowin’, 
 

        C     C     C     C             Dm                Dm                Dm                Dm        B7        B7        B7        B7                 E7 E7 E7 E7    
A time just for living, a place for to die. 
 

                                    A7         Dm                A7         Dm                A7         Dm                A7         Dm                G7        G7        G7        G7                    CCCC    
T’was so good to be young then, to be close to the earth, 
 

                                Am           Am           Am           Am                       Dm6Dm6Dm6Dm6                                Am    Dm6  E7 AmAm    Dm6  E7 AmAm    Dm6  E7 AmAm    Dm6  E7 Am    
Now the green leaves of summer are call..in’  me home. 
 
 
 

        Am              Dm6        Am    Dm6  E7 Am        Am              Dm6        Am    Dm6  E7 Am        Am              Dm6        Am    Dm6  E7 Am        Am              Dm6        Am    Dm6  E7 Am    
Now the green leaves of summer are call..in’  me home. 
 
 
 

        

 





COWBOY LULLABYCOWBOY LULLABYCOWBOY LULLABYCOWBOY LULLABY    
    

    
C                              G7C                              G7C                              G7C                              G7    
Desert silver blue beneath the pale moon light 
                            C    C7                            C    C7                            C    C7                            C    C7 
Coyotes yappin' lazy on the hill 
F               FmF               FmF               FmF               Fm              C C C C           
Sleepy winks of light along the far skyline 
D7                            G7D7                            G7D7                            G7D7                            G7 
Time for millin' cattle to be still 
 
 
 
C            G7              CC            G7              CC            G7              CC            G7              C    
So, now, the lightnin's far away 
    F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 
The coyote's nothin' skeery, just singin' to his dearie 
C           C           C           C           G7           CG7           CG7           CG7           C 
Ya, ha, I’m on a holiday day 
F                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   C    
So settle down you cattle 'til the… morning 
 
 
 
C                                    G7C                                    G7C                                    G7C                                    G7    
Nothing out there on the plains that you folks need 
                                                                                                                                      C   C7      C   C7      C   C7      C   C7 
Nothing there that seems to take your eye 
F                 Fm                   CF                 Fm                   CF                 Fm                   CF                 Fm                   C 
Still you have to watch 'em or they'll all stampede 
D7                              G7 
Plungin' down some 'ryo bank to die 
 
 
 
C            G7              CC            G7              CC            G7              CC            G7              C    
So, now, the lightnin's far away 
    F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 F                C            D7             G7 
The coyote's nothin' skeery, just singin' to his dearie 
C           G7           CC           G7           CC           G7           CC           G7           C 
Ya, ha, I’m on a holiday day 
F                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   CF                  C              G7   C    
So settle down you cattle 'til the… morning 

 



Di�culty: novice

Do Your Ears Hang Low chords by Misc Children ULTIMATE
GUITAR
COM

CHORDS

G

312

D

231

[Verse 1]  

Do your ears hang low  

Do they wobble to and fro  

Can you tie them in a knot  
        
Can you tie them in a bow  
           
Can you throw them o’er your   
shoulder  

like a continental soldier  
                

Do your ears hang low  
   
[Verse 2]  

Do your ears hang high  

Do they reach up to the sky  

Do they droop when they are wet  
        
Do they stiffen when they’re   
dry  
        
Can you semaphore your   
neighbour  

with a minimum of labour  
                

Do your ears hang high  

[Verse 3]  

Do your ears flip-flop  

Can you use them for a mop  

Are they stringy at the bottom  
         
Are they curly at the top  
        
Can you use them for a swatter  

Can you use them for a blotter  
                

Do your ears flip-flop  
   
[Verse 4]  

Do your ears hang out  

Can you waggle them about  

Can you flip them up and down  
       
As you fly around the town  
        
Can you shut them up for sure  

When you hear an awful bore  
                

Do your ears hang out  
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