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Sweet Pea
Words & Music by Amos Lee, 2006

Intro: F4  A 74  D
m

4  G
7

4  F2  D
7

2  G
7

2  C
7

2  F4  C
7

4

F                 A7

  Sweet Pea, apple of my eye
Dm                                G 7

  Don’t know when and I don’t know why,
F                     D7         G7         C7        F        (D7 G7) C7

You’re the only reason I keep on coming home.

F                 A7

  Sweet Pea, what’s all this about?
Dm                                     G7

  Don’t get your way all you do is fuss and pout.
F                     D7         G7         C7        F       
You’re the only reason I keep on coming home.

(F)             A7

I’m like the Rock of Gibralter,

I always seem to falter,
            Dm

And the words just get in the way.
       G7

Oh I know I’m gonna crumble, 

I’m trying to stay humble,
         C7

But I never think before I say...

(Instrumental verse, then bridge and last verse, below)

F                 A7

  Sweet Pea, keeper of my soul,
Dm                              G7

  I know sometimes I’m outa control.
F                     D7         G7         C7

You’re the only reason I keep on coming...
F                     D7         G7         C7

You’re the only reason I keep on coming...
F                     D7         G7         C7        F         (C7  F)
You’re the only reason I keep on coming home.

(or optional last line)
F                     D7(2)      G7(2)      C7(2)     F(2)

You’re the only reason I keep on coming home.

Soprano Baritone
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Hey Good Lookin’
Hank Williams, 1951

        C
Hey, hey, good lookin’, whatcha got cookin’? 
D7                          G7                       C
How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me?

C 
Hey, sweet baby, don’t you think maybe
D7                        G7                  C
We could find us a brand new recipe? 
          F                           C
I got a hot-rod Ford and a two-dollar bill
      F                           C
And I know a spot right over the hill. 
           F                                 C
There’s soda pop there and the dancin’s free, 
              D7                              G7 
So if you wanna have fun come along with me. 

C
Hey, good lookin’, whatcha got cookin’? 
D7                          G7                       C
How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me?

     C       
I’m free and ready, so we can go steady. 
D7                        G7                     C
How’s about savin’ all your time for me? 
C
No more lookin’, I know I’ve been tooken. 
D7                          G7                 C
How’s about keepin’ steady company? 
                F                            C
I’m gonna throw my date-book over the fence
      F                      C
And find me one for five or ten cents. 
     F                  C
I’ll keep it ’til it’s covered with age
                D7                                    G7   
‘Cause I’m writin’ your name down on every page. 

C
Hey, good lookin’, whatcha got cookin’? 
D7                          G7                       C
How’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me?

C

D7

G7

F

C

D7

G 7

F

Soprano Baritone
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Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye happiness.
Bb     F                               C7      F     (F7)
Hello loneliness. I think I’m gonna cry.
Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye sweet caress.
Bb     F                             C7        F
Hello emptiness. I feel like I could die.

(NC)                C7                         F
There goes my baby with someone new.
                      C7                      F       F7

She sure looks happy. I sure am blue.
                  Bb                           C7

She was my baby ‘till he stepped in.
                                                       F      (F7)
Goodbye to romance that might have been.

Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye happiness.
Bb     F                               C7      F     (F7)
Hello loneliness. I think I’m gonna cry.
Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye sweet caress.
Bb     F                             C7        F
Hello emptiness. I feel like I could die.

(NC)                  C7                                     F
I’m through with romance. I’m through with love.
                         C7                          F       F7

I’m through with counting the stars above.
                      Bb                        C7

And here’s the reason that I’m so free:
                                            F     (F7)
My lovin’ baby is through with me.

Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye happiness.
Bb     F                               C7      F     (F7)
Hello loneliness. I think I’m gonna cry.
Bb         F       Bb         F
Bye bye love. Bye bye sweet caress.
Bb     F                             C7        F 
Hello emptiness. I feel like I could die. 
                    C7           F
Goodbye, my love, goodbye. (repeat and fade)

Soprano Baritone

Bb Bb

C7 C 7

F 7 F 7

Arranged for ukulele for the Seattle Ukulele Players Association, 2008 (www.seattleukulele.org)

F F

Bye Bye Love
Music & Lyrics by Felice and Boudleaux Bryant, 1957
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Crazy Little Thing Called Love 
Queen, written by Freddie Mercury, 1979 

 
[CHORUS] 
        D                              G              C         G 
This thing called love, I just can't handle it. 
        D                              G              C            G 
This thing called love, I must get ‘round to it. 
          D           Bb              C                   D 
I ain't ready... Crazy little thing called love. 

 
        D 
This thing (this thing) called love (called love) 
   G                                 C             G 
It cries (like a baby) in a cradle all night. 
   D                         G                               C     G 
It swings, it jives, it shakes all over like a jelly fish 
            D          Bb             C                 D      (stop) 
I kinda like it… Crazy little thing called love. 
 

[Bridge] 
                         G                C                                 G 
There goes my baby… she knows how to Rock n' Roll. 
                        Bb                               E             
She drives me crazy… she gives me hot and cold fever 
                A (stop) 
Then she leaves me in a cool, cool sweat. 

 
Instrumental: D Db C, A Ab G, E E E, E E E, A↓ (stop!)   
 
(a Capella – clap hands or snap fingers) 
 
I gotta be cool, relax, get hip, get on my tracks. 
 
Take a back seat, hitch-hike, and take a long ride on my motor bike 
                                                                          A 
Until I'm ready… Crazy little thing called love. 

 
[CHORUS] 
 

[Outro] 
Bb              C                   D 
Crazy little thing called love. (3x) 

D 2220 
G 0232 
C 0003 
Bb 3211 
 
Instrumental: 
D 7655 (br5-Bb) 
Db 6544 
C  5433 
A 6454 (br4-F) 
E 4442 
A 2100 

http://evamoon.net/esupa
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The Letter 
Wayne Carson, 1967, Artist: The Box Tops 

 
Am                              F 
Gimme a ticket for an aeroplane, 
G                                  D 
Ain't got time to take a fast train. 
Am                               F 
Lonely days are gone, I'm a-goin' home, 
                  E7                                 Am 
'Cause my baby just a-wrote me a letter. 
 
Am                                            F 
I don't care how much money I gotta spend,  
G                                 D 
Got to get back to my baby again  
Am                               F 
Lonely days are gone, I'm a-goin' home, 
                  E7                                 Am 
'Cause my baby just a-wrote me a letter. 
 

[CHORUS] 

                C                 G 
Well, she wrote me a letter  
                F             C           G 
Said she couldn't live without me no more. 
C                     G                       F               C 
Listen mister can't you see I got to get back  
           G                             E7↓  
To my baby once a-more… anyway... 
 

Am                              F 
Gimme a ticket for an aeroplane, 
G                                  D 
Ain't got time to take a fast train. 
Am                               F 
Lonely days are gone, I'm a-goin' home, 
                  E7                                 Am 
'Cause my baby just a-wrote me a letter. 
 

[CHORUS] 
 
[Repeat last verse + sing last line 3x] 
 

Am 2000 
F 2010 
G 0232 
D 2220 
E7 2101 

http://evamoon.net/esupa
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Wagon Wheel 
Bob Dylan, 1973, verse lyrics by Ketch Secor of Old Crow Medicine Show, 1998 
 

Intro: G D Em C G D C C - 2x 
 
G                                        D                                      Em                            C 
Headed down south to the land of the pines and I'm thumbin' my way into North Caroline 
G                                   D                         C                C 
Starin' up the road and pray to God I see headlights 
  G                                       D                          Em                                C 
I made it down the coast in seventeen hours, pickin' me a bouquet of dogwood flowers 
                G                           D                               C       C 
And I'm a-hopin' for Raleigh, I can see my baby tonight 
 

[CHORUS] 
      G                                  D 
So, rock me mama like a wagon wheel 
Em                            C                     G   D              C             C 
Rock me mama anyway you feel. He-ey, mama rock me 
G                                     D 
Rock me mama like the wind and the rain 
Em                               C                               G   D               C             C 
Rock me mama like a south-bound train. He-ey, mama rock me 
 
[Instrumental: G D Em C G D C C] 
 

G                                D                                      Em                                  C 
Runnin' from the cold up in New England I was born to be a fiddler in an old-time string band 
      G                                D                   C                C 
My baby plays the guitar, I pick a banjo now 
             G                                            D 
Oh, the North country winters keep a-gettin' me now 
              Em                                  C 
Lost my money playin' poker so I had to up and leave 
         G                              D                        C              C 
But I ain't a-turnin' back to livin’ that old life no more 
 

[CHORUS] + [Instrumental] 
 
G↓ (single strums)   D↓                                       Em↓                                   C↓ 
Walkin' to the south out of Roanoke, I caught a trucker out of Philly, had a nice long toke 
      G↓                                          D↓                            C↓                   C↓ 
But he's a-headed west from the Cumberland Gap to Johnson City, Tennessee 
          G (in rhythm)           D                                       Em               
And I gotta get a move on before the sun. I hear my baby callin’ my name 
         C                                                    G                              D                    C     C 
And I know that she's the only one. And if I die in Raleigh, at least I will die free 
 

[CHORUS] + [Instrumental] + G 

G 0232 
D 2220 
Em 0432 
C 0003 

http://evamoon.net/esupa
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Crawdad Hole 
Traditional 

 

G 
You get a line and I'll get a pole, honey 
                                                       D7 
You get a line and I'll get a pole, babe 
G                             G7 
You get a line and I'll get a pole 
C                                                          G               D7      G 
We'll go down to the crawdad hole. Honey, oh baby, mine. 

  

G 
Yonder come a man with a sack on his back, honey 
                                                                        D7 
Yonder come a man with a sack on his back, babe 
G                                         G7 
Yonder come a man with a sack on his back 
C                                                          G               D7     G 
Packin’ all the crawdads he can pack. Honey, oh baby, mine. 
 

G 
You get a line and I'll get a pole, honey… 

  
       G 
The man fell down and he broke that sack, honey 
                                                                     D7 
The man fell down and he broke that sack, babe 
       G                                G7 
The man fell down and he broke that sack 
C                                                       G              D7      G 
See those crawdads crawling back. Honey, oh baby, mine. 
 

G 
You get a line and I'll get a pole, honey… 
 

G 0232 
D7 2020 
C 0003 

http://evamoon.net/esupa




Sweet Caroline (Key of C) 
by Neil Diamond (1969) 

     Dm        .        .       .     | .         .        .         .      |  .          .        .         .       |  .        .        .         .   |  .          .       .      .       |  F   .   Em  .  | F    .    G    .    | 

Intro: A  --------------------------------------------------------0-----------------0---------0---------0--2--3--------0--2--3-----2------7------5------ 
E  -----0--1-----------0--1--0-------1--0-------1--3--------------1--3---3--1-----3--1--------------------------------------------------------- 
C  --2---------------2-----------2----------2--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
G  ----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

C  .   .              .  | .     .   .   . |F  .   .        .     | .     .    .         .  | C   .   .               . | .          .     .        .   | G  .   .   . | .   .   .   . 
       Where it be-gan,                    I can’t be-gin to know-in’,         but then I    know it’s grow-in’ strong. 
C  .   .           .   | .      .   .  . |F .  .                    .  | .          .      .        .  |  C .  .                     .  | .          .          .          .|G  .  .  . | .  .  .  . 
       Was in the spring,             then spring be-came the sum-mer,      who’d  have be-lieved you’d come a-long?  
 

C  .  .  .|.  .  .  .  Am  .   .         .  | .       .   .   . |G  .   .      .      | .  .   .   .|F  .  .          .   | .   .    .          .   |G  .   .   . | .  .   F\ G\   
Hands ------------------ touch-ing hands ----------- rea-ching out ---------- touch-ing me -- touch-ing youuuuu ------------- 
 
                              C     .     .      . |F  .                .    .        .      |  .     .      .             .  |G     .    .    . |.  .   F\ G\     
Chorus:  Swe-et Car-o-line,   .  .|.        good times ne-ver seemed so good 
                C    .     .         . |F        .                .    .   .  | .        .        .     .  | G\     .    F\   . |Em\  .  Dm\  .  | 
  I’ve      been in-clined                     to be-lieve they ne-ver would,   but     now      I 
                                                                        .  . |. 
   C  .   .            .  | .     .   .   . | F  .   .          .      | .         .    .         .  | C  .   .           . | .    .       .     . | G   .   .   .  |  .   .   .   . 
           look at the night,                 and it don’t seem so lonely,             we fill it  up with on-ly  two. 
C  .   .           .   | .      .   .   . | F  .  .            .      | .     .      .         .      | C   .   .               .  | .       .         .         .   | G   .  .  .  | .  .  .  . 
       And when I hurt,                   hurtin’ runs  off my shoul-ders.          How can  I    hurt when hold-ing   you? 
C  .  .  .|.  .  .  .  Am  .    .          .  | .       .   .   . | G  .   .       .      | .  .   .   . |F  .  .           .   | .   .     .          .   |G  .   .   . | .  .   F\ G\   
Warm ------------------- touch-ing warm ------------ reach-ing  out ------------ touch-ing me -- touch-ing youuuuuuu ----------- 

 
                              C     .     .      . |F  .                  .    .        .      |  .     .      .             .  |G     .    .    . |.  .   F\ G\     
Chorus:  Swe-et Car-o-line,    .  .|.         good times ne-ver seemed so good 
                C    .     .         . |F        .                .    .   .  | .        .        .     .  | G\     .    F\   . |Em\  .  Dm\  .  | 
  I’ve      been in-clined                     to be-lieve they ne-ver would,   oh      no        no 
                                                                        .  . |. 
Instrumental: 
     Dm        .        .       .     | .         .        .         .      |  .          .        .         .       |  .        .        .         .   |  .          .       .      .       |  F   .   Em  .  | F    .    G    .    | 

           A  --------------------------------------------------------0-----------------0---------0---------0--2--3--------0--2--3-----2------7------5------ 
E  -----0--1-----------0--1--0-------1--0-------1--3--------------1--3---3--1-----3--1--------------------------------------------------------- 
C  --2---------------2-----------2----------2--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
G  ----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
 
Ending:                C      .    .       . |F  .                      .    .        .      |  .     .      .             .  |G     .    .    . | .  .   F\ G\     
  Swe-et Car-o-line,    .  .|.             good times ne-ver seemed so good 
 

                C      .    .      . |F        .                   .   .    .  | .        .        .     .  | G\     .    F\   . |Em\  .  Dm\  .  | C\ 
  Swe-et Car-o-line,                              I   be-lieve they ne-ver could,    oh        no        no          no 
                                                                        .  .| .     

                                                             San Jose Ukulele Club 
(added 5/20/14) 

  

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

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

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

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

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

A  ----------- 
E   -1--0----- 
C   ----------- 
G   --------2-- 
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C C G C - 2x 
("from the mountain to the ocean from the windward to the leeward side")
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