Splish Splash

gplish splash | was takin' a bath, Long about a Saturday night
Rub a dub just relaxin in the tub, 'II:')rTinkin’ everything was aIr%T'lt.
Well | sciepped outta the tub, put my Ige7et on the floor.

I \I/:vrapped a towel around me and | opened the door.

And then gplish splash. | jﬁr?wped back in the bath

IC-I:ow was | to know there was a Party goin' on?

C

They were a splishin’ and splashin’, reelin’ with the feelin’

F C

Moving and a groovin’, rockin’ and a rollin’. They were a

G7 C

splishin and a splashin’, Movin’ and a groovin’, Splish splash

cB:ing bang | saw the whole gang, Dancin on the living room rug.

Hip hop they were doin the Bop, all the TIeDZns had the dancin’ Ig:g

There was I(_:ollypop and Peggy Sue, (FEOOd Golly Miss Molly was even there too.
And gplish splash, | fgggot about the bath. | $Vent and put my dancin shoes on.

Icwas a splishin’ and splashin’, reelin’ with the feelin’

II\:/Ioving and a groovin’, ?ockin’ and a rollin’. We were a
Sp7lishin and a splashin’, Movin’ and a groovin’, (S:plish splash
Icwas a splishin’ and splashin’, reelin’ with the feelin’

F C
Moving and a groovin’, rockin’ and a rollin’. We were a
G7 C

splishin and a splashin’, Movin’ and a groovin’, Splish splash
Fade this out:

C

| was a splishin’ and splashin’, reelin’ with the feelin’

F Cc

Moving and a groovin’, rockin’ and a rollin’. We were a

G7 C

splishin and a splashin’, Movin’ and a groovin’, Splish splash



Darcy Farrow

C C7 F C
Where the Walker runs down to the Carson Valley plain
Am C Dm7 G7
There lived a maiden, Darcy Farrow was her name
C Cc7 F C

The daughter of old Dundee, and a fair one was she

F G7 C F C G7 C
The sweet-est flower that bloomed o'er the range

C Cc7 F C
Her voice was sweet as the sugar candy

Am C Dm7 G7
Her touch was as soft as a bed of goose down

C C7 F C
Her eyes shone bright like the pretty lights

F G7 C F C G7 C
That shone in the night out of Yarrington town
C Cc7 F C
She was courted by young Vandimeer
Am C Dm7 G7
And quite handsome was he as | hear

C Cc7 F C

He brought her silver rings and lacy things

F G7 C F C G7 C
And she promised to wed before the snows fell that year

C Cc7 F C
But her pony did stumble and she did fall
Am C Dm7 G7
Her dyin' touched the heart of us one and all
C Cc7 F C
Young Vandy in his pain, put a bullet through his brain
F G7 C F C G7 C
And we buried them together as the snows began to fall
C Cc7 F C
They sing of Darcy Farrow where the Truckee runs through
Am C Dm7 G7
They sing of her beauty in Virginia City too
C Cc7 F C
At dusky sundown to her name they drink a round
FG7 C F C G7 C
And to young Vandy, whose love was true
C Cc7 F C
Where the Walker runs down to the Carson Valley plain
Am C Dm7 G7
There lived a maiden, Darcy Farrow was her name
C Cc7 F C
The daughter of old Dundee, and a fair one was she
F G7 C F C G7 C
The sweet-est flower that bloomed o'er the range



Goldenseal and Curry
©2003 Dan Scanlan
Waltz in Bb

F+ Bb6/9 B°

F+ Bb6/9 B° E{[ |[
He’s Rigid and Channelocks % %

G9 G7 ®
ViseGrip and Crescent

C9 C7+ F7
But goldenseal and curry is she; G9 G7 C9
F+ Bb6/9 B° _‘_[L

He’s antler and pipestone,

Carve, file and whittle, C7+ F7
C9 C7+ F7
She’s pastel and charcoal and chi; k L2 } _C|
%‘ D) (@ *
Bb D°
He wants his hard boiled |
Eb9 Db° D®  Egpg Db
She’d rather have brie KIXJ
Bb G7
He’'ll drink three mugs of jo 9. 0
e tete oot 119
To her one cup of tea c7 F6 D7
Bb D7
He’s Rigid and Channelocks
G9 G#9 ;
ViseGrip and Crescent
C9 F6 Bb6 G7 G7 G7 G#9
But goldenseal and curry is she,
C9 F6  Bb6 7 ‘:E’:*
But goldenseal and curry is she. 9

°




I’m a Believer Ukulele

F Bb Bb7
FBb F! .. F Bb F! ‘__’_ %D:. %q:.
F C Eb F ® ) *—
| thought love was only true in fairy tales i
F C Eb F
And for someone else but not for me
Bb F Bb F c Eb °
Love was out to get me, that’s the way it seemed
Bb F C...! "Y1 B
Disappointment haunted all of my dreams iﬂ
F Bb F! F Bb F! i
Then | saw her face... Now I'm a believer
F Bb F! F Bb F!
Not a trace.... Of doubt in my mind
F Bb F
I’'m in Love... 'm a believer Baritone
Eb c...!
| couldn’t leave her if | tried...
F Bb Bb7

F c Eb F %J_C [ ]
| thought love was more or less a given thing
F C Eb F ] )OO | 09O ( :
Seems the more | tried the less | got. |
Bb F Bb F
What’s the use of trying? All | got was pain
Bb F C...! C Ab
When | needed sunshine | got rain ‘——’—
(Repeat chorus, then instrumental on first verse, then:) E :l

F Bb F!
Then | saw her face.




Sentimental Journey

Ukulele
C C ce G7
Gonna take a / sentimental journey, / [T _‘_.:L
c° G7 (I
Gonna set my / heart at ease; / [ ] [
C F9
Gonna make a / sentimental journey /
C F C° G7 C

F9 F F°

To renew old / me-em -0 -ries./ ‘ | ® ﬂ_q
c ® ®

Got my bag, | / got my reservation; /

C° G7
Spent each dime | / could af - ford. / R
C F9 C#7 D7 G
Like a child in / wild an-ti-ci-pa-tion, / ._._._z ‘ LHK
c Fcoa7e TIT
Long to hear that / “All  a - board!" [ )
F° F F° F
Sev-en.../ that's the time we'd leave, at /
cc Cc ¢c° C C#7 D7
Sev-en. /I'll be waitin' up for / Hea - ven, /
C#7 D7 G7 G° G7
Countin' ev'ry mile of / railroad track that /takes me back. / Baritone
c c c° G7
Never thought my / heart could be so yearny; / ‘—J— D-‘—q ®
c° G7
Why did | de- / -cide to roam?
C F9
Gotta take this / sentimental journey,
C FC° G7C F9 F F°
Sentimental / jour-ney home. % %m LB
®
C7 D7 G°




Sweet Peach
©2014 Dan Scanlan

D G D A7 e 2 U
| used to think you were out of reach and had no time for me & ‘ 1—
¢ DT R b e
A wave that does not kiss the beach, it’s so far out at sea
D G D A7
| did not think that you could teach a man so wild and free
G B° E7 A7+ D 8’ Ebe E7

But baby you’re the sweetest peach, the sweetest on the tree. g Eg
G |

Baby, you’re the sweetest peach

D A7
So sweet and so high,
G D AT+
Sweet sweet peach that fills my heart 9

Eb9 A7 D
Cobbiler, tart and pie.

D G D A7
Remember that sunny day in the dirt and the soggy ice cream cones?
G D G A7 D
The chocolate ran all down your shirt and messed up both our phones.
D G D A7
Should have been a good time to be alert and jump at the clever ring tones
G B° E7 A7+ D
But, Baby, you’re a peach of a flirt who rattles this bag of bones.
G
Baby, you’re the sweetest peach
D A7
So sweet and so high,
G D

Sweet sweet peach that fills my heart
Eb9. A7 D
Cobbiler, tart and pie.



