




Material Lover G

Sienna Spiro

Key: G

103 BPM

G Am Dm C Am7 F Em A#

Intro

G Am

G Am

Verse 1

G Am

I like these things you can buy with money

G Am

On a day that's wrong, but a day that's sunny

G Am

Pick it up with my hands, put it out on sale

G Am

They can't do it like me-e-e, can't do it like me

G Am

When it's all going up like a burning fever

G Am

My feet on the ground like a super feeler, yeah

G Am

And I don't know much, but I know this one thing

Pre-Chorus

G

They can't do it like me-e-e

Am

Can't do it like me

Chorus

F Dm

I crave a real connection

I like to turn the page

Am

With my hands and my nails

Em

That match my summer shade

F Dm

Some call that superficial

To wanna touch the cover

G C Dm

But I'm a material lover, yeah

C Dm

A material lover, mmm

Verse 2

G Am

When I step outside and I see what's happening

G Am

It's not fair, not fair, not fair, it's a pattern

G Am

When I go too far, but come back quickly

Pre-Chorus

G

They can't do it like me-e-e

Am

Can't do it like, they can't do it like me

Chorus

F Dm

I crave a real connection
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Melissa

I Like

The Allman Brothers band

Key: D

83 BPM

Em7 D F#m G A C Am A#M7 Bm7 A#m7

Melissa

Allman Brothers Band

Arr. Dave Nelson

Intro

D D D D Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7 F#m F#m F#m F#m Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7

Verse 1

D Em7 F#m. Em7

Crossroads, seem to come and go, yeah

D Em7

The gypsy flies from coast to coast

G Am G C

Knowing many, loving none

D Em7 F#m. G

Bearing sorrow havin' fun

BbM7 A

But back home he'll always run to sweet

D

Meliss-a

D D D Em7 Em7 Em7Em7 F#m F#m F#m F#m Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7
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Verse 2

D Em7 F#m

Freight train, each car looks the same,

Em7

all the same

D Em7

And no one knows the gypsy's name

G Am G C

No one hears his lonely sigh

D Em7 F#m G

There are no blankets where he lies

BbM7

Lord,In all his deepest dreams the

A D

gypsy flies with sweet Meliss-a... mmm...D D D Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7 F#m F#m F#m F#m Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7

Chorus

D

Again the morning's come

C

Again he's on the run

G

Sunbeams shining through his hair

A

Better not to have a care

Bm7 G

So pick up your gear and gypsy roll on,

A

roll on A A A A A A A

Verse 3

D Em7 F#m..

Crossroads, will you ever let him go? Em7 No no

D Em7

Or will you hide the dead man's ghost

G Am G C

Or will he lie, beneath the plain?

D Em7 F#m G

Or will his spirit float a- way?

BbM7 A

But I know that he won't stay, without

D

Meliss-a D D D Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7

Bbm7 A

Yes I know that he won't stay.

D

without Meliss-a D D D Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7

F#m F#m

No, no Em7 he just won’t D stay

D D D Em7 Em7 Em7 Em7 F#m F#m F#m F#m

Em7 Em7 Em-7 Em-7 D hold
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I like to turn the page

Am

With my hands and my nails

Em

That match my summer shade

F Dm

Some call that superficial

To wanna touch the cover

G C Dm

But I'm a material lover, yeah

C Dm

A material lover

Post-Chorus

G Am7

I want a real thing now, mmm

G Am7

I want a real thing now

G Am7

I do, I do, I do

G Am7

A material lover, yeah

Outro

G Am7 G Am7

G Am7 G Am7

G Am7 G F

Outro

C Dm C

Oh, tu-ru-ru, tu-ru, tu-tu

Dm

Oh-oh-oh

C Dm

Materi-eria-al, say it when you don't want

C Dm

I could give a real thing to you, oh

C Dm

Materi-eria-al, say that you want more

C A#

I could give a real thing to you, oh
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Pirate Looks At Forty 
Jimmy Buffett 

(G) Mother, Mother Ocean I have heard you call
(C)Wanted to sail upon your waters since I was three feet (G) tall

You’ve seen it (Am) all (D7) You’ve seen it all (G) 

(G) Watched the men who rode you switch from sails to steam
(C) And in your belly you hold the treasures that few have ever (G) seen

Most of ‘em (Am) dreams (D7) Most of ‘em dreams (G) 

(G) Yes I am a pirate two hundred years too late
The (C) cannons don’t thunder there’s nothing to plunder 

I’m an over forty victim of (G) fate 
Arriving too (Am) late (D7) Arriving too late (G) 

(G) And I done a bit of smugglin’ I’ve run my share of grass
(C) Made enough money to buy Miami

But I pissed it away so (G) fast
Never meant to (Am) last (D7) Never meant to last (G) 

(G) And I go for younger women lived with several awhile
(C) Though I ran them away they come back one day

Still could manage to (G) smile 
It just takes (Am) awhile (D7) It just takes awhile (G) 

(G) I have been drunk now for over two weeks
Passed out and I rallied and I sprung a few leaks 

But I (C) gotta stop wishin’ gotta go fishin’ down to rock bottom (G) again 
With just a few (Am) friends (D7) With just a few friends (G) 

(N/C) Mother Mother Ocean after (N/C) all the years I’ve found 
(C) Occupational hazard being My occupations just not (G) around

Feel like I’ll (Am) drown (Bm) (Am) Gonna head up (G) town
Yeah Feel like I’ll (Am) drown (D7) Gonna head up (G) town




