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120.6/BPM [Bb Major | Key

E: Duration

[2006/10/10|Modified

CHORUS tempo was based on main

Blue eyed blonde haired ladies, they don't come round here no more
Blue eyed blonde haired ladies, don't go swimming here no more
This old beach is weedy, and the lilies crowd the shore

instrument delay time.

THIS HAS CHANGED

Blue eyed blonde haired ladies, they don't come round here no more (BELOW) !!!!
VERSEI1 CHORUS
Though I've been here waiting - no sign of sweet young ladies. Bb F Gm Gm
Cigarette butts loaded, old shoes and lonely rodents.

VERSE
CHORUS FFFF
Blue eyed blonde haired ladies, they don't come to this old beach. Cm F7 Cm D7

Blue eyed blonde haired ladies do not come to bare their feet.
Though I find it different, it is what I've come to know.
Blue eyed blonde haired ladies - they don't swim here any more.

PRE-CHORUS
Blue eyed blonde haired bathing days suited to the warming sun BRIDGE
F7 F7 Gm Gm
CHORUS FFFF7
Suit up for the summer but the weeds just claw their feet Cm Cm Gm Gm (x4)
Blue eyed blonde haired lovelies just can't find a place to sit
Their towels soiled filthy - they won't ever be returning to these FINALE1
Broken bottle beaches, with wicked clams and leeches. FF Cm Cm
Gm Gm Cm Cm
BRIDGE Gm FCm Cm
Though we twist and sigh these flying fish and 1 Gm Gm Cm Cm
Though we twist and sigh these lily weeds and i Gm Gm F F7
Blue eyed blonde haired ladies they have had it with our breed. F7 F7
They speak to each in coded tongues - won't speak of where they be.
With early light i sing a song, a morning fresh and fair. FINALE2
The lake has had some good times, but we don't seem to care. FFEbEb
Bb/D Bb/D
CHORUS F/CF/C
Though they're sweet and fit and glowing, almond days of drifting gold,
Spruce trees sway so topless tease with slanted eyes, the shifting breeze. OUTRO
Bb
FINALE1
Exotic to my heart and core, I try and try, I will endure but
island blue and sandy blonde, arriving forces on postured horses,
female form manoeuvres, in my final joy this, frequenting your, layout:
favourite swimming hole. Driftwood sings a mournful song. 1. INST CHORUS
2. CHORUS
[INST MELODY BREAK] 3. VERSE1
4. CHORUS
FINALE2 5.F x4
Snapping turtles craying crabs, pebbles beached for spiderwebs 6. CHORUS (like double)
And deeper diving deeper still , old cars are down there 1 swear to you 7. BRIDGE
8. CHORUS
OUTRO 9. FINALEI1
It's easy... 10. INST HEAVY CHOR.

VERSE 1 TRICK
Bb D7 Eb
F7 (or Faug)

11. FINALE2
12. OUTRO



