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Candle On The Water

Music and Lyrics by Al Kasha and Joel Hirschhorn

iiiuytuer yyyyiryu 

I’ll   be   your  can-dle   on   the  wa-  ter.         My love  for  you will  al- ways burn.

yyuiiuy tretry tretryuir

  I know your lost  and  drift-ing,        but the clouds are  lift-ing.      Don’t give up you have somewhere to turn.

iiiuytuer yyyyityu

I’ll   be   your  can-dle   on   the  wa-  ter,        Till    ev   ry   wave is warm and bright
yyuiiuy tretry tretryuir 

My  soul   is  there  be- side you.        Let this can-  dle guide you     Soon you’ll see   a   gol- den stream of light.

ittyytrrttttyytrert

  A   cold and friendless time has found you. Don’t let the storm-y dark-ness pull you down

rrrffreerertertyuiq

 I’ll paint  a    ray   of   hope  a-round you, cir-cling  in   the   air  light-ed   by    a  prayer

iiiuytuer yyyyiryu

I’ll   be   your  can-dle   on   the  wa-  ter.       This  flame in-side   of    me  will grow
yyuiiuy trerty treerter

keep holding  on You’ll make it.    Here’s my hand, so  take   it         Look for   me reach-ing out    to show,

rrttry utyuer

  as   sure  as   riv-  ers flow,        I’ll  nev-  er   let  you    go.

The Sound Of Music

By Rodgers and Hammerstein

hqhgr tsuiuu stsui ustrg 

The  hills are    a-  live         with the sound of  mus- ic.       with songs they have sung       for   a  thous-and years

hqhgr tsuiuu ustrghquss 

 The hills fill   my heart      with  the sound of mus-  ic
 My heart wants to sing ev-   ry song    it   hears

ssuaiiiuuussrsuiuus 

My heart wants to beat like the wings of  the birds that rise from the lake    to   the trees

uiiiuuusshrstttt 

My heart wants to sigh like   a  chime that flies from a church on   a  breeze,

siiiuuussrsuiuus 

  to  laugh like  a  brook when it trips and falls  ov-  er stones on   its  way,

srsruuustrehqh 

  to  sing thru  the night like   a   lark who   is lern-  ing    to   pray.

hqhgr tsuiuu stsui ustrg 

   I     go    to   the  hills       when my heart is    lone-ly
    I   know I    will  hear      what I’ve heard be-  fore

ehrgh hhhhhs sguus

 My heart will be blessed     with the sound of  mus-ic,           and  I’ll sing once more.

Edelweiss

By Rodgers and Hammerstien

Utqhts uuustrt

E-   del-weiss, e-  del-weiss,       ev-   ry morn-ing you greet me.
utqhts uttrehh

Smal and whit clen & bright,       you look hap-py    to  meet  me.

qttertuth rhqhet

Blos-som of snow may you blum and grow,   bloom and grow for-ev- er.

utqhts uttrehh

E-   del-weiss, e-  del-weiss,
  bless my home-land for-  ev-   er
Do A Deer

iuyiyiy

Do    a    deer   a     fe- male deer

uyttyut

Re    a   drop  of  gold- en  sun

ytryryr

Mi     a   name I    call   my-self

treerte

Fa     a   long long way to run

riuytre

Sol    a    nee-dle   pull-ing thread

euytrew

La    a    note  to   foll- ow  sol

wytrewq

Ti     a drink with jam and bread

eetwrqwertyui

Wichbrngsus back  to    do    ti     la    sol   fa    mi   re    do

Winnie The Pooh

By Richard M. Sherman and Robert B. Sherman

Heryuiui eheryre

Deep in    the  hun-dred   a-   cre wood
 where Christopher    Ro-  bin plays,

iheryrqet iuytyuit

You’ll find the enchant- ed neighborhood          of   Christopher’s   childhood   days

eheryuiui eheryre

A  donk-ey named Eey-ore is    his friend,      And Kang-a    and  litt- le   Roo

iheryrqetiuytyuit his

Thers Rabb-it, thers Pigg-  let,   and ther’s Owl, but most  of      all Winn- ie     the Pooh!            -     -        -

yuyu yuyu iihheertyus

Winn-ie   the Pooh        Winn-ie   the Pooh       Tubb-y    litt-  le    cubb-y    all stuffd with fluf, he’s

yuyu yuyu iihheert

Winn-ie   the Pooh        Winn-ie   the Pooh       will-   y    nill-  y    sill-   y   old  bear.

ius yuyu yuyu

-       -       -            Winn-ie   the Pooh        Winn-ie   the Pooh
iihheertyus yuyu yuyu

Tubb-y    litt-  le    cubb-y    all stuffd with fluf, he’s      Winn-ie   the Pooh        Winn-ie   the Pooh

iihheert

will-   y    nill-  y    sill-   y   old  bear.

Return To Pooh Corner

qqqwwerreiuytyyyuiy

Christoph-er   Rob- in    &     I walked a- long und- er branch-es   lit    up   by   the moon

qqqwwerreiuytyyuiui

Pos-ing   our quest-ions to Owl and  Eey-ore   as   our days  dis-  a-peared all  too soon

rreeeyeyrfry

But  Ive wandered much further  tod- ay  than   I should,

rreeeeeeerew

And   I  can’t seem to   find my  way back to   the wood.

riyrytyyyuiiyrtytrtr

So  help me    if   you  can, I’ve got   to   get  back to    the house at  Pooh Cor-ner by   one.

iiyrtytrtr

You’d be surprised thers so much to   be  done.

yyrwewqyyrwewq

count all  the  bees  in    the hive chase all the clods from the sky.

qqqwerreryiu

Back  to   the days of   Christ-ph-er   Rob- in   and Pooh.

qqqwwerreiuytyyuiuy

Winn-ie    the Pooh doesn’t no  what  to    do,  got   a     hon-ey   jar  stuck on   his  nose

qqqwwerreyytyryuii

He came to    me  ask- ing help and adv- ice from here  no  one  nos where he goes.
rreeeyeyrfry

So    I    sent him   to   ask   of   the Owl, if    he’s there,

treeeeeeerew

How to   loos-en     a     jar  from the nose of      a   bear?

iyrytyyyuiiyrtytrtr

Help me   if    you can, I’ve got    to   get back  to    the house at Pooh Cor-ner   by  one

iiyrtytrtr

You’d be surprised thers so much to   be  done.

yyrwewqyyrwewq

count all  the  bees  in    the hive chase all the clods from the sky.

qqqwerreryiu

Back  to   the days of   Christ-ph-er   Rob- in   and Pooh.

wqqqwwerrei

It’s hard  to    ex-plain how  a    few prec-ious things

uytyyyrryry

seem to   foll- ow throughout all   ou-our    li-  ives.

ewqqqwwerreiuyttryuii

Aft-  er   all’s said and done, I   was watching my son  sleep-ing there with my bear by his side. rrereeyeyrfry

So     I tuckd him   in,    I kissd him, and  as     I    was going,

rereereerew

I swear that old  bear wisperd Boy welcome home

iiyrytyyyuiiyrtytrtr

Bel-ieve   me  if   you  can, I’ve fin’ll-y  come back to   the house at Pooh Cor-ner by one

iiyrtytrtr

What do you know thersso much to    be  done

yytwewqyyrwewq

count all  the  bees  in    the hive chase all the clods from the sky.

qqqwerreri

Back  to   the days of   Christ-ph-er   Rob- in…

qqqwerreri

Back  to   the days of   Christ-ph-er   Rob- in…

qqqweetereyterwq

Back  to   the days of   Pooh oo-  oo-  oo-  oo-  oo   oo-   oo-  oo-  oo-  oo
Colonel Hathi’s March

By Richard M. Sherman and Robert B. Sherman

iteq iteq

-      -      -      -
        -       -      -      -

-      -      -      -
        -       -      -      -

-      -      -      -
        -       -      -      -

-      -      -      -
        -       -      -      -

egetttt egetytr

Oh  the  aim  of   our   pat- rol           is      a  quest-ion  rath-er   droll.

By  the ranks or   sing- le    file,         ov-  er   ev’r- y     jung-le   mile.

Oh  we march from here to there,     and   it    does-n’t mat-  ter where.

We’re a crack-er  jack  brig- ade,         on    a   pach-y-   derm par-ade

hehrr hehrr

For   to march and drill         ov-  er field  and   hill

Oh   we stamp and crush through the und-er  brush

You can hear   us  push   through the deep-est bush

But we’d rath-er   stroll         to    a   wat- er     hole

qwqherq qwqhert

Is     a    mil-   i-   tar-   y   goal,         is      a    mil-  i-    tar-   y   goal,

In     a    mil-   i-   tar-   y  style,         in     a     mil-  i-   tar-   y   style,

with   a    mil-   i-   tar-   y    air,         with   a     mil-  i-   tar-   y     air,

for    a    fur-lough in    the shade,      for    a     fur-lough in   the shade,

You Are My Sunshine

iiuyyyuyii
You  are  my sun-shine,my  on - ly   sun–shine.
iuyteerty
You makeme  hap  py whenskiesare gray.

iuyteertyi
Youl nev–er know dearhowmuch I   love you.

iuytuuyi
Pleasdon’ttakemy sun-shine a -   way.
Puff, The Magic Dragon

geeeegyyyffeey

-  Puff, the  mag-  ic   dra-gon,   -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

Oh Puff, the  mag-  ic    dra-gon,  -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

To- geth- er   they would tra-vel  on     a   boat with bil-lowed sail.

Oh Puff, the  mag-  ic    dra-gon,  -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

A  dra- gon  lives for   e-    ver    -    but  not   so    lit-  tle   boys

His head was bent  in   sor- row   -      -  green scales fell like rain

Oh Puff, the  mag-  ic    dra-gon,  -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

Yuuyuayeeeefgew

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

-    Jack-ie    kept  a    look-out perch –    on Puff’s gi-   gan- tic tail

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

-   Paint-ed wings and  gi-ant’s rings  -   give way for   oth-  er  toys.

-   Puff  no  long-   er went  to   play  -      a- long  the   cher-  ry lane

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

geeeegyyyffeey

-     Li-  ttle Jack- ie    pa-  per    -     -  loved that ras-  cal  Puff

-  Puff, the  mag-  ic   dra-gon,   -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

-    No- ble  kings & prince-es wood -   bow when-e’re they came.

-  Puff, the  mag-  ic   dra-gon,   -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

-  One  grey night it hap-pened. Jack-ie   Pa- per  came no more

With-out his  life  long friend, -    -       -  Puff could not be  brave

-  Puff, the  mag-  ic   dra-gon,   -      -   lived   -    by   the   sea,

yuuyuayeeefegwe

&  brot him strings &  seal- ing wax  &     -      o-  ther  fan-  cy stuff.

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

-    Pi-  rat ships wood lowr ther flag wen  -   Puff roared out his name.

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

And Puff, that migh-ty dra-gon    -      he     - ceased his  fear-less roar.

So  Puff, that migh-ty dra-gon,  sad-  ly      - slipped in- to    his  cave.

And  frol-icked in   the   au-tumn mist, in    a  land called Hau-na-lee

.

Mexican Hat Dance

it it it itrty tr

it it it itrty tr

qwq ege tyti
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iiuytre r

e  rfr yuyi

qqqpq eret

If I Only Had A Brain

ehqetretu

ytuiuiui

iiuhertyui

qhertyttttt

Simple Gifts

iittreteh

‘Tis    a    gift  to    be   sim- ple  ‘tis    a

qqhertrer

gift   to    be   free ‘tis    a   gift   to  wind

treryiitt

up where you ot    to    be. And wen were

retehqqhe

to-   ge- ther   in   the plas that   is  right

rtrrreert

It   will   be    in   the   val- ley  of   love

Trt

And    de-light

Auld Lang Syne

itytertrertteqp

pqeetrtrertuuit

pqeetrtrpqeeqp

pqeetrtr

ertuuit

Happy Birthday

iiui ty

iiuirt

iiqetyu
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  etrt

Bach’s Minuet

riuytrii

etrewqii

trtyuyty

tiuiuyiyu

riuytrii

etrewqii

trtyuyty

uiuyuiui

Qewqewyt

rtetrety

uyiiuytr
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ytre ere

qtyt2X

Fragment From If You’ll Buy That

iyr qqqwerreriu

I’ve got some          o- cean front pro-per- ty    in    Ar-   a-    zo-  na.

qqweryeru

From my frnt porch u   can  see  the   sea.

uyr qqqwerreriu

I’ve got some          o- cean front pro-per- ty    in    Ar-   a-    zo-  na.

iyrrreryuiiui

If you’ll buy that, I’ll throw the go-    o-  lden gate in   free.

Compositions

By Louis Thomas

iqertuti iqeytr

iqertuti iutyrt

iut ert iutur

iut ert eerert

I’d Like To Teach The World To Sing

uiutuiut

I’d like    to build the world a  home

trerer

and fur-nish   it   with love

ereqereq

grow  ap- ple trees and hon- ey  bees

etrtui

and   sno whit tur-  tle doves

uiutuiut

I’d  like   to teach the world to sing

trerer

in   per- fect  har-mon- y

ereqereq

I’d   like   to  hold  it     in   my arms

etrtut

and keep  it   com-pan-  y

When The Saints Go Marching In

iytr iytr

Oh when the saints        Go  mar-ching in

iytryiyu

Oh when the saints go mar-ching in
yyuiiyrrrt

Oh Lord   I  want   to    be   in   that  num-ber

ytryiui

Wen the saints go mar-ching in.

Kumbaya

iyrrreer

Kum-ba-  ya  my Lord, Kum-Ba-Ya

iyrrrtyu

Kum-ba-  ya  my Lord, Kum-Ba-Ya

itrrreer

Kum-ba-  ya  my Lord, Kum-Ba-Ya

tyiuui

Oh   Lo- ord Kum-ba-  ya

Amazing Grace

itertertui

A- maz-  ing                grace, how sweet the sound

itertereq

That saved a               wretch like        me

eqertertui

I  once was                lost, but now I’m found

itertert

Was blind, but              now   I    see.

Will The Circle Be Unbroken

iutterte

Will the   cir-  cle   be   un-  bro- ken

ertrtui

by   and   by, Lord by  and  by?

iutteqqe

Thers a    bet-  ter home a-  wait- in’

treerert
in    the  sky Lord in   the          sky

Michael Row The Boat Ashore

iyryrer

Mi-chael row the boat   a-  shore

yreryrry

Hal-  le-   lu-  jah.  Mi-chael row the

tyuiyui

boat  a-  shore Hal- le-  lu-   jah

.

Yankee Doodle

ttreter

Yan-kee   Doo-dle went to town

ittrety

A-  rid-  in’   on    a    po-  ny.

ttreher

Stuck a     fea-ther   in   his   hat

tyiuytt

and called it   mac- a-    ro-   ni

Streets of Laredo

qqhehqher

As     I        walkd out   in   the streets of

tyiittreh

La-   re-  do.  As    I walked out in    La-

qhertyiit

re-  do   one day    I  spied  a   dear cow

ttrehetrt

boy all rapped in white lin-  en   all wrapped

ttrehetrt

in  white lin-  en    as  cold  as   the  clay

Blowing In The Wind

By: Bob Dylan

rrreeeryui

How man-y  roads must a   man  wa-  lk  down

rrrrertr

Be-fore  peo-ple  call  him   a   man?

rrreeeryui

How man-y   seas must  a  white do-  ve   sail

rrrrtyyu
be- fore  she can sleep in    the  sand?

yttyuuytyu

The   an-swer my friend is blow-ing    in   the

iyttyuuiui

wind The an-swer   is  blow-ing   in    the wind

We Wish You A Merry Christmas

ittrtyuu

We wish you    a   Mer-ry Christ-mas

urrertyi

We wish you    a   Mer-ry Christ-mas

ieehertu

We wish you    a   Mer-ry Christ-mas
iiuryt

and   a   Hap-py  New Year
Daisy, Daisy

qetiuytuyi

Dai-  sy, Dai- sy  give   me your an-swer  do

rqetuytrer

I’m half  cra-  zy   all   for   the love   of  you

eherqert

It won’t  be    a     sty- lish mar-raige

retutui

We can’t af-  ford   a    car-raige

iteriter

but youl look sweet up-on  the   seat

ehqetrit

of     a     bi-  cyc-  le built  for  two

Clementine

ttti eeet

O    my  dar-ling           O    my  dar- ling

teqqher

O    my  dar-ling Clem-en- tine
rehheret

You  are  lost and  gone for-  ev-  er

teriyrt

my  dar-ling Clem-en- tine

Cherry Blossoms

eeweewew

Blos-oms soft on   the bow Fill   the

qwewetyi

fields be- low   m-   e   now blos-som-

ytyyiiew

ing  as   you   kn- ow how give  the

qwewetyi

earth  a Spring-ti-  me blush mis- ty

ytyyiiee

like   in morn-in-   gs hush  SA-KU-

weewytwe

RA  SA- KU-RA love- ly  bloo-oom

ty

ing now

Frère Jacques

iuyiiuyi

Frè-re   Jac-ques  Frè-re   Jac-ques
ytrytr

Dor-mez voo Dor-mez vous?

rertyirertyi

Son-nez  Les  Ma- ti-   nes  Son-nez Les  Ma-  ti-  nes

iuiiui

Din Dan Don Din Dan Don

Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star

iirreer

Twin-kle, twin-kle lit-   tle   star,

ttyyuui

How   I   won-der what you are.

rrttyyu

Up    a- bove the world so high,

rrttyyu

like    a   dia-mond in   the  sky

iirreer

Twin-kle, twin-kle lit-   tle   star,

ttyyuui

How   I   won-der what you are.

Brahm’s Lullaby

yyryyryrq

heeruytuu

ytuutherh

qiiqetryi

treriiqet

ryitrtyui

Zelda Tunes

Song of Time

euteuteq

hrtreuiy

u

Zelda’s Lullaby

yruiuyry

rqqrtyu

Third Minuet

riuytri

ertrewqi

trtyuyty

uiuyuiui

Ode To Joy

ytrrtyui

iuyyuuyt

rrtyuiiu

yuiiuyiu

ytyiuyty

uiuiytrr

tyuiiuyuii

Dreidel Song

ittrret

I   have   a     lit-  tle   drei-del,

eqqher

I   made it    out   of   clay

ehrhrhr

And when it’s dry and   rea- dy

qhert

Drei-del     I   will play

eqeqeqe

Oh  drei- del drei- del drei- del

hqqher

I  made   it   out   of   clay

hrhrhr

when it’s dry  and  rea- dy

qhert

Drei-del     I   will play

.

Good King Wenceslas

tttrtti

good king wen-ces-las looked out,

uiuytt

On the Feast of   Step-hen,

tttrtti

when the snow lay rond a- bout,

uiuytt

Deep and crisp and e-  ven;

qherert

brite-ly shone the moon that nite,

uiuytt

Tho’ the frost was cru-   el,

iiuyttr

when a   poor man came in sight,

qhertht

Gath-‘ring win-ter   fu-   e-    l

O Little Town of Bethlehem

eeegeqhu

O    lit-   tle town of   Beth-le-  hem

rtytrie

how still   w-   e     see thee  lie;

eeegeqhu

a- bove thy deep and dream-less sleep

rtytert

the    si-    le-  nt  stars  go   by;

eeertyy

Yet   in  thy dark strets shin-eth

yuytre

the   ev-   er-  last- ing light

eeegeqhu

the hopes & fears of     all   the years

rtytert

are  met   i-     n   thee  to-night

.

The Little Drummer Boy

iuyyytyty

com they told me   pa  rum pum pum pum

iiuyyyytyty

A  new born King to    see, pa rum pum pum pum

uytrrrertyu

Our   fin- est gifts  we bring, pa rum pum pum pum

uytrrrehert

To   lay   be-fore   the King, pa rum pum pum pum

ertyrtyu

rum  pa pum pum rum pa  pum pum

Deck The Halls

qhertret

Deck the hals with bows of hol-  ly,

rehrertyt

Fa    la    la    la     la     la    la    la     la

qhertret

‘Tis  the  seas-on    to     be   jol-  ly

rehrertyt

Fa    la    la    la     la     la    la    la     la
Jingle Bells

ierti

Dash-ing thru the snow

iiiertu

in     a    one horse op-  en sleigh

uhery

O’er  the fields we go

qqhrt

lau-ghing all  the  way

eeeeee

Jin-  gle bells  jin- gle  bells

eqtre

jin-  gle  all   the  way

hhhhhee

Oh what fun   it     is     to   ride

eeerrerq
in     a    one horse o-  pen sleigh HEY!!!

The Christmas Song

iqhertyty

chest-nuts roasting on    an    op- en   fire

iertyui

Jack Frost nip-ping at your nose.

iiuiuyreh

Yule-tide carols be-ing sung by    a  choir

qeriuii

Mer-ry Christ-mas to     yo-  u

This Old Man

ryrryrertyuyt

This old  man, he playd 1. He played nik- nak  on   his drum

ytriiiiiuytr

With  a     nik-nak pad- dy  wak, give the dog    a   bone

ryytyui

This old man came rol-ling home.

Mary Had A Little Lamb

yuiuyyy uuu yrr

Ma    ry   had    a    lit    tle  lamb         lit    tle  lamb         lit    tle  lamb

yuiuyyy yuuyui

Ma    ry   had    a    lit    tle  lamb      hooz flees was wyte as snow

Oh Susanna!

iuyrreryiuyyuiu

Oh,    I come from Al-    a- bam- a   with my   ban- jo    on   my knee,

iuyrreryiuyyuui

and  I’m goin’ to   Lou-si-    an-   a    Oh  my  true  luv  for   to   see

tteeerryiu

Oh    su-  san- na. now dont u    cry   for   me

iuyrreryiuyyuui

Oh   I   come from Al-  a-  bam- a   with my   ban- jo    on   my  knee
Mr. Tambourine Man

By: Bob Dylan

qqwerryyeryi

Hey mis- ter   tam-bour-ine man play  a   song for    me

iuyrrrertyyuu

I’m  not  sleep-y   and there is    no  place I’m go-  ing   to

qqwerryyeryi

Hey mis- ter   tam-bour-ine man play  a   song for    me

iuyerytyuiuyui

In   the   jin-   gle  jan- gle morn-ing I’ll come fol-low- ing you
Yellow Submarine

ehqereteertueere

In   thetown where I  was born lived a      m-a-n  who saild  the seas  and

hqereteertueer

He told  me   of    his  life   on    a    yel-   l-    ow  sub- ma- rine

qqqqqerrrrrrrrettt

We   all  live  on     a    yel- low  sub-ma- rine  a yellow submarin a yellow submarine
Home On The Range

iitretyuhhhehqtttytr

Oh  give me    a home were the  buf-  fa-   lo roam and  the deer  and  the   an-   te-lope play

iitretyuhhhehertytrt

wher sel-dom   is  heard a    dis- cour- a- ging word and the  skys are not  clou-dy    all   day.

qhereiittttytr

hom hom on   the rang were the deer and  the   an-   te- lope play

iitretyuhhhehertytrt

wher sel-dom   is  heard a    dis- cour- a- ging word and the  skys are not  clou-dy    all   day.

Old MacDonald

tttiuui eerrt

Old Mac Don-ald had    a   farm.         e-    i-    e-    i-   oh
itttiuui eerrt

And  on  this  farm he   had    a  cow           e-    i-    e-    i-   oh
iitttiittt

With  a   moo moo here and   a  moo moo there

tttttttttttt

Here   a   moo there a   moo  eve-ry  where a   moo moo

tttiuui eerrt

Old Mac Don-ald had    a   farm.         e-    i-    e-    i-   oh
Joy To The World

qwertyui

Joy   to   the world the Lord is  come.

reehhq

Let earth re-ceive her King

qqherrty

Let  Ev’-  r-     y    he-    a-    r-     t

qqherrty

Pre- pa-   re     hi-  m     ro-   o-   m

yyyyytr

& heav’n &   na-   tu-   re   sing

tyuuuuyt

A- nd heav’n &   na-   tu-   re   sing

yuiqertytyuii

An-  d     he-av’n and    h-    e-  v’n  and   na-ture   si-    ng

.The Rainbow Connection

isghqqasgghsisrgst

Why are there so   man- y  songs  a- bout rain-bows & what’s on the  oth-  er   side?

isghqiasgghsisrggst

Rain-bows are vis-ions, but  on-  ly    ill-   us- ions and rain-bows have no-thing to hide

tqtqtqtqtqtrrrersr

So wev been told  & som choos to    be-lieve   it    I  know theyrrong wait and see

atgrgssrhretatgqqhg

Someday I’ll  find   it,   the  rain-bow con-nect-ion, the  lov-  ers  the dream-ers, and me

isghqqiasgghsisrgst

Who said that ev-   ry wish wood be heard & answ-erd whenwishd on themorn-ing star

isghqqiasgghisrgst

Some-bod-y   thot  of   that and some-one be-lieved it. Look what it’s done so  far

tqtqtqtqtqttrrrhrsr

whats so   a-  maz- ing that keeps us  star-gaz- ing, and what do   we think we might see

atgrgssrhretatgqqhg

Someday I’ll  find   it,   the  rain-bow con-nect-ion, the  lov-  ers  the dream-ers, and me

hghqhgsstrgsrghw

all   of    us    un-  der  it’s spell we know that it’s pro-bab-  ly   mag-  ic.

uthquuusthhqutehhtr

have you been half a-sleep, & have you heard voi-ces? I  hear them call-ing my name

uthquusthhqtutehhtr

Is   this the sweetsound that calls the yung sail-ors The voice mite be one and  the same

rurururururreeeqete

I’ve heard it too man-y times to     ig-nore it.  It’s some-thin that I’m s’posd to be.

srhehtteqewrsrhuuqh

Someday I’ll  find   it,   the  rain-bow con-nect-ion, the  lov-  ers  the dream-ers, and me

qhquqhttrehtheh

la    da    da  dee   da   da   do    la    da    da   da   dee   da   da   doo
.

Strangers Like Me

uuuuuurfuuuuuueiuyu

What-ev-  er   you  do,  I’ll   do    it   too. show me ev-   ry  thing &   tell   me-  e    how

uuuuuuurfyu

It   all means somethin &   yet   no-thing to    me.

uuuuuuyuyuyyyyyefue

oh, these e-   mo-tions  I    nev-  er knew, of some oth-  er world far   be-yond this place

ffffyrffyrryrryryre

Be-yond the trees, a- bove the  clou-ouds, I    see   be- fore  me    a   new hor-   i-   zon

eewweeqeeewwerefyu

I   wan- na know can you show me? I    wan-na now bout these strangers like me.

eeweqweewwwereffyf

Tell  me more pleas sho me some-thin fam-il-   iar bout  the strangers like   m-  me.

uuuuuurfyuuuuuiuyu

Ev-  ry   gest-ure,  Ev- ry move that she    makes   me  feel  like   ne- ver   be-fore.

uuuuuuurfyuyu

Why do     I   have this growing  need to     be   be- side her?

uuuuuuyuyuyyyyyefue

oh, these e-   mo-tions  I    nev-  er knew of  some oth-  er world far   be-yond this plane

ffffyrffyrryrryryre

Be-yond the trees, a-  bove the clou-ouds I     see   be- fore  me    a   new hor-  i-   zon
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