Chords and Words for

Pete’s Simple Song Session
Bob Dylan Reprise
Friday 28t May 2021

Everyone join in!!

. I'll be your baby tonight

. You ain't goin’ nowhere

. Mr Tambourine Man

. She belongs to me

. Knocking on Heaven’s Door
. Blowin’ in the Wind

9pm Session — 9:00pm approx

Pete Thompson - gigs@northwichfolk.co.uk




I'll be your baby tonight - Dylan

<

Close your eyes, close the door

'PYOU don't have to worry any more

2
I'll be your baby tonight '

Shut the light, shut the shade

You don't have to be afraid

G d
I'll be your baby tonight

Well, that mockingbird's gonna sail away
c
We're gonna forget it

That big, fat moon is gonna shine like a spoon

But we're gonna let it, you won't regret it

N
Kick your shoes off, do not fear

I >

_Bring that bottle over here
e & el
I'll be your baby tonight

2




You Ain’t Goin Nowhere - Dylan
Clouds so swift - Rain won’tgt
Gate won't close - Railings froze
Get your mind off wintertime
o . D
You ain't goin nowhere
CHORUS - Wﬁj‘b-ee ride me high
Tongi_r_row‘s the day
Ié%'b_ride's gonna come
_ Oh are we gonna fly
. s
Down in the easy chair
G ‘
I don't care - How many letters they send
Morning came and morning went
Pack up your mongy - Pick up your tent
A Y-
You ain't goin nowhere
CHORUS
Buy me a flute - ‘And a gun that shoots
Tailgates and substitutes
S%p yourself - To a Lﬁgé‘ with roots
You ain't‘;;%in nowhere >
CHORUS
Now Gehghis Kahn - He could not keep
All hlsctflngs - Supplied with sleep
we'll climb that hill no matter how steep
jod &
When we get up to it
CHORUS




Mr Tambourine Man - Bob Dylan

CHQRUS . C.
Hey1 Mr Tambourine Man,é_gray a song for.me

I'm.not sl€epy and there iSho place I'm gﬁ%r;g to
Hg%‘ bourine Man, Play a song for Mme

In the jmgle jangle morning I'll come Tollowin' ygﬁ' DESD |

D (= .
Th ughI know that evenin's empire has returned into sand

Ished from my h&hd D
Left me biindly here to stahd but still not sleeping
My.w&ariness arflazes me, I'm b%nded on my feet

I have ng.one to meet
And the ancient empty street's too dead for dréaming.

CHORUS

% i > G- <
Take.me on a trip upon_your magic syirlin' ship e
My sgnses have been s;_ﬁpped, y hahds can'g feel to grip
My toes too numb to stép, wait Only for my bost heels
To be wanderin' .

rP dy to go ﬁwhere I'm r%dy for to fade

0 my own pa&e, cast your dancing spell my way

I promise to go under it.

CHORUS

< D &

@ough you might hear laughin', spinnin’ swingin' madly across the
sun C. o c
It's not ajmed at anyone, Es just escapin on the run
Ang‘# F the sky therg afe no fegces c.

yoy hear vague Traces of skippin é_eels of rhyme
To your t‘%bourme mé'me, it's just a_ragged clown behind

ouldn't pay it apy mind, it's just a shadow you're

ein' that he's cfasing.

CHORUS

Then take dlsappearm through the s‘r%')ke rmgscgf my n%r;d
Down t fl%y ruins of tlEe, far past the frozen lgaves

The haunted, frightened trées, out he windy beach

Far fr ge twisted redch of.crazy row -

Yes, todance bene@ the diamond sky with gne hand waving free
Silhoue by the sea_gircled Dy ge circus sShds

With all mory and fa!ﬁ driven dﬁ‘% beneath the waves

Let me forget about toady until torfforrow.

CHORUS

DEDG..




She belongs to me — Bob Dylan

C e e P,
She's got everything she needs She's an artist, she don't look back
: _ < F C.
She's got everything she needs She's an artist, she don't look back
& F C P &,

She can take the dark out of night time And paint the daytime black.

You will start out standing Proud to steal her anything she sees
You will start out standing Proud to steal her anything she sees

But you will wind up peeking through her keyhole Down upon your knees.

She never stumbles She's got no place to fall
She never stumbles She's got no place to fall

She's nobody's child The Law can't touch her at all.

She wears an Egyptian ring That sparkles before she speaks
She wears an Egyptian ring That sparkles before she speaks

She's a hypnotist collector You are a walking antique.

Bow down to her on Sunday Salute her when her birthday comes
Bow down to her on Sunday Salute her when her birthday comes

For Halloween buy her a trumpet And for Christmas, give her a drum.

She's got everything she needs She's an artist, she don't look back
She's got everything she needs She's an artist, she don't look back

She can take the dark out of night time And paint the daytime black.



Knocking on heaven's door - Bob Dylan

INTRO:G D Am\G D C\G D Am\G D C

Am

Am

C (D)

Am

on heaven's door

NO CAPO
G D
Mama take this badge off of me
G D C
I can't use it anymore
G D
It's getting dark, too dark for me to see
G D
I feel I'm knockin on heaven's door
CHORUS:
G D
Knock, knock, knockin'
G D

C (D)

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door

G D

Am

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door

G D

C (D)

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door

Mama put my guns in the ground

I can't shoot them anymaore

That long black cloud is comin' down
I feel I'm knockin' on heaven's door

CHORUS

Mama, wipe this blood from my face
I can't see through it anymore

It's a feeling that I just can't trace

I feel I'm knockin' on heaven's door

CHORUS

Baby stay right here with me

'Cause I can't see you anymore

This ain't the way it's supposed to be
I feel I'm knocking on heaven's door

CHORUS

Son won't you remember me?

I can't be with you anymore

A lawman's life is never free

I feel I'm knocking on heaven's door

CHORUS

i



Blowing in the Wind - Bob Dyan

G G G (D) (G)
How many roads must a man walk down,
C D
before you call him a man
G C G (D) (G)
How many seas must a white dove sail,
C D
before she sieeps in the sand
G 2 G ) (G
Yes, and how many times must the cannonballs fly,
C D
before they're forever banned
[Chorus]
C D G (Em)
The answer my friend is blowin' in the wind
i D G

The answer is blowin' in the wind

Yes, and how many years can a mountain exist,
before it is washed to the sea

Yes, and how many years can some people exist,
before they're allowed to be free

Yes, and how many times can a man turn his head,

and pretend that he just doesn't see [Chorus]

Yes, and how many times must a man look up,
before he can see the sky
Yes, and how many ears must one man have,

before he can hear people cry

Yes, and how many deaths will it take till he knows,

that too many people have died [Chorus]

(i

ol
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