Oh The Places

Verse 1:  

  G      Am7            C              G

Walk softly past the cracks in the floor.  

G                  Am7      C                  G



Like the ones that creak outside your parent’s door.

G            Am7         C                   G

I’ll tell a tale.  We’ll leave her dreamin there.

G        Am7   C           G

She once had soft yellow hair.

G          Am7             C                G

And cotton lace to tie the dresses that she wore.

G                Am7                 C                 G

And hands that’d swing you ‘round so you’d cry out for more.

G         Am7   C     G

She would dance wide eyed

G        Am7     C            G

She once was my girlish gypsy bride.

Chorus:  

   D    Em                C                       G

If I had her world to give you, I’d dress it in a bow.

D              Em              C

Could there be sweeter eyes to see through?

                                      Bm7 

So  pack your bags.  Don’t you wait.  There are rainbows stacked along the way.

Bbm7                                    Am7                     G

Cast a sail.  The four winds blow.  And oh, the places you will go.
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Verse 2:

G            Am7       C             G

Now tie your laces and ready up your feet.

G              Am7          C              G

There might be rain.  Your boots, they may leak.

G            Am7           C              G

But when it pours, you can conjure up her face.

G        Am7    C            G

She once had a girlish gypsy grace.

G              Am7        C                  G

And when she’d sing, the moons would gather ‘round.

G                 Am7        C                    G

They’d blush with joy at the venus that they’d found.

G         Am7      C       G

She would laugh a thousand stars.

G        Am7     C           G

She once was my gypsy troubadour.

Chorus:  

   D    Em                C                       G

If I had her world to give you, I’d dress it in a bow.

D              Em              C

Could there be sweeter eyes to see through?

                                      Bm7 

So  pack your bags.  Don’t you wait.  There are rainbows stacked along the way.

Bbm7                                    Am7                     G
Cast a sail.  The four winds blow.  And oh, the places you will go.

