
Ain't She Sweet 

 
       C      Ab7  G7 

Oh ain't she sweet? 
               C              Ab7             G7 
See her walking down that street. 
          C             E7      A7 
And I ask you very confidentially, 
D7      G7   C 
Ain't she sweet? 

 
       C      Ab7  G7 
Oh ain't she nice? 

                  C        Ab7       G7 
Look her over once or twice. 
          C             E7      A7 
And I ask you very confidentially, 
D7      G7   C 
Ain't she nice? 

 

(bridge) 

 
          C7         F                     C           C7 
Just cast an eye in her direction, 
                     F                            G7 
Oh me oh my, ain't that perfection? 

 
C  Ab7  G7 
I   re -  peat, 
                    C                  Ab7        G7 
Don't you think that's kind of neat? 
           C             E7    A7 
And I ask you very confidentially, 
D7      G7   C 
Ain't she sweet? 

 

 

Repeat  bridge & last verse 1x 
 

             

     

  



Has Anybody Seen My Gal? 

 

C                      E7                       A7 

Five foot two, eyes of blue, but, oh, what those five foot could do, 

        D7          G7         C      G7 

Has anybody seen my gal? 

C                           E7                        A7 

Turned up nose, turned down hose, flapper, yes sir, one of those. 

        D7          G7         C  

Has anybody seen my gal? 

 

                    E7                               Am 

Now if you run into five foot two covered with fur, 

D7                                                       G7 

Diamond rings and all those things – bet’cher life it isn't her, but 

C                          E7                     A7 

Could she love, could she woo, could she, could she, could she coo? 

        D7           G7         C 

Has anybody seen my gal? 

 

 

C                      E7                       A7 

Five foot two, eyes of blue, but, oh, what those five foot could do, 

        D7          G7         C      G7 

Has anybody seen my gal? 

 

                    E7                               Am 

Now if you run into five foot two covered with fur, 

D7                                                       G7 

Diamond rings and all those things – bet’cher life it isn't her, but 

C                          E7                     A7 

Could she love, could she woo, could she, could she, could she coo? 

        D7           G7           D7                            G7                       D7          G7          C 

Has anybody seen my -  now you know just what I mean - has anybody seen my gal? 

 

 

    

    

    



Puttin’ on the Ritz 

 

Dm 

If you're blue and you don't know where to go to 

                                                      A7 

Why don't you go where fashion sits, 

                      Dm      (Bb7  A7) 

Puttin' on the ritz. 

Dm                                        

Different types who wear a daycoat, pants with stripes 

                                            A7 

And cut away coat, perfect fits, 

                      Dm 

Puttin' on the ritz. 

 

 

Gm                                                   

Dressed up like a million dollar trouper 

F                       C                     F          (Bb7      A7) 

Trying hard to look like Gary Cooper (super duper) 

Dm 

Come let's mix where Rockefellers walk with sticks 

                                   A7 

Or umbrellas in their mitts 

                      Dm      (Bb7  A7) 

Puttin' on the Ritz 

 

 

Instrumental verse -   Dm A7 Dm (Bb7 A7) / Dm A7 Dm 

 

 

 

 

 

CONTINUED! 

    

   

 



 

Gm 

Tips his hat just like an english chappie 

F              C                     F         (Bb7      A7) 

To a lady with a wealthy pappy (very snappy) 

Dm 

You'll declare it's simply topping to be there 

                                                         A7 

And hear them swapping smart tidbits 

                      Dm       

Puttin' on the ritz! 

 

Instrumental verse -   Dm A7 Dm (Bb7 A7) / Dm A7 – 

                                                                                      (a cappela) 

                                                                                          Puttin’ on the Ritz! 

 



They’re Red Hot! 

 

C                                    A           D7       G7             C 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

C                                    A           D7                         G7              

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

              C                                C7 

She got two for a nickel, got four for a dime      

F                                        D7 

If they’s burnt, well they ain't none of mine 

C                                    A           D7       G7             C 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

I got a gal, she’s  long and tall 

Sleeps in the kitchen with her feets in the hall 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

Me and my baby bought a V-8 Ford 

She like to ride it on the runnin board  

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale  

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got em for sale 

Billy backed into the bumble bee’s  nest 

Ever since that he can't get no rest, yeah 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes you got'em for sale 

 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale  

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got em for sale 

A doller’s still a doller and a dime is still a dime 

We’d sing another chorus but we haven’t got the time, well, 

Hot tamales and they're red hot, yes she got'em for sale 

 

         

     



WHEN THE SAINTS GO MARCHING IN 
4/4     1234   1 

                                                                                                
Oh, when the Saints go marching in, oh, when the Saints go marching in 
 

                                                        
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number, when the Saints go marching in. 
 

                                                                               
Oh, when the sun refuse to shine, oh, when the sun refuse to shine, 
 

                                                 
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number, when the sun re-fuse to shine. 
 
 

Oh, when the Saints……………….. 
 

                                                                                               
Oh when the trumpet sounds the call, oh, when the trumpet sounds the call   

                                                         
Oh, Lord, I want to be in that number, when the trumpet sounds the call 
 
 

Oh, when the Saints………………. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



12 Bar Blues Progression 

(in key of A; 4/4 time) 

 

A                 D7               A             A7 

////               ////              ////             //// 

 

 

 

D7             D7              A             A7 

////             ////              ////             //// 

 

 

E7            F7   E7    

////            //     // 

 

 

A   D            A   E7 

//    //            //    // 
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