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Deep down in Lovisiana, close to New Orleans,
P Way bacc;Ii up in the woods among the evergreens,

,There stood a log cabin made of earth and wood
. S Where ved a country boy named Johnny B. Goode
L4 T"t Who never ever learned to read or write so well,
| But he could plag the guitar just like a ringin’ a beII

z" G0 Go Go, Shmng, Go Go o Go Bhnny, 6o Go Go
Go, Johnny, Go Go Go Go Jhnny, Go Go Go.... Johnny B. Goode

é He used to ég)r)rg his guitar in a gunny sack,
| Go sit beneath the tree by the railroad track

< Oid engmeers would see him sittin’ in the shade,

I’T’ Strummm with the rhythm that the drivers made

G (1) When people passed him by they would stop and say,
%E Oh my but that Iittle country boy could play’

:ﬁ B0 Go Go, hnny. Go Go Go Go.ll:nng,GoGo(éo i

Go, Jhnny, Go Go Go Go Jbhnny, Go Go Go.... Jbhnny B. Goode
A(ID His ngtta)gher told him, Someday you will be a man,
\bu will be the leader of a big ol’ band

4? Mang people comin’ from miles around

ng hear you play your music when the sun go down
Maybe someday your name II be in lights,
Sayin’ ‘Johnny B. Goode tomght
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