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Ranbl i ng Through The Avenues O Tine
Fl i ght of the Conchords

Sounds pretty good to ne.

Sanme all the way through.
Corrections and conments wel cone.
Thanks. . .

Def s:
C-xx0232

G F#-x40232
G E-x20232

Am 022033

C- 320033

D- x02220
D7sus4-x02030

C G F# G E
i was wandering through the streets of the city
C Am D7sus4 D
ranbl i ng through the avenues of tine
C G F# GE C
when from nowhere ny eyes fell onto a girl
C Am D7sus4 D
and by chance her eyes fell onto m ne
C G F# GE C
so i sat and acted all non-nonchal ant
C Am D7sus4 D
she snoked her |avender cigarette
C G F# G E C
reading the future that lay in ny hands
C Am D7sus4 D

ny shadow pl ayed a bass cl ari net
(where you going with this bret?)

we wal tzed down a noonlight boul evard

just two silhouettes in the m st

(ah yes)

days went by and years went by

nonents went by when we ki ssed

(when was this?)

she said your beard is woven of heartache

and we ||l drink for the lonely tonight

and the nmoon is a horny old drunkard

(uh bret, could you please nove over to your right?)
we drank dandelion wi ne and we remn nisced

about the nmonment we first nmet that day

(i mtrying to watch tv)

then we remnini sced about how we first remnisced
(oh yeah? sounds a bit gay)



she handed ne a broken nenory

a keepsake to forever nobst say?

a brief taste of love is as sweet as any
C Am C-

and with that she nade her way

(oh yeah? what was her nane?)

she said her nane was a secret

then she said her nane was cherie
(was her mddle nane cherie

so it s a secret cherie maybe?)

mm nmaybe

(what d she | ook |ike?)

she | ooked |ike a parisian river
(what dirty?)

she |l ooked |ike a chocolate eclair
(that s rare)

her eyes were reflections of eyes
(oh nice)

and the rai nbows danced in her hair
(aw yeah)

she renminded me of winter s norning
(what frigid?)

her perfunme as eau de toilette

(what s that nean?)

she was conparable to cleopatra
(quite ol d)

she s |i ke shakespeare s juliette
(what thirteen?)

t he bohem ans of soho did pirouettes
as we waltzed through the streets of nanhattan
on rivers of ribbon and sail boats of song

there s a girl i described she s as real as the w nd
it s true i saw her today
the other details are inventions
C Am C~-
because i prefer her that way.
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