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Joannna Newsom - Enily
M sc Unsi gned Bands

EM LY - Joanna Newsom
This is just a few changes to another tab for this song which I think sounds
better.
to lan.C for the original.

Tuni ng: St andard

D# Gn F Cm

The neadow ark and the chi mchoo-ree and the sparrow

Set to the sky in a flying spree, for the sport over the pharaoh

Little while later the Pharisees dragged conb through the nmeadow

Do you renenber what they called up to you and ne, in our w ndow?

there is a rusty light on the pines tonight sun pouring wine, lord, or narrow
down into the bones of the birches and the spires of the churches jutting out
fromthe shadows

t he oak, and the axe, and the ol d snokestacks and the bal e and the barrow

and everything sloped like it was dragged froma rope in the nouth of the south
bel ow

GH C G Am

we ve seen those nountains kneeling, felten and grey

we t hought our very hearts would up and nelt away

Fm C G Am

fromthat snow in the nighttinme just going and going

and the stirring of wind chines in the norning in the norning
Dm G Dm G

hel ps nme find ny way back in

fromthe place where |I have been

F Em G
(i nstrunmental segway)

Em A
and, Emly - | saw you last night by the river
| dreanmed you were skipping little stones across the surface of the water
Bm D C
Em
frowning at the angle where they were lost, and slipped under forever,
in a nmud-cloud, mca-spangled, like the sky d been breathing on a mrror
Em A
anyhow - | sat by your side, by the water

you taught nme the nanmes of the stars overhead that | wote down in ny | edger
Bm D C



Em
though all | knew of the rote universe were those pleiades | oosed in decenber
| promised you | 4€°d set themto verse so | d always renenber

Em A
that the neteorite is a source of the light and the neteor s just what we see
Bm D C

Em

and the nmeteoroid is a stone that s devoid of the fire that propelled it to thee
Em A
and the neteorite s just what causes the light and the meteor s how it s
per cei ved
Bm D C
Em

and the neteoroid s a bone thrown fromthe void that lies quiet in offering to
t hee

D# Gn F Cm
you canme and lay a cold conpress upon the nmess | min
threw the wi ndow wi de and cried; Amen! Amen! Anmen!
the whole world - stopped - to hear you hollering
you | ooked down and saw now what was happeni ng
the lines are fadin in ny kingdom
t hough | have never known the way to border themin
so the nuddy nout hs of baboons and sows and the grouse and the horse and the hen
grope at the gate of the loomng | ake that was once a tidy pen
and the mail is late and the great estates are not it fromwthin
the talk in town s becom ng downright sickening

GH C G Am

in due time we will see the far butte |it by a flare

| ve seen your bravery, and | will follow you there

Fm C G Am

and row t hrough the nighttime gone healthy gone healthy all of a sudden in
search of the mdw fe who could help me who could help ne

Dm G Dm G

help me find my way back in

there are worries where | ve been

F Em G
(i nstrunental segway)

Em A
say, say, say in the lee of the bay; don t be bothered
| eave your troubles here where the tugboats shear the water fromthe water

Bm D C

Em
flanked by furrows, curling back, like a nmatch held up to a newspaper
Em A

Emily, they Il follow your lead by the letter
and | make this claim and | mnot ashamed to say | know you better



Bm D C
Em
what they ve seen is just a beam of your sun that bani shes winter

Em A
| et us go! though we know it s a hopel ess endeavor
the ties that bind, they are barbed and spi ned and hold us cl ose forever
Bm D C
Em
t hough there is nothing would help ne cone to grips with a sky that is gaping
and yawni ng
there is a song I woke with on nmy |lips as you sailed your great ship towards the
nor ni ng

D# Gm F Cm

cone on hone, the poppies are all grown knee-deep by now

bl ossons all have fallen, and the pollen ruins the plow
peoni es nod in the breeze and while they wetly bow, with
hydrocephalitic listlessness ants nop up their brow

and everything with wings is restless, aimess, drunk and dour
the butterflies and birds collide at hot, ungodly hours

and my clay-colored notherl essness rangily reclines

- come on hone, now all ny bones are dol orous with vines

GH C G Am

Pa pointed out to ne, for the hundredth tinme tonight

the way the ladle leads to a dirt-red bullet of |ight

Fm C G Am

squint skyward and listen - loving him we nove wthin

his borders: just asterisns in the stars set order

we could stand for a century, starin , with our heads cocked
in the broad daylight at this thing. Joy, |andl ocked

in bodies that don t keep, dunbstruck with the sweetness of be-
ing till we dont be told; take this and eat this

D# Gn F Cm

told; the nmeteorite is the source of the light and the nmeteor s just what we see
and the neteoroid is a stone that s devoid of the fire that propelled it to thee
and the neteorite s just what causes the light and the nmeteor s howit s

percei ved

and the neteoroid s a bone thrown fromthe void that lies quiet in offering to

t hee

Scott Wl ker
s. wal ker @under | and. ac. uk



