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OnÂ theÂ MexicanÂ CoastÂ â€“Â RichardÂ Berman

[AvailableÂ at:Â http://www.myspace.com/richardbermanmusic/music/songs/on-the-me
xican-coast-16810123]

AllÂ chordsÂ areÂ theÂ normalÂ chordsÂ youÂ probablyÂ learnedÂ whenÂ youÂ firstÂ
 pickedÂ up
aÂ guitar.Â TheÂ onlyÂ exceptionÂ isÂ theÂ D*Â chord,Â justÂ wasntÂ sureÂ whatÂ 
chordÂ it
reallyÂ wasÂ (basicallyÂ youÂ justÂ liftÂ yourÂ pointerÂ offÂ theÂ thirdÂ string
Â onÂ the
normalÂ DÂ chordÂ toÂ make:

  D*Â =e| -2-
      B|-3-
      G|-0-
      D|-0-
      A|-0-
      E|-0-

ChordsÂ inÂ VersesÂ (1st,Â 2nd,Â andÂ 4thÂ stanza)Â 
   Â Â Â Â Â DÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â    Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â D
*Â Â Â Â Â Â BmÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â 
   InÂ aÂ smallÂ fishingÂ villageÂ onÂ theÂ MexicanÂ coast,Â 
   Â Â Â Â AÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â     Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â DÂ Â Â  Â A
Â Â Â Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â Â 
   TenÂ yellow-finnedÂ tunaÂ onÂ theÂ floorÂ onÂ hisÂ boat,Â 
   Â Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â    Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â A
   TheÂ fishermanÂ gathersÂ themÂ upÂ inÂ aÂ sac.Â 
  Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â Â    Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â 
DÂ 
   AÂ smileÂ onÂ hisÂ face,Â noondayÂ sunÂ onÂ hisÂ back.

ChordsÂ inÂ VersesÂ (3rdÂ stanza)Â 
Â Â Â Â Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â     Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â D
Â Â Â Â Â 
   AndÂ ifÂ youÂ fishÂ longer, theÂ AmericanÂ mused
   GÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â   Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â DÂ 
   SeemsÂ youÂ couldÂ catchÂ moreÂ withÂ ease
       GÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â          
Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â 
   TheÂ fishermanÂ climbedÂ outÂ ofÂ theÂ boatÂ withÂ hisÂ sack,
   GÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â   Â Â Â Â Â Â DÂ Â Â Â Â 
   IÂ haveÂ enoughÂ forÂ myÂ needs.



ChordsÂ inÂ ChorusÂ (1stÂ andÂ 2ndÂ stanza)
   G
   InÂ theÂ morningsÂ ImÂ inÂ myÂ boatÂ fishing,Â 
Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â DÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â D*Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Bm
Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â 
   ThenÂ itsÂ homeÂ toÂ MariaÂ myÂ wife,Â 
Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â GÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â A
   WeÂ haveÂ lunchÂ thenÂ weÂ takeÂ ourÂ siesta,
Â Â    Â Â Â Â DÂ Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Â Bm
   TheÂ IÂ playÂ withÂ theÂ kidsÂ forÂ aÂ while.

LyricsÂ (notÂ onlineÂ anywhere)

Verse:
InÂ aÂ smallÂ fishingÂ villageÂ onÂ theÂ MexicanÂ coast,Â 
TenÂ yellow-finnedÂ tunaÂ onÂ theÂ floorÂ onÂ hisÂ boat,
TheÂ fishermanÂ gathersÂ themÂ upÂ inÂ aÂ sac.
AÂ smileÂ onÂ hisÂ face,Â noondayÂ sunÂ onÂ hisÂ back.

ThatsÂ aÂ good-lookingÂ catch,Â comesÂ aÂ voiceÂ fromÂ theÂ dock,
AnÂ AmericanÂ touristÂ withÂ aÂ goldÂ RolexÂ watch.
DidÂ itÂ takeÂ aÂ longÂ timeÂ toÂ bringÂ inÂ thatÂ haul?
TheÂ fishermanÂ lookedÂ up,Â noÂ notÂ longÂ atÂ all.

AndÂ ifÂ youÂ fishÂ longer,Â theÂ AmericanÂ mused
SeemsÂ youÂ couldÂ catchÂ moreÂ withÂ ease.
TheÂ fishermanÂ climbedÂ outÂ ofÂ theÂ boatÂ withÂ hisÂ sack,
IÂ haveÂ enoughÂ forÂ myÂ needs.

AndÂ whatÂ doÂ youÂ doÂ withÂ theÂ restÂ ofÂ yourÂ time?
TheÂ AmericansÂ watchÂ gleamedÂ inÂ theÂ light.
TheÂ fishermanÂ turnedÂ hisÂ gazeÂ toÂ theÂ sea,
LookedÂ backÂ asÂ heÂ loweredÂ theÂ sackÂ toÂ hisÂ feet.

Chorus:

InÂ theÂ morningsÂ ImÂ inÂ myÂ boatÂ fishing,Â 
ThenÂ itsÂ homeÂ toÂ MariaÂ myÂ wife,Â 
WeÂ haveÂ lunchÂ thenÂ weÂ takeÂ ourÂ siesta,
TheÂ IÂ playÂ withÂ theÂ kidsÂ forÂ aÂ while.

InÂ theÂ eveningsÂ IÂ strollÂ intoÂ theÂ village,
PlayÂ guitar,Â singÂ songs,Â harmonize,
SipÂ wineÂ withÂ myÂ dearÂ amigos,
ItsÂ aÂ fullÂ andÂ busyÂ life.

Â Verse:



TheÂ AmericanÂ sighed,Â IÂ canÂ giveÂ youÂ someÂ help
IveÂ succeededÂ inÂ business,Â IÂ knowÂ howÂ toÂ makeÂ wealth
IfÂ youÂ wereÂ toÂ fishÂ longer,Â setÂ theÂ moneyÂ aside,
YouÂ couldÂ saveÂ untilÂ thereÂ isÂ aÂ secondÂ boatÂ youÂ canÂ buy.

KeepÂ savingÂ andÂ buyingÂ tillÂ youÂ ownÂ yourÂ ownÂ fleet
ThenÂ youÂ buyÂ upÂ yourÂ ownÂ canningÂ plant
MexicoÂ City,Â LA,Â theÂ NewÂ York,
YouÂ moveÂ asÂ yourÂ empireÂ expands.

HowÂ longÂ wouldÂ thisÂ take?Â theÂ FishermanÂ asked.
Oh,Â fifteen,Â twentyÂ yearsÂ willÂ haveÂ passed.
WhatÂ then?Â askedÂ theÂ Fisherman,Â whatÂ happensÂ next?
AhhÂ thenÂ comesÂ theÂ partÂ thatÂ IÂ loveÂ theÂ best.

WhenÂ theÂ timeÂ isÂ right,Â youllÂ announceÂ toÂ theÂ world
AnÂ initialÂ sellÂ ofÂ yourÂ stock
AndÂ whenÂ theÂ sharesÂ areÂ sold,Â youllÂ beÂ aÂ richÂ man,
MillionsÂ isÂ whatÂ youllÂ haveÂ got.

Millions?Â theÂ fishermanÂ pickedÂ upÂ hisÂ sack,
AndÂ then,Â whatÂ then,Â whatÂ comesÂ afterÂ that?
TheÂ AmericanÂ scannedÂ theÂ seaÂ andÂ theÂ boats,
YouÂ retireÂ toÂ aÂ villageÂ onÂ theÂ MexicanÂ coast.

Chorus:

WhereÂ youllÂ startÂ offÂ yourÂ dayÂ withÂ someÂ fishing,
ComeÂ homeÂ toÂ MariaÂ yourÂ wife
HaveÂ lunchÂ thenÂ takeÂ yourÂ siestas
ThenÂ playÂ withÂ theÂ grandÂ kidsÂ aÂ while

InÂ theÂ eveningsÂ youllÂ strollÂ intoÂ theÂ village
PlayÂ guitar,Â singÂ songs,Â harmonize,
SipÂ wineÂ withÂ yourÂ dearÂ amigos,
WhatÂ moreÂ couldÂ oneÂ askÂ forÂ fromÂ life?


