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Bang Bang
The Raconteurs

| Perfornmed by Raconteurs |
| Witten by Nancy Sinatra |

Intro (x2)

I was five and he was six, rode on horses nade of sticks



He was black and | was white, he would always win the fight?

Chor us

Bang, Bang! You shot ne down! Bang, Bang! I hit the ground!
Bang, Bang?
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Verse 2

Seasons came and changed the tine
When | grew up | called himmne
He woul d al ways | augh and say
Renmenber when we used to play
Chor us

Main Riff

Verse 3

Now he s gone and | don t know why
Sonmetinmes | cry

He didn t even say goodbye

He didn t take the tine to lie

Chor us

Qutro



