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Words and Music by 
JOHN SEBASTIAN
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Well, she’s all you’d ev - er want, she’s 

nev - er in the way, al -
knows what I’m a - bout, she

the kind men like to flaunt and take to
ways som e-thing nice to say, what a
can take what I dish out and that’s not

din - ner. Well, she
bless - ing. 1 can
eas - y- Well, she

CHORUS

al - ways knows her place, she’s got style, she’s got grace, she’s a win - ner. i
leave her on her own, know-ing she's O. K. a - lone and there's no mess - ing. > She’s A La - dy,

knows me thru and thru, she knows what to do and how to  please me.)

E m / A p E m  E rn / A

Ë
7 F » ------ W * ------------ 9 _________ _______________ « ___ « ______

w r  » 9  J  1 1 / /  1 1 - ,  wT  k I w m  ^  ^ ^ ------------ P r  #  m  rv J j  — — — ~ r  - j ~ \  ~ : ______________ ___ _____ _____

w o__ oh___ oh, She’s A La - d y ,______  talk - in’ a - bout__ that lit - tie la - dy, and the la - dy is

Bm

A *

1 2 To next strain 4 Repeat Chorus 
and Fade

Bb F
1 ■ J 3-

Et>

m
Bb

^  il ^ L ITT— ■ ■
— f » ■  —  1 ^ — 1 w rr  r a ^ F-----  ... f w p 1— -------

* 3 — b f H ------------ ------------- --- ‘  ■ L - J l- JH :—
mine______  Well, she’s Well, she She’s A n e v -e r  asks v e r -y  much and I don't re -fu se  her,
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al - ways treat her with re - sped, I nev - er would a - buse her. What she’s got is hard to find and I don't want to lose her.
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Words and Music by 
FRANK C. SLAY JR. & BOB CREWE
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Took a walk and passed your house late last night, All the shades were pulled and drawn 'w ay down tight; From with - in a dim light 
Lost con - trol, and rang your bell. I w as sore, “Let me in, or else 111 beat down your door." When tw o s tra n -g e rs , who had
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w ais '. held you tight. K iss - es I could al - m ost taste
wings on my feet, loved you like I’ve nev - er loved

in the night, W on - derd why I'm not the
you my sweet, Vowed that you and I would
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whose sil - hou e tte ’s on the shade I could - n’t hide the tears in m y eyes. Ah,.
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Lively Blues Tempo
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Words and Music by 
JOE TEX
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NARRATION

Say, man; Don’t walk ahead of that woman like she don’t belong to you. Just ’cause her got them little skinny legs. You know 
that ain’t no way to do. You didn 't act like that when you had it at home behind closed doors. All right. Now you act like you 
ashamed of that woman. Don’t even want nobody to know she’s yours. That's all right. You just walk on, baby, and don’t you 
worry about a doggone thing at all, because there’s some man, somewhere who’ll take you, baby, skinny legs and all.

Show you what I'm talkin’ about; listen to me. Now, who’ll take the woman with the skinny legs? You stand right there, baby. I’m 
gonna give you away in a minute. Come on somebody, please take the woman with the skinny legs. Now, you all know the lady 
with the skinny legs has got to have somebody too, now. Will somebody please take the lady with the skinny legs, please?

Hey, Joe! (ans.) Yeah, Bobby. Why don’t you take her? fans.) Shut up fool. I don’t want no woman with no skinny legs. Look 
here. I thought about giving this woman to  Clyde. But, no, ’cause I know the kind o f woman Clyde likes. So, Leroy'll take her.
Say, Leroy, you got her.

Say, Miss lady. Now, why you wanna act like that man ain't yours? Just ’cause he’s walkin’ with you with them raggedy clothes. 
The man just forgot to get his suit out o f the cleaners, that's all.

All right, all right. You act like that man don't belong to you. Go on over there, and kiss and hold his hand. Say you ain’t  gonna 
do what? That’s all right. You just walk on, Mister, and don’t you worry about a doggone thing at all, ’cause there’s some woman, 
somewhere, w ho’ll take you, Mister, raggedy clothes and all. Just keep on walkin’. Don't be ashamed of what you got. . .(I’m still 
trying to get rid o f the lady with the skinny legs.)


