
Th e  Pogue s

 (s e e  tab)

A                         D                       G
It w as  Ch ristm as  Eve babe  in th e  drunk  tank
                   D                                  A
An old m an said to m e , w on't s e e  anoth er one   
                    D                                          G
And th en h e  sang a song Th e  Rare  Old M ountain Dew
                            D                                  Asus4 D    A
 And I turned m y face aw ay and dream ed about you

               D                                  G
Got on a luck y one  Cam e in e igh te en to one
                D                              A
I've got a fe eling th is  year's  for m e  and you
                D                              G
So h appy Ch ristm as  I love you baby
                   D                                   Asus4            D
I can s e e  a better tim e  w h en all our dream s  com e true

D  A  D  G  A  D

                    D               A                        Bm         G
Th ey've got cars  big as  bars  th ey've got rivers  of gold
            D                                                                           A
But th e  w ind goe s  righ t th rough  you it's  no place for th e  old
                 D                 Bm              D                     G
W h en you first took  m y h and on a cold Ch ristm as  Eve
       D                                             A               D
You prom is ed m e  Broadw ay w as  w aiting for m e

                D                                                                            A
You w ere  h andsom e . You w ere  pretty, Queen of New  York  City
                D                    G                    A                    D
W h en th e  band finis h ed playing, th ey h ow led out for m ore
D                                                                         A
Sinatra w as  sw inging, all th e  drunk s  th ey w ere  s inging
      D                    G                A                             D
W e k is s ed on th e  corner th en danced th rough  th e  nigh t
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       G                                               D                       Bm
Th e  boys  of th e  NYPD ch oir w ere  s inging 'Galw ay Bay'
             D               G        A                            D
And th e  bells w ere  ringing out for Ch ristm as  day

D  A  Bm   G  D  A  D  Bm   D  G  D  A  D

              D                                                                A
You're  a bum , you're  a punk . You're  an old slut on junk
         D                  G               A               D
Lying th e re  alm ost dead on a drip in th at bed
        D                                                               A
You scum  bag, you m aggot. You ch eap lousy faggot
           D                       G                A                 D
H appy Ch ristm as  your ars e . I pray God it's  our last

  A                D
I could h ave be en som eone
               G
So could anyone
                      D
You took  m y dream s
                                   A
From  m e  w h en I first found you
                   D
I k ept th em  w ith  m e  babe
                 G
I put th em  w ith  m y ow n
                     D
Can't m ak e  it all alone
                     G            A        D
I've built m y dream s  around you

D  G  D  A  D  G  D  G  A    repeat to fade
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