
Ukulele Chords for Beginners 

                                         Good  Children  Eat  Apples 

 

Major chords 

     

 

Minor Chords 

     

 

7th Chords 

     



Achy Breaky Heart by: Billy Ray Cyrus  
 

 Strum: DOWN Up Down Up, DOWN Up Down Up 

 

[F] Well you can tell the world you never was my girl 

You can burn my clothes up when I’m [C] gone 

You can tell your friends just what a fool I've been 

And laugh and joke about me on the [F] phone 

 

[F] You can tell my arms .... go back to the farm 

Or you can tell my feet to hit the [C] floor 

You can tell my lips to tell my fingertips 

They won't be reaching out for you no [F] more 

 

Chorus:      

        But [F]don't tell my heart, my achy breaky heart 

        I just don't think he'll under[C]stand 

        And if you tell my heart, my achy breaky heart 

        He might blow up and kill this [F]man 

 

[F] You can tell your ma I moved to Arcansas 

Or you can tell your dog to bite my [C] leg 

Or tell your brother Cliff whose fist can tell my lip 

He never really liked me any[F]way 

 

[F] Or tell your Aunt Louise, tell her anything you please 

Myself already knows I'm not [C] ok 

Or you can tell my eyes to watch out for my mind 

It might be walkin' out on me to[F]day 

 

Chorus x2 

 

End on 

    F (DOWN Up, Down Up, DOWN) 

... man 
  



Jambalaya 

 

         F                                                    C 

Goodbye, Joe, me gotta go, me oh my oh. 

                                                                        F 

Me gotta go, pole the pirogue down the bayou. 

                                                                    C 

My Yvonne, the sweetest one, me oh my oh. 

                                                                         F 

Son of a gun, gonna have big fun on the bayou. 

 

     F                                                                C 

Jambalaya and a crawfish pie and fillet gumbo 

                                                                            F 

'Cause tonight I'm gonna see my ma cher amio. 

                                                        C 

Pick guitar, fill fruit jar and be gayo, 

                                                                         F 

Son of a gun, gonna have big fun on the bayou. 

 

      F                                                           C 

Thibodaux, Fontaineaux, the place is buzzin', 

                                                               F 

kinfolk come to see Yvonne by the dozen. 

                                                                     C 

Dress in style and go hog wild, and be gayo. 

                                                                         F 

Son of a gun, gonna have big fun on the bayou. 

 

     F                                                                C 

Jambalaya and a crawfish pie and fillet gumbo 

                                                                            F 

'Cause tonight I'm gonna see my ma cher amio. 

                                                        C 

Pick guitar, fill fruit jar and be gayo, 

                                                                         F 

Son of a gun, gonna have big fun on the bayou. 

 

         F                                                                  C 

Oh, jambalaya and a crawfish pie and fillet gumbo 

                                                                            F 

'Cause tonight I'm gonna see my ma cher amio. 

                                                        C 

Pick guitar, fill fruit jar and be gayo, 

                                                                         F 

Son of a gun, gonna have big fun on the bayou. 
  



SINGING IN THE RAIN (F & C) 

 

F 

I'm singing in the rain 

Just singing in the rain 

What a glorious feeling 

      C 

I'm  happy again 

 

I'm laughing at clouds 

So dark up above 

'Cause the sun's in my heart 

              F 

And I'm ready for love 

 

Let the stormy clouds chase 

Everyone from the place 

Come on with the rain 

           C 

I've a  smile on my face 

 

I'll walk down the lane 

With a happy refrain 

'Cause I'm singing 

                                 F 

Just singing in the rain. 

 


