
Lyrics of San Francisco Sound Music
WHITE RABBIT (Grace Slick of the Jefferson Airplane)

One pill makes you larger
And one pill makes you small,
And the ones that mother gives you
Don't do anything at all.
Go ask Alice
When she's ten feet tall.
And if you go chasing rabbits
And you know you're going to fall,
Tell 'em a hookah smoking caterpillar
Has given you the call.
Call Alice
When she was just small.
When the men on the chessboard
Get up and tell you where to go
And you've just had some kind of mushroom
And your mind is moving low.
Go ask Alice
I think she'll know.
When logic and proportion
Have fallen sloppy dead,
And the White Knight is talking backwards
And the Red Queen's "off with her head!"
Remember what the dormouse said:
"Feed your head. Feed your head. Feed your head"

transcribed by Johnny Blasi



Purple Haze by Jimi Hendrix

Purple Haze was in my brain, 
lately things don’t seem the same,

actin’ funny but I don’t know why,
‘scuse me while I kiss the sky.

Purple Haze all around,
don’t know if I’m coming up or down.

Am I happy or in misery?
Whatever it is, that girl put a spell  on me.

Purple Haze was in my eyes,
don’t know if it’s day or night,

You’ve got me blowing, blowing my mind
is it tomorrow or just the end of time?



Me & Bobby McGee 
                                           Kris Kristofferson, Fred Foster 

Performed by Janice Joplin
                                                          

                                    Busted flat in Baton Rouge, waiting for a train 
                                    And I's feeling nearly as faded as my jeans. 

                                 Bobby thumbed a diesel down just before it rained, 
                                       It rode us all the way to New Orleans. 

                                 I pulled my harpoon out of my dirty red bandanna, 
                                   I was playing soft while Bobby sang the blues. 

                        Windshield wipers slapping time, I was holding Bobby's hand in mine, 
                                       We sang every song that driver knew. 

                                Freedom is just another word for nothing left to lose, 
                             Nothing don't mean nothing honey if it ain't free, now now. 
                              And feeling good was easy, Lord, when he sang the blues, 

                                  You know feeling good was good enough for me, 
                                    Good enough for me and my Bobby McGee. 

                                 From the Kentucky coal mines to the California sun, 
                                     Hey, Bobby shared the secrets of my soul. 

                           Through all kinds of weather, through everything that we done, 
                                      Hey Bobby baby kept me from the cold. 

                                 One day up near Salinas, Lord, I let him slip away, 
                                 He's looking for that home and I hope he finds it, 

                              But I'd trade all of my tomorrows for one single yesterday 
                                     To be holding Bobby's body next to mine. 

                                Freedom is just another word for nothing left to lose, 
                                    Nothing, that's all that Bobby left me, yeah, 

                              But feeling good was easy, Lord, when he sang the blues, 
                              Hey, feeling good was good enough for me, hmm hmm, 

                                    Good enough for me and my Bobby McGee. 

                                        La la la, la la la la, la la la, la la la la 
                                            La la la la la Bobby McGee. 

                                             La la la la la, la la la la la 
                                          La la la la la, Bobby McGee, la. 



                                             La La la, la la la la la la, 
                           La La la la la la la la la, hey now Bobby now Bobby McGee yeah. 

                            Na na na na na na na na, na na na na na na na na na na na 
                                      Hey now Bobby now, Bobby McGee, yeah. 

                                     Lord, I'm calling my lover, calling my man, 
                                   I said I'm calling my lover just the best I can, 

                              C'mon, where is Bobby now, where is Bobby McGee, yeah, 
                                   Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lord 

                                         Hey, hey, hey, Bobby McGee, Lord! 

                                                   Yeah! Whew! 

                                   Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lordy Lord 
                                           Hey, hey, hey, Bobby McGee. 

                                                           


