M Jones - Counting Crows

Am F
Vll | was down at the New Ansterdam
Dm G
Just staring at this yellow haired girl
Am F G
M Jones strikes up a conversation with a black-haired flam ngo dancer
Am F Dm G

You no she dancers well his father plays guitar and shes suddenly beautif
u

Am F G

And we all want sonething beautifulman I wish | was beautiful |alalala

Am F
Ch, cut up Maria,

Dm G

Come on, show ne sonme of them Spani sh dancers

Am F G
And pass ne a bottle M Jones

Am F Dm G Am F

Ch, believe in nme, cone on, help nme believe in anything, cause | wanna be soneon
e

G
who bel i eves

C F G
M Jones and ne tell each other fairytales
C F G

And we stare at the beautiful wonen, shes |ooking at you nananana, she
217;s |l ooking at me

C F G
Standing in this bright Iight coming through his stereo
C F G

When everybody | oves youyou shoul d never be |onely

Am F
Well | wanna paint nyself a picture
Dm G
I wanna paint nyself in blue, and red, and black and grey
Am F G
All the beautiful colours are very very neani ngful

Am F

Ya, you know grey? Its ny favourite col our
Dm G
| just get so confused every day

Am F G
but if | knew Picasso, | would buy nyself a grey guitar and play
C F G

M Jones and ne ook into the future
C F G






