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. CITY OF NEW ORLEANS

ﬂINGON THE CITY OF NEW ORLEANS,
F G7
ILLINOIS CENTRAL, LéONDAY 'MORNING RAIL, '

FIFTEEN CARS AND FIFTEEN RESTLESS RIDERS
G C
'l‘ﬂREE CONDUC’IDRS AND TWEN'I:E;FIVE SACKS OF MAIL.
AM EM
ALLALONGTHE SOUTH BOUND ODYSSEY, 'l'HETRAINPULLS OUT OF KANKAKEE

AAII:D ROLLS ALONG PAST HOUSBS, FARMS, AND FIELDS,
EM
PASSING 'l'OWNS THAT HAVE NO NAME, FREIGHT YARDS FULL OF OLD BLACK MEN

AND THE GRAVEYARDS OF RUSTED AUTOMOB]LES.

G C
SINGIN', * GOOD MORNING AMERICA, BOW ARE YOU?"

G
CHORUS SAYIN' "DON'T YOU KNOW ME, I'M YOUR NATIVE SON?"
G C

I'M THE TRAINTHEYCALLé‘BE CITYOFNEWORLEANS
I'LL BEGONEFXVEHUNDREDMILESWHENTHEDAYIS DONE.

B | G C

DEALING CARIBGAMEWITHTH%OLDMENINTHECIZ;UB CAR,

PENNY A POINT, 'l'HERE AlN'T NO ONE KEEPIN' SCORE.
PASSTHEPAPER BAGTHATHOIDSTHEBOTI‘LE,
FEEL'I‘HEWHEELSA- RUMBL!N‘ NEATHTBEFLOOR.

Em AM
AND THE SONSOFPUIJMANPOHERSANDI'HESONSOFENGINEERS
RIDE THEIR FA‘MERS‘ MAGIC CARPET MADE OF STEEL.
Am AM EM
MOTHERSW]THTHEIRBABEBASLEEP ROCKNGTOTBEGENTLEBEAT

ANDTHERY'IMOFTHERA]LSISALLTHEYFEEL

G7

NIGHTTIMEONTHECITYOFNEW(O;RLEANS
G7

AM
CHANGINGCARS]NMEMPBISTENNESSECE

HALFWAY HOME WE'LL BE THERE BY MORNING .
mouanmmssxssmnmnssnoum DOWN TO THE SEA
Am EM AM EM
BUT ALL THE TOWNS AND PEOPLE SEEM TO FADE INTO A BAD DREAM
C D
mmsrmnmssm.nmmmmmws
mcommxcron smessom;s AGA[NTHEPASSENGERSWILLPLEASEREFRAIN

THIS TRAIN'S GOT THE DISAPPEAR]NG RAILROAD BLUKS

F G C
SINGIN, GOOD NIGHT AMERICA, HOW ARE YOU... (COMPLETE CHORUS)



