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        C                                      F                         G    F     C     
I’m going to New Orleans. I bid you boys a fond farewell.
         F                                               G       F   C
I’m going to New Orleans. I bid you boys a fond farewell.
            Am                     G                F                              G      C            
If you ever miss your songbird, write the White Azaelia Hotel

 
    C                                    F                 G     F     C 
I seen the people here, can’t find a smile no-how.  
      F                                                                G  F      C 
I seen all the people here, write a new line in my brow
             Am                      G               F                          G           C
If they ask about your songbird, tell ‘em that she’s smiling now                    

          Am              E7                      Am                                 E7                    Am
Ohhh, by the river I won’t have to worry. Love to sit and watch the water flow.
  C                              G                           C        Dm                      C                   G
Delta breeze don’t make me want to hurry. Lord, I’m gonna hurry up and go.

          C                                      F                        G       F     C
I am going to New Orleans. I bid you boys a fond goodbye.
         F                                                               G        F     C
I’m going to New Orleans. I bid you boys a fond goodbye.
          Am          G                      F                    G     C
I’mo’ find my Creole  baby. Gonna let my spirit fly.

          Am              E7                       Am                                   E7                      Am 
Ohhh, by the river I won’t have to worry. Love to sit and watch the water flow.
    C                           G                            C         Dm                     F                    G7 
Delta breeze don’t make me want to hurry. Lord, I’m gonna hurry up and go.

   C                                              F          G    F     C
I am going to New Orleans. I bid you boys a fond farewell.
       F                                                          G     F    C   
I’m going to New Orleans, find a lucky star that fell.
          Am                     G               F                           G          C
If you ever miss your songbird, write the White Azaelia Hotel.
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