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                                                          ALICE COOPER    25/20 

 
PALHETA 

 

     A                                   C#m(6ª)                                               G                       
       I USED TO BE       SUCH A SWEET,     SWEET THING    'TIL THEY       
                                     BM     D     E 
GOT A HOLD     OF ME 

                         

A                                C#m(6ª)                       G                                                   BM    D     E 
I'D OPEN DOORS       FOR LITTLE     OLD LADIES,      I'D HELP THE     BLIND TO SEE 
                 

F#m                                                                              B 
    NOW I GOT     NO FRIENDS     'COZ THEY      READ    THE PAPERS 
D                                     E 
   THEY    CAN'T BE   SEEN 
 

           F#m                                    B                                                              D                       E 
AND ME,       AND I GET      A REAL      SHOT DOWN      AND I'M,            FEELING  MEAN 
 

    F#M                         D      E                F#M                          D ~ E ~ F#M ~ A   

               NO MORE,      MR NICE GUY!         NO MORE,    MR CLEAN 

    F#M                        D                          E                  F#M                                 D ~ E ~ F#M ~ A   

NO MORE,       MR NICE GUY!     (THEY SAY)     HE'S SICK,    HE'S    OBSCENE 
 
    F#M                        D      E                F#M                          D      E        F#M     A    
NO MORE,      MR NICE GUY!         NO MORE,    MR CLEAN 

    F#M                        D                          E                   F#M                                 D ~ E ~ F#M ~ D 

NO MORE,       MR NICE GUY!     (THEY SAY)     HE'S SICK,    HE'S    OBSCENE 
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