GOOD MORNING BALTIMORE

Music by MARC SHAIMAN
Lyrics by MARC SHAIMAN and SCOTT WITTMAN

Medium ’60s Rock
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Woke up to - day
Oh, oh., oh, Look at my hair. What
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feel - ing the way Oh, oh, oh,
“do” can com - pare Oh, oh, oh,

r—‘.——3"—_"—l

I

A

£ o
\I

D/Ff G#m7bs F#’//A#
p 33— 33— 1
ot —}——I———j—]r—cL—J—j = ———E
(> WO Low— -
Hun - gry for some-thing that | can’t eat. hear the Dbeat
’'ve got my hair - spray and ra - d - o. read -y to g0. The
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-thm of town starts call - ing me down. It's likke a  mes-sage from
on the streets all dance ’'round my feet. They seem to say, “Tra - cy, 1t’s
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high a - bove h, Pull -ing me out to  the
up to you.” So, oh oh, Don’t hold me back,'cause to -
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smiles and the  streets that I lovee.  Good mom - ing, Bal - !
day  all my dreams will come true. Good morn - ing, Bal - ti - more!
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Ev - 'ry day’s Llike an o - pen door. Ev - ry mght 1s a
There’s the flash - er who lives next door. There’s the bum on his
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- ta - sy. Ev - 'ry sound’s like a sym -  pho - ny. }
- room stool. They wish me luck on my  way to school.
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Bal - t1 - more and
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be - long.

where

place
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know there’s

I

know ev - ’ry song.
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lights shin-ing a - head. So some-one in - vite me be -
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Give me a chance, ’cause when 1
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groovc ma tells me, “No 7 but my feet tell me, “Go.”
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It’s like a

oh, Don’t make me wait one more mo - ment for my life to










