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THAT’S THE WAY I'VE ALWAYS
HEARD IT SHOULD BE

Words and Music by
Slowly CARLY SIMON and
Bm/D Gmaj7 J Bm/D JACOB BRACKMAN
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L.H. _J_ _J_ 2.3. (See additional lyrics)
) —
it L — } \ T
o 3 > _t T i f ; o e —
A aAaa R A R
e o
e} c i c
Bm/D Gmaj7 Dm9
XXG {EO XX o
% 3 L E—
r'g o ——y : L% : vl = H 1 H : 3
k4 h¢) A i i s i — | | st ¥ i —~ i 1
AYA N i i i 1 1 L‘] i
O} o o * o & g ~
~—
his cig - a-rette glows. inthe dark; the liv-ing room _ is still;
AW 3
gru iy
== =E=——c=
[ e - o -
AR S A § A i g
o =
il — &
C(a(jcp) Am/G Ab G
@ X o % B Q00
4 4 .
Y 4 fu EY 3 i E | i
:@)  — — i — —— — ] )
— 4. 4. - 0 - HIhY i i ]
Q’} d v\/’v b _‘_a — ——
o 242
I walkby___ no re - mark,
4] .
?u & A 3 3
1 =‘§ ) T (") 1 I — 1 E ‘1 : T 1 i : _A_al B
E T f : B s ¢ s E T = ¥ ° |
. “‘ i T
LI . 45T 1 !
i }:. I{I‘ ‘l’-‘(' {’i —

© 1970 Quackenbush Music Ltd. and Maya Productions Ltd.
Copyright Renewed

All Rights Administered by Uniygr_sal - lfolyGram International Publishing, Inc. Authorized for use bv Rita Phelns



Bm/D Gmaj7 Bm/D
04 3 .
i I ! T f f i * T Jr— Tr— e s |
i 4 k(| J i Iy T | — I L i N
ANIVS InY 1 | T 1 1 ] 1— d_____.l | 1 f\’ 1 1 I [ 1 T J__l
) iy e S g R A o o o & o o
I tip-toe past the mas-ter bed - room where. my moth-er readsher __mag-a-
04 3
o —r— ! ¥ " T i p—
(7 7 ] I I | I I || H — | et R |
L R 2 S i
© e trrr
q% ‘H;U. O O
Z LA N
i ©
Gmaj7 Dm9 C(add9)
f) 4 X gﬁ .
—H— ] 77 — I — = lk\’ o | Na— —]
L — ] L
e L ~"
zines; I hearher call . “sweet dreams” but T for-get how to
A ') (7] I\ \
A — r=y - L T M- 1 *f |k) ’\1' It\ { .
i iaaasass aanisas
rrrlrty id
-‘)-: ;:11‘1" © oy
1 O |
Am/G Ab Go
W @
W)
I ! ]
17 t 1 |
D) — p—
- 2 )
dream.
) 4
. I3 |
kb 1 ! 1 | T T I | | — |
t - I f o ] L_’f_ ] 4 s "
W ; RS = __% = 5 ¥
i n T n n
—r ! — I wa Py
Il \"i. f’i e‘ d'
Fmaj7 F6 Fmaj7 Em7 Dm7
i —— i ==
Gt =1 g% & s w4 —eo i k,nﬁi_‘_t.‘:bﬁti
D) q-‘- & — = @ q_‘_r'l ~ ~
But yousay it’s time . we movedin to-geth - er, and raised a fam - ’ly of our own _
04 e e e e e s e e e e e e e e e
T {1 @ 31 ﬁn' =. L I, = I I
;j ﬁi * o & L o
~ e’ N ,
"*ﬁu I 1 T [ 5 4 ]
S = : =g : T
Lo v - o o & P —— e s

Authorized for use bv Rita Phelns



Cmaj7 Fmaj7 F6 Fmaj7

X 000 XX Q XXQ Xz 3
04 T —— i ]
e 3 b o v |
S e ‘ ! o 1 —

— you and me. . Well, that’s the way... I've al - ways

A
5
|
1\

il
L 18
)
“wh
'y
Wi
ﬁ%
N
wh
o

re

.2
Em?7 A 2 D
9 0000 X0 O xxa
4 T — . ; i
VARR5Y H i 1 x 1 1\ 5 i I r— ! 1Y 1 i ] 1 §
A Y 1 ] T i I 1 ) | | 1] 1 l} 1 i j
e — 5|2 w _—_ 5 | —» o= i
Q) - S— - -
heard it should be.__  You want to mar - Ty me, _ we’ll mar - ry.
) r y e — . |
Fdy | I H i £) 1 2} H H ——— 1 A 1 -
Gg———g gt o3 —F p——
37 - - s & v.
3] N RS . R——
poco rit.
. " .
S — — ; :
ki) 1 1.3 i 1 L % )
o B Y - e
. b D(add9)
XD
i
¥ | ; )
VAN Y 1 i N 1] i 1 ] n
—+ = — } Y | i - H
'\\/ = ® i- - T T 1}

mar - Ty, o
5 £
ﬁ 13 i IL H 3. —
o — =i K : . =
¢ —< % ¥ 2
\ m
Sy oo
'
- ¥ o
o/

Additional Lyrics

2. My friends from college, they’re all married now; they have their houses and their lawns.
They have their silent noons, tearful nights, angry dawns.
Their children hate them for the things they’re not; they hate themselves for what they are;
And yet they drink, they laugh, close the wounds, hide the scar.
To Chorus:

3. You say that we can keep our love alive. Babe, all I know is what | see.
The couples cling and claw and drown In love’s debris.
You say we’ll soar like two birds thru the clouds, but you'll cage me on your shelf.
I'll never learn to be Just me first, by myself.
To Chorus:
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