Best beginner riff of my life
Three chords

Charged up my cheap amp and hummed

Tried to sing
It sounded weird

But down at the club

Friday night

There's a man on the floor
Cheap lights

No stage

Just tape on the tiles

And he sets the place on fire

Stomp your feet

Clap your hands

Three guitar chords feel like more
Chuck sang like it was war

He beat them all

Beat them all

Not easy at all

Not at all

(hey) stomp your feet

Stomp your feet

He never missed a note

Never fought once

Laughed it away

Danced the jumping knee bend

Stamp your feet

Beste nybegynner-riffet i mitt liv

Tre akkorder

Ladet opp den billige forsterkeren min og nynnet
Provde & synge

Det hgrtes rart ut

Men nede pa klubben
Fredag kveld

Det er en mann péa gulvet
Billige lys

Ingen scene

Bare teip pa flisene

Og han setter stedet i kok

Stamp med fottene

Klapp i hendene

Tre gitarakkorder foles som mer
Chuck sang som om det var krig
Han slo dem alle

Slo dem alle

Ikke lett i det hele tatt

| det hele tatt

(hei) stamp med fottene

Stamp med fottene

Han gikk aldri glipp av en tone
Kjempet aldri en eneste gang

Lo det bort

Danset den hoppende knebgyningen

Forvandlet den knekken i stemmen hans til et vapen
Hvert nytt riff ble en del av sangen

Turned that crack in his voice into a weapon
Every new riff became part of the song

All the cool kids were standing the walls Alle de kule guttene sto langs veggene

All the pretty girls out on the floor
Everybody shouting

Everybody dancing

Hit like melting

Hit like love
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Stamp your feet

Hit the boards

Three guitar chords feel like more
Chuck sang like it was war
He beat them all

Beat them all

Not easy at all

At all

(oh) stomp your feet
Stamp your feet

| went home with ringing ears
Same old fingers

Same old fears

But now | bend the clumsy strings
Like every riff can make it sing
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Alle de vakre jentene var ute pa gulvet
Alle roper

Alle danser

Treff smelter

Treffer kjeerlighet
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Stamp med fottene dine

Sla pa bordet

Tre gitarakkorder foles som mer
Chuck sang som om det var krig
Han slo dem alle

Sla dem alle

Ikke lett i det hele tatt

| det hele tatt

(oh) stamp med fottene dine
Stamp med fottene dine

Jeg dro hjem med ringende grer
Samme gamle fingre

Samme gamle frykt

Men nd bayer jeg de klanete strengene
Som om hvert riff kan fa det til & synge
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