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Coquette   music by Johnny Green and Carmen Lombardo, lyrics by Gus 

Kahn (1928) 
 
 
F            F(½)                 Adim7(½)    Gm7        +2 
Tell me, why you keep foolin’,        little         coquette 
C7        C7(½)         C7+(½)       F                G7(½)        C7(½)      
Makin’ fun of the ones    who love you? 
F            F(½)                 Adim7(½)     Gm7        +2 
Breakin’ hearts you are ruling,       little coquette 
C7        C7(½)        C7+(½)              F              F 
True hearts tenderly dreamin’ of you. 
 
 

F7              F7                            Bb                        Bb 
Someday, you’ll fall in love like I fell in love with you 
G7        G7                                C7       C(½)     C7+5(½) 
Maybe some one you love will just be fool      in’ 
F                F(½)           Adim7(½)   Gm7    Gm9 
And when you’re all a  lone with only re grets 
C7             C7(½)    C7+(½) )   F             G7(½)    C7(½)     
You’ll find, little coquette, I  love you 
 
 

Ooh, tell me, why you keep foolin’, little coquette 
Making’ fun of the ones who love you? 
Breakin’ hearts you are ruling, little coquette 
The true hears tenderly dreamin’ of you. 

 
 
Well, someday you’ll fall in love like I fell in love with you 
Maybe the one you love will just be foolin’ 
And when you’re alone with all your regrets 
You’ll find, little coquette, I love you. 
 
I love you, I love you. 

 
 
F (1/2)            E(1/2)  Gm6(1/2)  D(1/2)              F(1/2)              Gm(1/2)                C(1/2)            F 
You love to flirt     and you don't mean to hurt, But you leave those who love you to sigh,  
F(1/2)                 E(1/2) Gm(1/2)     D(1/2)          F(1/2)                  Gm(1/2)    C(1/2)             F 
Each heart's a flow'r that you want for an hour, Then for -get like a gay but -ter -fly.  
G7(1/2)            Em(1/2)         Em                                       C(1/2) Gm(1/2)        Gm6(1/2)  C7(1/2)     
But -ter -flies play in the sum -mer sun, But are they gay     when their day is      done?  
 


