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HIGHWAY 29 
 

Note:  This is a wonderful song that isn't too tough to play, once you get the picking 

pattern.  For ease of play (I'm not sure if Bruce does this or not, but I suspect it due to 

the sound of the fill before the last verse) tune the low E up to an F.  This will make the 

piece much easier to play than doing full barres for the F.(ANNOTATIONS NOT WRITTEN BY SPIKE) 

 

Picking Pattern and Chord Formations: 

   C            F            Am7          C/G          G 

e |------0-----|------1-----|------0-----|------0-----|------3-----| 

B |--------1---|--------1---|--------1---|--------1---|--------0---| 

G |---0------0-|---2------2-|---0------0-|---0------0-|---0------0-| 

D |------------|------------|------------|------------|------------| 

A |-3----------|------------|-0----------|------------|------------| 

F |------------|-0----------|------------|-2----------|-2----------| 

Intro:  C 

                 F                            C 

I SLIPPED ON HER SHOE; SHE WAS A PERFECT SIZE SEVEN. 

                                          Am7      C/G 

I SAID, "THERE'S NO SMOKING IN THE STORE, MA'AM." 

                         F 

SHE CROSSED HER LEGS AND THEN 

                                                     C 

WE MADE SOME SMALL TALK; THAT'S WHERE IT SHOULD HAVE STOPPED. 

                   Am7    C/G             F 

SHE SLIPPED ME HER NUMBER; I PUT IT IN MY POCKET. 

                                                    C 

MY HAND SLIPPED UP HER SKIRT; EVERYTHING SLIPPED MY MIND 

               Am7        F               C 

IN THAT LITTLE ROADHOUSE     ON  HIGHWAY 29 

 

 

IT WAS A SMALL TOWN BANK; IT WAS A MESS. 

WELL, I HAD A GUN.  YOU KNOW THE REST. 

MONEY ON THE FLOORBOARDS, SHIRT WAS COVERED IN BLOOD 

AND SHE WAS CRYIN'; HER AND ME WE HEADED SOUTH, ON HIGHWAY 29. 

 

                     Am7                      F 

IN A LITTLE DESERT MOTEL, THE AIR WAS HOT AND CLEAN. 

                         C              G 

I SLEPT THE SLEEP OF THE DEAD; I DIDN'T DREAM. 

              Am7                            F 

I WOKE IN THE MORNING, WASHED MY FACE IN THE SINK. 

                      C                             G 

WE HEADED INTO THE SIERRA MADRES, 'CROSS THE BORDER LINE. 

 

THE WINTER SUN SHOT THROUGH THE BLACK TREES 

I TOLD MYSELF IT WAS ALL SOMETHING IN HER 

BUT AS WE DROVE I KNEW IT WAS SOMETHING IN ME, 

SOMETHING THAT'D BEEN COMIN' FOR A LONG, LONG TIME 

AND SOMETHING THAT WAS HERE WITH ME NOW ON HIGHWAY 29. 

 

Fill:  C with walking bass notes:  C  F  G  A  G  C 

 

THE ROAD WAS FILLED WITH BROKEN GLASS AND GASOLINE. 

SHE WASN'T SAYING NOTHIN'; IT WAS JUST A DREAM. 

THE WIND COME SILENT THROUGH THE WINDSHIELD, 

ALL I COULD SEE WAS SNOW, SKY AND PINES. 

I CLOSED MY EYES AND I WAS RUNNIN'. I WAS RUNNIN' AND THEN I WAS FLYIN' 

 

Outro:  F  C  Am7  C/G  F 


