
KINDA OF FONDA P0NDS
 by Peggy Eyres

                 A                 F#m       D                E     A

VERSE #1 - What can we do today? Let’s go explore. There’s somethin’ to 

F#m     D                       E    A                  F#m                    D

see not far from my back door. Pull on your puddle boots, you won’t need 

         E     A                       F#m              D             E

much more, hike through the woods till we get to the shore.

                     A                    F#m   D            E   A                         F#m

CHORUS - I’m kind of fond of ponds, yea, yea, yea. Ponds are what I like, 

D           E    A                   F#m                  D       E                   A

yea, yea, yea. Squishin’ the mud, well that’s what I love. Yea, I’m kind of 

D         A

fond of ponds.

                 A                   F#m           D              E    A

VERSE #2 - As soon as we got there a frog took a leap. We wanted to 

F#m                 D            E    A                     F#m        D            E

catch him while he was asleep. We fell off the dock into mud knee deep. 

A                       F#m            D            E

That frog swam away and we heard him peep.  CHORUS 

                A                           F#m            D                     E      A

VERSE #3 - While we were still wallowing in boots that were stuck we 

              F#m            D             E     A                  F#m              D

heard the flapping of a struggling duck. His foot was caught in the pickerel 

         E     A                     F#m           D                    E

weed muck. So we set him free and he quacked for his luck.  CHORUS 

                 A                      F#m                D                E    A

VERSE #4 - When I get back home again my mom will be mad. She won’t 

        F#m                D             E   A                F#m             D      E

even care how much fun I have had unless I convince her it’s not so bad to 

    A                 F#m            D        E

be covered with slime ‘cause I’m so glad.  CHORUS 


