
You're Nobody ‘Til Somebody Loves You 
 

Words & Music by Russ Morgan, Larry Stock & James Cavanaugh (1944) 
Arranged by: Ron Chamberlin  

 

4/4 Swing Time – Intro:    /    /    /     /    /     
 

      /        /     /         /        /         /      /          /     /     /    /    /     /       

You're   no    -  body  ‘til   some   -         -   body   loves                 you; 
 

      /         /     /         /       /          /       /        /     /     /                    

You're   no     -  body  ‘til           some  - bo - dy   cares. 
 

    /         /        /         /        /         /       /         /     /     /              /     /              

You   may   be   king,   you   may   pos - sess   the   world           and it's   gold, 
 

   /                  /          /                /      /        /       /     /                    

But   gold   won't   bring   you   happ - i  -  ness      when  you're      grow - in’   old. 
 

 

   /           /     /          /         /        /                 /            /     /     /    /    /     /       

The   world       still is  the   same,              you’ll  never   change                  it, 
 

  /       /     /       /         /     /            /      /       /       /      /                           

As   sure            as the   stars           shine  a - bove; 
 

     /           /      /        /        /      /        /          /     /     /       /      /                             

You're   no      -   body  ‘til   some   -       -   body   loves                     you, 
 

   /         /            /           /     /     /        /      /     /                 

 So   find   your - self    some - body               to    love. 



      /         /     /           /        /      /                /             /     /       /     /       

  The   world     still is   the   same,           you’ll  never   change                         it, 
 

  /       /     /       /         /     /            /      /       /       /      /                           

As   sure            as the   stars           shine  a - bove; 
 

     /           /      /        /        /      /        /         /            /      /                            

You're   no      -   body  ‘til   some   -       -   body     lo       -       -          ves       you, 
 

   /         /            /           /     /                  

 So   find   your - self    some - body,               
 

          /          /           /           /     /                            

Ya  gotta   get   your - self   some – body, 
 

   /         /            /           /     /     /        /     /     /     /    /     /                

 Oh,   find   your - self    some - body               to    love. 


