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1. TIP"TOE THRU THE 'lULIPS
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4.

T_p-toc to the windot~, by the window
That is where I'll be,
Come tip-toe thru the tulips tdth me.

If you were the only g1rl in the
world,
And I were the only boy,
Nothing else would matter in the
world today,
We could go on loving in the saue
old way.

Tip-toe from your pillow, to the shadow
of a t~llow tree,
And tip-toe thru the tulips with me.
Knee deep, in flowers we'll stray;
We'11 keep the showers away.
And if I kiss you in the garden,
in the moonlight,
Will you pardon me?
Come tip-toe thru the tulips with me.

A Garden of Eden just made for
With nothing to mar our joy.
to you,
The e would be such wonderful
things to do,

If you were the only girl in the
world,
And I were the only boy.

I am with you
Wandering through Memory Lane;
Living the years,
Laughter and tears, over again.

5.

When life was a lovely refrain
You were so shy, saying "Goodby"
there in the dawn'
Only a glance full of romance,
and you tiere gone I

Ain't she sweet?
See her coming down the streett
Now I ask you very confidentially,
Ain't she sweet?
Ain't she nice?
Look her over once or ~~ce.
Now 1 ask you very confidentially,
Ain't she nice?
Just cast an eye
In her direction,
Ob, me r Oh, my!
Ain't that perfection?
I repeat,
Don't you think that's kind of neat?
And 1 ask you very confidentially,
Ai", 't-

oh". ctT.,pot-1

MOONLIGHT BAY

We were sailing along
On !-Ioonlight Bay,
We could hear the voices ringing,
They seemed to say:
'You have stolen my heart,
go ' t"ay! II

Though my dreams are in vain,
My love wi 11 remain
Strolling again,
Memory Lane,
with you.

3. AIN'T SHE SHEET

~~,

1 would say such wonderful things

2. MEMORY LANE

1. am dreaming yet of the night we met

IF YOU I'lERE THE ONLY GIRL IN THE
WOP.LD

Now don I t

As we sang Love's Old Sweet Song
On Moonlight Bay.

6.

I'M FOREVER BLmlING BUBBLES

I'm forever blowing bubbles,
Pretty bubbles in the air.
They fly so high, nearly reach
the sky,
Then like my dreams they fade
and die.
Fortune~ always hiding,
I've looked every where,
I'm forever blowing bubbles,
Pretty bubbles in the air.

7.

I'M LOOKING OVER A FOUR LEAF CLOVER
I'm looking over a four leaf clover
that I overlooked before;
One leaf is sunshine, the second is rain,
Third is the roses that grow in the lane,
No need explaining, the one remaining
Is somebody I adore.
I'm looking over a four leaf clover
That I overlooked before.

8.

IN A SHANTY IN OLD SHANTY TOWN
It's only a shanty in old Shanty Town,
The roof is so slanty it touches the ground.
But my tumbled down shack
By an old railroad track
Like a millionaire's mansion
is calling me back.
I'd give up a palace if I were a king;
It's more than a palace, it's my
everything.
There's a queen waiting there with a
silvery crown,
In a shanty in old Shanty Town.

9.

FOR YOU
I will gather stars out of the blue
For you, for you.
I'll make a string of pearls
For you, for you.

out of the dew,

Over the highway and over the street,
Carpets of clover I'll lay at your feet.
Oh, there's nothing in this world I ~uldn't do
For you, For you.

10.

TEA FOR nolO

Picture y u upon my knee,
Jost tea for two and two for tea,
Just me for you and you f r me alone.
Nobody near us to see us or hear us,
No friends or relations n weekend
vacations,
We lron't have it known, dear, that
WP nTm ~ t~lp.Dhon~. rlPQ~

Day will break and you'll awake
And start to bake a sugar cake
For me to take for all the boys
to see.
Ye ~11 raise a family, A boy for
you, a girl for me,
Oh can't you see how happy we
.. .,

1

?

11.

BY mE LIGHT OF THE SILVERY MOON

15.

By the light of the silvery moon,
I want to spoon,
To my honey I'll croon love's tune.

Put on your old grey bonnet
With the blue ribbon on it,
While I hitch old Dobbin
to the shay,
And through the fields of
clover,
We'll drive up to Dover on
our golden wedding day.

Honey moon; Keep a shining in June;
Your silvery beams will bring love
dreams,
We'll be cuddling soon,
By the silvery moon.
12.

IN THE GOOD OLD SUMMERTIME

16.

You hold her hand and she holds
yours,
And that's a very good sign,
That she's your tootsey wootsey
In the lP ad old SUID1Ie rtime.

To the church we'll swiftly steal,
Then our wedding bells tull peal.
You can go as far as you like with
me,
In my merry Oldsmobile.
14.

I've got a yankee doodle
sweet heart,
She's my yankee d odIe joy,
Yankee doodle came to London.
Just to ride the ponies,
I am a yankee doodle boy.

IN MY MERRY OLDSMOBILE
Come away with me ~ucile,
In my merry Oldsmobile,
Down the road of life we'll fly
Auto-mo-bubling, you and I.

MY lfiLD IRISH ROSE

My wild Irish rose,
The sweetest flow'r that grows,
You may search every libere,
But none can compare
With my wild Irish Rose.
wild Irish Rose,
The dearest flow'r that grows,
And some day for my sake,
She may let me take the bloom from
my wild Irish rose.
My

YANKEE DOODLE DANDY

I'm a yankee doodle dandy,
A yankee doodle, do or die;
A real live nephew of my
Uncle Sam's,
Born on the Fourth of July.

In the good old summertime,
In the good old summertime,
Strolling thro' the shady lanes,
with your baby mine;

13.

PUT ON YOUR OLD GREY BONNET

17 •

ON TOP OF OLD SMOKEY
On top of old Smokey,
All covered with snow,
I lost my true lover,
Come a courtin' too slow.

Well courting's a pleasure,
But parting is grief,
And a false-hearted lover
Is worse than a thief.
A thief he will rob you
And take all you sav ,
But 8 false-hearted lover,
Will send you to your grave.
He'll hug you and kiss you
And tell you more lies
Than cross ties on a railroad
Or the stars in the skies.

13.

YOU'RE THE FLOWERS OF MY HEART,
SWEET ADELINE
In the evening l'lhen I si t alone
a dreaming of days gone by, love,
to me so dear,
There's a picture tbat in fancy oft'
appearing,
Brings back the time, love, wben
you lvere near.
It is then I wonder where you are,
my darling,
And if your heart to me is still the
same.
For the sighing wind and nightingale
a singing
Are breathing only your own sweet
name.
I can see your smiling face. as when
we l17andered
Down by the brooks~de, just you and
1

And it seems 80 real at times till
I awaken,
To find all vanished, a dream gone
by.
If l'le meet sometime in after years,
my darling,
I trust that I will find your love
still mine.
Tho' my heart is sad and clouds above
are bov t ring
Tbe sun again, love, for me would
shine.
19.

CAMPTOWN RACES
Camptown ladies sing this song,
doo-dah, doo-dab
The camptol·m race track five miles
long, ob doo-dah day.
(CHORUS);
to run all night,
goin' to run all day,
I'll bet my money on the bob-tail
nag, somebody bet on the bay.
G~in'

Camptol~

Races (Cont'd)

The long tail filly and the
big black horae,
Doo-dab, doo-dab,
They fly the track and they
both cut across,
Oh doo-dah day.
The blind horse stickin'
in a big mud hole,
Doo-dab, doo-dah,
Canlt touch bottom with a
ten foot pole,
Oh, doo-dah day.
(Chorus)
Old muley cow come on the
track,
Doo-dab, doo-dah
The bobtail fling ber over
his back,
Oh doo-dah day.
Then fly along like a
railroad car,
Doo-dah, doo-dah
And runnin' a race lath a
shootin' star,
Oh, doo-dab day.
(Chorus)
See them a-flyin' on a ten
mile heat,
Doo-dah, doo-dah,
Around the racetrack, ~l n
repeat,
Oh, doo-dah day.
I win my money on the bob
tail nag,
Doo-dah, doo-dah,
I keep my money in an old
tow bag,
Oh, doo-dab day.
(Chorus)

20.

CINDY

You ought ter see my Cindy
She lives away dOtAl South
Not°7 she t s so sweet, the honey bees
They swarm around her mouth.

If I had thread an' needle
If I knew hOli to seli
I'd sew that gal to my coat
tail
An' down the road I'd go.

The first I seen my Cindy
A standin' in the door
Her shoes and stockin's in 'er hand
Her feet spread 'round the floor.

I want my Cindy indy
Her lips an' arms an' feet
I never seen another gal
That Cindy couldn't beatl

Chorus:
Git along home, Cindy, Cindy,
Git along home, Cindy, Cindy,
Git along home, Cindy, Cindy,
I '11 marry you some day.

Chorus:

21.

I 'VE BEEN lo10RKING ON THE RAILROAD

I ish I was an apple,
A hangin' on a tree,
An' ev'ry time that Cindy passed
She'd take a bite of me.

I've been working on the railroad
All the live long day
I've been working on the railroad
Just to pass the ti e away;

I f I were made of sugar
A standin' in the town
Then ev'ry time my Cindy passed
I'd shake some sugar dOlm.

Don't you hear the whistle blotrlng
Rise up so early in the morn
Don't you hear the captain shouting
Dinah blolJ your horn.

Chorus:
My Cindy got religion
She had it once before
But when she heard my 01' banjo
She leaped upon the floor.
She
She
She
The

took me to her parlor
cooled me with her fan
said I was the purt-iest thing
sha e of mortal man.

Dinah won't you blow,
Dinah tJOn' t you blow,
Dinah won't you blow your horn?
Dinah uon't you blow,
low,
Dinah lion' t you blow your horn?
Dinah tron' t you

in the kitch~n with Dinah
in the kitchen I know
in the kitchen with Dinah
on ~he old banjo.

Chorus:

Someone's
Someone's
Someone's
Strummin'

Now Cindy is a ~~eet girl
My Cindy is a peach
She threw her arms around me tight
An' hung on like a leach.

Fee fie fiddle-ee i o.
Fee fie fiddle-ee i 0,
Fee fie fiddle-ee i 0,
Strummin' on the old banjo.

She kissed me an' she hugged me
She called me sugar plum
She hugged so tight I hardly breathed
I thought my time had come.
Chorus:

22.

t1HILE STROLLING THROUGH THE PAUK
While strolling through the park
one day
In the merry month of May
I was taken by Surprise by a pair
of roguish eyes
In a moment my poor heart was stole
away.
A smile was all she gave to me •••
Of course, tie were as happy as can
be •••
Ahl I immediately raised my hat
And finally she remarked
I never shall forget that lovely
afternoon
I met her at the fountain in the
park.

23.

MARY'S A GRAND OLD NAME

mother's name 'I1as Mary
She '-las so good and true
Because her name was Mary
She called me Mary too
My

She wasn't gay or airy
But plain as she could be
I bate to meet a fairy
tfuo calles herself Marie
For it is ..•
Chorus:
Mary, Mary, plain as any name can be
But with propriety society will say

Marie
But it was Mary, Mary, Long before
the fashions came
And there is something there that
sounds so square, It's a grand old
name.
Now when her name is Mary
There is no falseness there
When to Marie ahe'll vary,
She'll surely bleach her hair

Though Mary's ordinary,
Marie is fair to see
Don't ever fear sweet Uary,
Bet"are of sweet Marie.
Chorus:

