
1.  Clementine 
 
In a cavern, in a canyon,  
excavating for a mine, 
Dwelt a miner, forty-niner,  
and his daughter Clementine. 
 

O my darling, o my darling,  
o my darling Clementine, 
Thou art lost and gone for ever,  
Dreadful sorry, Clementine. 

 
Light she was and like a fairy,  
though her shoes were number nine, 
Herring boxes without topses  
sandals were for Clementine,   O my darling 
 
Drove she ducklings to the water  
every morning just at nine, 
Hit her foot against a splinter  
fell into the foaming brine.  O my darling 
 
Saw her lips above the water  
blowing bubbles mighty fine, 
But alas I was no swimmer  
so I lost my Clementine.  O my darling 
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Then the miner, forty niner,  
soon began to peak and pine, 
Thought he oughter join his daughter  
now he’s with his Clementine.  O my darling 
 
In my dreams she still doth haunt me  
robed in garlands soaked in brine 
Though in life I used to hug her,  
now she’s dead I draw the line.  O my darling 
 
How I missed her, how I missed her,  
how I missed my Clementine, 
But I kissed her little sister  
and forgot my Clementine.  O my darling 
 

 

2.  Edelweiss. 

 
Edelweiss, Edelweiss,  
every morning you greet me, 
Small and white, clean and bright,  
you look happy to meet me. 
Blossom of snow may you bloom and grow,  
Bloom and grow for ever. 
Edelweiss, Edelweiss,  
bless my homeland for ever. 
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3.  Daisy, Daisy, 
 
Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do 
I’m half crazy all for the love of you. 
It won’t be a stylish marriage, 
I can’t afford a carriage, 
But you’ll look sweet, upon the seat  
of a bicycle made for two. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Albert, Albert, here is my answer true, 
I’m not nearly half as crazy as you, 
If you can’t afford a carriage, 
There’ll be no bloomin’ marriage! 
Cos I’ll be blowed, if I’ll be towed  
on a bicycle made for two. 
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4. Cockles and Mussels 
 
In Dublin’s fair city where girls are so pretty, 
I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone, 
As she wheel’d her wheelbarrow  
through streets broad and narrow, 
Crying cockles and mussels alive, alive-o. 
Alive, alive-o, alive, alive-o,  
crying cockles and mussels alive, alive-o 
 
She was a fishmonger, but sure was no wonder, 
For so were her father and mother before, 
And they each wheel’d their barrow,  
through streets broad and narrow, 
Crying cockles and mussels alive, alive-o. 
Alive, alive-o, alive, alive-o,  
crying cockles and mussels alive, alive-o 
 
She died of a fever, and no one could save her, 
And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone, 
Her ghost wheels her barrow  
through streets broad and narrow, 
Crying cockles and mussels, alive, alive-o. 
Alive, alive-o, alive, alive-o,  
crying cockles and mussels alive, alive-o 
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5.  We’ll meet again 
 
We’ll meet again,  
don’t know where, don’t know when, 
But I know we’ll meet again some sunny day. 
Keep smiling through just like you always do, 
Till the blue skies drive the dark clouds far away. 
 
So will you please say hello  
to the folks that I know, 
Tell them I won’t be long, 
They’ll be happy to know that as you saw me go 
I was singing this song. 
 
We’ll meet again,  
don’t know where, don’t know when, 
But I know we’ll meet again some sunny day. 
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6. The Hippopotamus Song 
 
A bold hippopotamus was standing one day  
On the banks of the cool Shalimar. 
He gazed at the bottom as it peacefully lay 
By the light of the evening star. 
Away on the hill top sat combing her hair 
His fair Hippopotamine maid. 
The Hippopotamus Was no ignoramus  
And sang her this sweet serenade. 
 
Mud, Mud! Glorious mud! 
Nothing quite like it for cooling the blood. 
So follow me, follow, down to the hollow, 
And there let us wallow in glorious mud. 
 
The fair Hippopotama he aimed to entice 
From her seat on the hill top above. 
As she hadn’t got a ma to give her advice 
Came tiptoeing down to her love. 
Like thunder the forest re-echoed the sound 
Of the song that they sang as they met. 
His inamorata adjusted her garter  
and lifted her voice in duet.      Chorus 
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Now more Hippopotami began to convene  
On the banks of that river so wide. 
I wonder now what am I to say of the scene 
That ensued by the Shalimar side. 
They dived all at once with an earsplitting splosh. 
Then rose to the surface again, 
A regular army of Hippopotami 
All singing this haunting refrain.   Chorus 
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7. Wouldn’t it be loverly 
 
All I want is a room somewhere, 
Far away from the cold night air, 
With one enormous chair. 
Oh, wouldn't it be loverly? 
 
Lots of chocolate for me to eat. 
Lots of coal makin' lots of 'eat. 
Warm face, warm 'ands, warm feet. 
Oh, wouldn't it be loverly? 
 
Oh, so loverly sittin' absobloominlutely still. 
I would never budge 'till spring 
Crept over the windowsill. 
 
Someone's 'ead restin' on my knee, 
Warm an' tender as 'e can be, 
Who takes good care of me. 
Oh, wouldn't it be loverly? 
Loverly, loverly, loverly, loverly. 
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8. Food glorious food 
 
Is it worth the waiting for? 
If we live 'til eighty four 
All we ever get is gru...el! 
Ev'ry day we say our prayer -- 
Will they change the bill of fare? 
Still we get the same old gru...el! 
There is not a cust, not a crumb can we find, 
Can we beg, can we borrow, or cadge, 
But there's nothing to stop us from getting a thrill 
When we all close our eyes and imag...ine 
 
Food, glorious food! 
Hot sausage and mustard! 
While we're in the mood --  
Cold jelly and custard! 
Pease pudding and saveloys! 
What next is the question? 
Rich gentlemen have it, boys -- 
In-di-gestion! 
 
Food, glorious food! 
We're anxious to try it. 
Three banquets a day --  
Our favourite diet! 
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Just picture a great big steak -- 
Fried, roasted or stewed. 
Oh, food, Wonderful food, 
Marvellous food  Glorous food. 
Food, glorious food! 
What is ther emore handsome? 
Gulped, swallowed or chewed -- 
Still worth a kin's ransom. 
What is it we dream about? 
Wat brings on a sigh? 
Piled pieahes and cream , about 
Six feet high! 
 
Food, glorious food! 
Eat right through the menu. 
Just loosen your belt 
Two inches and then you 
Work up a new appetite. 
In this interlude -- 
The food, 
Once again, food 
Fabulous food, 
Glorious food. 
 
Food, glorious food! 
Don't care what it looks like -- 
Burned!  Underdone!  Crude! 
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Don't care what the cook's like. 
Just thinking of growing fat --  
Our senses go reeling 
One moment of knowing that 
Full-up feeling! 
 
Food, glorious food! 
What wouldn't we give for  
That extra bit more -- 
That's all that we live for 
Why should we be fated to 
Do nothing but brood 
On food,  Magical food,  
Wonderful food, 
Marvellous food, 
Fabulous food, 
 
Beautiful food, 
 
Glorious food 
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9 As long as he needs me 
 
As long as he needs me... 
Oh, yes, he does need me... 
In spite of what you see... 
...I'm sure that he needs me.  
 
Who else would love him still 
When they've been used so ill? 
He knows I always will... 
As long as he needs me.  
 
I miss him so much when he is gone, 
But when he's near me I don't let on...  
 
...The way I feel inside. 
The love, I have to hide... 
The hell! I've gone my pride 
As long as he needs me.  
 
He doesn't say the things he should. 
He acts the way he thinks he should. 
But all the same, 
I'll play  This game   His way.  
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As long as he needs me... 
I know where I must be. 
I'll cling on steadfastly... 
As long as he needs me.  
 
As long as life is long... 
I'll love him right or wrong,  
And somehow, I'll be strong... 
As long as he needs me.  
 
If you are lonely 
Then you will know...  
 
When someone needs you,  
You love them so.  
 
I won't betray his trust... 
Though people say I must.  
 
I've got to stay true, just 
As long as he needs me. 
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10  Oom - pah - pah! 
 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
They all suppose  
what they want to suppose.  
When they hear Oompahpah! 
 
There’s a little ditty They’re singing in the city  
Espeshly when they’ve been on the gin or the beer. 
If you’ve got the patience,  
Your own imaginations  
will tell you just exactly what you want to hear. 
 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
They all suppose what they want to suppose. 
When they hear Oompahpah! 
 
Mister Percy Snodgrass  
would often have the odd glass  
But never when he thought anybody could see. 
Secretly he’d buy it and drink it on the quiet  
and dream he was an earl  
with a girl on each knee! 
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Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
What is the cause of his red shiny nose?  Can it 
be Oompahpah! 
 
Pretty little Sally goes walking down the alley, 
Displays her pretty ankles to all of the men. 
They could see her garters,  
but not for free and gratis,   
an inch or two  
and then she knows when to say “when!” 
 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
Whether it’s hidden, or whether it shows,  It’s the 
same Oompahpah! 
 
She was from the country,  
But now she’s up a gum tree  
She let a feller feed ‘er, then lead ‘er along. 
What’s the good o’ crying?  
She’s made a bed to lie in,  
She’s glad to bring the coin in and join in this song. 
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Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
She is no longer the same blushing rose. Ever 
since Oompahpah! 
 
Side one   
There’s a little ditty They’re singing in the city      
Espeshly when they’ve been on the gin or the beer. 
If you’ve got the patience,  
Your own imaginations  
will tell you just exactly what you want to hear. 
 
Side two (at the same time as side one sings above) 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
They all suppose what they want to suppose.  
When they hear  Oompahpah! 
 
All 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah!  
That’s how it goes. 
Oompahpah! Oompahpah! Everyone knows. 
They all suppose what they want to suppose. 
When they hear Oompahpah! 
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11.  Loch Lomond 
 
By yon bonnie banks, and by yon bonnie braes, 
Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomond, 
Where me and my true love were ever wont to go, 
On the bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 
 
Oh ye’ll take the high road,  
and I’ll take the low road,  
And I’ll be in Scotland afore ye. 
But me and my true love  
will never meet again, 
On the bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 
 
I mind when we parted in yon shady glen 
On the steep, steep side of Ben Lomond 
Where in purple hue the Highland hills we view 
And the moon looks out from the gloamin’ 
Chorus 
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12.  The Londonderry Air 
 
O Danny Boy, the pipes the pipes are calling  
from glen to glen, and down the mountain side, 
The summer’s gone and all the roses falling, 
It’s you, it’s you must go and I must bide. 
But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow, 
Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow, 
And I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow, 
Oh, Danny Boy, I love you, love you so! 
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13.  Oh what a beautiful morning 
 
There's a bright golden haze on the meadow, 
There's a bright golden haze on the meadow, 
The corn is as high as an elephant's eye, 
An' it looks like its climbin' clear up to the sky. 
 
Chorus: 

Oh what a beautiful morning,  
Oh what a beautiful day, 
I've got a wonderful feeling,  
Everything's going my way. 

 
Repeat chorus 
 
All the cattle are standing like statues, 
All the cattle are standing like statues, 
They don't turn their heads as they see me ride by. 
But a little brown mav'rick is winking her eye. 
 
Repeat chorus 
 
All the sounds of the earth are like music, 
All the sounds of the earth are like music, 
The breeze is so busy it don't miss a tree, 
And an ol' Weepin' Willer is laughin' at me. 
Repeat chorus 
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14. Oh I do like to be beside the 
seaside 

 
Oh, I do like to be beside the seaside, 
I do like to be beside the sea, 
I do like to be Upon the Prom, Prom, Prom, 
Where the brass bands play Tiddely-om-pom-pom! 
So just let me be beside the seaside, 
I'll be beside myself with glee, 
And there's lot of girls beside, 
I should like to be beside, 
Beside the seaside, beside the sea. 
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15.  The Ash Grove 
 
Down yonder green valley where streamlets 
meander 
When twilight is fading I pensively rove 
Or at the bright noontide in solitude wander 
Amid the dark shades of the lonely Ash Grove 
Twas there while the blackbird was cheerfully 
singing 
I first met that dear one, the joy of my heart 
Around us for gladness the bluebells were ringing 
Ah, then little thought I how soon we should part 
 
Still glows the bright sunshine o’er valley and 
mountain 
Still warbles the blackbird its note from the tree 
Still trembles the moonbeam on streamlet and 
fountain 
But what are the beauties of nature to me? 
With sorrow deep sorrow my bosom is laden 
All day I go mourning in search of my love 
Ye echoes, oh tell me, where is the sweet maiden 
‘She sleeps neath the green turf down by the Ash 
Grove 
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16.  Oh Dear What Can the Matter Be? 
 
Oh dear what can the matter be? (x3) 
Johnny’s so long at the fair 
He promised he’d buy me basket of posies 
A garland of lilies, a garland or roses 
A little straw hat to set off the blue ribbons 
That tie up my bonny brown hair  
 

17.   Auld Lang Syne    
 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
And days of auld lang syne? 
 
For auld lang syne my dear, For auld lang syne, 
We’ll take a cup of kindness yet For auld lang syne 
 

 
18.  Row, Row, Row your Boat 

 (A Round!) 
 
Row, row, row your boat Gently down the stream 
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily 
Life is but a dream 
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19.  Early One Morning 
 
Early one morning just as the sun was rising 
I heard a maid singing in the valley below 
Oh don’t deceive me, oh never leave me 
How could I use a poor maiden so? 
 
Remember the vows that you made to your Mary  
Remember the bower where you vowed to be true 
Oh don’t deceive me, oh never leave me 
How could I use a poor maiden so? 
 
Oh gay is the garland and fresh are the roses 
I’ve culled from the garden to bind on thy brow 
Oh don’t deceive me, oh never leave me 
How could I use a poor maiden so? 
 
Thus sang the maiden, her sorrow bewailing 
Thus sang the maiden in the valley below 
Oh don’t deceive me, oh never leave me 
How could I use a poor maiden so? 
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20. My Bonnie 
 
My Bonnie lies over the ocean 
My Bonnie lies over the sea 
My lies over the ocean 
Oh bring back my Bonnie to me 
 
Bring back, bring back,  
Oh bring back my Bonnie to me 
Bring back, bring back,  
Oh bring back my Bonnie to me 
 
O blow ye winds over the ocean 
And blow ye winds over the sea 
O blow ye winds over the ocean 
And bring back my Bonnie to me 
 
Chorus 
 
Last night as I lay on my pillow 
Last night as I lay on my bed 
Last night as I lay on my pillow 
I dreamed that my Bonnie was dead. 
 
Chorus 
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21.    What Shall We Do  
with the Drunken Sailor? 

 
What Shall We Do with the Drunken Sailor? 
What Shall We Do with the Drunken Sailor? 
What Shall We Do with the Drunken Sailor? 
Early in the morning? 
 

Hooray and up she rises (x3) 
 Early in the morning 

 
Put him in the long boat until he’s sober (x3) 
Early in the morning 

Hooray etc 
 
Pull out the plug and wet him all over (X3) 

Hooray etc 
 
Put him in the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him 
(X3) 

Hooray etc 
 
Heave him by the leg in a running bowlin’ (X3) 

Hooray etc 
 
Tie him to the taffrail when she’s yard-arm under 
(X3)Hooray etc  
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22.  Swing Low 
 
Swing Low, sweet chariot 
Coming for to carry me home 
Swing Low, sweet chariot 
Coming for to carry me home 
 
I looked over Jordan and what did I see 
Coming for to carry me home 
A band of angels coming after me 
Coming for to carry me home 

Chorus 
 
If you get there before I do 
Coming for to carry me home 
Tell all my friends I’m coming too# 
Coming for to carry me home 

Chorus 
 
I’m sometimes up, I’m sometimes down 
Coming for to carry me home 
But still my soul feels heavenly bound 
Coming for to carry me home.  

Chorus 
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23  My Favourite Things  
 
Raindrops on roses, and whiskers on kittens, 
Bright copper kettles and warm woolen mittens, 
Brown paper packages tied up with strings 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
 
Cream coloured ponies and crisp apple strudels, 
Boor bells and sleigh bells,  
  and schnitzel with noodles, 
Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
 
Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes! 
Snowflakes that stay on my nose and eyelashes, 
Silver white winters that melt into springs 
These are a few of my favourite things, 
 
When the dog bites, when the bee stings,  
when I’m feeling sad, 
I simply remember my favourite things 
and then I don’t feel so bad. 
 
 
 

26  The White Cliffs of Dover 
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There’ll be bluebirds over  
the white cliffs of Dover, 
tomorrow, just you wait and see, 
There’ll be love and laughter and peace ever after, 
tomorrow, when the world is free, 
The shepherd will tend his sheep, 
The valley will bloom again, 
And Jimmy will go to sleep  
In his own little room again, 
There’ll be bluebirds over 
The white cliffs of Dover,  
Tomorrow, just you wait and see. 
 
 
 

27 John Brown’s Body 
 
John Brown’s body lies a mould’ring in the grave, 
(three times) 
But his soul goes marching on. 
Glory glory hallelujah  (three times) 
His soul goes marching on! 
 
The sta- rs of hea - ven are looking kindly down  
on the grave of Old John Brown 
He’s gone to be a soldier in the army of the Lord, 
And his soul goes marching on. 
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28 Waltzing Matilda 
 
Once a jolly swagman camped by a billabong, 
Under the shade of a coolibah tree, 
And he sang as he watched  
 and waited till his billy boiled, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me  
Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda, 
you'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me 
And he sang as he watched  
 and waited till his billy boiled, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with mel" 
 
Down came a jumbuck to drink at that billabong, 
Up jumped the swagman  
 and grabbed him with glee, 
And he sang as he stowed that 
 jumbuck in his tucker-bag, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me  
Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda, 
You'll come a waltzing Matilda with me; 
And he sang as he stowed that  
  jumbuck in his tucker-bag, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me 
    
Up rode the squatter  
 mounted on his thoroughbred, 
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Down came the troopers one, two, three: 
"Where's that jolly jumbuck  
 you've got in your tucker-bag? 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?" 
Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me? 
Where's that jolly jumbuck  
 you've got in your tucker-bag! 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me." 
 
Up jumped the swagman  
 and sprang into the billabong, 
"You'll never catch me alive!" said he. 
And his ghost may be heard  
 as you pass by that billabong, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me! 
Waltzing Matilda, Waltzing Matilda, 
you'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me: ' 
And his ghost may be heard  
 as you pass by that billabong, 
you'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me: ' 
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29 The Sound of Music 
 
My day in the hills has come to an end, I know. 
A start has come out to tell me it’s time to go. 
But deep in the dark green shadows 
are voices that urge me to stay. 
So I pause and I wait and I listen for one more 
sound,  
For one more lovely thing that the hills might say. 
 
The hills are alive with the sound of music 
with songs they have sung for a thousand years. 
The hills fill my heart with the sound of music 
my heart wants to sing every song it hears. 
My heart wants to beat like the wings of the birds 
that rise 
 from the lake to the trees. 
My heart wants to sigh like a chime that flies  
 from a church on a breeze 
to laugh like a brook when it trips and falls  
 over stones on its way, 
To sing through the night,  
 like a lark who is learning to pray. 
I go to the hills when my heart is lonely. 
I know I will hear what I’ve heard before. 
My heart will be blessed with the sound of music 
and I’ll sing once more. 
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30 All kinds of everything 
 
Snowdrops and daffodils,  butterflies and bees, 
Sailboats and fishermen  things of the seas, 
Wishing wells, wedding bells,  early morning dew. 
All kinds of everything remind me of you. 
 
Seagulls and aeroplanes,  things of the sky, 
Winds that go howling,  breezes that sigh, 
City sights, neon lights, grey skies or blue 
All kinds of everything remind me of you. 
 
Dances, romances, things of the night, 
Sunshine and holidays,  postcards to write 
Budding trees, autumn leaves, a snowflake or two 
All kinds of everything remind me of you. 
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31  Georgy Girl 
 
Hey there! Georgy girl 
Swinging down the street so fancy free, 
Nobody you meet could ever see the loneliness 
there 
inside you.   Hey there! Georgy girl 
Why do all the boys just pass you by?   
Could it be you just don’t try or is it the clothes you 
wear? 
You’re always window shopping but never stopping 
to buy. 
So shed those dowdy feathers and fly - a little bit. 
 
Hey there! Georgy girl,   
There’s another Georgy deep inside 
Bring out all the love you hide  
and oh, what a change there’d be, 
The world would see,  A new Georgy girl. 
 
Hey there! Georgy girl 
Swinging down the street so fancy free, 
Nobody you meet could ever see the loneliness 
there 
inside you.   Hey there! Georgy girl 
Dreaming of the someone you could be. 
Life is a reality you can’t always run away. 
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Don’t be so scard of changing and rearranging 
yourself. 
It’s time for jumping down from the shelf  - a little bit. 
 
Hey there! Georgy girl 
There’s another Georgy deep inside 
Bring out all the love you hide  
and oh, what a change there’d be, 
The world would see,  A new Georgy girl. 
A new Georgy girl 
 
 

32  You’ll never walk alone. 
 
When you walk through a storm, 
hold your head up high 
and don’t be afraid of the dark, 
At the end of the storm is a golden sky  
And the sweet silver song of a lark. 
Walk on through the wind, 
Walk on through the rain, 
Tho’ your dreams be tossed and blown 
Walk on, walk on, with hope in your heart 
And you’ll never walk alone. 
you’ll never walk alone. 
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33  Ol` Man River 
Coloured folks work on de Mississippi, 
Coloured folks work while de white folks play, 
Pulling dose boats from de dawn to sunset,  
Gittin` no rest till de judgement day. 
 
Don’t look up an’ don’t look down, 
you don’t dasat make de white boss frown; 
Bend your knees an’ bow yo’ head 
an’ pull dat rope until yo’re dead. 
 
Let me go ‘way from de Mississippi,  
Let me go ‘way from de white man boss, 
Show me dat stream called de river Jordan, 
Dat’s de ol’ stream dat I long to cross. 
 
Ol’ man river, dat ol’ man river, He must know 
sumpin’ 
but don’t say nothin’ He just keeps rollin’, 
He keeps on rollin’ along. 
He don’t plant ‘taters, He don’t plant cotton, 
An’d dem dat plants ‘em is soon forgotten 
But ol’ man river he jes keeps rollin’ along 
 
You an’ me, we sweat and strain, 
Body all achin’ an’ racked wid pain 
“Tote dat barge” “lift dat bale”  
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Git a little drunk an’ you land in jail. 
Ah gits weary an’ sick of tryin’ 
Ahm tired of living’ an’ feared of dyin’  
But Ol’ man river he jes keeps rollin along. 
 
 

34  Island in the sun 
 
This is my Island in the Sun  
where my people have toiled since time begun  
Tho I may sail on many a sea 
 Her shores will always be home to me. 
 
Oh island in the sun willed to me by my father’s hand 
All my days I will sing in praise  
of your forests, waters your shining sand. 
 
When morning breaks the heaven high 
I lift my heavy load to the sky 
Sun comes down with a burning glow 
Mingles my sweat with the earth below 
 
I see woman on bended knee 
Cutting cane for her family 
I see man at the waters side 
Casting nets at the surging tide. 

 



 

37 

35  Tulips from Amsterdam 
 
When it’s Spring again I’ll bring again 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
With a heart that’s true I’ll give to you 
Tulips from Amsterdam 
I can’t wait until the day you fill These empty arms of 
mine 
Like the windmill Keeps on turning 
That’s how my heart keeps on yearning 
For the day I know we can 
Share these Tulips from Amsterdam....  
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36. The Lambeth Walk 
 
Lambeth you’ve never seen,  
the skies ain’t blue the grass ain’t green, 
It hasn’t got the Mayfair touch,  
But that don’t matter very much. 
We play the Lambeth way,  
Do as you like, and never pay! 
And when we have a bit of fun.  Oh boy! 
 
Any time you’re Lambeth way.  
Any evening, any day, 
you’ll find us all doin’ the lambeth Walk. 
Ev’ry little Lambeth gal, with her little Lambeth pal, 
You’ll find ‘em all doin’ the Lambeth walk. 
Ev’ry thing free and easy,  
Do as you darn well pleasey, 
Why don’t you make your way there, 
Go  there, stay there! 
Once you get down Lambeth way,  
Every evening ev’ry day, 
you’ll find yourself doin’ the Lambeth walk. 
 


