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IET'S SING! ILLT'S SING! ILLT'S SuiG! IRT'S SING! IET'S SIsG!

1. JAIL, BAIL

Hail, hall, the gang's all here
Eere we arc to grect you

Here we are together

H ail, hail, the gang's all here
Let ug get acquanted now e~
(Rapeat%

2. SING, SING, SL.G!

S8ing, sing, sing for the singing

The while day long, ‘

Sing, sing, voices arc ringing

In heartfelt song., :

Sing, sing, wh.tc'er betide you;

Siag for the joy of the song that's
inside you,

Sing! The song's the things

Sing, sing,

Loving the singiag,

Just singl! sin ! siag!

3, D.ER SARRGLI POLIA

Roll out the bar:el

We'll have a barrel of fun.

Roll out the barrel

Vietve got the blues on the run.
Bing! DBoom! Ta-rar-rel

Ring out a song of good cheer,
Now's the time to roll the Larrel
For the gang's all here

4. ;ARCLING AL UNG TOGLTIE

Marching along together

Sharing ev're smile and tear
Marching &long together

Vhistling tillthe sliies sire clear;
Swinging da ong the lighway,

Over the road that's wide;

Without a bugle, without a drun,
We eim to chase the jinx,

Oh, rumti-diddle«dil, heie we come
We 're happy hinkey cdinks;

Oh, marcling along together

Life is wonderful side by side.

5, PACK UP YOUR TRJ UBLES

Pack up your troubleeg in your old
kit bag

And smile, smile, smile,

Wiile you've a lucl fer to light
your face

Siile boys, that's the style.

whut's the use of worrylhg?

It nevc: was worth while, sol!

Pacl: up -your troubles in your old
kit bag,

And Smile, Smile, Smile!l

Ge SMILLS

There are smiles that make us
happy

There are smilos that malke us blus;

Therc are miles that steal away
the teardrops,

Ag the sunbeams stoal away the dow,

1ore arce smiles that have s tender
meaning,
That the eycs alone of luwve may s ¢g
But the smiles that £111 my 1ifo
1 th sumshine,
Are the s-iiles that you glve to me.

7. DONi. 3Y¥ THL STATION

Dovn by thce staticn carly in tho
aorning

Sec the little puffer-villics all
in a row;

Sce the station master turn a
little handlc,

Choo-choo, puff-puff, off they go.

8, Ii WHL GOOD OLD SUMMER TIME

In the goud old summer time,

in the o€l old sumacr tine,
Strolling thru' thc shody lancs,
With 7our baby minc,

You hold her hand and she holds

yours,

And that's a vory pood signe,
Phat she's your tootscy=-wootscy

In the good old swummer timo.
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9. THEE BAND PLAYED ON 12, LuCH LO: OND

(Chorus) By yon Bonnic banks

Cascy would waltz #nd by yop bonnic bracs

With the strawberry blondo Where the sun shines bright on
And the buand played on, Loch Lomond.

He'd glide 'cross the floor Vhere me and ny truc love

Vith the girl he ador'd . Mere cver wont to gac,

And the band playcd on, On thc bonnic, bonuic banks of
But his brain was so loaded, Lech Lomond.

It ncarly cxploded,

‘he poor girl would

Shake with alarm,

He'd no'er lecavc the girl
With the strawberry curls,
And thc band playcd on.

10, THE LAl ONTHL FLYING TE.FCZE

Oh oncc I was happy but now 1'm forlorn,

Lixc an old coat thaot is tutter'd und torn.

Left o this wide world to fret and to mourn,

Betrey @ by a maid in her teunimeeme=-

This maid that I loved slhxwas hundsomo

I tricd all I kncw, huroto plcast.

But I never could plcase her on quakcr so well

As the man on the Tlying trapezc,

(Ciorus)

Oh, hc flocts thru'nthe air with the groatest
of cacg,

This daering ycoung nan on the flying trapczc,

his actions crc graccful, all girle he could
plecasec

And my love he purloin'd awa7.

11, CLLIENTING

In a cavern, in a canyon; oxcavatin' for a mine,

Dwelt a mincr, forty-aincr and his daughter, Clemantine
(Chorur)

Oh my darling!, Oh my durlinl,

Oh my durling! Clomentinci!

You arc gonc and loct forcver; drcadful sorry, Clomentinc,

Iight was she and 1like a fairy,
And her shocs werc numoer ninci!
Herring boxes, minus topscs,
Sandls wcre for Clementine,

s



ILT'S SILG! LIET'S

13, VWE'RE O. THL UP.ARD TRAIL

We'rc on the wpward trall,
wa're on the upward trd 1,
Singing as we¢ go=--=going on!!
Vie'ro on the upward trail,
We'rc on the upward trall,
Singing, s=inging, cvcry-body,
Singing; go-ing on!!

14, DOWN BY THE OLD MILL STiJiAR

Dovn by the old mill strcan,

Where I first mct you,

“ith your cyecs of Dbluc,

Drcsscd in gingtan too,

It was there I knew that you
lovcd mc too;

You werce sixtoen, my village quecen

Dovn by thce old mill strcam.

16 I'M I THE KING'S NIVY

I don't want to march vi th thc
infantry,

Ridc with thce Cavalry,

Shoot with the artillcry,

I don't wont to fly over Germony,

1'm in the Klng s livy,

‘; m in the King's Ni-vy,

''m in the King's Ni-vyll

I don't want to march with the in-

Ride with t he cavalry,

Shoot with thc artillury,

I dou't wont to fly ovuer Gérmany,

I'm in the King's ni-vylil!

PLEASE RETURN SHILTS..

dedbriesesiues

SING! LIT'S SING!

/funtrm

« «PLZASE RETURNSHEETS. ..

LETYS SINGY

IET!S

SING!

16. SKIisY i1 RIFK

Bkinny mi rink ¢ dink ¢ dink
Skinny nmi rink ¢ do
I love you
Skinny mi rink ¢ dink ¢ dink
Skinny mi rink c¢ do
I1'11 bc truc
I love you 1a the morning
and in the «fternoon
I lwec you in the cvening
“nd in the afturnoon
I love you in the cveaning
And und¢rncath the moon
Oh Skinny mc¢ rink ¢ dink c dink
Skinny mi rink ¢ do;
I love you,
4
17, TODAY IS MOND..Y
Today is lippday, today ic lMonday
Monday slum-gut
All you hungry rookics, wc
thq samc to you,

dsh

Today is Tucsday, Tucs-
A ] X

Tucsday string beans, Monday
slum-gut

All yov hungry rookics v
semae to you.

today is

wish the

Wodnugday==~=50u=p
Thursday=-roast bu. T
Friduye=fich
Sapurday=-payday
Sunday--Church

« »PLEASE RETURN SHEETS.

sscsrsenewCOURTLSY OF RECRLATIUN & SLRVICE DEPARTHENTHsdescdcdsdedededt



LET'S SING) LIET'S-SINa! LET'S SING! LET'S SING! IET'S SING!

LEADLR: Oh,
GROUP: Oh,

you can't go to Ilcbben,
you can't go to Hubben,

LEADER: On roller skatous,

GROUF: On rollcr ckotus,

LEADLR: 'Cus you'll roll right by,
GRoUP: 'Cuz you'll roll right by,
LLADER: Thosc pcarly gates,

GROUP: ‘“hos

G pea:ly gates.

ALL TOGLTHELR:

Oh, you cun't go to licbben on roller gkates,
‘Cuz yeu'll rell right by thosc pecarly gutces,
I ain't gorma'gricve my Lavd no moah!!

GLORUS:

I ain't govna' gricve my Lawd no mo!,

I ain't sonna' gricve my Lawd no mo',

I ain't gonna' gricve my Lawd no mo',
2e With curly; nair,,

'"Cuz the Leyd don t want no sicsics there.
5. With o tumy ashe;

1Cuz you might drown in Hebbon's Lakc.,
4, In a Yord V8,

Cuz you night gt there whon 1t's just too latcs
5., Vith a choo-choo truin,

'Cuz the Lowd might think you got no brain.
6. Lik’\ o CIOI‘:C,

tICuz the Lawd might thinlk you got ho hopo.

7. With a kitchen nmop,

1Cuz

there the Lawd don't want no slops

10. DIi AL AI'D YEIIUDI

I've boon working on the railroad,
ALl the Yve long-days,

I've buen working o the railroad,
To pasu the time awvey,

Don

t you hevp the wlhilstle blowin'

S0 risc up so carly inthc morn!

Can't you hcar thc captain sloutin'

Dinah blow your horn.

Dinah von't you blow, Diaah won't you blow,
Dinah won't you bleow your horn, horn, horn,
Dinal won'!t you blow, Dinah woan t you blow,
Dinah wont't you blow your horn, -Ycal!l
Somcone 's’in the kitchen with birah,
Somoonc's iiithe kitelhien I know, o0,0,0,
Someconc 's in the kitclicn with Dinili-e-ceea-
Struamin' on the olc banjo.

Fg=fi-fidlci-o, Fe-fi-fidclcl-o,0,0,0,
Fomfi-fidlei-0mmmmmmncanan

Strummuin'!
Fo=plunk,

on the ole banjo.
Fi-plunk, Fidlci-o, plumk

Fe-ll-fidlei-o- plunk, piunl, piuak
I"C-fi-fidlCi-Ol. L I R T ) |~---"-PL{1.TK! !

T re—

Strumin' on his olc banjoseesespliunk! !l e o



LET'S SING! LET'S SIiG!

20. THRLE BLIND liICE

Three blind mlco, thrce blind micc

Scc how thcy run! Scc pow they
eyl

They all run aftor the farmer's
wife,

She cut off thelr tail vl th a
garving knifo;

Yid you cver scc such a sight in

- your lifc,

As thc Throe Blind ilice?

21, MOONLIGHT O: THL RIVLR
COLORADO

Moonlight on the hiver Colorado,

How I wigh that I were thoere vA th
you,

As I it and pinc¢ cach loncly
shadow,

Takes rac back to days thuat wec onec
h“.’f.

We were to wed in harvest time

ym’f said,

That's hh] I'm longing for you.

llien-it's moonlight on the
Color do,

I'mwond' r;ng if ‘you'rc lonLLng
for mc too.

22, ILONG, IONG TRAIL

There's a long, long trail a=-wingd-
=-ing,

Into the loand of my drecaoms,

whore the nightingales are singing,

And a whitc rnoon bcams.

Inore arc long, long nightu of

- wciting,

Until my drcams all come truc,

Ti1l the day when I'1l be going

Dovn that long, long trail vith
yout-

25, MY BUDDY ,

Nights arc long sincce ycu vent
"t“hy

I think about. you all thru'

Iy buddy, my buddy,

No buddy quitc so true,

the
/day,

P

LET's S1TGU

LLT'S SInG! IET'S SING!

24, CAROLINA MOON

Carolina moon kocp shining,

Shining on the onc vho waits for
ma .

Carolina moon, I'm pinin"

Pinin' for the placce I long
to bo,

How I'm hoping tonight yjeu'll g,

Go to the night wandow, scatter
your light,

Say I'm 11 Plbht, plcasce do;

Tc1l her that I'm blue and
loncly

Drcamy Carolina Moon.

204

‘TILL E MEET AGAILT

Smile the while you kiss me

sad. adicu

When the clouwds roll by If1l
conic toryou,

wiien the skice will
bluc, ]

Domn in lovup's lanc, my.dearig,

weddang, wells will A aug so merrily,

soim nord

Lv’r toear will. be 4 moemory
So um_t and pray cweh night for
BIC

Till wie mcoet, again,

26, KLEP THo HOML III1L. LURNING

Kcep the home firc. burning
Whilce your heurts arc yearning
Tho! yourvdads,are fir' avay
They dramn of Lome,

There'e o silver lining,

Thru' tnc d:rk clouds shining,
Turn t h¢ daerk could inside oub
Till the Dboys come homes

Miss your veicc the. touch of

your hand,

Juct long to ltanow thaot you
undcns tond

My buddy, my buddy -

Your buddy misscs jou. W



LET'S SING! LLT'S SING! ILLT'S

26, IX THL GLOALLNG

In the gloaming oh, my darling!

‘When the lights arc dim and low,

And the quict shadows, filling,

Softly comc and. softly go,

When the winds ure uoholng faintly

Wiith a géntlo unknoun woe

Will you think ~f mc and iovc me,

As you did oncc long ago?

In the gloaming oh, my darling!

Think not bittcrly of me!

Though I passcd away in sllancc,

Left you loncely, set you freg,

For my hcart was cruchced R
long~ing

What had been could never be.

It was best for you and best for
mc

It was bust to leave you thus,

Best for you and bk;t for mec.

WHEN

27« EN IT'S SPRING IN THL ROCKIES

When 1t's pring time in the Rockics
I'll be coming back to you,

Littlec swectheart of the mountains
VWiith your bomny c¢ycs of bluc;

Oncc again 7T say, "I love you."
Whilc the birds sing all the duy;
Vhen it's spring time in the Rockices
In the Rockics far away.

28, VEHEN YuoU LWORE A TULIP

Vhen you wore o tulip, a awect
ycllow tulip,

And I worc a big red rosc,

Yhen you carcssod nc,

"™'was then hcaven blesced nc,

What o blcssing, no onc knows.

You made lifc chceric, when you
callecd me doarice,

'Twas down whorct the bluc grqss
grovs,

Your lips wcre swceter than tullps

When you vo ri that tulip and

I worc a big rcd roscl

S1NG!

ILT'S SING! LLT'S SING!

29. LHEN I GROW TQO QLD TO DKEAM

Vihen I grow to,drcam :

I'11l have you to rcmcmher,

When I grow too old to drcam |

Your love will live in my hcart

So kiss me swoectheart, md thon

let us part,

Vthen I grow o old to aroam,”

Your kiss will livc in ny hoart. |

30. LET THE RLuT OF THDL‘?
< GO BY

¥/ith € omeonce like you
A pal good and ture,
I'd like to lcave it all behing
And go and find

Some place that'g known Al
To God alonCe==mewm==—= 7
Just a spot to call our own; /

Ve 'll find perfegt peace

where joys necvericcase,

Out therc bencath, a kindly sky,
We'll build a sweet littlec nost
Somewhere inthe West

And lect the rcst Ff the world

g0 by

a , RED RIVIR %%EFEY
el

From this valley, "thcy say.you
arc leaving,

Wo will miss yopr bright cpes
and swect smilos, -

For ycu takc with you all of the
sunshinc

That hac brlbhucncd our lives
for a while,

Then come sit by my side, if

you leve mao,
Do not hastcn to bid mc adicu;
But rcmember the Red Pincs
Vallcy and the cowboy,
That loved you.su true,

I have promisad you, darling
thut ncver,

%111 a word from my lips cause
you-@-dn.--- -

Znd mv 1ifc, it Uill e yours "R
:[_;‘O"'t'.aﬂ,

_If you only will luve me-again,



32.
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JUST A SOHG AT TWILIGHT.

35

35.

LET'S SIIG! LET'S SING!

WHEN IRISH EYES ARE SMILING.

Just a song at twilight
When the bonfire's lit

And amid its shadows

All the eampers sit;

When the stars are c'er us,
Happy mem'ries throng

And we sing in chearus

Sing each eld song,

Sing each old sweet song.

LET ME CALL YOU SWEETHEART

36,

When Irish eyos are smiling,

Sure it's like the morn in spring.
In the 1ilt of Irish laughtoxr
You ecan hea® the angols sing.

(Chorus)

Whon Irigh hearts are happy,

All tho world sooms bright and gay;
And vwhen Irish eyes arc smiling,
Surs thoy steal your heart away.

SWEET GENEVIEVE

LET me call you sweetheart

I'm in love with you

Let me hear you whisper, that you
love me, too

Keep the lovew-light crowing

In your eyes so true.

Let me call you sweetheart

I'm in love with you.

O} Genevieve, I'd give the world
To live again the lovely past;

The rose of youth is dew impoarled
But now it withers in the blast

I see thy face in ev'ry dream,

My wcking tho'ts are full of thos.
Thy glance is in the starry beam
That falls along the summor saea.

(Ghorus )

IOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG.

Once in the dear, dead days
beyond recall
When on the world thse mists
began to fall,
Out of the droams that ross in
happy throng
to our hearts love seng an old
sweet song;
And in tho dusk, wherc fell the
fire~light's glcam,
Sof'tly it wova itecli into our drcau.

Lod

(Chorus)

Just a song at twilight,

When the lights are low,

And thoe flick'ring shadews

Softly coms and goj;

Tho' the hsart bec woeary,

Sad the day and lonz,

Sti1ll to us at twilisnt copos
love's old song,

Comes love's old swect song

0, Goneviove, sweot Genavievel
Tho geys mey comc, the days may g0.
But still ths hand of maom'ry wsave
The blissiul Grs-aw of long ago,

Fair G.ncvirws, my early love,

The y-ors but make the dcarsr fap;
My heart shall never, never love.
Thou art my only guiding star,

For ms tho past has no regret.
Whate'ar the yoars may bring to me

I bless the hour whon first we mote-
The hour that gove mo love and thoal!

37, WHEN THE MOON COMES QVER THE

MOUNTATY

Whon tho moon comcs over tho moun-
tain

Ev'ry bcam brings a drsam, dsar, of
you.

Onco azein wo stroll 'nozath thao
mountain

Thru thet rosc-covorsd vallsy v .
knaiz,

Each day is gray and droaar-y

But thws aight is brizht ~ad chiosry;

Whan tho oon comos over the loun-
tain

I'm alone with my momorizs of you.




38, MY OLD KHNTUCKY EHOLE

Tho sun shings brizht in thc 014
K. satucky home,
'"Tia swamsy the darkics ore Z0Y:
s corn top'c ripe znd tho
mondows in the bloom,
While birds mcke music 211 the day,
The young folks r:l) cp the little
¢obin floor,
411 morry, ~1l hoppy ~nd brizht;
By'n by hord tinos cumos o knoeckin!
at tho dronx,
Thon my <1d Kontueky home.
(Ch rus)
Weop no moro, my lady;
0 icop no more tedoy,
Vo i1l sing onc scaz for the
014 Kontueky hungc,
Feor thy ~1d Kentueky himne,
for oway.

39. DIXIE

I wish I woro in the lond of ection,

0ld tince dnr nn for-got-ton,

Took nyicy? Look nwnyd Look ~weyd

Dixic Land.

In Dixis L-nd whor' I wns bern,

Barly on cno frosty mrraoin'.

{Ropont) Lock nwnyd

(Chorus)

Don T kot

Hon=rryl! Heo=roy!

In Dixic Lond, T'11 t-ko ny st-nd

Tr livo ond dic in Dixic;

L=tny, L=wy, o=w"y doun south in
Dizxio. :

L=siny, n=iny, owny dovm south in
Dixio.

I w8 in Dizxio,

40, OLD FOLKS AT HOME

————

Way down up n tho Swanoc River

Fap, far oy

Darc's whe my heart is turning cvor,
Doro's whn do old folks stoy.

(Ch-rus)

411 do world ~m s~d and droary,

Ev'ry where I roomy

Oh! D-rkics h v my hoart zrcws weary,
For from the <1d folks ot hemc,

41, OLD BL.CK JOL

Gone arc the dnys when my herrt wns
y ung nnd g7y,
G nc ~rc ny fricnds from tho cotten

i lds vioyw
Cona fron tho osrth 12 - bottor land
I kn We

I honr thoeir gentls vaiccs enlling
1Gla: Binek Jog.”

I'Mm orniing, i'n coming,

For my hsd is baading lowr, I Honr
thelr 2ont. ¥oieas eclling "0l4g

Bloeck J72.%

42,

C.KRY ME B .CK TO OLD VIRGINNY

C-rry no bv-ck tc ¢ld Virginny

Thorcts where tvho cctton & thoreorn &
Thore's whore tho birds T*rblc{ tt~tors
Sizet in the sprinztino, i &,
Thera's 7hore this 14 Darkey's

Hocrt do.g leng ¢ go,

Thers's whoro I labrrod

Sc h-rd f~r 1¢ Mrssa, doy ~ftor dry
In the ficlds of yellew oorn.

No plsec ''a osxth

De I lsvwe fors sinccroly

Thrn ~1d Virzinny,

The plnec whors I 3778 bori.

43, SUELET 4D LOW

Sunat ond L, swest and
Wind «f tho wostorn son;
Iow, 13w, bro2the cné bl W,

Ovor the r-lling - tors gc,

Come from the dylng noeon ~né blaw,
Blow him ngrin t9 LCmemee=

whilo oy 1ittlo ¢no, whilo ny
Protty <nc sl.cpss

Loiity



LET'S SING LET'S SING?

44, DEEP IN THE HE.RT OF TEC.S

The stora ot night 2re biz ond bright
Deop in tho honrt of Toxns.

The proiric sky is wido nnd high
Dogp in thc hoort of Toxrs;

Tho sazoc in bloom i& liko perfumo
Doop in the hoart of Toxns;

Rominds mo ¢f the cno of lovo,

Doep in thao honrt of Toxas.

45, HOME ON THE RNGE

Oh, zivo mo 2 horo whore tho baffalo
Tomm

Whoro tho door and the antolops ploy

Whoro soldom is hoard o~ @isscurnging
word

4nd tho skios aro n-t eloudy all day.

How ofton nt night whon tho ho-vons
aro brizght

With the light of tho glittoring st~rs

Hove I stood thoroe cmczoed ~nd asked ~s
I gnzed

If their jlory oxecods thot °f uws,

56 ? GR.JDE

I lovo %o rorm out yondor

OQut whoro the buffalos wnndor
Froe as tho ongle flying

I'™ roping end o tying

I'm roping and o tying.

Givo mo my ranch and ny ccttlao
For I just lovo hording enttlo
Givo mo my briddle nnd snddl:
And ny cld pinto I'll str~ddlo.
I'll goct the couwbeys a'riding
Qut horo the rustlers ~ro hiding.

LET'S SING!

LIT'S SING! LiT'S SINGI

47, STOUT HI.RTTD Mmy

Givo mo scmeo mon vwho are stout
honrtsd nmon,

Who will fight for tho right
adoro,

Start me with ton wh: are stcut
haartod mon,

And I'1l soon give you ton thoue
8nné 0 T0.

Oh, shculdor to shouldor, ond
bolder nnd boldar

Thoy grovn a8 thoy 2o tc tho fere,

Thon thoro's nothing in tho world
e¢an halt ~r nor a plon .

Whon stout honrtcd non e~n stick
togather mon tc man,.

48, THE MLRINT'S HYMN

Fr.a the Halls of Montezume to
tho shoros of Tripelis
wa fight cur c.untry's battlos
on the land 8 cn tho sony
First tc fizht for right ~nd frooe
aun
snd tc koap cur henop glo~ng

- Wo ord proul to elaim tho title cf

United Stotes M-rinca.

Qur fl-3's unfurl'd to ov'ry breezo,

Fron down to sotting sun,

Wo hvo fought in ov'ry eline and
plcea,

Vthore ws o:-uld t~ko 0 zuaj

In tho enow of f2r off uorthera

Lnds ~nd in sunny tropic ceoncs;

You will find us ~liv-ys on tho job

Tho Unitod Strtos Mrrincs.

Horo's horlth to you and to cur
Ccrps,

Which wo aroc pr-ud to sorve

In ucny ~ strifo wo'vo fought for

Lifc, nnd novor lcst our norvo,

If tho .any ~ndé tho N-vy cv.r

Look cn Barvan's scondss

Thoy i1l find tho stroots arg

Gu-ricd by the Unitud Statos Mrrino,.



LET'S SING! LAaT'S SING!

49, CiLISSON SONG

Ovor hill, over dnla,

We h-ve hit the dusty tr~il

As thoso enisscns g0 rolling aleng.

countor m~reh, right “bout,

Hear thoso wogon soliiors shout

While the cpissens go r.ol1ling

For it's h~-hi-dcao in ths ficld
artillcry.

Call <ff your nurber, lcud and strong

And wher'ter wo Zo, yru will <2lwcys
know

That thcese caissons go rolling nlenz,
Koop 'om rolling! ¢

That those ealsscns g2 rolling <long.

a1 ng.

50, ON THE RO..D TO M ND .L..Y

By the moulmoin Prgeood-,
Lookin' enstward to th: s <ag
Thera's a Burma girl awnitin’
ind I know she thinks «f nos
For the wind is in the palm trces,
And the tomplo bolls thoy sy,
Comoe you back ye Brittish s-ldier,
Come you back to Mana-1:y,
Come you back tc Mand-lny.
Come y u back tc M-nd 1~y
Wheore the c1ld Flotilla loy.
Gzan't yu honr the poddlos
Chunkin' fr-m Rnnsoon to Mrnd»l-y.
On the ro-d tc Mhndnlay
Whoro the flying fishos play,
and the deowm ccomos up liks thundor
Out of China 'cross tho by,

51, NCHORS ..\JIGH

3

Stand, Nevy, 2cwn tho fiold,

Szil tc thoe sky

Wa'll nover chrnZo GUr CoUTSZ0,

S¢y LAY, Yu steor shye——-=— »

Ro1l up tho shore, N-vy

Anchoros rweizh

Snil, N-vy, dcown tho ficld ~nd
sink

The wrmy, Sink tho Lrmy agroyd

LET'S SI

NG: LuT'S SING?! LIET'S STNGI

52. FIGET ON FOR OLD S.C.

Fizht on for zld S.0.

@ur an ikt on to vietexy,

Qur slmn Moteor derr

Leoks up to you, fight on o win,
For ¢l 5.C, fizht ond

To yictory, fizht onl

S.. COME JUIN TES B..ND

Geme, jecin ths bangd

Ané 2iyo o chaor for Stoiiford reod;

Threusheout the land

Our b onsr wavirs ovorhcaf.

Stenford, £5¢ you (but aut £av-=6d)

Ezeh 1.yl ¢ nr-de brove ant truo

With nizht eni mnin sinzs this
rofraip

Forevior anf foreovor, Stnaford rod.

54, ON WISCONSIN, ON WISCOIT3IN

On VWise-nsin, Ca W%Wisccnsind
Plunzs rizht through that lino,
Run tha b-11 elenn 'round Chiengze
T.uchicwun surc this tinoc.

On iiscasin, On wisconsind
Fizht cn for her fanmo,

Fizht, fullow, Fisht

Ang we will win this gnno.

55, UCL.. R.LLY SONG

By tho cld Pzeifie's zilling watcors

Leyally we st nd onch scm angd
doughior,

Heil tho cmblom of cur alms Motor

Mizhty Buin Boory

Califor=is, hzil yaur srrisrs

Marehing o the Ty

Thoy ge furth tc win nire lourols

Fop ‘our Hls Bl Yy

Bruin Beoor, lot loess they thundcor,

Victory's £133 unfsldyg

Rond y ur onenics ~sun’or

Fer the Glua zpd Goldl
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LaT's SIinG! ILuT's 5ilT

56. CLLI'ORIIA 99 COMINLLL AL:I4 JI2T.AR

OQur sturdy Goldcn Buar ffar abovo Cavugza's waturs:

Is watching from tho skius, With 1ts wnvus of Mg,

Looks down upon our colors fair Stands our ..lma liatur,

And guard thon from his lair; Glorious to viuw.

Qur banncr gold and bluoc (Chorus)

The omblom on it; too, Lift the chorus, spucsd it onward
lleans FIGIT for Californis Loud hvr proisss tell.

Tor California thru cnd thru. meil to thuc, our Almo iatar,

Heil, 211 hail, Corfull.

97, FOTR.S Diils VICTORY SCIG

60, VLAGHINGTON FICHT SONG

Cheor, chocr for old Notre Deame,

Take up the ccious chuuring hur numo Hoavon holp the fo.: of
Sund the volley'd chueor on high Washington
Shake down tho thaundusr from the sky; Ua'rs trombling ot the
ilhat though tho odds bu gruut or small, Poot of mighty Wash-
Ole Notro Damc will win over zll, ington.
nily her loyzl sons are mnarching The boys arc therce with
Onwoid to victoryl bells,

Their Tighting blood ux-
58, BuLLS 0 SATLT i:RXI1'3 ealls;

It's hardeur to bunt them
The bulls of St. liary's in o gang
£h, hoear thvy are calling Thaon cress the Dardanclloss
The young lovus, tho truv lovos Victory the cery of VWosh-
That cone Lrom thce suag ington;
4snd so my bulovad g'll blund cur wings to-
hilo red leawves cre ialling, gather with
The love bells shall rinzg out rRabl!l Rah! HRahkl
Ring out for you and nc. hn%)'éf tho land the loysl

on

Will sing tho glory of
Tinshington foruvur.

0 6l, SUEATILLRT OF 3IGIA CdTl

L The girl of amy drosms is tho sweotust
o girl of all tho girls I know.
S G acch f2ir eo-ud like tho rainbow's end,
G 8 I'andes in the - 1turglow.
Ii And the gold of hur hair,
G Ar¢ 2 blund in tho ﬂusturn sk7;
3 Oia, the moonlight boams
H On the girl of my drcnms,
Shu's the swouthoart of Sigma Chi.



LaT'S SIIGE LJAT'S SILG!

62, I RALABIR YU

romuiber you, you'ru the onc
who mnde uy drenuas comue truu
fow kisses ago.

said "I love you , too."
do, didu't you know?

HEHEH HH =

stars that Toll,
Lik%o rain, out of thu bluc

Waen ny 1ifo is thru and thoe anguls
ask ne to recall the thrill of thom

all,

LAT'S SING!

romsmbur vou, vou'ro the one who

romemnber too, a distant boll and

LaT's SINGY

65. Till LAIPLIGIITER'S

A monent altor doark ~round
the prk

‘n old-fnshioned gont gous
prrnding

Dressced in funny clothus,
but singing ns hc gous,

The Lomplightor's Scrunadu.

The o0ld boy lovus to t11k
with couplus on tho wolk;

But when it's h:lf aftor
love tinu,

Ho ronehss for his sticks

Then I shall %toll thon I rumciaber you. and froa his bag of tricks

63. ONs DOZsN ROS.LS

Give me onu dozen rosds

Put my heart in beside then
And sund thum to thu onu I love
Sha'll bu glad to recoive thonm
And I know she'll belicve thun

He lights vvery star in the
sky.

Znd 1if lady or 2 busu ©

should ansvier "ljo¥

e sprinklus thuir huenrtg
with his magiec.

Then he stuals way to sing
cnothur 4y

That's somuthing wu've buun talking of.The Lemplightor's Seronado.

Thure may bo orang. blossoms lntor

Kind of think thnt thoroe will

'Cousc who's done soucthing to no

And my hort won't koep still
Give mo onc dozun r'osus

Put ny henrt in beside thom

And ond them to thoe onc I lovu,

64, T:II3 LOV.s OF 1.Xle

This love of uiinc gous on 2nd on
Though 1lifs is cnpiy

Sincc you hmve gonu,

You'rae nlwsoys on my ains
Though out or sight.

It's lonusoite thru thc day
“nd oh the night!

I cricd ny hurt out

I't bound te bruak

Sincu nothing unt.urs

Lot it brock!

I asked the sun nd tho oon
The stars tu~t shine,

Wh-t's to beconw oX it

This loyu of ming.

66, :LiAYS Tij ITY ifs.RT

You aru zlwiys in my hoard
¢gven tho' you'ru for cway,

I ¢an hoar thoe music of tho
song of love I sing with you

You ru nlw.ys in my hu~rt ond
when skius ~bove “ro groy

I runcmber that you ears 2nd,

Then "nd there, the sun bronks
thru.

Just bufor. I go to slucp thoruy!
a runduzvous I kuup

Ai.d bhe dreom I “lutys maot
Holps ne forgut wo're far

2.0V

I don't know ox:ctly whun,
2 2% s 5l

But I* surc wo'll moct again,
ATy

..ad my darling, till we 4o

You ~ru alw.rs in ny hoart.




67 THE ANNIVERSARY VWALTZ

Tell me I may al.uays dzneo the
Annivorsary Weltz with you,
Toll mo this is rsal romencc, an
annivorsary dreem com? truz,

Lot this bc the anthom to our
futuro yoars,

To millions of smiles nnd r. fow
little toars,

Moy I nlucys liston to tho
Annivorsory Waltz with you.

68, I'LL PRAY FOR YOU

I'll proy for you =t thc cnd of tho
day

When wo ore far, for aprrt.

I'11 pray for you cond sach prayer that
I uny

Darling, will comc fromc my hoart.

So lot mo soe you smilz boforzs wie say
good-byo

For in a little
bluar sky,

wnilg theretll be a

S0 kiss mc ggain and romombor that whon

you'rz far euay
I'11 pray for you.

69s I DOU'T VANT TO WALK WITHOUT YUU

I don't wont to “"'k el

Walk =ithout my = nbout you. bobys

I 'thought *the dﬂ* ycu 1=1% m> bobind

1'd trke 8 stroll pnd 2
ny rmingd,

But new 1 £ind 1het I dop't want ‘to w=lk

without tho suwrshinc.

Why'd you hovs to turn
sunshins?

Oh, bcby, ploasct zom> back or youtfll
brock my ncazh foonmie

Ceusa T aua't want to
no s8ircasl

off <11 that

thext you, bahy

36 you rigzht off

wrlk without ycu,

70. MY DEVOTION

My dcvo*ica ac cndless

And docp as thz ocsan

hna 1like ¢ sicr shininz from afnr

Romaine Toravexr thoe scmo.

My dar.

1t will be ecnstcatly burrning

And your love will kindlo the flame.

What o awcot hogiiming to the dream
I plonncd.

I'n con

Your wish is wmy comarnd

And bthis seusavion

fios nevar 2 moro fascinations
Hore ia =y honrt onc swoet day is
stariag

Thea \;th Yime it grow;
My devorion to you.

71, UEEN TIE LICHTS £O 0 _ON AGAT™T
Whon fho L-gn & q on g';n

All cvor the corld

All the hoys ~re homo agnin

All cvor ©hec vorld

And roin or snow is nll

Thatl my £n1l from ths skics obove
4 kies won't mear “guod-byoh,

But HelioN fo love

When tro. lighis go on ~gain

k1L over tha yworid

Thon wo'll. h~ve time for things like

“nd "Froa" hernres will sing
Whon tha lights go on agnin
All over the world.

is =11 thoy elaim
o Jf aight nnd lips as
ARt ?lng
, vhon slhc dmnecs by
> @hare and esballcoros sigh
on tonsts to ‘Lr'f-;;in.o,
WSy b-x cerosas ths Argon-

Y's; sno has thom 211 on the run
But hir hoow® bLolonzs tc just ono
H:r hooxrd Delongs to Tanzorino.
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LET'S SING! LET'S SING! LET'S SINGI

73. CHATT.NOOG.. CHOO CHOO

Pardon mo boy, is thot th: Ch-ttanocoga

Choo Choo?

On track 29, bcy ycu enn give mo a shins,

Cen you afford tc bonrd tho Chattrnooern

Choo Cheo?

I'vo got my fr:

iAnd just ~ trifl~> to spare.

You lenve thy Ponnsylvanin stotion

'Brut 2 quartor to four,

Rood ~ magozine -nd then you'rs in
Brltimero.

Dinner in the dincr, nothing could be
finr,

Thon tc have y.aur ham'n cgg in Czrolinn,

Whon y-u heor tho whistle blewing 3izht
to tho b-r

Thon you know thot Tonnoesce is not very
frr.

Shovel nll tho ecnl in,

You g>tto koop 'm rolling.

‘hoo ‘thoo Chzttnnonga thore y:u arg=ee=

Thoro's goann be ~ cortain p~riy ~t the
stntione=-—sntin ~nd 1lrco;

I used t3 e211 funny f-co.

Sho's gonna cry until I toll hor thnt

I'll nover rocfe-—

S Chnttnoncoga Choo Chro,

Won't you Choo Choc me homs?9?

74, TILL WE MEET LG.IN

Whil, ths while you kiss mo sad ~diocu,
When tho elouds rell by I'll eime to you
Thon the skios will scem morc bluc

Devm in Lover's lonc, my ds-ric,

Wodding bells will ring sz merrily,
Evcry toor will be -~ momory

Sa wnit 2nd proy oseh night £-r ms,

Till we moot =gnin,

PR EEEEE S GOOD NIGHT S 2 o o e sk ke sk ke

Zhd we fiad

PLELSE RETURN SHEETS

LET'S SING! LET'S SING!

75« THi END OF .. PERFECT D.Y

Vhen you eome to the end of a
perfoet dny,

Lnd you sit nalenc with y:ur thought

Whilo tho chimos ring cut with na
anrcl gay

For tho joy th~t the d~y h-s
brouzht;

Do you think whnt the cnd of n por-
foet doy

Can me~a tc ~ tirod hoart,

Whcn the sun geoos down with o flome
ing roy,

4nd the den~r frionds have * p-rt.

Well, this is tho cnd of ~ por-
foet day,

Nocr tho cnd of a journay tocy

But it lo.vues o thought thot is big
cnd strong,

Fer momory hos pointed this por-
foet day

With colors thot navor fado,

=t the ond of a por-

Teet doy

Thy sl «f o fricnd we've made.

The s.ul T a fricnd wo've mado,

76. LLOH. OB

Now has come the hour sad  f oart-
ing,

Our daydre-m -f live, my own, is
atap

Only mom-rios will socn be loft us,

48 cur lives socn t2 glido zn as
bafrol

(Charus)

F-pes.ll, d<ar laovo,

I'l11l drosm =f y.u,

No passing gricf is this my
is fcoling,

I l-ve 7.4 oe, bafore you 2,

I'1l say "D..r 1.v'd ono, Farowolli"

(T8% w

T DOOR
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