Cruising Down the River, Row Row Row 


(medley – male comedy)

Cruising down the river on a Sunday afternoon

With one you love, the sun above Waiting for the moon.

An old accordion playing a sentimental tune

Cruising down the river on a Sunday afternoon.

The birds above all sing of love a gentle, sweet refrain.

The winds around all make a sound like softly falling rain.

The two of us together we'll plan our honeymoon

Cruising down the river on a Sunday afternoon.

And then he’d row, row, row 


Way up the river he would row, row, row 


A hug he’d give her, then he’d kiss her now and then


She would tell him when


He’d fool around and fool around, then they’d kiss again


And then he’d row, row, row a little further he would


Row, ho, ho, ho, ho –


Then he’d drop both his oars, take a few more encores


And then he’d row, row, row.


 Then he’d drop both his oars, take a few more encores


And then he’d row, row, row.

