Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree 1:37
Words and Music by Lew Brown, Charlie Tobias and Sam H. Stept
(chorus 1)
Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me
No, no, no, don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Till I come marching home

Don't go walkin' down Lover's Lane with anyone else but me
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me
No, no, no, don't go walkin' down Lover's Lane with anyone else but me
Till I come marching home
I just got word from a guy who heard from the guy next door to me
The girl he met just loves to pet and it fits you to a “T”
So, don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Till I come marching home
(last half – 2nd chorus)

I told the gang the whole she-bang that you were sweet and true

They ran right out and came right back with a photograph of you
So, don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Till I come marching home.
