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Opening Medley 6
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Twice each song - My Old Man said Follow the Van/Down at the Old Bull and Bush


Let's all go down the Strand/Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner 






2. 
Champagne Charlie (Male Comedy vocal)





3:46








3.
Oh! Mr. Porter  (Lady Comedy vocal) 

Complete song as sung by music hall star Norah Blaney + play off 


3:28

4.
Sweethearts Medley 6
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Let me be your Sweetheart/If You were the only girl in the world 

5.
Oh, Danny Boy (Male vocal)







3:24 

6. 
The Thing-Ummy-Bob (complete song – as sung by “Our Gracie Fields”)

2:37

7. 
Oh, You Beautiful Doll (Male vocal – 3 x chorus)




2:18

8. 
Alice Blue Gown (Lady Soprano vocal)





3:03

9.
Seaside Medley (2) 








7:40


I do like to be beside the seaside, Has anybody here seen Kelly?, Oh Oh Antonio, 


A Broken Doll, I've got a lovely bunch of Coconuts, Row Row Row, 


With my little stick of Blackpool Rock, Put your arms around me honey, 


Oh I do like to be beside the seaside

10.
Stout-Hearted Men (Male vocal or Low Female comedy)



2:27

11.
Roses of Picardy 


(Male vocal – Tauber/Lanza version but played 2 tones lower)


3:30

12.
Old Time Dancing (Stately as a Galleon – Joyce Grenfell version)

3:00

13.
Florrie Forde Medley (No. 1)







2:50


Down at the Old Bull and Bush' and 'She's a Lassie from Lancashire 

14. 
With my Little Stick of Blackpool Rock (Male vocal – complete song)


2:27

15.
Love's Old Sweet Song (Female vocal)





3:00 




16. 
Finale Reprise









2:24


(Great finish  - Medley of Wish me Luck and White Cliffs of Dover) 


SCROLL DOWN TO SONG SHEET

1.
Opening Medley (No. 6) 4:49
Don’t Dilly Dally On The Way (The Cock Linnet Song)
Also known as “My Old Man Said Follow the Van”
By Charles Collins and Fred W Leigh

CHORUS

My old man said, "Follow the van, don't dilly dally on the way!"

Off went the cart with the home packed in it,

I walked behind with me old cock linnet.

But I dillied and dallied, dallied and dillied,

Lost the van and don't know where to roam.

I stopped on the way to have the old half-quartern,

And I can't find my way home.

(Repeat chorus)

Down at the Old Bull and Bush
Words by Andrew B Sterling, Russell Hunting & Percy Krone.

Music by Harry Von Tizzler

CHORUS

Come, come, come and make eyes at me 

Down at the old Bull and Bush (na na na na na)

Come, come, drink some port wine with us

Down at the old Bull and Bush
Hear the little German band (ta da da da da da da)
Come let me hold your hand dear

Do, do, come and have a drink or two down at the old Bull and Bush

(Repeat chorus)

Let’s all go down the Strand
Words and Music by Harry Castling & C W Murphy

CHORUS

Let's all go down the strand 
Let's all go down the strand 
I'll be leader, You can march behind 
Come with me and see what you can find 
Let's all go down the strand 
Oh what a happy land 
That's the place for fun and noise 
All among the girls and boys 
So let's all go down the strand
(Repeat chorus)

Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner
Words and Music by Hubert Greg

CHORUS

Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner,
That I love London so.
Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner
That I think of her wherever I go.
I get a funny feeling inside of me
Just walking up and down.
Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner
That I love London Town.

(Repeat chorus)

That I love London Town.
2. Champagne Charlie 3:47
Revised lyrics by Ernest Irving & Frank Eyton
Music by Alfred Lee

(For original lyrics – see below)
Intro – 2 bars

(Verse 1)

Some people go for funny drinks and down 'em by the pail

Like coffee, cocoa, tea and milk and even Adam's ale

For my part they can keep the lot I never would complain

I wouldn't touch the bloomin' stuff, I only drink champagne. For,

(Chorus)

Champagne Charlie is my name

Champagne Charlie is my name

There's no drink as good as fizz, fizz, fizz

I'll drink every drop there is, is, is

All round town it is the same

By Pop! Pop! Pop! I rose to fame

I'm the idol of the barmaids

Champagne Charlie is my name.

(Verse 2)

I earned my famous title thro' a hobby which I've got

Of never letting others pay however long the shot

Whoever drinks at my expense has no need to complain

For everyone I treat alike I make 'em drink champagne. For,

(Chorus)

Champagne Charlie is my name

Champagne Charlie is my name

There's no drink as good as fizz, fizz, fizz

I'll drink every drop there is, is, is

All round town it is the same

By Pop! Pop! Pop! I rose to fame

I'm the idol of the barmaids

Champagne Charlie is my name.

(Verse 3)

Perhaps you think what I say now is just a bit of chaff

And only put into this song to raise a little laugh

To prove that I'm not jesting and the sort of man I am

I'm going to stand champagne all round and stand it like a lamb. For,

Champagne Charlie is my name

Champagne Charlie is my name

There's no drink as good as fizz, fizz, fizz

I'll drink every drop there is, is, is

All round town it is the same

By Pop! Pop! Pop! I rose to fame

I'm the idol of the barmaids

Champagne Charlie is my name.

(Repeat chorus with audience!)

---------------------------------------

Here are the original Lyrics by George Leyourne:
	I’ve seen a deal of gaiety throughout my noisy life
With all my grand accomplishments I never could get a wife
The thing I most excel in is the P.R.F.G. game *
A noise at night, in bed all day, and swimming in Champagne.

Chorus: Champagne Charlie is my name
Champagne drinking is my game
Good for any game at night my boys
Good for any game at night my boys
For Champagne Charlie is my name
Champagne Charlie is my name
Good for any game at night my boys
Who’ll come and join me in a spree?

The way I earned my title thro’ a hobby I have got
Of never letting others pay however long the shot
Whoever drinks at my expense are treated all the same
From Dukes and Lords, to cabmen down, I make them drink champagne.

Chorus: 

From Coffee and from Supper Rooms, from poplar to Pall Mall
The girls on seeing me exclaim, “Oh what a champagne swell”
The notion ‘tis of everyone if ‘twere no for my name
And causing so much to be drunk, they’d never make Champagne.

Chorus: 

Some epicures like Burgundy, Hock, Claret and Moselle
But Moet’s vintage only satisfies this Champagne swell
What matter if to bed I go dull head and muddle thick
A bottle in the morning sets me right then very quick.

Chorus: 

Perhaps you fancy what I say is nothing else but chaff
And only put into this song to raise a little laugh
To prove that I’m in jest each man a bottle of cham
I’ll stand fizz round yes that I will and stand it like a lamb.

Chorus:

	

	 

	* P.R.F.G. The most convincing explanation, I've come across, for this line was at Mudcat.org.

'Private Rooms For Gentlemen' 
'The earliest music halls (c. 1840s to 60s), which had more of the character of barrooms than theatres, were normally attached to pubs, which had often acquired adjoining houses so as to build a big supper-room style hall across the united back land.

This meant that the front building tended to be an agglomeration of linked houses with a warren of rooms and passages. The publican had plenty of scope to let rooms for private functions, masonics and so on - and to provide... 'private rooms for gentlemen' where a music hall patron with coin to spare could retire with a companion for a quiet meal tete-a-tete, with reasonable certainty that there would be no interruption while the peace was preserved.



3. Oh! Mr. Porter 3:28
Words by Thomas Le Brunn 
Music by George Le Brunn
Intro 4 bars (counting 4/4)
(Verse 1)

Lately I just spent a week with my old Aunt Brown,

Came up to see wond'rous sights of famous London Town.

Just a week I had of it, all round the place we'd roam

Wasn't I sorry on the day I had to go back home?

Worried about with packing, I arrived late at the station,

Dropped my hatbox in the mud, the things all fell about,

Got my ticket, said 'good - bye' "Right away." the guard did cry,

But I found the train was wrong and shouted out:

(Chorus)

Oh! Mister Porter, what shall I do?

I want to go to Birmingham

And they're taking me on to Crewe,

Send me back to London as quickly as you can,

Oh! Mister Porter, what a silly girl I am!

Instrumental 4 bars (counting 4/4)

(Verse 2)

The porter would not stop the train, But I laughed and said "You must

Keep your hair on, Mary Ann, and mind that you don't bust'."

Some old gentleman inside declared that it was hard,

Said "Look out of the window, Miss, and try and call the guard."

Didn't I, too, with all my might I nearly balanced over,

But my old friend grasp'd my leg, and pulled me back again,

Nearly fainting with the fright, I sank into his arms a sight,

Went into hysterics but I cried in vain:

(Chorus)

Oh! Mister Porter, what shall I do?

I want to go to Birmingham

And they're taking me on to Crewe,

Send me back to London as quickly as you can,

Oh! Mister Porter, what a silly girl I am!

Instrumental 4 bars (counting 4/4)

(Verse 3)

On his clean old shirt-front then I laid my trembling head,

"Do take it easy, rest awhile" the dear old chappie said.

If you make a fuss of me and on me do not frown,

You shall have my mansion, dear, away in London Town.

Wouldn't you think me silly if I said I could not like him?

Really he seemed a nice old boy, so I replied this way;

I will be your own for life, Your imay doodle um little wife,

If you'll never tease me any more I say.

(Chorus)

Oh! Mister Porter, what shall I do?

I want to go to Birmingham

And they're taking me on to Crewe,

Send me back to London as quickly as you can,

Oh! Mister Porter, what a silly girl I am!

(applause)

Play off – 4 bars (quicker)
4. Sweethearts Medley (No. 6) 1:57


Let Me Call You Sweetheart – Words by Beth Slater Whitson
Music by Leo Friedman


If You Were the Only Girl in the World – Words by Clifford Grey
Music by Nat D Ayer

Let Me Call You Sweetheart


I’m in love with you


Let me hear you whisper


That you love me too


Keep the love-light glowing


In your eyes so true


Let me call you sweetheart


I’m in love with you



If you were the only girl in the world

And I were the only boy

Nothing else would matter in the world today

We would go on lovin' in the same old way

A Garden of Eden just made for two

With nothing to mar our joy

I would say such wonderful things to you

There would be such wonderful things to do

If you were the only girl in the world

And I were the only boy.

5. Oh Danny Boy (Londonderry Air) 3:24
Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling

From glen to glen, and down the mountain side
The summer's gone, and all the flowers are dying

'Tis you, 'tis 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

'Tis I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow

Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.

And if you come, when all the flowers are dying

And I am dead, as dead I well may be

You'll come and find the place where I am lying

And kneel and say an "Ave" there for me.

And I shall hear, tho' soft you tread above me

And all my dreams will warm and sweeter be

If you'll not fail to tell me that you love me

I'll simply sleep in peace until you come to me.
6. The Thing-Ummy-Bob 2:37
Words by Gordon Thompson

Music by David Heneker

Note: As sung by Gracie Fields

Intro – 2 bars

(Verse 1)
I can't pretend to be, a great celebrity
But still... I'm quite important in mi way,
The job I have to do, may not sound much to you
But all the same, I'm very proud to say...

(Chorus)

I'm the girl that makes the thing that drills the hole

that holds the ring that drives the rod that turns the knob
that works the thing-ummy-bob.
I'm the girl that makes the thing that holds the oil
that oils the ring that takes the shank that moves the crank
that works the thing-ummy-bob.

It's a ticklish sort of job making a thing for a thing-ummy-bob
Especially when you don't know what it's for
But it's the girl that makes the thing that drills the hole
that holds the ring that works the thing-ummy-bob
that makes the engines roar.
And it's the girl that makes the thing that holds the oil
that oils the ring that makes the thing-ummy-bob
that's going to win the war.

(Verse 2)

I'm not what you would call, a heroine, at all

I don't suppose you'd even know mi name
But though I'd never boast, of my important post
I'll strike a blow for freedom just the same.

(Chorus)

Instrumental (3 bars)
That works the thing-ummy-bob.
Instrumental (3 bars)
That works the thing-ummy-bob.

It's a ticklish sort of job making a thing for a thing-ummy-bob
Especially when you don't know what it's for
But it's the girl that makes the thing that drills the hole
that holds the ring that makes the thing-ummy-bob
that makes the engines roar.
And it's the girl that makes the thing that holds the oil
that oils the ring that makes the thing-ummy-bob
that's going to win the war.
"It is Un-all "
7. Oh You Beautiful Doll 2:18
Words by Seymour Brown 
Music by Nat D Ayer
Intro - 4 bars

Oh! You beautiful doll
You great big beautiful doll
Let me put my arms about you
I could never live without you

Oh! You beautiful doll
You great big beautiful doll
If you ever leave me how my heart would ache?
I wanna hug you but I'm scared you'd break
Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh you beautiful doll

Repeat chorus 2x

(ending on last chorus)

Oh, you beautiful

Oh, you beautiful
Oh, you beautiful doll!
8. Alice Blue Gown 3:03
Words and Music by Harry Tierney & Joseph McCarthy
Intro – 6 bars

In my sweet little Alice blue gown
When I first wandered down into town
I was both proud and shy
As I felt every eye
But in every shop window, I'd primp, passing by
Then in manner of fashion I'd frown
And the world seemed to smile all around
Till it wilted, I wore it
I'll always adore it
My sweet little Alice blue gown!

I once had a gown, it was almost new
Oh, the daintiest thing, it was sweet Alice blue
With little forget-me-knots placed here and there
When I had it on, oh, I walked on the air!
And it wore, and it wore, and it wore
Till it went, and it wasn't no more

In my sweet little Alice blue gown
When I first wandered down into town
I was both proud and shy
As I felt every eye
But in every shop window, I'd primp, passing by
Then in manner of fashion I'd frown
And the world seemed to smile all around
Till it wilted, I wore it
I'll always adore it
My sweet little Alice blue gown!
9. Seaside Medley (No. 2) 7:40
Oh! I do like to be beside the seaside 
I do like to be beside the sea! 
I do like to stroll 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 lots of girls beside,
I should like to be beside
Beside the seaside!
Beside the sea!

(solo)

Has anybody here seen Kelly? K. E. double L. Y

Has anybody here seen Kelly? Find him if you can

He’s as bad as old Antonio, left me on my own-io

Has anybody here seen Kelly? Kelly from the Isle of Man

(all)

Has anybody here seen Kelly? K. E. double L. Y

Has anybody here seen Kelly? Find him if you can

He’s as bad as old Antonio, left me on my own-io

Has anybody here seen Kelly? Kelly from the Isle of Man

(solo)

Oh, oh, Antonio, he’s gone away. Left me alone-io, all on my own-io

I’d like to meet him with his new sweetheart

The Up would go Antonio and his ice-cream cart

(all)

Oh, oh, Antonio, he’s gone away. Left me alone-io, all on my own-io

I’d like to meet him with his new sweetheart

The Up would go Antonio and his ice-cream cart

(lady solo)
You called me baby doll a year ago

You told me I was very nice to know

I soon learnt what love was – I thought I knew

But all I’ve learnt has only taught me how to love you

You made me think you loved me in return

Don’t tell me you were fooling after all

For if you turn away you’ll be sorry some day

You left behind a broken doll.

(solo or everyone)
"Oh, I've got a lovely bunch of coconuts.
There they are all standing in a row.
Big ones, small ones, some as big as your head.
Give 'em a twist, a flick of the wrist."
That's what the showman said. 

Oi! I've got a lovely bunch of coconuts.
Every ball you throw will make me rich.
There stands me wife,
The idol of me life,
Singing roll a bowl, a ball, a penny a pitch. 

Singing, roll a bowl a ball a penny a pitch.
Roll a bowl a ball a penny a pitch.
Roll a bowl a ball.
Roll a bowl a ball.
Singing, roll a bowl a ball a penny a pitch. 

(all)
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.

(Repeat Row Row Row chorus much quicker)

(solo)
Every year when summer comes round, off to the sea I go.
I don't care if I do spend a pound, I'm rather rash I know.
See me dressed like all the sports, in my blazer and a pair of shorts.


With my little stick of Blackpool Rock, along the promenade I stroll.
It may be sticky but I never complain, it's nice to have a nibble at it now and again
Every day wherever I stray the kids all round me flock.
One afternoon the band conductor up on his stand
Somehow lost his baton - it flew out of his hand
So I jumped in his place and then conducted the band
With my little stick of Blackpool Rock

(girls only)
Put your arms around me, Honey, hold me tight

Huddle up and cuddle up with all your might

Oh! Oh! Won't you roll those eyes?

Eyes that I just idolize

When they look at me, my heart begins to float

Then it starts a rockin' like a motor boat

Oh! Oh! I never knew any girl like you

Oh! I do like to be beside the seaside 
I do like to be beside the sea! 
I do like to stroll 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 lots of girls beside,
I should like to be beside
Beside the seaside!
Beside the sea!
And there's lots of girls beside,
I should like to be beside
Beside the seaside!
Beside the sea!
10. Stout-Hearted Men 2:27
Words by Oscar Hemmerstein 2nd
 Music by Sigmond Romberg

Intro – 4 bars

(Verse)
You who have dreams
If you act, they'll come true
To turn your dreams to a fact
It's up to you
If you have the soul and the spirit
Never fear it, you'll see it through
Hearts can inspire
Other hearts with their fire
For the strong obey
When a strong man shows them the way
(Chorus)
Give me some men who are stout-hearted men
Who will fight for the right they adore
Start me with ten who are stout-hearted men
And I'll soon give you ten thousand more-ore
Shoulder to shoulder, and bolder and bolder
They grow as they go to the fore
Then there's nothing in the world
Can halt or mar a plan
When stout-hearted men
Can stick together - man - to man...
(Repeat Chorus)
Oh...
Give me some men who are stout-hearted men
Who will fight for the right they adore
Start me with ten who are stout-hearted men
And I'll soon give you ten thousand more-ore
Shoulder to shoulder, and bolder and bolder
They grow as they go to the fore
Then there's nothing in the world
Can halt or mar a plan
When stout-hearted men
Can stick together - man - to man...

11. Roses of Picardy
Words by Fred E Weatherly
Music by Hayden Wood
She is watching by the poplars
Colinette with the sea blue eyes

She is watching and longing and waiting
Where the long white roadway lies
And a song stirs in the silence
As the wind in the boughs above
She listens and starts and trembles
'Tis the first little song of love

Roses are shining in Picardy
In the hush of the silver dew
Roses are flowering in Picardy
But there's never a rose like you
And the roses will die with the summer time
And our roads may be far apart
But there's one rose that dies not in Picardy
'Tis the rose that I keep in my heart

And the years fly on forever
Til the shadows veil their skies
But he loves to hold her little hands
And look in her sea blue eyes.
And he sees the rose by the poplars
Where they met in the bygone years
For the first little song of the roses
Is the last little song she hears

Roses are shining in Picardy
In the hush of the silver dew
Roses are flowering in Picardy
But there's never a rose like you
And the roses will die with the summer time
And our roads may be far apart
But there's one rose that dies not in Picardy
'Tis the rose that I keep in my heart
12. Old Time Dancing 
3:00
(Stately As A Galleon – Joyce Grenfell version)

My neighbour, Mrs Fanshaw, is portly-plump and gay.
She must be over sixty-seven if she is a day.
You might have thought her life was dull. It's one long whirl instead.
I asked her all about it, and this is what she said:

I've joined an Old Time Dance Club. the trouble is that there
Are too many ladies over, and no gentlemen to spare.
It seems a shame; it's not the same, but still it has to be:
Some ladies have to dance together. One of them is me.

Stately as a galleon I sail across the floor,
Doing the Military Two-step as in the days of yore.
I dance with Mrs Tiverton. She's light on her feet, in spite
Of turning the scale at fourteen stone, and being of medium height.

So gay the band, so giddy the sight, full evening dress is a must,
But the zest goes out of a beautiful waltz when you dance it bust to bust.

So, stately as two galleons, we sail across the floor,
Doing the Valse Valeta as in the days of yore.
The gent is Mrs Tiverton. I am her lady fair.
She bows to me ever so nicely and I curtsey to her with care.

So gay the band, so giddy the sight, but it's not the same in the end,
For a lady is never a gentleman, though she may be your bosom friend.

So, stately as a galleon, I sail across the floor,
Doing the dear old Lancers, as in the days of yore.
I'm led by Mrs Tiverton. She swings me round and round,
And though she manoeuvres me wonderfully well, I never get off the ground.

So gay the band, so giddy the sight, I try not to get depressed;
And it's done me a power of good to explode, and get this lot off my chest.
13. Florrie Forde Medley (No. 1) 2:50
Down at the Old Bull and Bush - 
Words and Music by Russel Hunting, Percy Krone, Andrew B Stirling and Henry Von Tilzer 
She's A Lassie from Lancashire - 
Words and Music by C W Murphy, Dan Lipton & John Neat
Intro – 8 bars
(Verse)

Talk about the shade of the sheltering palm
Praise the bamboo tree with its wide-spreading charm
There's a little nook down near old Hampstead town
You know the place, it has won great renown
Often with my sweetheart on a bright summer's day
To the little pub there my footsteps will stray
If she hesitates when she looks at the sign
Promptly I whisper "Now do not decline!"


[Chorus]
Come, come, come and make eyes at me
Down at The Old Bull and Bush
Come, come, have some port wine with me
Down at The Old Bull and Bush
Hear the little German band
Just let me hold your hand, dear
Do, do, come and have a drink or two
Down at The Old Bull and Bush 
Intro – 4 bars + arpeggio
From a dear little Lancashire town
A boy had sail'd, away.
Across the briny spray.
To toil in U. S. A.
When American girls gather'd round
And sought his company.
He'd say: "There's only one girl for me."
She's a lassie from Lancashire,
Just a lassie from Lancashire,
She's the lassie that I love dear,
Oh! so dear.
Though she dresses in clogs and shawl,
She's the prettiest of them all.
None could be fairer or rarer than Sarah,
My lass from Lancashire.
14. With My Little Stick of Blackpool Rock 2:27
Words and Music by Harry Gifford and Fred E Cliffe

(Verse)

Every year when summer comes round, off to the sea I go.
I don't care if I do spend a pound, I'm rather rash I know.
See me dressed like all the sports, in my blazer and a pair of shorts.

(Chorus 1)
With my little stick of Blackpool Rock, along the promenade I stroll.
It may be sticky but I never complain, it's nice to have a nibble at it now and again
Every day wherever I stray the kids all round me flock.

One afternoon the band conductor up on his stand
Somehow lost his baton - it flew out of his hand
So I jumped in his place and then conducted the band
With my little stick of Blackpool Rock


(Chorus 2)
With my little stick of Blackpool Rock, 
Along the promenade I stroll, 
In my pocket it got stuck I could tell
'Cos when I pulled it out I pulled my shirt off as well
Every day wherever I stray the kids all round me flock.

A girl while bathing clung to me, my wits had to use
She cried, "I'm drowning, and to save me, you won't refuse"
I said, "Well if you're drowning then I don't want to lose
My little stick of Blackpool Rock."

(Chorus 3)
With my little stick of Blackpool Rock, 
Along the promenade I stroll
In the ballroom I went dancing each night
No wonder every girl that danced with me, stuck to me tight

Every day wherever I stray the kids all round me flock.
A fellow took my photograph it cost one and three.
I said when it was done, "Is that supposed to be me?"
"You've properly mucked it up the only thing I can see is
My little stick of Blackpool Rock."
15. Love’s Old Sweet Song (Just A Song At Twilight) 3:00
Words by J Clifton Bingham
   Music by James L Molloy

(Verse 1)
Once in the dear dead days beyond recall,
When on the world the mists began to fall,
Out of the dreams that rose in happy throng
Low to our hearts Love sang an old sweet song;
And in the dusk where fell the firelight gleam,
Softly it wove itself into our dream.

(Chorus)
Just a song a twilight, when the lights are low,
And the flick'ring shadows softly come and go,
Tho' the heart be weary, sad the day and long,
Still to us at twilight comes Love's old song,
comes Love's old sweet song.
(Verse 2)
Even today we hear Love's song of yore,
Deep in our hearts it dwells forevermore.
Footsteps may falter, weary grow the way,
Still we can hear it at the close of day.
So till the end, when life's dim shadows fall,
Love will be found the sweetest song of all.

(Chorus)
Just a song a twilight, when the lights are low,
And the flick'ring shadows softly come and go,
Tho' the heart be weary, sad the day and long,
Still to us at twilight comes Love's old song,
comes Love's old sweet song.
16. Finale Reprise 2:24
Wish me luck as you wave me goodbye

Cheerio, here I go, on my way

Wish me luck as you wave me goodbye

Not a tear, but a cheer, make it gay

Give me a smile I can keep all the while

In my heart while I'm away

Till we meet once again, you and I

Wish me luck as you wave me goodbye

There'll be bluebirds over

The white cliffs of Dover

Tomorrow

Just you wait and see

There'll be love an 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

