THE SUNSHINE OF PARADISE ALLEY

There’s a little side street such as often you meet,

Where the boys of a Sunday night rally,

Though it’s not very wide, and it’s dismal beside,

Yet they call the place Paradise Alley.

But a maiden so sweet, lives in that little street,

She’s the daughter of widow MacNalley,

She has bright golden hair and the ladies all declare,

She’s the sweetheart of Paradise Alley.

CHORUS

Every Sunday down to her home we go,

All the boys and all the girls they love her so,

Always jolly, heart that is true I know,

She is the Sunshine of Paradise Alley.

She’s had offers to wed by the dozen, tis said,

Still she always refused them politely,

But of late she’s been seen with young Tommy Killeen 

Going out for a promenade nightly.

We can all guess the rest, for the boy she loves best

Will soon change her name from MacNalley.

Though he may change her name, she’ll be known just the same,

As the Sunshine of Paradise Alley.

CHORUS

LOVE ME LITTLE LOVE ME LONG

Put your arms around me honey,

Even if you have no money,

Love me little, love me long!

For you know I’m in a hurry,

When my heart is in a flurry,

Love me little, love me long!

I’d fly away on high,

Knock a hole up in the sky,

And hear the angels sing their brightest song!

Get a move and do not tarry,

If you do we will not marry,

Love me little, love me long!

CHORUS

Stand from under!

I’m goin’ up yonder,

Yonder be the skies!

Put your arms around me, honey,

Even if you have no money—

Love me little, love me long!

Don’t you hear the angels singing,

And the golden bells a ringing,

Love me, little love me long!

Honey dear, you’ve got to take me, 

And you’ll never try to shake me—

Love me little, love me long!

Oh! Do not be too late,

When we reach the Golden Gate;

For I want to take my harp and shout a song!

Come along, my beauty charmer,

Buckle on your brightest armor,

Love me little, love me long!

CHORUS

KEEP A-KNOCKIN’

I’m going to buy me a golden car,

Keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’;

To carry me up to the land afar

Keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’;

The horses shall be of the finest breed,

With wings on their feet for to give them speed,

The angel band I’m going to lead,

Keep a-knockin’ at the Golden Gate.

CHORUS

Way up high,

In the sky;

Children don’t be late.

Be sure to bring your money,

Or Pete will say, “My Honey, keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’ at the Golden Gate.”

“Who’s there?” says Peter.

“’Tis I, your Honey.”

“Well, you, keep a-knockin’, knockin’, knockin’, keep a-knockin’.”

I’m tired of this earth so I must away,

Keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’;

So bye-bye my honey till the Judgment Day,

Keep a-knockin’, keep a-knockin’

Old Peter is standing at the Golden Gate,

To see me arrive in a two-minute gait;

He won’t have the heart for to tell me to wait,

Keep a-knockin’ at the Golden Gate.

CHORUS

RIDING ON THE GOLDEN BIKE

Oh they say the congregation’s gonna take a trip to heaven

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

And the sinners have to quit a playin’ seven and eleven,

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

And they have a holy person for to tend the gates of glory

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

And if we are not all angels soon twill be a funny story,

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

Fat gals riding to reduce their weight,

Some fall off as sure as fate,

Some on mules and some on skates,

Won’t be admitted at the Golden Gate.

CHORUS

Get aboard!

Get aboard!

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

There’s a lot of chicken snatchers that will surely get a lickin’

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

Cause they’ll often steal an angel and imagine it’s a chicken,

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

Rufus Jones has got a sleigh on which he says he’s gonna travel,

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

But they’ll place him on the rainbow and they’ll slide him to the devil,

Get aboard the Golden Bike!

Big fat Liza in her bloomer clothes,

How she’ll ride there no one knows,

If a big hill she should strike,

Good-bye to Liza and the Golden Bike.

CHORUS

HER EYES DON’T SHINE LIKE DIAMONDS

Three little lads were seated one day, and their love stories did tell,

Tom told of Kitty, who was pretty, Frank told of his sweetheart Nell.

Then the last one to speak was little Jack, unto his pals he did say;

“I’ll tell you of one who’s equaled by none,” and this was his story that day:

CHORUS

 “Her eyes don’t shine like diamonds she has no golden hair,

I know she loves me dearly,

Then what more need I care,

With a smile she always greets me,

From her I ne’er will part,

For, lads, I love my mother, 

And she’s my sweetheart.

When Tom grew to manhood he wed a dear girl, and Frank, his old pal, did the same.

Jack went away, returned home one day, and with him brought fortune and fame,

And on his dear friends one night he did call, then they sat at the old fireside;

“Are you married,” Tom said, but Jack shook his head, “I’ve a sweetheart,” and then he replied:

CHORUS

ONLY ONE GIRL IN THE WORLD FOR ME

There’s one girl in the world I would call my wife,

And the girl I sing of, I love dearer than my life,

My sweetheart’s age is just eighteen, she greets me with a smile,

And when she says good evening dear, I’m thinking all the while,

That there is:

CHORUS

Only one girl in the world for me,

Only one girl has my sympathy,

She’s not so very pretty, nor of a high degree,

There’s only one girl in the world for me.

My sweetheart is an orphan, and I’m a working lad,

But if work was steady, why it would not be so bad,

We’ve been engaged about one year, and last night at the gate,

She said as tears came to her eyes, My own true love I’ll wait.

So there is

CHORUS

THEN SAY GOOD BYE!

Many years ago,

On a night in June,

By the river’s flow,

To the dancer’s tune,

Twas there a pair of pouting lips

Upraised asked me, “Forgive!”

Twas there I turned and left my love,

Nor cared if she would live!

Her fault? that we should part.

Twas none, or twas so small

That I forgot it now 

But her last words I recall:

CHORUS

Then say good bye 

Shatter the dream at last

Heed not the heart’s lone cry

Oh! let the past be past.

If it has come to this

No further use to try 

If you have ceased to love me,

Then say good bye!

Love that cannot bear,

That small things go amiss

They say no love be there,

When ties are snapped like this.

And yet I know through all these years

Through hopes and joys and pain,

One little heart I love alone

The heart by coldness slain.

But ever when the fire

In embers dies away

Amid the angel choir

I hear my loved say:

CHORUS

SHE’S MY BEST GIRL

In yonder cottage by the sea,

Dwells my best girl.

Bright and handsome as can be,

Is my best girl.

I call on her every Sunday eve,

She greets me with a smile,

When Cupid larks and softly lies

In ambush in angel’s guise.

CHORUS

She’s my best girl,

Don’t you know.

Soon we’ll marry,

I love her so.

When the wedding bells they ring,

When the bridal song we sing

All the hours will pleasure bring, 

She’s my best girl.

While singing, dancing all day long,

With my best girl.

Sweet as flowers on the lawn, 

Is my best girl.

My heart with joy is overflowed

My love she holds the key.

The wedding bells you’ll hear at dawn,

How happy then we will be.

CHORUS

BACK AMONG THE OLD FOLKS ONCE AGAIN

Within a cozy cottage,

A dear old couple dwell,

There lived a little maiden fair,

Which all the folks called Nell,

She was a ray of sunshine,

To that most humble home,

But now alass, she’s gone away,

Some other clime to roam.

A stranger since who came to town, quite won her heart and hand,

He claimed to be a millionaire,

His manners smooth and grand!

One day they both departed,

To other lands they started,

But still she longed for home and friends,

And oft was heard to say;

CHORUS

Back among the old folks once again,

Back among the old folks once again,

Let me roam the wildwood, as I did in childhood and be back among the old folks once again.

Her lover was unfaithful,

His life was one of shame,

To guide her steps from virtue’s path,

It was his wicked aim,

Her trusting heart was broken,

Her folly now she saw,

And prayed that heaven would her back,

To home and friends once more.

Twas on a Christmas morning, and

The bells rang joyously,

The old folks sat and wondered where 

The cherished one could be;

Then mid their thoughts of sadness,

Their hearts were filled with gladness,

When Nellie entered cold and worn,

And uttered fervently:

CHORUS

Mc GEE’S BACK YARD

When I called on Ms. McGee I did it surreptitiously, 

And things were far from pleasant when I came to say goodnight.

Her father by the front door was laying for me viciously, 

While Towser in the back yard was spoiling for a fight.

I went out the back way the dog I gave preference.

He was right on hand for me and met me with a growl.

Nicely then I spoke to him with soothing words of deference, 

But up he walked behind me and at once got foul.

I grabbed, 

He grabbed, 

Towser got the best of it. 

We both grabbed together;

The dog grabbed very hard.

I got one coattail. 

Towser got the rest of it, 

And I left my Sunday breeches in McGee’s back yard.

Old McGee the trousers found, he patched a dozen holes or more 

And when he wore a long tail coat they looked all nice and right.

He thought he’d struck a good scheme for starting up a clothing store 

And layed to do a young man who called another night.

He went out the back way to give his Towser chain enough.

The moon was hid behind a cloud; the dog could scarcely see.

He didn’t know his master, but he saw the trousers plain enough.

It wasn’t half a Jiffy until he found McGee.

Dog grabbed,

Man grabbed, 

Towser got the best of it.

They both grabbed together; 

The dog grabbed very hard.

The fence got the coattail 

Towser got the rest of it,

And you couldn’t find the breeches in McGee’s back yard.

Old McGee was very sore a strong explosive then he bought, 

And with an old tin kettle he prepared a deadly bomb.

The dog had made it hot for him and for the dog he’d make it hot, 

So he tied it to the dog’s tail to steel him to the tomb.

Dog espied a black cat; made a savage dash at it; 

Only takes a slight blow the powder to ignite.

The kettle struck a brick wall; came an awful crash with it.

Things around that back yard were scattered out of sight.

Dog flew,

Man flew,

Bomb secured the best of it.

They both flew together; 

The dog flew very hard.

The kettle struck the hilltop, 

Dog a mile to west of it, 

And you couldn’t find a vestige in McGee’s back yard.

