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Philip Braham/Furbcr 1922

Oh, lime-house kid,— oh, oh, oh, lime-house kidr
oh, lime-house blues,— I've the real lime-house blues.

G7W D^7

go-ing the way that the
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rest of them didr poor bro-ken bios—= som and no - bo - dy's child,

haunt- ing and taunt—- ing, you're just kind of wild Oh, oh can't seem to shake
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off those sad Chi - na blues.
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— Rings on your fin— - gers and
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tears for your crownr that is the sto ry of old Chin- a- town.

UP A LAZY RIVER
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Hoagy Carmlchacl 1931

Up a la - zy riv-er by the old mill run, the \ - zy, ha - zy riv - er "fii the
Up a la - zy riv-er where the rob-in's song, a - wakes a bright new morn- ing, we can

noon- day sun, lin-ger in the shade of a kind old tree,
loaf a - long,
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w a-way your trou- bles, dream a
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dream with me.
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blue skies up a - bove, ev - 'ry - one's in love,
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up a la-zy riv-er, how hap- py you can be, up a la- zy riv-er with me.


