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won't  see an - oth-er one. And then he
this year’s for me and you, S0 hap - py
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sang a song, the rare old moun - Lain dew 1 trned my
Christ -  mas, 1 love you ba : by | can see a
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face a-wiy and dreamed a - bout you. Goton a
bekter time when all  our
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wind goes right through you, it's no place for the old. When you first took my hand on 3 cold Christ-mas Eve, you
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promised me Broadway was waiting for me. You were handsome, you were prel-y, queen of Mew York ci -ty when the
bum you're a

punk, vou're an old slut on junk, ly-ing

all the drunks they were singing, we

band fin- ished play-ing they howled out for more. 51 - na - 1132 Was swing-ing,
3 cheap lou - sy fag-got, hap-py

there al-mostdead on a  drip  inthat bed. You scum b U Mmaggot, you

kissed on  a of the M. ¥,
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Christ-mas your arse, | pray God it"s
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and the bells Were fing - ing aul for Christ - mas

g ol g

|

R e
3 3
| . could have

=3

YR

r s

p—

=== ===




26

A - - by
1 L L 4 L
Sisse e = =
- w w
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dreams from me when 1  first found . you. I kept them

all a- long,— ['ve buili my dreams a -round you. The
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