Won't You Be My Honey,
Bye and Bye?

Moderato
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fair - ly ha - zy, da - zy, and with love I'm near - ly «cra - zy, and for
l say you'll with me roam, by moon - light let me see you home, say you'll
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you I'm feel -ing just You know; like that And my brain goes whir-ly, whir - ly,
p let me kiss you, just One lit - tle taste, M see you thro' the glade, and
H | >- 3 } i | - 0 &> > & &
D ﬁ  — T — = =
Q) .
)b % — | | — % E
| | L — | | |
s be . 2




2 Won't You Be My Honey
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When I meet you,greet you, girl-ie, and 'tis you that makes my heart go pit - a - pat.

9 When the moon's be-hind the shade, I will steal my arms a-round your slen-der waist.

) | - |y | |

e R === =
ANV o .

Q) | | | 11
o o | |
)b % % " 4 — —
1 1 - o
T T ‘ -t ‘ # @
CHORUS *

12, mp
e e A e eSS EEe—
NS, . i i : e g, e 7]
oJ

Won't  you be my hon - ey, if I get you lots of mon-ey?
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Won't you let me kiss you when 1 try? Won't you let me squeeze you, if it
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tick - les, just to please you? Won't you be my hon - ey, bye and bye?
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Won't You Be My Honey

I'll take you ev'rywhere, we'll go sailing through the air,
And circle around the man that's in the moon,
We will love just as we please like the birds among the trees,
If you'll only be my coon, coon, coon.

Say you'll learn to love me soon, be my slivery moon-lit coon
And we'll have one long, long, honeymooning day,
But do not trip off to church and leave me stranded in the lurch
To be some bold gay gallant's Flower O'May.



