SUMMERTIME

Summertine SRERX
an' 2he livin' is easy, TCEAER
Fish are jumpin', FRITR
an' the cotton is 4igh. BWEICHL
Oh, yo' daddy's rich, LIEALERSB
an' yo' ma is 3ood—/oo(’/n'. PHEALEA
So Ahush, EH BRTH
little baby, don' yo' cry. HHEDT

One of these mornin's
you're goin'

to rise up singin',

Then you!'ll spread yo' cwings
an' you'll take to the sky.
Bt Gl that mornin'

Zhere's a nothin'

can harm you

With daddy an' mammy EIEL
standin' éy. 2NT3

Words by IRA GERSHWIN, GEORGE GERSHWIN, DOROTHY HEYWARD and DU BOSE HEYWARD
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" m MR ®R /@Qe’z youve
Q
- ///u youve gone,
zuu//(_ﬁ me cuying;
- //[(7 you've gone, //Lu?m no z/wr_l/z'n_(/:
Youll feel blue, Youl feel so sad,
iUnu //m(ks [/u' (/um‘s/ /nl/_unu‘t'u evet /!m/:

= U0

Therell come a time, now ({un'f‘/[rm/u{ it, m
Thetell come a time, when _l/l)(l.// weqret it;
o
,\11”7[(‘ (/1(71/. l\‘/u’)[ !/(‘[l f{‘[}\l' /U)I('!{/.
]

Your /zm?[ u‘{.// /m'u(' /1(( mine t(lll/f/lﬁl(// want me mz‘/_u.

. ‘//(ur you've gone,

» ']/h‘? you've gone away.

HETH VoTLELTHS
br-Liz wTESLTS
CARCEICRDBRAT HZ:IEY Ldolcb

HRIHOE) ISRl X
RobtbhdD bizLollH

ZOLE HBIE bLoliz
ETLRUNICEIZF X

ZIhdb HhEHT Aok
HRIHRLL Rl X
Huld ok b-Loltz

b HhliFoiuv
D2LOZET Hhiidviw

Words & Music by Henry Creamer and Turner Layton
B




Whatever will be, will be

QUL SERA, SERA

When | was just a little girl, | asked my mother " What will I be?
Will I be pretty? Will Ibe rich?" Here's what she said to me,
Que Sera, Sera, whatever will be, will be, The future's not ours to see, Que Sera, Sera! What will be, will be!
Chorus
When | grew up and fell in love, L asked my sweetheart " What lies ahead ?

Will we have rainbows day after day? " Here's my sweetheart said:

Chorus
Now | have children of my own. They ask their mother " What will I be?
Will Ibe handsome? Will T he rich? " 1 tell them tenderly,

‘tlll)l'lls

bl PINZDH BHHIALETO,
hi brl 50bk EANLEONE BEFLCLIONE >Th,
¥ILzS BHHIABINIA TI3€7 KILILIOE KOZXRHIZLbILLEVDL
Te5€5 LGHLICLENE FoTAE,

RELoT BELIZLE BALZEVO,
Qi bELEbYI%30rk GRIARIZLIL R#MLB2IKEMLS >Th,
LS BA BiIndh T35 LILHILINS KOZLRHILLISKVATLL
Te5e5 L3LILINE T,

STIRIGLTFEHO8R,
FEHLLPFCECD LR CILADODE AYYAZLIONE BEFLIZLONE LATH.
S HIELKELSh T€5e5 LdLIL30 Kozrid HiibbhdroLhuod,
rese5 LELILBD o-Th.

Words & Music by Raymond B. Evans and Jay Livingston
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They say into your early life romance came,
and in this heart of yours burned a flame,

a flame that flick-ered one day and died away.

Then, with disillusion deep in your eyes,

you learned that fools in love soon grow wise.

The years have changed you somehow;

| see you now

Smoking, drinking, never thinking of tomorrow, nonchalant,
Diamonds shining, dancing, dining with some man in a restaurant,
is that all you really want?

No, sophisticated lady,

| know, you miss the love you lost long ago,

and when nobody is nigh you cry.
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It's not that you're fairer, than a lot of girls just as pleasin';
That | doff my hat as a worshiper at your shrine,

It's not that you're rarer than asparagus out of season;

No, my darling, this is the reason why you've got to be mine.

You'd be so nice to come home to,
You'd be so nice by the fire,

While the breeze on high sang a lullaby,
You'd be all that | could desire,

Under stars, chilled by the winter,
Under an August moon burning above.

You'd be so nice,
You'd be paradise to come home to and love.
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