BUNCH OF VIOLETS BLUE

IT WAS UP IN A MOONLIT GARDEN

NOT FAR FROM THE BALLROOM GRAND

A YOUNG LAD AND HIS SWEETHEART
WENT STROLLING HAND IN HAND
TOMORROW THE WAR WOULD CALL HIM -
HE VOWED HE WOULD BE TRUE

THEN FROM HER BREAST SHE GAVE TO HIM
A BUNCH OF VIOLETS BLUE

IT WAS ONLY A BUNCH OF VIOLETS -

A BUNCH OF VIOLETS BLUE

FRESH AND FAIR AND FRAGRANT

LIKE DIAMONDS ON THE DEW

FRESH AND FAIR AND DAINTY AS

HE FETCHED THEM TO HIS HEART

HE SMILED AND SAID WHERE'ER HE'D ROAM
FROM THEM HE'D N'ER WOULD PART

A SOLDIER BOY LAY DYING
UPON THE COLD,COLD GROUND
A BUNCH OF WITHERED VIOLETS
UPON HIS BREAST WAS FOUND
TURNING TO HIS COMRADES

IN A FEEBLE VOICE HE SIGHED
TAKE THEM BACK AND TELL HER
| WORE THEM TILL | DIED

CHORUS KEY CHANGE

THEY TOOK HER WITHERDED VIOLETS
BEEN ON HER WEDDING DAY

AN OLD MAN'S GOLD HAD WON HER
FROM A SOLDIER FARAWAY

AN OLD MAN'S GOLD HAD WON HER
FROM A SOLDIER YOUNG AND TALL
AND THIS IS WHAT SHE SAID TO HIM
ONE EVENING AT THE BALL

Chorus...LAST LINE
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