Don't sit under the apple tree medley
I wrote my mother, I wrote my father

And now I'm writing you too

I'm sure of mother, I'm sure of father

And now I want to be sure, very, very sure of you

Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me
No! No! No!
Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Till I come marchin' home

Don't go walkin' down Lover's Lane with anyone else but me
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me
No! No! No!
Don't go walkin' down Lover's Lane with anyone else but me
Till I come marchin' home

I just got word from a girl who heard 
from the girl next door to me
The boy she met just loves to pet and it fits you to a tee
So, don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Till I come marchin' home

When you're smiling, when you're smiling

The whole world smiles with you

When you're laughing, when you're laughing

The sun comes shining through

But when you're crying you bring out the rain

So stop your sighing be happy again

Keep on smiling, cos when you're smiling

The whole    world    smiles with you

