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I'M TELLIN’ THE BIRDS— TELLIN’ THE BEES N

HOW I LOVE YOU 442
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Thro fields of  gold-en flow - ers, Where we spent  sun- ny  hours,__
Here where we  used to wan - der, I sit a - lone, and pon- der,
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I'm stroll-ing a - long, thinking of yous
“Day - dream-ing” of you, all of the time,

L. told: 8 four-leaf clov - er, My lone-some days are o - ver,

If you don't think I love you, Just ask the stars a - bove you,

e e S e e

I talk a-bout you, all the day \‘Erough.

For since you told me, that you'd be mine.
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s, tell-in’ the bees, Tell-in' the flow’rs, tell-in’ the trees, How
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I'm tell-in' the moon,

tell - in’ the sun,
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Tell- in’ the stars,
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_ tell-in’ each one, How I
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The sha-dy old nook,
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Shad-ows that fall,
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you. : I'm you



