
.
 

VACUUM a ee) 
MOsIC BY 

ILIAM JEROME JEAN SCHWARTZ) 
WORDS B 



I'm Tired. 

Extra Verses. 

by Wm, JEROME. 

Tommy Lipton came across the sea 

On a tiresome journey you will agree, 

He is a sportsman, lets give him a cheer, 

We have a warm spot for Tommy here, 

But, Sir Thomas you know its true 

Your tired Shamrock will never do, 

You know Tommy as well as we, 

We need that cup here to drink your tea. Chorus. 

When I was eleven, I had eleven cents, 

I had that eleven cents, ever since, 

I’m tired of breathing the same old air, 

Tm tired of swearing the same old swear, 

Tired of racing, it seems a sin, 

The horses I back are too tired to win, 

Tired of the band upon my hat, 

As tired as Croker is of old Tom Platt. Chorus. 

The man who wrote this song I think, 

With hammer and nails will drive me to drink, 

I'm tired of pies like mother makes, 

Id sooner have a plate of Dennett’s butter cakes, 

Tired of chicken, tired of steak, 

Ive got the chills and I’m too tired to shake, 

Tired of throwing my money away, 

So I'll. just say, Good - bye, Dolly Gray. Chorus.
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