
The       waves     of        the             o   -   cean        Are           wash   -   ing            the       shore,                While

I’m         with          the               ba     -     by               I                 tru      -     ly                   a      -     dore.                        The  

beau    -    ti     -     ful                 stars        Twin    -    kle              high            in                 the         skies,                       And

my            lit     -     tle                 ba     -     by             Is                 clos   -     ing           her               eyes.


