
             liked    to        have     you        know.                   She don’t            do            the           bun-   ny             hug,            nor        dance   the    Grizzly 

      Bear.              She            hasn’t         learned        the                     Tur-  key             Trot            and          some- how    she       don’t         care.                 For 

      chas-     ing   ‘round            the          res-        tau-   rants           she         does-      n’t     care                a             fig.                       She    can’t    tell              a 

      Tan-       go       from         a           Can-    can      or           a             Jig.                        She don’t       wave            her           shoulders             when           the 

      band   plays     “Itch- y-                     koo.”               The         “Wedding        Glide”          don’t        make     her           sens-              es           whirl.

                                But      you       bet        that   she’s              right        there            on      some      sweet     old   fash-          ioned        air,                  Like –––– 

       “Ge-     ne-    vieve,           sweet            Ge-             ne-   vieve.”                She’s  my              lit-                   tle             An-      ti-             rag-                time 

       girl. 
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I Can't Keep My Eyes Off Of You (in C)
Mike Steinway O=115.
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I Can’t Keep My Eyes Off Of You
Moderato con espressione Music by Will Vodery and Ernest Hogan

Lyrics by Lester A. Walton
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										             Now  I     guess      you     want to    know 

   why  I      stare,     dear,      at  you        so,               I       hope that    you     won’t   think me   queer,          when my         sto-           ry       you    do      hear. 

      I  will     give       you      my ex-     cuse            for       act- ing     such       a         sil- ly       goose,    but     you must        pro-       mise    you won’t   laugh, 

 while  I    speak    in  my      be-     half.                         I      can’t                keep my eyes off         of    you,      for       it                     is    a   hard thing     to    do. 

Seems though I   can     feel   when- ev-     er       you    are ––––   near.                  I  don’t  have to   see  you    or    your   sweet voice hear.         You     are 

  worth i-   dol-   i-          zing.       You      are 	     so   tan-  ta-   liz-         ing.           You     are                      so    hyp-    no-     tiz-        ing     that      I 

          just        can’t           keep            my           eyes          off                           of                 you.
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Verse 2: Every time you come around, this whole world seems upside down. Then my eyes commence to jump, and my brains to whirl and thump. 
Then I look at you and gaze, like a small child in a maze. Now flirting’s something I won’t do, so I think I’m trying to, but...

Verse


