
 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bye, baby Bunting, 

Daddy’s gone hunting. 

To get a little rabbit skin, 

to wrap his baby Bunting in. 

 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Sandman comes, 

the Sandman comes. 

He brings such pretty snow-white sand, 

for every child through-out the land. 

The Sandman comes, 

the Sandman comes. 

 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

Rock a bye baby, 

on the tree top, 

when the wind blows, 

the cradle will rock. 

When the bough breaks, 

the cradle will fall, 

and down will come baby, 

cradle and all. 
 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tell me a story, 
tell me a story, 
tell me a story, 

remember what you said. 
You promised me,  

you said you would, 
you have to give in so I'll be good. 

Tell me a story and then I'll go to bed. 

 

 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

All night, all day, 

angels watching over me, my Lord, 

all night, all day, 

angels watching over me. 

 

When at night I go to sleep, 

angels watching over me, my Lord, 

pray the Lord my soul to keep, 

angels watching over me. 

 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sleep, my little one, my love one, 

as I rock and sing,  

as the bright moon watches over us, 

over your little crib. 

 


