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_ A-ma-po-la, My pret-ty/pop-py,

You're like that love-ly flow’r sd sweet and heav-en-ly.
Sincef found you,— My heart is wrapped a-round you,
And lov-ing you it seems to beat a rthap-so-dy.
A;ma—po-la, the pret-ty lit-tle pop-py must cop-y its en-
dear-ing charm from you.

A-ma-po-la, A-ma-po-la, How I long to hear you say “I
love you.”

(Two Times)



