
Who’ll be King but Charlie.

Come round the hea ther, Come o’er the hea ther, You’re
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wel come late and ear ly, A round him fling your

roy al king, For who’ll be king but Char lie.

Char lie likes to kiss the girls, Char lie likes the

bran dy, Char lie likes to kiss the girls When

e ver they come han dy. Come

Chorus.
Come round the heather,
Come o’er the heather,
You’re  welcome late and early.
Around him fling your royal king,
For who’ll be king but Charlie?

Charlie likes to kiss the girls,
Charlie likes the brandy,
Charlie likes to kiss the girls
Whenever they come handy.


