
 www.songswithsimon.com 
 

 

 

Up street and down street, 

Each window’s made of glass. 

If you go to Tommy Tickler’s house 

You’ll find a pretty lass. 

 

Hug her and kiss her 

And take her on your knee, 

And whisper very close, 

“Darling girl, do you love me?” 


