The Skyline at Toontown

words by Barry Doupe
music by James Whitman
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My Other Half words by Barry Doupe

Lively music by James Whitman
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At The Height of a Seagull words by Barry Doupe

music by James Whitman
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C I ear P I ate words by Barry Doupe

music by James Whitman
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with sweetness

Cold

words by Barry Doupe
music by James Whitman

4 v, ® |= ? - - -
(7"  S— e i i i m— A i e — S
NV 3 | | | ! T ! . . | |
o ] ]
The door han -dle is cold and when | touch it my eyes wa ter.
—9 K K
Y 4 [ ) [ ] > 1]
[ anY / @ Py I / 1) P I hY / / o P I I
SV et * I 1/ = | 1/ b = I | —
e - r I r [— '
There is a fire, in  Ron-ald Rea- gan'sdrink - ing glass As he looks out, at the
—9 B .
[{an) - R o A o —— — j
SV * I I L/ 1 ! — I I | I
e I . ! v - . !
ground be- low an air plane win - dow. The door han- dle,of a man- sion makes my eyeswa- ter.
?ﬁ 3 " 2 . - . G )
NV Al = 1/ = |
Y I} Y | l
Kissed by a key, and left in the  back- vyard, the
#‘ £ @ r ¥
ANSY o ¢ o ! P
[Y) I I !
grass a- long the fence, makes —my eyes wa- ter



Eisenstein's Bedroom

words by Barry Doupe
music by James Whitman
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Angry Questions

Words by Barry Doupe
Music by James Whitman
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