






pla - net’s



sys - tems

sys - tems quail and trem - ble if they do,

stars, Ex - plor - ing hea - ven’s dome, Then a -



three, two, one, and the skies are ours as we trip in our space-ship off to Mars, Hur-rah! For his ship’s his

home! A

Till Mars is ours, ‘Tis true that his ship’s his home!

light-speed flight to worlds un - known may tick-le an earth-ling’s taste, But the happ-iest course a

space - man flies is the one that lands un-der friend - ly skies where he sees his Nan-cy’s face, yeo - ho! And puts



s

Then man the launch-pad, off we go, As the cap - tain counts us

down,

down,

Then man the launch-pad, off we go, As the cap - tain counts us




