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Who will Care for Mother now ?

Copied by permission of SAWYER & THOMPsON, Music Publishers
59 Fulton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of the copyright.
Why am I so weak and weary,
See how faint my heated breath,
All around to me seems darkness,
Tell me, comrades, is this death ? .
Ah! now well I know your answer;
To my fate T1l meekly bow,
If you'll only tell me truly,
Who will care for mother now ?
Crorus—Soon with angels Tl be marching,
With bright lautels on my brow,
I have for my country fallen,
Who will care for mother now ?

Who will comfort her in sorrow,
Who will dry the falling tear,
Gently smooth her wrinkled forehend,
Who will whisper words of cheer ?
Even now I think I see her
Kneeling praying for me, how
Can T leave her in her anguish,
Who will care for mother now? (CHoRUs)




Let this knapsack be my pillow,
And my mantle be the sky,
‘Hasten, comrades, to the battle,
1 will like a soldier die.
Soon with angels Il be marching,
With bright lJaurels on my brow,
1 have for my country fallen,
‘Who will care for mother now ? (CmoxUs)

I Muse on Thee.

Copied by permission of Fieri, Sox & Co., Music Publishers,
563 Broadway, N. Y., owners of the copyright.

I muse on thee when morning springs
Upon the purple hills,

Or when the summer twilight brings
The musie of the rills.

And thou art present in my dreara,
Though sundered from me fr,

Till fades away the Weary beam
Of evening sentry star.

1 scarcely tell my soul the tale,
That I have dared to love,

T trust it not upon the gale,

Nor breathe it to the grove.

Yet comest thou ever in the dream,
‘Where holier musings are,

Till prayer and praise to heaven but seem
To seek love brighter star.




How are’ you, Conseripts ?

Copied by permission of S. T. Gorpox, Music Publisher, £38

Broadway, New York, owner of the copyright.
The wheel is turning round, boys,
Hurrah, now, for the jam;
How are you, conscripts?—hurry up!
To fight for Uncle Sam :
Come up, Bob, don’t stand there, shaking,
Take your musket, shoulder arms}
Stand in line with Larry Brady,
Who now cares for war's alarms ?
Crorus—How are you, conseripts? ha! hal
On with the draft, hurrah!
Hoxw are you, conscripts, ha! ha ha!
On with the draft, hurrah! hurrah!

Hark, the drum is rolling,
The rebs you soon will see,
And pop them off like pigeons,
‘What glorious fun ’twill be!
Put away that dirty wiper,
What a time to pipe your eye!
Hold your head up, courage, conseript,
Soldiers never fear to die! (Cuorus.)

Shoulder arms, now, conseripts—
Blackguard, What's your name?

Terence Darby—blood au’ *ouns!
How Paddy jumps for fame?

Frenchmen, Scotchmen, all press forward!
Oh, mein got ! here mynheer.comes |

Blow the bugle, split the trumpet,
Shout hosannas! pelt the drums!  (CHo)




When this Cruel War is Over.
e
59 Fulton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of the copyright.
Dearest love, do you remember
When e last did meet,
When you told me that youtloved mie
Knecling at my feet ?
Oh, how proud you stood before me,
Tn your suit of blue,
When you vowed to me and country
Ever to be true.
CrdRus—Weeping, sad and lonely,
HopL-s and fears how vain
6 p

When the summer breeze is sighing
Mournfully along,
Or, when autumn leayes are falling,
Sadly breathes the song.
OF, in dreams I see theo lying
On the battle-plain, 2
Lonely, wounded, even dying, ¢
Calling but in vain, (Corus)y

If, amid the din of battle,
Nobly you should fall

Far away from those who love you,
None to hear you call;

Who would whisper words of comfort?
Who would soothe your pain ?

Ah! the many cruel fancies

Ever in my brain. (Crorvx)




But our country called you, darling,
Angels cheer your way;

While our nation’s sons are fighting,
We can only pray.

Nobly strike for God and Liberty,
Let all nations seo

How we love our starry banner,

Emblem of the free (Crgrus)

My Emma Louise.

Copied’ liyulaa!misﬁon of | SAmn & ’l‘gumso}(,.\insib Publishers,
59 Falton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of the copyright.
You may talk of your beauties with eyes so bewitching,

Of forms that are faultless and cheeks like the rose,
You may speak of sly glances that keeps one’s heart

twitching,

1t's all very well just as far as it goes;
You may tell me of Voices that sound like the ringing:

OF “silyery bells,” just as much as you please ;
But yet I am sure none could be half so winning

As my little darling, my Emma Louiser

CHORUS.
My:Emma Louise, my own little darling,
There is none to compare With my Emma Louise.

Though others may boast of their beautiful faces,
Such delicate hands, and small, fairy-like feet;
Just compare them to any or all of the graces, {
But none with my darling can ever compete ;
Though Venus, they say, Was in all things perfection,
Tt all may be true, yet I ne'er will believe
That even the angels, upon close inspection,
Could be half So sweet as my Emma Louise.
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Away Goes Cuffee.
permission of Ou1vER Dirsox & Co., MusicPublishecs
Washington st., Boston, owners of fhe copyright.
Abram Linkon las’ September,
Told de Soufless you surrender
Afore de las' of next December,
Away goes Cuffee.
For dé cannon may boom when dey fight a big battle,
But de darkey’s, no more as de-sheep-and de cattle,
¥or freedom’s watchman has sprung his rattle,
ooray for sixty-three.

De Souf dey’s mad at Norf’s invasion,
Said Abe Livkon’s proclamation,
Don't go down in darkey nation,

Nor way goes Clffee. (Omonus)
Dar’s France, she favors niediation,
England scorns dis rival nation,
Aund wants to see a separation,

Away goes Cuffee. (Crioruey
But Abe sustains his trying station,
Says to France and English nation,
Just stand back wid mediation,

Avvay goes Cuffee. (Crorus)
De Yankee soldiers shott hosanna,
While dey wave do:spangled banner,
Bound for Charleston and Savannah,

Away goes Cuffee. (Cmonus;)
Richmond’s walls old Joo will batter,
How de rebels den will scatter,
Hang Jeff D. and end dis matter,

Away goes Cuffee. (Cromus,)

e —




Dear Mother, 've Come Home to Die.

nr, Sox & Co., Music Publishers,
, owners of the copyright.

Copled by permission of
568 Broadway, N. ¥
Dear mother, I remember well
The parting kiss you gave to me,
When meiry rang the village-bell,
My heart was full of joy and glee.
1 did not dream that one short year
Would crush the hopes that soared o high ;
Oh, mother dear, draw near to me,
. Dear mother, I've come home to die.
Cmorusg-Call sister, Dbrother, to my side,
And take your soldier’s last good-by*;
Oh, mother dear, draw near to me,
Dear mother, I've come home to die.

Hark, mother, ’tis the village-bell,
I can no longer with thee stay ;

My country calls—¢To arms! to arms!”
The foe advance in fierce array.

The vision’s past—I feel that now
For country I can only sighs

Ob, mother dear, draw near to me,
Dear mother, 've come home to die.

Dear mother, sister, brother, all,
One parting kiss—to all good-by;
Weep not, but clasp your hand in mine,
And let me like a soldier die.
Tve met the foe upon the fleld,
Where kindred fiercely did defy;
I fought for right—God bless the flag!
Z» Dear mother, T've come home 1o die.
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3 g,
Lanigan’s Ball.
Copled by permission of Wax. A. Poxn & Co., Music Publishers,
547 Broudyay, N. Y., owners of the copyright.

In the town of Athol lived one Jimmy Lanigan,
He bather'd away till he hadn’t a pound;
His father he died and made him a man again,
Left him a farm of ten acres of ground ;
He gave a large party to all his relations,
That stood beside him when he went to the wall
So if you but listen, I'll make your eyes glisten,
With the rows and the ruptions at Lanigan’s ball
Cronus—Whack, fal lal, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whadk, fal lal, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whack, fal lal, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whack, hurroo, for Lanigan's ball.

|

"Twas meself had free invitations !
For all the boys and girls I might ask ;

In less than five minutes T frinds and relations,
Singing as merry as flies round a cask;

Kitty O'Harra, a nate litdle milliner,
Tipt me the wink, and ask’d me to call,

Whin I arrived with Timothy Galligan,
Just in time for Lanigan’s ball, (Cmorusy

Whin we got there they werelancing the polka,
All round the room in a quare whirligig;
But Kitty and I put a stop to tis nonsinse,
We tipt them a taste of & nate Irish jig;
Oh, Mavrone, wasn't she proud of me,
We bather'd the flure till the ceiling did fall,
For I spent threo weeks at Brooks' academy,

Larning a step for Lanigan’s ball.  (Crozusy

i e o sl
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The boys were all merry, the girls were frisky, |

Drinking together in couples and groups, ‘
Whin an accidint happened to Paddy O'Rafferty,
Hostuck histightfut through Miss Flanigan's hoops
The craythur she fuinted, and roared “millia murther!”

‘Callod for her frinds, and gathered thim all;
Tim Dermody swore that he'd go no further,
But have satisfaction at Lanigan's ball. (Cuo's)

Och, arrah, boys, but thin was the ruptions,
Meself got a wollop from Phelim McCoo,
Soon I replied to his nate introduction,
‘And we kicked up the divil's own phililaloo;
| Gasey the piper, lie was nearly strangled,
They squeezed up his bags, chaunters and all;
The girls in their ribbons all got entangled,
‘And that put a stop to Lanigan’s ball. (Crio’s)

In the midst of the row Miss Kavanah fainted,
Her face all the while was as red as the rose;
The ladies declared her checks they were painted,
But she'd taken a drop too much I suppose;
Paddy Macaty, so hearty and able,
When he saw his dear colleen stretched outin the hall,
He pulled the best leg out from under the table,
‘And broke all the chaney at Lanigan's ball.

CHORTS.
Whack, fal laT, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whack, fal lal, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whack, fal lal, fal lal, tal ladedy,
Whack, hurroo, for Lanigan's ball.

e T e




Away down East,

There's a famous fabled country, never seen by mortal e es,
Wh nuc the pupking they are growig, and the sun is sud
Which man doth not ishablt, neither reptils bird nor beast ;
And this famous fabled country is away down east.

1¢'s called the land of notions, of apple-sauce and gre

A paradise of pumpkin pies, and the land of pork and hexms,
Bl whiera 1t i, Who kncareth ? mesther mosial asat por o

But one thing We're assured of, *tis away down east.

Once a man in Indiana took his bundle in his hand,

4nd he came fo New York ety to seck this fubled fand;
Bat how he stares on learning, what is new to him at least,
That this famous fabled councry is forther down g

Then off e goes to Boston, wit all b main and m
He puts up af the Tremont House, quite sure that allis ngn
TR AT, T e e R least,
That he hadn’t yet begun to get away down east.

Then o harries off fo Portland with his bundle in his band,

And he sces Mount Joy, great joy for him, for this must b
the lan d,

Pooh nonsense, man, youro orazy, for doubt not i the leas,

You'll go u long chalk farther, ere you find down

Then away (hirough mud to Bangor, by whichhesailshisdrabs,
The firet that greets his vision slal

Wiy this, says b, 18 Egypt, here's a & pyramid i

And hemoughl that with a vengeance hie hiad found Alwm east.

My gracious! yes, he’s found it; see how he cuts his pranks
He'ssurehe can’t got for the piles of boa m.mplu..n,
So pompously he questions a Pat of humble caste,

Who tells him he hasn’t begun to get away down sast.

kS

Then he meets a native, who's up to souff, T ween,
ays he, pointing to a Pll'r\p\cc don’t you see something'g: een
So off he jumped to rise no more, except he lives on yeast
And that's what they drink, T thinlk, away down sae.

And now s anxions mother, who's race is almost run,
on the look-out to see her rising so

But wlxclhu “nell sso himn oF no, T mdmlm at least,

Her son is set in regions wet, away down ¢as




All Round my Hat,

All round my hat T vears a green
All round my hat for a twi elvemnn!.h and a day ;
1f hany one should hax the reason vy I vears it
Tell them that my true love is far, far
"Twas a-going of my rounds in the strect T st did meet hr,
L though she vos  haneel just corte down from the sky ;
a nice vegetabl
Aml 1 nc\ or hmrd a voice |lmrc louder and more sweeter,
When crying, “Buy my primposes,my primroses come buy”
< vour fine eollil
o i round my hat, et

O, ray love wes irerey ¥ love was werry kind,
L Ju(l«fc vot had my love to try;
I Hore's your precious turnips.
For thieving vos a thing she never vos inclined to,
But he sent my love.along across the seas far away
Spoxex—(Here's your hard-heurted cabbages.)
— All round my hat, ete.

Crton

For seven long years my love and T are parted,
For seven long years my love is bound
sro ¥ Jrecious long time fore I “Hoes any trade

Bad Inckto tht ohap vt vould hever be false-hearted ;
Tl love my love for hever, though she’s far, far away
Seoxun—(Here's your nice Heads of cele:
Ca

—All round my hat, etc.

Thers is some Foung is, so preciously. deceitfar
consing off the young & gals they 0 lead astray
Sro s your walnuts, et erm wad 137 ety &
iling o Inumdred.)
As soon us they Secciye 7em, so cruslly oy Joaxe tem,
y Sighs nor sorrows ven they're far, fat awa,
(Do you wi nnl any hingons to- s w, mamﬂ)
0 All Tound my hat, €

Sroxex

T bought my true love a ring on the werry duy she started,
Which 1 euv her as a token all to remeizber m
Sroxex—(Bless hee heyes
‘And ven she does come ba
Vel 7 and bc uppy, oh, for
—(He) ino spring
round m:

k, oh, vell never fore be parted,
hever and a

eddis]

hat, utc

Groros—
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Long, Long Ago.

Tell me the tales that to me were 5o dear,
Long, long ago, long, long ago;

Sing me the songs I delighted to hear,
Long, long ago, long ago.

Now you are come, my grief is remov'd,
Let me forget that so long you have ro:

Let me believe that you love as you lovd,
Long, long ago, long ago.

Do you remember the path where we met,
Long, long ago, long, long ago.

Ab, yes! you told me you ne'er would forget,
Long, long ago, long ago.

Then to all others my smile you preferr'd,

Love, when you spoke, gave a charm to each word ;
8till my heart treasures the praises I heard,

Long, long ago, long ago.

Though by your kindness my fond hopes were rais'd,
Long, long ago, long, long ago;

¥ou by more eloquent lips have been prais'd,
Long, long ago, long ago.

But by long absence your truth has been tried,
8l to your accents I listen with pride;

Blest as I was when I sat by your side,
Long, long ago, long ago,
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T Dreamed my Boy was Home again.
Copied by permission of SaWwysn & Troxrsox, Music Pablishers
59 Fulton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of the. copyright.

Lonely, weary, broken-hearted,
As T 1aid me down fo sleep,
Thinking of the day we parted,
When you told me not to weep.
Soon I dreamed that peaceful angels
Hovered o'er the battle-plain,
Singing songs of joy and sadness,
And my boy was home again.
Crorus—How well 1 know such thoughts of Joy,
Such dreams of bliss are vain;
My heart is sad, my tears will flow,
Until my boy is home again.

TTears were changed to loud rejoicings,

1t was turned to endless day,

Lovely birds were sweetly singing,
Flowers bloomed in light array;

01d and young seemed light and cheerful,
Peace seemed everywhere to reign,

My poor heart forgot its SOrTow,
For my boy was home again. (CHORUS)

But the dream is past, and with it
All my happiness is gone ;
Cheerful thoughts of joy have vanished,
1 must still in sorrow mourn;
Soon may peace with all its blessings
Our unhappy land reclaim ;
Then my tears will cease their flowing,
And my boy be home again. (CHORUS)
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The Battle-Cry of Freedom.

Copted by permission of Roor & CApY, Music Publishers, 85
Clark street, Chicago, owners of the copyright,

Yes,we'll rally round the flag,boys,we'll rally once again
louting the battle-cry of freedom ;
We'll rally from the Lillside, we'll rally from the plain,
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom.
CHORUS.
The Union forever, hurrals, boys, hurrah,
Down with the traltor, up with the star;
While we rally round the flag, boys, rally once again,
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom.

Wearespringing to the call of our brothers gone before,
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom; [more,
And we'll fill the vacant ranks with a million freemen
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom.
Crorus—The Union forever, ete.

We will welcome to our numb'rs theloyaltrae and brave
Shouting the battle-cry of froedom
And altho’ he may be poor, he shall never be 2 glave,
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom.
Crorus—The Union forever, etc.

[west,
Sowe're springing to the call from the east.and from the
Shouting the battle-cry of freedom; ~  [best,

Andwe'll hurl the rebel crew from the land we love the
Sbouting the battle-cry of freedom.
CroRUs—The Union forever, cte.




Come Back, Massa, Come Back,

Music Publishers,
243 Broadway, N. Y., owners of the copyright.

Copied by permision of War. FIALL & SOX,

Since massa went to war the deuce has been to pay,
De cotton-pickin’ darkies hab all run away ;

Some are up at Richmon’, de good for noffin scamps,
And some are diggin’ muck in de Union army camps.
CrORUS.

Den come back, magsa, come back,
-Oh, come back, massa, come back ;

Shake hands with Uncle Sam, an1 be a Union man,
And sabe de ole plantation.

Ole missus once was gay, and dressed in satin fine,

Now she’s awfal poor, and wears 1o erinoline :

De prog is mighty high, de money awful scarce,

And Linkum's got a mortgage on deniggers ob de place.
Cmonus—Den come back, massa, ete.

De *possum and de coon are as sassy as you please
Since all de blooded dogs were toted off by fleas ;
De measles toted off all de cunnin’ little nigs,
And de sojers ob de army hab toted off de pigs!
Cnorvs—Den come back, massa, etc.

What de war is all about, dis darkie doesn’t know,
But he thinks dat Mars'r Davis has a mighty slim show;
Down here in ole Virginny ole harry’s to pay,

Den come back, marsr, or dis darkielll run away.
Den come buck, massa, ete.
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High Daddie.

Copied by permission of War. A. Poxp & Co., Music Publishers,
541 Broadway, N. Y., owners of the copyright.

| The sun’s gone down to take a little sleep,

| The moon’s come out to take another peep ;
Then wake up, boys, for master's gone to bed,

| Well have a spre if we haven't got a rod,
cror

Then, darkie, never dic, black face and clina eye,
Go down tothe barnyard, boys, the owl’s on the roos’
High Dum.e Won't come nigh, he's choked on chicken

Tisall © 0. K. 7 I say, and right upon the goose.

I know'd a darkie, and his name it was Joe,
1 know it was, for lie once told me so ;

| He used to hoo and dig up all the land,

| But now he says that work is contraband,

f
/
1

‘ He drank skimmed milk from morn *till night,
Somebody said that it would make him white ;
| But Jet him drink until ho gets his fll,
He's always bound to be a darkie still

| His color will stick, but that's not a sin,

| To wash it off you're compelled to rub it in;

| For darkie will be darkic, as T ave said before,
To the end of the world, and for two days more !

1

| The black man is a very curious thing,

| His jay-bird heel can shuffle, cut and wing ;

| But, mx him up with gin and lay him in the shade,
‘ He'll work very well, especially if he's made !

— |




—

Bring my Brother Back to Me. \‘

T. Gorpox, Music Publisher, 538 |
owner of the copyright.

| copted by permission of
Broadway, New ¥
Bring my brother back to me
When this war is done,
Give us all the joys we shared
Ere it had begun ;
Oh, bring my brother back to me,
Never more to stray,
This is all my earnest prayer
Through the weary day.
Crorus—Bring him back, bring him back,
With his smiling, healthful glee ;
Bring him back, bring hint back,
Bring my brother back to me.

All the house is lonely now,
And my voice no more,
TIn the pleasant summer eves
Greets him at the doors
Never more I hear his step
By the garden-gate,
While I sit in anxious tears,
Knowing not his fate. (Crozus)

Bring my brother bck to me
From the battle strife,
Thou who watchest o'er the good,
Shield his precious life.
When this war has passed away,
Safe from all alarms,
Bring my brother home again
To my longing arms. (Crorus.)
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Fannie Grey.

“Well, well, sir, so you've come at last!
1 thought yowd come no more;

I waited with my bonnet on,
From one till half-past four!

You know I hate to sit alone,
Unsettled where to go;

Youll break my heart, I feel you will,
If you continue 50.”

“Now pray, my love, put by that frown,
And don’t begin to scold ;

You really will persuade me soon
You're growing cross and old.

T only stopped at Grosv'nor gate,
Young Fannie’s eye to catch ;

T won't, T swear T won’t, be made
To keep time like a watch I

“Tt took you, then, two hours to bow !
Two hours! Take off your hat;

1 wish you'd bow that way to me ;
And apropos of that.

I saw you making love to fer,
(You see I know it all,)

I saw you making love to her,
At Lady Glossop's ball.”

“Now really, Jane, your temper 1s
80 very 0dd to-day !

Fou jealous, and of such a girl
As little Fannie Grey !

Make love to Zer/ TIndeed, my dear,
You could see no such thing;

I sat & minute by her side,

To see a torquoise ring ”




“ tell you that I saw it all,
The whisp'ring and grimace,

The flirting and coquetting,
Tn her little foolish face.

Oh, Charles, T wonder that the earth
Don’t open where you stand ;

By the heaven that is above us both,
1 saw you kiss her hand I”

«1 didn’t love! or if I did,
Allowing that ’tis true,

When a pretty woman shows her rings,
What can a poor man do?

My kés, my soul, my darling Jane,
1 Iove but you alone;;

1 never thought of Fannie Grey—
How tiresome she is grown !”

«Pat down your hat, don’t take your stick,
Now, prithee, Charles, d stay !
“You never come to see me NOW,
But you long to run away;
There was s time, there was a time,
You never wished to g0;
What have I done, what Aave I done,
Dear Charles, to change you 5o 2

«Posh, pooh, my love, T am not changed,

. But dinner is at eight,

And my father’s so particular,
He never likes to wait.

Good-by *Good-by, you'll come again?”
“Yes, one of these days!”

«He's turn'd the street, I knew he would,
He's gono to Fannie Grey’s!”




|
|
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Oh, Sing to me those dear old Songs. |

Copled

by

permission of OLIVER Drrsox & C

» Music Publishers,
Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright,

Ob, sing to me those dear old songs,

‘Whose tones I love so well,

Let music’s soft and syren touch

Awaken mem’ry’s spell ;

And while my heart retraces swift

The Tootsteps of the past,

Full many a sad and pleasant thought
Comes crowding thick and fast.
CrORUS—Oh, sing to me thoso dear old songs,

“Whos

e tones I love so well ;

Let music’s soft and syren tonch

Awaken mem'ry’s spell,

The loved, the lost of former years

Before my vision stands,
Some who have gone to d
Some 10 the better land ;

ant climes,

But still, the trusted and the tried,

A faithful few remain ;

*Twill cheer their hearts on life’s rough way

To hear those songs again.

(Crorus)

Then sing to me the dear old songs,

Each word your lips let fal]

Awakes the thought of other days,

At mem'ry’s potent call ;

And till life’s ltest lingering hour,

*Twill give me untold jo

To hear the tones, and feel their power,

T owned when but a boy.

(Cuorus)




The Stars and Stripes.

. Gorpox, Music Publisher, 538
owner of the copyright.

Copled by permission of
Broadway, New Yo

Rally round the flag, boys, give it to the brees®,
Thats the banner we loye on the land and the seas ;
Brave hearts are under it, let the traitors rag,
Gallant lads, fire away, and fight for the flag;
Their flag is but a Tag, ours is the true one,
Up with the stars and stripes, down with the new one. |
Let our colors fly, boys, guard them day and night, |
For victory is liberty, and God will bless the right. |
Fitonvs. |
Rally round the fiag, boys, give it to the breeze,
Thats the banner wo love on the land and the seas;
Brave hearts are under it, let the traitors brag,
Gallant 1ads, fire away, and fight for the flag.

Floating high above us, glowing in the sun,

Speaking loud to all hearts of a freedom won,

Who dares to sully it, bought with precious blood,

Gallant lads, we'll ight for it, tho® ours should swell
the flood.

Raise, then, the banner high, ours is the true one,

Up with the stars and stripes, etc.

Tyrants learn to fear it, tremble at its sight,

All who sigh for freedom hail it with delight;
Freedom and liberty, let the echoes xing,

That is what the world wants, that our flag will bring.
Raise, then, the banner high, ours is the true one
Up with the stars and stripes, etc.

B
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Will he Never Come?

Will e never come ?
Never come—no more ?
Will this long life never cease?
And the battle-drum
And the cannon’s roar ?
I'm weary, and I sigh for peace—
Peace that only in thie grave may be;
Will he never come again,
Never come to me ?

Dreaming all the night
£ my own, my own ;
Weeping all the long, long day,
Oh 1 this world of blight!
For his missing tone
And his tender smile now passed away,
Oh! his noble heart this night may be
Trodden by harsh feet, and cold,
Cold in death, to me !

How the guns of brass,
Haurling peal on peal,

y soul at every crash !

balls, alas !

Blades of gleaming steel

At his precious life, each moment clash.

Only Leld to carth by a slender breath,
Why is death so slow to me?

Grant my prayer, oh death !

On my breast my child,
His sweet babe I hold ;
Hold it till my weak arms ache—
Just his blue eye, mild ;
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Just his hair of gold—
May it die, for soon this heart must breal;
May it, ere I die, from earth be free !
Then we three shall part no more—
‘Husband, babe—we three.

Why do T Weep for Thee ?

Why do T weep for thee?
Weep in my sud dreams,
Parted for aye are we,
Yes, parted like mountain streams.
Yet with me linger still
That word, that one last word,
Thy voice, thy voice yet scems to thrill
My heart’s fond chord.
CHORUS,
Why do I weep for thee ?
Parted for aye are we,
Yes, parted like the mountain streams,
Yes, parted, why do I weep for thee ?

Oh, why do I weep for thee ?
Once, ah ! what joy to me to share
With thee the noontide hour,
“Then not a grief nor care
Had cankered the heart’s young flower.
The sun scems not to shed
A radiance o'er me now,
Save memory, all scems dead,
Since lost, since lost art thou. (CHORUS.)




Gentle Annie Ray.

ied by permission of OLrvER Ditsox & Co-, Music Publishers,
277 Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

T'm sitting by thy grave to-night,
T'm weeping bitter tears,

For, ah! stern sorrow's withering blight
Hath dimmed the hopes of years.
The smile hath vanished from my hrow,

My heart is sad to-day ;
The world is dark and lonely now,
My gentle Annie Ray.
CHORUS—The smile has vanished from my brow,
My heart is sad to-day ;
The world is dark and lonely now,
My gentle Annie Ray.

The night-wind sighs around thy tomb,
The gentle willows o'er thee weep;

The summer flowers in beauty bloom
Where thou art laid to slecj

An angel form and sweeter strain
Now call my soul away;

T know in heaven Tl meet ag
My gentle Annic Ray. (Crorus)

I'm Coming Home to Die.
Copieaby permission of uive Disséx & o, Maste Bublishers,
217 Washington St., Boston, owners of the copyright.

Unwelcome winds are sighing,
‘Within the distant west,
And wrapt in pain I'm lying,
‘With vision-broken rest ;
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I often dream thy bosom
Ts pillowing my bead,
And wake, to find illusion
Has gathered round my bed;
But starting from my dreaming,
1 check the rising sigh,
For 'm coming home to die, mother !
Tm coming bome to die!

1 long to see thee, mother,
And kiss thy dear old cheek;
I feel there is no other
With whom T wish to speal
No heart has half such kindness,
No voice such music’s flow;
Why did I in my blindness,
Cause you a moment’s woe?
1 know you've mourned full often,
But wipe the glistening eye,
For 'm coming home to die, mother !
T'm coming home to die!

My memory is clinging
To childhood’s sunny hours,

And sister's voice seems ringing
Amid the garden flowers;

The moments seem to lengthen,
As starting hour draws near,

And hope begins to strengthen,
‘With thoughts of leaving here ;

So let the heart be gladdened,
Our meeting hour is nigh,

For I'm coming home to die, mother !
T'm coming home to die!
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Roses Lie along the Way.

Copied by permission of OLxvER Drreox & Co., Music Publishers,
‘Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

Roses lie along the way
Which our feet arc treading,
Fortune sends a transient day
Free from all we're dreading ;
Now the youth on pleasure’s wave
Light and gay is flowing,
Now how soon across his grave
Wintry winds are blowing,

Full of hope the blushing bride
Now the youth is wedding,
But how soon the ebbing tide
Blight o'er all is shedding;
Pleasure’s day is quickly past,
All the good to mortals falling,
Chilled like flowers by wiatry's blast,
Fate is soon recalling.

Yet while springtime’s lovel§ light
Sheds its cheerful beaming

Be by day each pleasure bright,
Sweet by night our dreaming ;

Ev'ry joy that chimes with truth,
Let us gladly cherish,

So shall smile our age and youth,

Till ‘our life shall perish.




R e

Wouldn't You Like to Know ?

Copied by permission of OLIVER D17sox & Co., Music Publishers
271 Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

‘Who is that comes to the garden gate,
And sets up a whistling scream,

When fowre off and away, so happy and gay,
Like a beautiful fairy dream?

Who is that comes to the old back door,
As off at a signal you go?

The maiden sighed, and, blushing, replied,
“Well, wouldn’t you like to know ?”

What is it that makes you look for things
So straight before your eyes ?

At evry knock or stroke of the clock
You quickly as lightning rise,

And oft at a sound you quickly dress,
You say for a walk to go?

The maiden sighed, and, smiling, replied,
“YWell, wouldn’t you like to know #”

But time has passed, and many a change
In the village is easily seen,
Yet a form with a face full of beauty and grace
Trips lightly o'er the green ;—
*Tis she who did meet her true love at the gate,
nd a tiny ring doth show
s now the bride, the joy and the pride
Of—wouldu’t you like to know?

Sh
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Gaffer Grey.

Oh} why dost thou shiver and shake,
Gaffer Grey?
And why doth thy nose look so blue?
"Tis the weather that’s cold,
*Tis T'm grown very old,
And my doublet is not very new,
Well-a-day |

Then line thy worn doublet with ale,
Gaffer Grey,
And warm thy old heart with a glass,
Nay, but credit Ive none,
And my money’s all gone;
Then say how may that come to pass?
Well-a-day |

Hie away to the house on the brow,
Gaffer Grey,

And knock at the jolly priest’s door,
The priest often preaches
Against worldly riches,

But neler gives a mite to the poor,

Well-a-day |
b

The lawyer lives under the hill,
Gaffer Grey,
Warmly fenced both in back and in front.
He will fusten his locks,
And will threaten the stocks,
Should he ever more find me in want,
Well-a-day |




The squire has fat beeves and brown ale,
Gaffer Grey,
And the season will welcome you there,
His fat beeves and bis beer,
And his merry new y
Are all for the flush and the fair,
Well-n-day !

l 83
!I
|

keg is but low, T confess,
Gaffer Grey,
What then ? while life Tasts, man, we'll ye.
The poor man alone,
When he hears the poor moan,
Of his morsel & morsel will give,
Well-a-day |

Beggar @irl,
| Over the mountain and over the moor,
Huvgry and barefoot I wander forlorn ;
|ty father is dead and my mother is poor,
| "And she grieves for the days that will never return,
Pity, kind gentlemen, friends of. humanity,
| Cold blows the wind, and. the night’s coming on;
Give me some food for my mother, for charity,
| Giveme some food and thien I'll be gone,

Call me not lazy-back, beggar, and hold enough,
Fain would I learn both to knit and to sew 5

Tye twolittle brothers at home, when they're old en'gh

They will work Lard for the gifts you bestow.

| Give me some food for my mother, for charity,

Give me some food and then Il be gone.
No. 10
—_—
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Werry Pekooliar.
Have you ever been in love? if you haven’t I have;
To the mighty god Coopid I have been a great slave ;
He slrot in my bosom a quiver of harrows,
As naughty boys shoot roosters, robins and sparrows ;
My heart was as pure as the white alabaster,
Till Coopid my bosom did weak overmaster:;
Ye gods only know how I loved one Miss Julia,
There sas something about her so werry pekooliar.

We met first at a ball, where our hands did entwine,
AndT didsqueech herfingers, and she did squeech mine;
To be my next partner I ventured to press her, [sir;”
AndTfound thatshelisped when she answered me,"“Yes,
Now in lisping I think there is something uncommon,
I love in pertiklar a lisp in a woman;

P'm sure you'd hiave liked the lisp of Miss Julia,
There was something about it o werry pekooliar.
Like & beautiful peach was the cheek of my Julia,
And then in her eye there was something pekooliar ;
Speaking wolumesit darted each glance in one’s marrow.
As swift and as keen as the wicked boy’s harrow ;

A glight cast in her eye to her looks added vigor,

A cast in the eye often tends to disfigu
But not so.tho cast in the eye of my Julia,

liere was something about it so werry pekooliar.

Good friends were we soon, and midst smiles and midst
I courted her nearly for three or four years; [tea
I took her to plays and to'balls; oh, ye powers,
How switly and sweetly did then pass my hours.
But once, oh, €en now I my feelings can’t smother,
Shie danced all the evening along with another ;
Now I didn’t say nothing that night to Miss Julia,
But I couldn’t help thinking ’twas werry pekooliar.
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I went next day to scold, when she-to my heart’s cere
| Cut me up by requesting T'd call there no more,

| And I should be affronted if longer I tartied,

| For next day to another she was to be married.
“Oh, Julia,” said I, “ why you do not say so!"
O, yes, but I do, sir, though yowd better go.”
«YWell, I will go, but surely youwll own it, Miss Julia,
Your behavior to me has been werry pekooliar.”

Mister Hill, pray be Still

Coptebepermiclon of Ouivan Divao & Co uele Pablafes,
copyri

st., Boston, owners of
Mister, Hill, pray be still,
Dowt worry me, sir;
Such a man never can
My lover be, s
Ha, ha, ha, ete.
You men are so vain, so flse, yet endearing ;
Your vows like the wind, which is constantly veering,
Ha, ha, ha, etc.

Laughing eyes, smiles or sighs,
Cooing like the dove, sir;

ers, or winning airs,

| \c'er can me move, sir. Ha, ha, ate.

| Last night in the grove, there you proffered your love

To Julia, invoking the bright orbs above. Ha, ha, etc.

Not quite yet, in your net,
The bird have you caught, sir;
Ne'er will I wedded be
To a male coquette, sir. " Ha, ha, etc.
Besides, I've a secret, profound to confide :
To-morrow another will greet me his bride. Ha, ete.
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Keep this Bible near your Heart.

CopleQ7 ot f OcirveD Crpm &Tn. Mk i
Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

“o forth, my darling, to the conflict,”
Thus spoke a mother to her boy,
“ Neer let me hear you turned away
When mimxs threaten our loved ecountry to
destro;
Take with 30“ a mother's blessing,
Keep this Bible near your heart,
Never forget a mother’s prayers are ever with you,
And her love for you will ne'er depart
CrORUS:
Als well hc sleeps, the orange flowers bloom on his

Sadly e \\ceps for him who died upon the battle-
field,
Her own loved soldier boy so brave.

“@o!l for your country’s voice is calling,
All stout of heart and strong of hand,
How could you nobler die, than fighting bravely
For your God and honored native land 2
And if this is our last parting,
If death breaks the loving spell,
Trust him who watcheth e’en the sparrow when it
falleth,
All is well, * He doeth all things well)” (Czo)

Foremost among the ranks in battle,
‘4100«1 forth the patriot mother’s joy,
: ¢ the din of musket’s rattle,
I{ulw the cheering words of that brave soldier boy ;
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Eyes lit up with strangest beauty,
Soul that knew no danger near,

Firmly he stood amid the harvest deatl was reaping,
With 2 heart that knew no trembling fear.

But soon the fatal ball came swiftly,
Stowly he sunk upon the sod,
Taintly he whispered, “ Dearest mother—
Comrades, T shall soon be o’er beyond the flood ;
Take from out my vest my Bible,
Place the treasure in my hand,”
One Joving look, one gentle quiver,
And hisspirittook its fl b

)i lyland

The Sunny Hours of Childhood.

The sunny, sunny hours of childhood,
How s00n, how soon they pass away,
Like flowers, like flowers in the wildwood,

That once bloomed fresk and gay;
But the perfume of the flowers,

And the freshness of the heart,
Live but a few brief hours,

And then for age depart.

“The friends, the friends we saw around us,
In boyhood's happy, happy days,

The fuiry, fairy links that bound us,
No feeling now displays ;

For time hath changed forever,
What youth can not retain,

And we may know, oh! never,
These sunny hours again.
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Stop Dat Knockin’,

ermission of Russri, & Toraax, Masie Publiskers,
Washington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

T once did love & yaller gal, whose name was Susic
Brown,
Shecame from Alabama, and wasthe fairest in the town;
{er eyes so bright that they shine at night,
‘When the moon has gone away ;
She used to eall this nigga up,
afore the broke of day,

Jus
With a “W ho dat, who dat, who dat knocking at de

Spoken—¢ Am dat you, Sa at you, Sam ?
“Why, Sam, ain’t you guine to lnff me in ”
No, yowd better stop dat knockin’ at the door”—
“let me in,”

“ Stop dat knockin’ ”—*let me in,”

“$top dat knockin’ "—* let me in”

“Stop dat knoclin’”—*let me in.”
“An! you better stop dat knockin® at my door,’—

“let me in,”

“Stop dat knockin', stop dat knockiw’, ‘stop dat
knoclkin’;
“Stop dat knockin', oh | you better stop dat knockin®
at my door.

She was the handsomest gal dat eber I did see;

She neber went out walkin’ with any colored man
but me ;

1 took my banjotothe house to play threetimes Gtmore,

When T heard two or three knocks pretty hard

Come bang agin the door.

ken—YWith & Who dat, who dat,” etc.
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|
Come, oh, Come with Me. |
Come, oh, come with me, the moon is beaming, |
Come, oh, come with me, the stars ate gleaming,
All around, above, with beauty teeming,
Moonlight hours are meet for love.

CHORUS.
Fal le lar le lar, fal lar lar lar, fal le lar Je lar, etc.,
Come, ob, come with me, the moon is beaming,
Come, oh, come with me, the stars are gleaming.
My skiff is by the shore, she is light and free,

o fly the feathered oar is joy to me,

And as we glide along, my song shall be,

My dearest maid, I love but thee.  (CHORUS.)

Switzer's Song of Home.

Why, oh, why, my heart, this sadness,
Why, mid scenes like these declin
Where all, tho’ strange, is joy and gladness,

| Say, what wish can yet be thine ?
| O, say, what wish can yet be thine 2

All that's dear to me is wanting,
TLone and cheerless here I roam ;

The stranger’s joys howe'er enchanting,
To me can never be like home,
To me can never be like home.

Give me those, I ask no other,

Those that bless the humble dome
Where dwell my father and my mother,
Give, oh, give me back my home,
Give, oh, give me back my home.




Mother would Comfort Me.

Copied by permission of SAWYER & Troxesox, Music Pablishers
59 Fulton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of the copyright
Wounded and sorrowful, far from my home,
Sick, among strangers, uncared for, unknown ;
Even the birds that used sweetly to sing
Are silent, and swiftly have taken the wing;
No one but mother can cheer me to-day,

No one for me could so fervently pray;

None to console me, no kind friends near,
Mother would comfort me if she were here.
Cno.—Gently her hand o’er my forehead she'd press,

Trying to free me from pain and distress;

Kindly she'd say to me, “Be of good cheer,

Mother will comfort you, mother is here I”

If she were with me I soon would forget

My pain and my sorrow, no more would I fret;
One kiss from her lips, or one look from her eye,
Would make me contented and willing to die.
Gently her hand o'er my forehead she'd press,
Trying to free me from pain and distress;
Kindly she'd say to me, “Be of good cheer,
Mother will comfort you, mother is here!”

Cheerfully, faithfully, mother would stay
Always beside me, by night and by day;

If T should murmur, or wish to complain,

Her gentle voice would soon calm me again.
Sweetly a mother’s love shines like a star,
Brightest in darkness when daylight's afar;

In clouds or in sunshine, pleasure or pain,
Mother's affection is ever the same. (CHORDS.)
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The Miseries of Sneezing.

Copied by permission of OLrvER Ditsox & Co. Music Publishers,
2

shington st., Boston, owners of the copyright.

T've lots of trouble and pain through life,

And ever am in hot water and strife!

My nose has got such a queer disease,

T'm almost dying for having to sneeze !

Crorus—And thus in trouble my life began,
‘And now I am known as the sneezing man ;
And thus in trouble my life began,
Oh, pity the nose of a sneezing man!

When first a baby in nurse’s arms,

I went to meeting and caused alarm,

The people were roused from slumbering ease,

By hearing that pesky infant sneeze !

When next at seven I went to school,

To study, to read and write by rule,

1 saw the children as thick as bees,

But they scampered away when they heard me sneezel!

When next my frolicking days came round,
A beautiful damsel soon I found,

But as the maiden was just the cheese,

She fainted away when she heard me sneeze |
«T wish,” cried I, to my angel dear,

o tell of my love while kneeling hero!”
But though T was there on my bended knees,
Tt couldw’t be done, for T had to sneeze!

In agony wild her hair she tore!
When turning T went like an autumn breese,
‘ Skedaddling off with another sneeze.

‘ The damsel screamed and fell to the floor,
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Bonnie Blue Flag, [

Copied by permission of S. T. Gorpo:

, Music Publisher, 535
Broadway, New Yor

, owner of the copyright.

We are a band of patriots,
Who each leaye home and friend,
Our noble constitution
And banrer to defend ;
Our Capitol was threatened,
And the ery rose near and far,
To protect our ¢ountry’s glorious flag,
"That glitters with many a star,
Crorus—Hurrah, hurrah, for tho. union, boys, hurraly!
Hurrah for our forefather good oid flag,
That gliters with many a star,

Much patience and forbearance
The North has always shown,
Toward her Southern brethren,
Who had each way their own;
But when we made our president,
A man whom wo desired,
Their wrath was roused, they mounted guns,
And on Fort Sumter fired.  (Cuonus,)

They forced the war upon us,
For peaceful men are we,
They steal our money, seize our forts,
And then as cowards flee.
False to their vows, and to the flag
That once protected them,
They sought the union to dissolve,
Bartly's noblest, brightest gem,  (Cro.)

e -




We're in the
The Stars \nd Stripes must fly,
Tho “bonnie blue flag” be hauled dovea,
And every tr
Freedom and peace enjoyed by all,
As neer was known before,
Our Spangled Banner wave on high,
With stars just thirty-four.  (CzoRUS)

Murmuring Sea.

Murmuring sea! beautiful sea !
How I love to list to thy melody
When the winds are still in thy rocky caves,
And the sweet stars glance on thy purple waves ;
’Tis then I dream of the distant land,

Whiere I left a loving and joyous band ;

Ob, dearer than-ever they seem to be,

As I muse on the shore of the murmuring sea.
Murmuring sea! beautiful sea!

O, dearer than ever they seem to be.

As we muse on the shore of the murmuring ses,
The murmuring, murmuring sea.

Murmuring sea ! beautiful sea!

1 no more shall sail o'er thy waters free,

But T watch the ships as they fade from sight,
‘And my fancy follows their trackless flight,
Bounding away to their distant mart,

To the land so dear to my lonely heart;

Oh, dearer than eve it seems to be,

As T muse on the shore of the murmuring sea.
Murmuring sea! beautiful sea! ete.
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Taa r o
Jessie, the Flower o' Dumblane.
The sun has gone down on the lofty Ben Lomond,
A\ml left wlw red clouds to preside o’er the sc ene;
onely I stray in the calm summer, "ln.*mlw
| To muse on sweet Jessie, the flower o’ Dumblanc
How sweet is the briar, wi’ its soft ﬂ\ul«lllvvh]ﬂumn,
And sweet is the birck wi' its mantle o’ n
Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to thi his Imxmn

Iz
i
|

Is lovely young Jessie, the flower o’ Dumblane,
| Shes as modest a3 any, and blithe as she's bonni
| Tor guilele na o it ain ;
| Ana e vmnu» v 0 feelin

Who'd bligh

Thou'rt dear to the echoes o' (.ﬂdumuod glen,

So dear to this bosom, 50 artless and winning
s charming young Jessie, the flower o' Dumblane.
How lost were my days, till T met wi’ my Jessie,
The sports of mnu seemed foolish and v
I ne'er saw 2 nymph I could call my dear 1
il charmed wi eweot Jessio
| Though mine wa
st its profusion Td I b in pain
| And reckion as nothing the hesght o' ts splendor,
1¢ wanting sweet Jessie, the Hower o Dumblage.

the flower & l)uml)lnno

tation m loftiest grandeur,

I know a Pair of Hazel Eyes.
I know a pair of hazel eyes |
So tender and 8o bright,
That I could sit a livelong day,

ng on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymns to the evening, {

And gaze upon their light. |
How would my heart impulsive beat

I, “iun on mine they rove,
Thos

1zel eyes Umuld give to me
o Todk of los

Asin
Tinow a pair of rosy ]ms
Whose sm




That T would give the world, to press ‘y
Them fervently to mine. {

How would my soul mmc with joy |
1f, when to speak to mo

Those rosy lips should <‘\} to me |
A single word of love. |
Know a pair of snowy arms,
And what delight were mine, |

I¢ round my neck onc fond embrace |
Those snowy arms should t

The look, the word, the fond ermbrace, {
So dear to me would pro |

That carth, enchanted, ould appear i
A paradise of love. |

| Call Me not Back from from the Echoless Shore.
Copied by permiseion of Sawxn & Tuowrsox, Music Publishers,
e e, Tirooklyn, owners of the copyright. |
Wiy is your forehead decp furrowed with care?
Wit has so soon mingled frost in your hair? |
Why are you sorrowful? why do you w n‘(‘p" H

7 ou 0 slee
3 vorids vail of tears,
Light wonld your sorrows De, harmless your fe
All that seems darkness to you w ould be ligh
All would be sunshine ‘where now is but night. 1
CioruS—Follow me cheerfully, pray, do not weep,
Tn spisit I'll soothe you and Fock you to sleep.

Wiy w ould you backward with time again turn?
do you stll for \n\\r rlul(\hnod s days yearn?
one, wh the past agnin Toam,
ey orihne fuare ¢ path leads you Tome? |
On, dearest child, 't‘v« <c fears, Weep no morg, |
Call me not bac the echoless shore;

Follow mo ety i, do ot wecp, |
In spirit Tl soothe you and rack you to slect i
Crongs—Tollow me ‘cheerful S \\cnp |
piit 1] soothe you and ro¢ 0 sleen
Yu Tby, by, Nillibs {
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Bingen on the Rhine,

A soldier of the Legion

Lay dying at Algiers; s
There was lack of woman's nursing,
There was dearth of woman's tears;
But a comrade stood before him,
While bis life-blood ebbed away,
And bent with pitying glances
To hear what hie might say.
The dying soldier faltered
As e took thut comrade’s hand,
And he said, “T never more shall see
My own, my native Jand ;
Take a messnge and a token
To some distant friends of mine;
For T was born at Bingen,
Fair Bingen on the Rhine,
“Tell my brothers and. companions,
When they meet and crowd around
To hear my mournful story,
In the pleasant vineyard ground,
That we fought the baitle bravely,
And when the day was done,
Fall many a corse lay, ghastly palo
Beneath the setting sun ;
And midst the dead and dying,
Were some grown old in wars,
The death-wound on their gallant breast,
The last of many scars ;
But some were young, and suddenly
Beheld life’s morn decline,
And one Liad come from Bingen,
From Bingen on the Rhine,
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“Tell my mother that her other sons

Shall comfort her old age ;

And T was still a truant bird,
That thought his home a cage;

For my father was a soldier,
And even as a child

My heart leaped forth to hear him tell
Of struggles fierce and wild ;

And when he died and left us
To divide his scanty hoard,

I let them take whate'er they would,
But kept my father’s sword ;

And with boyish love T hung it
Where the bright light used to shine

On the cottage wall at Bingen,
At Bingen on the Rhine.

“1Tell my sister not to weep for me,
And sob with drooping head
When the troops are marching home again,
With glad and gallant tread ;
But look upon them proudly,
With a calm and steadfast eye,
For her brother was a soldier,
And not afraid to die.
And if a comrade seelc her love,
1 ask her in my name,
To listen to him kindly,
Without regret or shame,
And hang the old sword in its place
(My father’s sword and mine,)
For the hionor of old Bingen,
Dear Bingen on the Rhine,




“There’s another, not a sister—
In the happy days gone by,
You'd have known her by the merriment
That sparkled in her eye ;
Too innocent for coquet
Too fond for idle scorning—
Oh! friend, I fear the lightest heart
Makes sometimes heaviest mourning !
Tell Ler the last night of my life—
Tor ere the morn be risen
My body will be out of pain,
My soul be out of prison—
1 dreamed I stood with her,
And saw the yellow sunlight shine
On the vine-clad bills of Bingen,
Fair Bingen on the Rhine.

I saw the blue Rhine sweep along
I heard or seemed to hear

The German songs we used to sing,
In chorus sweet and clear,

And down the pleasant river,
And up the slanting hill

The echoing chorus sounded
Through the evening calm and still ;

And her glad blue eyes were on me,
As we passed with friendly talk,

Down many a path beloved of yore,
And well-remembered walk ;

And her little hand lay lightly,
Confidingly in mine—

But we'll meet no more at Bingen,
Loved Bingen on the Rhine.”
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His voice grew fuint and hoarser

His grasp was childish weak,
His eyes put on a dying look,

He sighed and ceased to speak ;
His comrade bent to lift him,

But the spark of life had fled—
The soldier of the Legion

Tn a foreign Jand was dead !
And the soft moon rose up slowly,

And calmly she looked down.
On the red sand of the battle-field

With bloody corses strewn—
Yes, calmly on that dreadful scene,

Her pale light seemed to shine
As it shone on distant Bingen,

Fair Bingen on the Rhine.

1 Know my Mother Weeps for Me.

Copi

ed by permission of SAWYER & THOMPEOX.
5 Falton avenue, Brooklyn, owners of t

"Tyas on a balmy summer night,
As T lay gazing at the stars,

fusic:
e copy

Publishers
yright.

And thinking of the hearts once light,

That I had left to join the wars.

And of a mother far away,

With step so feeble, cheek 5o pale,
My thoughts then dwelt upon the day

T left Ler, as she said, “ Farewell.”
Cuorus—I know my mother weeps for me,
When all the world is hushed in sleep;

Oh, soon may we the hour see,

When mother need no longer weep.

-




And s the midnight hour drew near,
1 fell asleep, aud presently
I dreamed I saw my mother dear,
With open arms to welcome me,
She could not speak, but o, those tears
That lingered in her joyful eyes,
Bespoke much more, by far, than lip
Could utter to her darling boy.

T thought she clasped mo to her heart,
mpressed a Kiss upon my brow,
And bade Ler sorrows all depart,
For nought but joy is with her noyy,
The daylight broke, and with it came
Sadly the trath, ’twas but a dream |
Dear mother, weep no more in vain,
While we our native land redeem,

I know my mother weeps for me,
When all the world is hushed in sleep;
Oh, soon may we the hour see,
When mother need no longer weep,
Soon may our glorious stars and stripes,
That blood-bought banner of the fros,
Wave proudly forth from every height,
Proclaiming peace and liberty.

CIORUS,

I know my mother weeps for me,

When all the world is hushed in sleep ;
Oh, soon may we the hour see,

When mother need no longer weep




Kiss Me, Dulmg, ot e Sever.

Publishers,
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[
Kiss me, darling, ere we sever, |
e ooy e bleak. pii, |
For on carth, Y iover, noy }

n.
But t 1 and winning,
And’ n., Voice so sofv and low,
§till shall keep my heart from sinning,
And my soul as pure as snow.

I would linger, oh, how gladly,
presence yet,
s me sadly

Tn thy much-love
But each moment tel

TThat tis better to forg
Not forget th

 love and hu\\ﬂv
1y kind and winsor

For no red hope nor duty
Bids me cease to give them prais

But the hopes T long have cherished,
Now m\‘ autumn leaves are ser
Like the flowers of spring they porihed,
Tn the springtime of their yew
Naught is left me but to sever

From the scene of all my pain;
Kiss me, darling, for I never \

May behold Hl\ face again.
The Ax"swer of Ben Bolt.
coped by permiiion Susic Publihers,
e by O o i, owners of he copyrigl
\11 yes, 1 r(‘:\u*m‘).\ that name with delight,
shed and dear ;.
Biour of night,
\n\l moisten the turf with a tea
And the ln “Mv n the heart is u e l\)l\hlencd“]th woes,
T wander muse all alon "
1

And long for "the time when m\ head ~lmH repose
rere “ sweet Alice lies und
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Crorus--Did you se
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Troam through the wood where so joyor
recline on the green sunny hill ;

All things are as bright in that mmurul glade,
But my heart is all Jonel Iy and ¢

The hand that so fondly T S mine,
And the Tips that wese melting bn love

Are cold in the grave, and I'm mt 10 repine
Till I meet with sweet Alice

us we strayed,

well T |i'm(’mh(r the schoolhouse ’ln\l brook, ‘
r ind and so true,
es i the cool, shad§ nook, |
ud dev, |
e hough 50 Jear to my hear
1l blhlllm\bh‘llw.
The bosom w 1” heave, and the tear- dm]n will start,
For “sweet Alice lics under tho stone’

Jennie Ju June,

Jusic Publishers
. ¥ owhers of Shelcomm
DIT Y61 s Alae Tetalo R
Whén the meadows were in tune,
\Vith the birds among the bowers
In the sweet summer time
You would love her T am sure,
For her heart is warm and pure,
And as guileless as the flowers
the sweet summer time.
dear Jennie June, etc
All the robins
As she guyly specds along,
Just to listen to her sing
In the sweet summer time.
And her modest, beaming eyos
the color of the sk !
any pleasant fancies bxmu
In the sweet summer time. ((‘nouci) |
With my darling Jermie June,
When the meadows are in tune,

ong,




How I love to go a Toving,

In the sweet summer time.

While her presence seems to be

Like aray R elight tome,

For she's ever fond and loving,

In Lhc smu summer time. (Cuorus.)

Tell Mother I Die Happy

Copied_by permission of S. T. Gonox, Publisher
538 Broadway, New York, owner of the enmright,
Tam (l) ing, ('()mmd(\ dying,
‘As you be: , lightly tread ;
Soon, T, soon T shall be lying ‘

Wit the silont sleeping dead.
dying, comrades, dying,
Still the battle rages near,
Tell e, are our foes  fiyi
\11\]\\, mother duur
Cuums—'run my mother I die happy, |
That for mo she must 1ot Wweeps
Tell her how I longed to Kiss her, |
Tre I sunk in death to sleep.

1 am going, comrades, goin |

Seo ow damp my rmumq' now,

Oh, the angels comin |
Wi 1\\ ight garl nds for my brow. |
Bear e to my mother, |

o e death that God was near,
He to bless and to support me,
1 die happy, mother dear.  (CHORUS)

Lay me, comrades, ‘neath theawillow,
“That grows on the distant shore;
p the  around me,
res ité folds once more.
$

T
1 would
| Let the cold earth hv o
| And the “Stus and

illow
s” my shroud,

Stri
Soon, oh, soon 1 %10 be marching,
Amid the heavenly crowd. (CHORUS.)




Kath, Be]l
Copled, by, permission of o, Musie, Publisher,
e
(mmg down the slm(l\ \h-ll
Whiere the honeysuckles grow
T met lovely Katie Bell,
With her dimpled cheeks aglow ;
Oh, the beauties of her f:
As'he fltted by apace,
ith a step of fairy
My poor words (‘AI\ nukl tell.
CroRus. —]muu Bell, in the dell,
How I love her none

n tell.

All the flowers in the dell
Seemed o own et for thel queen,
ht and peerless Katie Bell,

Atwer waa

air uu-r seen.
]Iow I ]m cd the ve

ground

T can never, never tell. (Cmozus)
ted in the dell,
e the honeysuckles grow,

Waited for sweet Katie Bell,

Till the sun was sinking 10w :
And before 1 left her side,
In the quiet eventide,
T had won her for my bride,

Won my bonnie Katie Bell.  (Cmorus)

Oh, I shall Wear a Uniform,

Copted by permision of By, Sox & Co. usie Publishrs,
3 Brondway, New York, owners of the copyright.
ol e

And march away to war,
To hr avely meet the enemy,
Untihtio g 5 oot
Tlmy say J m all be furnished arms,
o they provide,




Although they would of service prove
nk and file divide.
Cmorus.—Hurrah ! hurrah! hurrah!
shall wear a uniform,
And march away to war.
Oh, T shall wear a uniform,
And soon hecome renowned,
And quartered in the army be,
To keep my body sound;
Forif I shiould but single go,

Or, take to legs instead of arms,
As foes to freedom do. (Cuomus)

On, T shall wear a uniform,

And be a soldier bold ;
1 thought it best to get me one,

The draft might give me cold.
o ow T sl be warmiy clad,

in convincing style,

]'ll iL.mh the foe that stars And stripes

They never shall defile. (CroRvs)

Make Me no Gaudy Chaplet.

Make me no gaudy unp.v
Weave it in simple flower
Seek them in lowly valleys,
After the gentle showers.
Bring me no dark red roses,
Gay in the sunshine glowing ;
Bring me the pale moss rose-bud
Beneath the fresh leaves growing.

Bring not the proud-eyed blossom,
Datling of the eastern daughters;
Bring we the snowy lily,
Floating on silent, waters.
Gems of the lowly valley
Buds which leaves are shading,
Liltsof Sgealul maen
Emblents bé mine unfhding




‘ Nobody, nobod
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| TT tell Nobody.
’ Oh, T am in love, but T won't tell with who,
For I know

well what the fair ones would do,

‘ They'd chatter and flatter, and make 1|nm\41\(-.

So poor little some one would hav
Cronus.—So I'll tell nobody,

fine,
vea sad tim
T e nnhn(‘\‘
\nhmlv no!

If T tell it to one, she will tell it to

[ And the next cup of tea they would. pw what to do;

|

And as men have no constancy in their own minds,
He'd seck a new face and leave some one behind.
Bt this much I'll tell you, he's not very tall

And lest you \hrm'l“m‘whlm he’s not very small ;
T met him last night, and he piiled off my glove,
8o I think you llm\ guess who is somebody’s love.

But when I am sure that his heart’s all my own,
That he loves sincerely, and never will roun,
defy all tifeir jeers and taunts,
show what ea
nt somebody.
v, somebody,

i of them wants
are dying for somebody,
T know iwho, etc

Tram’y'g Gso-’i-B
BB i Yo os apila
Brave Larry went up to mﬂlu.mu

To bid hér a speedy good-by,
When bound where the cannon was snarling,
The fortunes of battle to try
“Sweet Norah,” e said, * don't be weeping,
1 soon wiil come back to your side,
Wikl Soux fond 1ova tn 1y Kecoirs.
And make you my beautifil bride.”

Music Publishes
copyright.

Copled

A \‘m‘vx\ml imes Tarry did kiss her,
e he was willing to
]'m now be just felt how he'd miss her,
‘When fronting the r the foe.

anks of




L My heart will be ever the same, 1o

‘ 1 soon'will huve money and fame, d
“And then a nice farm we will b
Fair Norah through teardrops was Muq\iug,
‘ “And spoke between sobbings anc
As backward her glossy cul
“She timidly looked in lis ¢
“Dear 1,.\\.», you say that you'e g oing
To wed W from the
Tm ﬁirud\null ‘be killed, there’s m nowing]
Now, could we not marry before?
Now Loy, how could he ‘refuse mw
w that he might as well we

A\\l\mg,

rn if e was Jied e would lose hvr,
So unto fair Norah he said :

«Mayourneen, if’s truth yow've \mcn m\m
And w lm h \hr

| 1 see there

o el you this very same Gay
‘ Buy a Broom.
From Teatschland § come with mylight wares all laden
"o dear, hapry Boston, in summer's gay bloom,
\ Then lister ady, and young, pretty maiden,
| (Jh Ix\n ni the wanderi jan a broom.
| Buy a broom, buy & broom, buy a broom,
Oh, h\\\ of the wandering Bavarian a broom.
To byash away insects that somefimes annoy you,
You'l ind L aiite handy to use night and day,
And Jetier exercise, pray, can employ you,
iy lu\\ o swes p all vexatious intruders away
‘Buy a broom, biy a broom, buy a M(nmL
And sweep all vexatious intruders aw
| Ere winter comes on, for sweet home soon departing,
My toils for your labors again
| And swhile gratitndes tear in my eyelid 3
|~ Blcss o time that in Boston I cried, buy a broom,
Buy a broom, bv room, buy \\)\’(mm,
| Bless the time tlm in Boston , buy a broom,

ng

3avs

So, Norah,” he whispered, mm t sigh; |

¥

\
\
|
. |
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Billie Boy.
Coplety permislan of O Dirs & o
B ahingion skt Baston, owners of the Copprigua”

Oh, where have you been, Billie Boy, Billie By,
Oh, where have you been, charming Billie ?

T have been to seek a wife,

She's the joy of my life,
She's a young thing, and can not leave her mether.

Did she bid you to come in, Billie Boy, Billie By,
Did she bid you to come in, charming Billie?
Ves, she bid me to'come in,
There's a dimple in her chin, etc,
Did she set for you a chair, Billie Boy, Billie Boy,
Did she set for you a chair, cmmunw “Billie?
Yes, she set ir,
Shhe hos ringlets in her hat, ete.

Can she make a cherry pie, Billie Boy, Billie
Can she make a cherry pie, ch'\rmnw Billie ?
She can make a cli
Ruici as a at Can Wisl hier ey, eto.
Ts she often seen at church, Billie Boy, Billie Bey,
Is she often seen at church, charming Billie?
Yes, she's often seen at church,
With a bonnet white as birch, etc.
How tall is she, Billie Boy, Billie Boy ?
How tall is e, charming Billic?
She's as tall as any pin
54 eiralpht gae Apkivins, 6ts,
Are her eyes very bright, Billie Boy, Billie Boy,
‘Are her eyes very bright, charming Billie ?
Yes, her eyes are very bright,
But, alas! they're minus sight, etc,
How old is she, Billie Boy, Billic Boy,
How old is she, charming Billie Boy
She's three times six, four fimes seven,
Trwenty-cight and eleven, etc.

Boy,
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Things that never Die.

Copted by permission of Tunwr, Sox ‘Mueic Publishers,
rosdway, N. X., owners 3% Sov'copyright.
Thu pure, the bright, the beautiful,
That stirred our hearts in youth,
The impulse to a worldless prayer,
‘The dreams of love and truth;
n T somcuum lost,

i sabine Sher betier Ropes,
These things that never die.
The timid hand stretched forth to aid
A brother n his need,
s

That proves the f
The plea for mercy softly breathed
When justice threatens nigh,
The sorrow of a contrite he:
These things shall never die.
The memory o of a clasping hand,
he kiss,
And all the (nﬂca sweet and frail,
’x ‘hat make up loye’s first bliss;
th & firm, unclmn«m" faith,
Aml holy trust and hig
‘hose hands have clnspbd "those lips have met,
These things shall never die.

he cruel and the bitter word
That wounded as it fell,
‘e chilling want of eympathy
We feel but never tel
© hasd repulse that il the heart,
Whose hopes were bounding high,
—1 an unfuding record kept.

Let notliing pass, for every hand

Must find some work 19 dos

TLose not a chance to waken love,
Bo firm, and just, aud true;




Beam on the
And angel voices say to thee,
These things sha m hv\( r die.

Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep.

Copiety permisatonof Oty st & Co, Muste Publigers,
W imeton strect, Boston, owners of the copyright.
Rosked in the cradle of he decp,

1 lay me down in peace to sleep;
Seconre T xiat Hbon tho wave,

For thou, oh Lord, hast power to save;
I know thou wilt not slight my call,
¥or thou dost mark the sparrow's flll
‘And calm and peaceful is my sleep,
TRocked In the eradc of the decp.

And such the trust that mll were mine,

Or tho’ the tempest
Roused me from sleep to wree

n ocean ca’ till save with Thee,
The germ of immortality;
And calm and peaceful is my sleep,
Rocked in the cradle of the deep.

Tn the Wild Chamois’ Track.

In the wild chamois’ track at 1m b!cakmg of morn,
With & hunter’s pri
Ot o ot ngsicn
We are led by the sound of the Alpine horn,
TralalalalalalaJala la.

Thavo crosed the prond Alps, T have sailed aTm the

‘ \‘ the qn\p» cot
And the hill m\d nw valley I call my own,
a 12 1a 1a la Ia I 1a Ja.

2R sulltThe




