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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—







