. Baubury cross. ..

Angels are watching above....
Angels wilt open the beautiful g:
At the ferry..

Bible I've always re ‘is gcn

LT .
Bird in hand .
Black-eyed Binie's gone to rest .
Blue Alsatian Mountains....,. .

Blui,-o{ed baby's gone to sleep
Bride
Brighter am de heh'nly g]m:ws
Bringing pretty blossoms to strew on
mother's grave
Bring me a letter from home .
Bring the absent back tome..
ﬁe-undvbye you will forget m
Changed her mind.
Come and meef me, B aa
Dar de ole sarpent was u crawlin’.

Days that are gone seem the brightest,
De beacon lamp am burning..... .
De iittle cabins all am empty now.
Do not leave me, lamie, dear..
,Douglas............ .

Finger~prints upon
Fisherman’s bride...

i
1

ye.
- I guess you have all bean there

—‘-CONTENT.Q.—"

I'm’
I'mgoing home.to Clo......
I'm going to write to papa.

I'm one of the ticklish kind.
T'se gwine tb Alabama..... .
YT'Il nebber leave old Dixie hnd again,
I cannot say good-bye.

In the gloawin,
In the golden eventide..
1s there no kiss for me to-night?
1t is home where moth er dwells.
Jamie, are you coming ?...
Just one penny to buy: bread
Keep your little heart for me.
Let my name be kindly spoke:
Little brother Joe.
Little flower rorget-me—non
Little mountain lad.....
Loved ones passed away
Meet me, darling, by the mill.
Mother, tell me, where is Kva?
Mother's vigil
My bonnie Jennie Lee .

My heart to thee is singing,
No, sirl...........
No word of welcome.
Now or never..
Oh! he’s the las
Oaly a dream of my m

w

. Our cot in Tennessee.

« Piekin’ on a harp...

Orange blossoms......

Pags ur not by....
Patter of the shing!

Poor married man.
Pretty little cottage in the meadow.
Ring-a dem eharmin’ bolls R
Robin, they tell me you'se golng away,
Rose 1on'ves. ...
Somehody...
Some doy
Rome dayl’“ wander back again
Some ¢ne will tuiss ine while 1am uway
Speak kindly to the old folks
Summer shower ...
Sweet daysgone by....
Take me back to Home and
‘That won't keep a wife and baby.
That young man across the way
Heart that is beating for thee.....
Lassie tha'lo'esme...........
There is no baby face in the cradie. vee
The rosebuds are sweetest in Ma
Turnham toll
Under the roof-tree.
Waiting in the rain.
Wm'rior [ [ P
did the angels take mama aws y?
Wll 1 meet my sngel mother?
Yes, sir!.

Copyright, 1882, by W, F. Shaw,
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A CREAT WANT SUPPLIED.

Winner’s Danee Folio

FOR THE PIANO-FORTE,

CONTAINING THE

MUSIC OF THE DANCE,

AND OTHHR SELECTIONS, COMPRISING

YARCHES TOR WEDDINGS, PROMENADES AND SCHOOLS, ROUND AND SQUARE DANCE

~~—COONSISTING OF——

Plain Quadrilles, Fancy Quadrilles, Lancer Quadrilles, Schottisches, Gavottes, Hornpipe
Danish Dance, Five-Step Waltz, Cotillions, Racquets, Waltzes, Varsouvienne,
Polka-Waltzes, Mazurkas, Redowas, Reels, etc. Also the ‘‘ German,”

: with Figures, and many other Fancy Dances.

ARRANGED IN AN EASY MANNER FOR PARLOR OR BALL-ROOM, BY

S IP. ST LTI T IR,

This book is one of the most desirable publications ever issued, containing all the populs
dances of the time, enough for a whole evening’s entertainment. Any ordinary performer cz
find in this book, arranged in an easy manner, most of the modern and standard dances th:
may be called for, especially adapted for weddings, sociables, suppers and entertainments «
every character. The popular ¢ German” and children’s dances are a great feature of th
publication ; and with the marches for promenades, weddings, schools and calisthenic exercise
make it especially desirable and serviceable on all occasions.

Always or Never Waltz.
A Toi(To Thee) Waltz,
Bella Bocca Polka.
Brightest Thought Schottische,
Bon-Ton Polka Quadrille.
Bridal March.
Boceaccio Racquet.
Basket Cotillion.
Circus Rentz Gavotte.
Cracovienne Dance,
Coquette Cotillion.
Courtesy Cotillion,
Caulitiower Cotillion.
Cuachuca Dance.
Centennial Lancers,
Carnival Lancers,
Dreams of the Past March,
Danish Dance or Waltz.
Jip Waltz.
‘ow’ret Forget-me-not Gavotte,
‘st Love Redowa.
-y Fountain Redowa.
of Joy Galop.
top Waltz.
'd Frolic Waltz,
1 of the Ball-room Quadriile.

—CONTENTS.—

Fishers’ Hornpipe,
Gaetana Mazurka.

Glide Waltz.

Golden Ringlet Waltz.
German (The).

Happy Hearts Mazurka.
Here We Go Galop.
IHandsome Corporal Polka.
Heel and Toe Polka.
Highland Fling.

Jig Cotillion,

Kutschke (Heel and Toe) Polka.
Lincoln Medley Quadrille.
Marriage Bells March,
May-time Redowa,
Message of Love Racquet Galop.
Minuet,

Message of Love Polka.
Mazurka Quadrille.

New Year Cotillion,
Olivette Waltz.

Original Lancer Quadrille,
Patti Waltz.

Prince Imperial Galop.
Prestissimo Galop.

Polka Waltz.

Patti Schottische,

Polacca Quadrille.

Plain Quadrille.

Palermo Quadrille.

Return of the Brave March.
Royal March,

Rustic Reel.

Rebinsor 8chottische Quadrille.
snow-Flake Waltz,

Songs of Alsace Waltz,
Smith’s March,

Salon Mazurka.

Secret Love Racquet,
Sociable Cotillion,

Swing Song.

To Thee Waltz,

Tally-ho Pelka,
fwickenham Ferry.
Torpedo and the Whale,
Virginia Reeol,

Variety Quadrille.
Varsouvienne.

Violets of Eden Schaoftische,
Wedding March.

West KEnd Polka Quadrille,

Price, Bound in Half Cloth, $2.00.
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- Angels will Open the Beautiful Gates.

' SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.
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Beautiful land where the bright angels stay, Beautiful home where sweet happiness waits,
adlib.
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Soon shall I go to the brightland of day, Angels will o-pen the beau-ti-ful gates.

CHORUS.
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Angels are singing their beautiful lays, Come to the sweet home where happiness waits,
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Bright are the visions that welcome the gaze, Angels will open the beauti-ful gates.

Every moment that passeth away, Gently life wanes and its thread groweth weak,
Brings me the nearer to heaven and home; | Over the river my barque soon will glide,

Over the shadows that darken the day, Then I shall go to the home I now seek,

. Shineth the sun from fair heaven’s blue dome;| Happiness here I have long been denied.

Do not be sighing my heart seems to sag—  [Earth has grown lonely to hearts like my own,
Over the river sweet happiness waits, ‘When there in heaven sweet happiness waits,

So when from earth I shall wander away, Then let me stray to that beautiful throne,
Angels will open the beautiful gates. Angels will open the beautiful gates.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40,
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Angels are Watching: Above.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. Music by ADAM GEIBE
. Andante. — ——
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1. An-gelswill "‘lldl(lt‘hce tillmorning,  Sleep thou,my bum ti - ful quccn,
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Bright stars the skics are a - dom - ing Sull is thenight and se - rene;
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Dew onthe mea-dowis gleam - ing, Mur - mur -ing low is the sea,
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Oh, that I knew in thy dream -ing, Still  thou wert Lhinkiuw of me,
I -l
—'Q“’bh I 7 2 -
G fr L—~P~r—f—-m~-—— e . br -
5’[ i ! T e ey
()h that I knew in thy dream - ing, Stlll thou wuttlunk -ing of e
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Bright stars the skies are a - dorn - ing, Still  is thenight and se - rene,
cres. —~ dim. cres.  dim. PP
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An - gelswilt guard thee till morn - ing, Sleep thou, my beautiful queen.
2. . 3.
Swiftly the moments are speeding, Wilt thou forget, when I’'m roamin
Soon must I hie me away, Far o’er the deep rolling tide,
Yet is my heart fondly pleading, Vows that were made in the gloami
Bidding me near thee to stay. When T knelt low at thy side?
Day o’er The mountain is breaking, Ah, no, I'll trust thee as ever,
Sad is my lonely good-bye, Sweet be thy slumber, my Tova 2,
l()v be thine, sleeping or waking, F’en tho’ for long years \\ e sever,
i\n(rols are hovering nigh, Angels are watchnw above,
Joy be thine, aleepmor or qum«r I’en tho’ for long years we sever,
Angels are hovering nigh. Angels are Jtchmg above.

Copyright, 1882, by W, F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ¢
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At the Ferry.

SONG.

Clpemel b M

Words by ¥. E. WEATHERLY. Music by MILTON WELLINGS.
A Moderato. |
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I can hear them o’er the meadows, The old church-bells achime, O’er  the twi-light mis-ty mca-dows,
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In thesweet sprmg-tlme Across the stream we ﬂoat In the old, old fer - ry - boat, And t.llk of all the
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days to come, In thesweet spring-time. ~Row!row! un-der thesturs, flow, stream, by thy sandy bars}
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Row ! row | from shore to shore, Lo\ewdlhst love will last, Love will last for-ev « + er-more.
[ ——
0 P y
7 T ot
e e e e e e e e R R e P e et
A\ I N 0 O P O W I WY te—a—#t
J -d-'-o- 7 f
‘We are drift-ing down the stream, By the darkening willow shore, Ina hap-py golden dream, And my
0 .
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lov-er rowsno more; \le lets theold boatglide, He is sit- ting at my sxde, And say-ing that his
radl. on lentezza.
" e e ———— br_b',
O S Wt N O R S B B~ | B P S N S B — "
| fane P ¥y 1V ¥ hd LY ] o & 4 4 ) H — { H |
|\ —— f— L W~ A S
J oe .
heart is mine for ev-er, ev-er-more.—R¢frain. But’tis longandlong a - go, And he is here no
legato.
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more; [ do but sit and dream and dream Be - side the qui- et shore; The old boat still floats
{ PSP
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LjL__..__L—U_ ' [ ] N | L 1
on, As in the years a- gone, And thy wordsarein my heart, my love, for ev-er, ev- er -more.—
Refrain.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts’



SUNG BY LEADING

MINSTRELS.

Banbury Cross.

SONG.

Words by EDWARD OXENFORD.
- Allegretio.

Music by MILTON WELLINGS.
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1. “O,pray tell we the road to Bdl’lbll -ty Cross,'To Banbury Cross, "said she, *‘For I've
3. The chupchbells are ringing at Banbu-ry Cross, All Ban-bu-ry Cross is gay! And a-
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miss’d my way,and am

L
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quite at a loss,They’ll wonder v»ha,t s happen’d tome.” © O,

y

far and anear there rings man-y acheer For those to be married to - day! *“At
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Ban - bu- ry Cross, pretty m(ur’\ en, ”he said. ‘‘Is
Ban - bu-ry Cross, ht tle wife,”

~mf

\ald he, *“We'll live when we are

>

head; But I 11
wed!” ““And for

man-y a mile a -
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is,

show you the way, That
shall bless the dav We

ev - erandaye 1

Fed

if 1 mav‘? i | thdnk vou,good sir,

shc said. 2.So they

met on the way!” she said.
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journey’d along towards Banbury Cross, Thro’ lanes that were border’d with flow'rs; And she
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coy - ly spoke of the ferns and moss She cull’din the bright summer hours. ‘At J
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Bun -bu-ry Cross, pretty maid-en,” he said, ‘\Vhat happy livesmust he Jed; How 1

ad lb. ~ a tempo.
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liv'd there too!” ‘“‘And why not,good sir?” she said.

wish, yes I do, That I

This Comyplete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

The Bible I've Always Read is Good
o Enough for me.

SONG AND CHORUS.

o Moderato. Words ard Music by THOS. P. WESTENDORF.
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1. If that’s the new e - di- tion, dear, don’t read anoth-er ]me 1’d rath-er hear the word of God from
2, ’lwa: fromits ho-ly pag-es, de'lr my mother learn’ dtupray, And I in turn your mothertaught with
3.”Twas from this good old bi - ble, dc1r, your grandpa’s lipshave read, He clasped it closely to his breast when

L. N
L. d

D>

S —— | o S X A "f
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this old book of mine; It may be too old - fash-ioned for the col - lege folk.s to read, But
ba - by lips to say Thatblessed prayer the Sav-iour left, with which 1 al-waysbow, Bnt
on his dy-ing bed, And when this poor old heart with grlLfW'lS strick-en  to the core, When

i NN
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for my sim-ple sort of mind it’s just the book I need; The wise menwhohavelaboredhardit’s
r. e - ven that,they’ve had to change, [ scarce-ly know it now; I'm not aslearn’dassomefolksareand
death came in ~ and bore his form for ev - er from that door I open’d to this precious place and oh,
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lan-guage to im-prove Havenot madeplain-er to my heart the bless-ed Sav-iour’s love, So
may be I amwrong, Ithoughtthenameof Sa-tan’shomewas mnot a  bit too strong, But
the words seem-ed blest, “Come, weary heav-y la. - den and I will give you rest.” I

I
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lay ithighup-on the shelfand therefuat letit be The bi-ble that I've always read is good enough for me.
then I guess he’s stillaround and that he slyly came In - to the mighty wise men’s hewrta and put a softer name.
trusted in that promise then and found that it was true, And eversince, when sorrow came, it’s alwayshelp’d me thro’.
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SR I e e

N " Then give me my old bible still, ] love it far the best,And when’m deadand inmy grave ¥ wantit on my breast; Thro*
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lite it’s been my comforter, in death it still shall be, The bi-ble that I’ve always read is good enough for me.

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt 40 of ots.



r SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

’ “A Bird in Hand.”

SONG.
ords by FRED. E. WEATHERIY. Music by JOSEPH L. ROECKEL.,"
Allegretto.  2d verse alittle slnw(r
—
o e

. There were three young maids of Lee, They were fairas faircan be,  And the y]l adlover’s thru times three, Ih r l :
2. There are three ofd maids at ] e, ] ]I(_) are old as old can he, "And one is dez af, and one cannot see, And they

alittle slower.

they were fair as  fair can be, These three young maids of Lee. ])ll{ Lhe:o young m’ud: they cannotfind A
all  are cross as a gal-lows tree, These three old maids of Lee. Now if my one chane'd, ’tis a chance remote, One
Cres. —
N
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lov - er each !0 \\nt her mind; l hl. plain s])(lk(,l\d is f’l]‘ too rmls:h The rich young lord is notrich enough, And
sin - gle charm in these maids to notu He need not a poet nor handsome be, For one is sz‘lf and one cannot see ; Bz
1(’m170 [)/ o, =

can
one is too poor,and one mohll Aud one just an inch luosbortforthem all.*“Others pick and choose, and why not wi eg We
need not woo on his bended )\nee For they all are willing as willing can be. He may take the one, or the two, or the three,

[If he’li
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ve - ry well wmt," s.ud thc maids of Lee. There were three young maids of Lee, They werefair as fair can
on - ly takethem a-way from Lee.

| rall. ~ | 1st verse a tempo.

f rit. largament.
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be, And they had lov-ers three times three, For they were fair as f'ur can be, These three young maids of ﬁ
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J Lee, There are three old maids at Lee They are cross as cross can be, And 7
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™ there they are,and therethey’ll be, To the end of the chapter, one, two, three, These three old malds of Lee! T
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ota.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Black Eyed Binie's Gone to Rest.

SONG AND CHORUS.

®
Words by SAMUEL N. MITCHELL. Music by WILLIAM A. HUNTLEY.
With feeling.
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1. Near a  Dbab - bling lit - tle brook-let, Where the Vi - olets used to

2. Oft wewatched the it - tle fish - es As they glid - ed down the
3. Black eyed Bi - nie, I will meet yox When my time comes to de -

grow, There T first metblackeyed Bi-nie, But’twasman - y years a-
stream, How their ti - nyscalesdid spar-kle In the sun-shine's brightest
part, And till then yourlov-ing im-age, Shall be cher - ish’d in my

e

\\Svs d | - r =u s

go. Here the but - ter-cups and dax-sxes, Oft I nest - lcd in the
gleam. But those hap - py days are o - ver, Black eyed Bi - nie’s gone to
heart. Without you,dar - ling,lif¢’s a  bur-den, Days are months,and months are

e N e e e e e T
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hair  Of my dar - ling lit- tle an-gel, Who was fair - est of the
sleep, She has left to join the an-gels Leav-ing me a - lone to
yea,ls Grl('flms su - per ced-ed pleas-ure, All my joys haveturn’dto
—a—e— ; P ; — = _'—'—Ff‘_’j'“’—_F
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mn Now my on - ly love has left me, Shehas gone to heavnto

weep. Now my, ete.
tears. Now my, ectc.
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rest; And of all my (am'lhly (‘nmlm'!s,ﬂ]:u-k eyed Bi - nie was the best.

JHORUS.
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Now my on - ly Jove has left me, She has gone to heav’n to
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rest; And of all my carthly comforts, Black eyed Bl - nie was the best.
Copyright, 1878, by W. k. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

The Blue Alsatian Mountains.

Words by cj:ﬁthEL SONG AND CHORUS. Music by STEPHEN ADAMS.
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1. By the blue Al - sa - tian mount-ains,Dwelt a maiden young and fair, Like the
2. By the blue Al - sa - tian mount-ains,Came a strangerin the spring,And he

3. By the blue Al - sa- tian mountains, Many spring-times bloom’d and pass’d, And the
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care- less- flow - ing fountains Weretherip - ples of her hair, Were the rip - ples
lin-gered by  the fountains Justto hear the maid-en sing, Just to hear the
maid-en by  the fountains,Saw shelost herhopes at last, She lost her hopes
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of her hair. An-gel- mild hereyes so win - ning, Angel-bright her hap- py
maid - ensing. Just to whis-per in the moonlight, Words the sweetest she had
hopes at last. And she wither'dlike a flow - er,Thatis wait-ing for the
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d smile,  When be - neath the fountains spinning, You could hear hersong the while.
known, Just to charm a-way the hours, Tillher heart wasall his own.
rain, She will nev - er see thestran-ger, Where the fountains fall a - gain.
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A - a6 A - dé A - d¢ Such songs will pass a - way.
A - dé. A - dé A - dé Such dreams will pass a - way.
A - dé A - d§ A - d¢ The years have pass'd a - way.
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Tho’ the blue Al - sa - tian mountains Seem to watch and wait al - way.
But the blue Al - sa - tian mountains Seem to watch and wait al - way.
But the blue Al - sa - tian mountains Seem to watch and wait al - way.
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A- ds A- ds A - d¢ Such songs will pass a - way,
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Tho’ the blue Al - sa - tian moun-tains Seem to watch and waital - way.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or wils be mailed, Post-paid, on reciept of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Blue-Eyed Baby’s gone to Sleep.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by FRANK DUMONT. Music by W. S. MULLALY.
Andante. . | |
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1. Blue - eyed ba - by'sgone to sleep In her cra - dle soft and deep,
2. Blue - eyed ba - by'sgone to sleep, And  the shad - ows’round us creep,
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. Mam - ma watches, sit - ting near;  Slum-ber ba - by, do  not fear,
Marm - ma’s weeping, sit - ting near;  Hush’d the voice we loved to hear.
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Nought can harm you,night or day, An - gels lis - ten when you pray, And

Lit - tle feet mno more will roam, Gone the sun-light in  our home, We
> [=]

_’PQ_._?
Y, [
ev - er near your cra - dle keep, Un- til  your eyes are closed in sleep; And
kiss her, call her, all in vain, Our dar - ling ne’er will wake a - gain, We
-
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- ev - er near your cra - dle keep, Un - til your evas are closed in sleep.
\ kiss her, call "her, all in vain, Our dar-ling ne'er will wake a - gain.
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Blue - eyed ba - by’sgone to sleep, Near her cra - dle mam-ma weeps;
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Kissher, callher, all invain; Ba - byne’er shall wake a-gain.

Copyright, 1881, by MW" F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

. Bride Bells.

SONG. ’

Words by FRED. E. WEATHERLY, B. A, Music by JOSEPH L. ROECKEL.
Allegretto. ,
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Maid El - sie roams by lane and lea, Her heart beats low and sad, Hcr tho'ts are far away at sea, With her
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bon-nie sail-or lad, With her bonnie sail - or l:\d. But Kling, lang, lms She seems to hear her bride bells ring,
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Kling, Iang, ling, Kling, lang, ling, She seems to hear her bride bells ring, herhn(]e bells ring! That
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night er lov-er’s good ship rodc The fur-ious Bis -cay foam, And as the strcaming deck he trod, He
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hought of her at home, Hethoughtofher at home ; While l\lmg,lmg, ]m,.,, He seem’ dto hc.ir hig

R )

o - np_ . - .
bhie ___‘__yr_q - i e s St S | RE~
i i s 5 s SO SO e e M E; 1”.\__{13 e Hg—" Z ot
home bells ring! Kling, lang, ling, Kling,lang, ling; He seem’d to hear his home bells ring, his home bells
Con primo.
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ring! A year by seas, A year bylands, A ycarsmmthcnh \sdu*d And Flsxe at the al-tar stands, He:
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sail-or at her side, her sail-or at herside! While Kling, lang, ling, Thurb(mmL bndc bells g(uly ring b,
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Kling, lang, ling, Kling, lang, lmg, Their bonnie bride bells gaily ring ! Their bride bells gaily ring!
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Brighter am de Heb'nly Glories.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. How lub-ly am de set- tin’ sun,Brighter am de hebn- 1)' glo-ries, De
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clouds hke(lmn - ots« Inade ob ﬁrc, Brighter am de heb’n-ly glo - ries, Dey’s
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. swing - in” low  and swing - in’ lughcr, Brighter am de heb’n-ly glo - ries,
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All  de oleearth’sbeauty am gwine tofade a- way, Den chil - ’endon’t you
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- 1y, oh, chil -’endon’tde - lay, Darllcome abless- ed morn-in’, ’Lwﬂl
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come to you and me, Forbrighter amde hcb nly glm ies, .md we'll bedar to see.

2. .
. De hills am clothed in livin’ green, De trees and flowers dey is fine,
Brighter am de heb’nly glories, Brighter am de helb’nly glories,
De valleys smilin’ in between, De gold and silver how dey shine,
Brighter am de heb’nly alori ies, Brighter am de heb’nly glories,
De ribber sparkle in de hght De butterfly hab gorgeous wings,
Brighter am de heb’nly glories, Brighter am de heb’nly glories,
De little stars dey shine at night, But oh, dese all am worldly things,
Brighter am de heb’nly glories. Brighter am de heb’nly glories.

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW,
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt 40 of cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Bringing Pretty Blossoms to Strew on
Mother’s Grave.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Slow, withfedin{/.h Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. Moth-er,dcar,I'm weary, there’s sorrow in my heart, And from my heavy eyelids the

2. Soon these How'rs will wither, their fragrance dlsappcar But still my heart will cherish a
)
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tears unbidden start, As’neath the hawthorn shadow,down by thesilver stream,l
10\'0 for mother dear; And when the coming seasons bring back their precious bloom, Should
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sit  a-gainand pond( r o’er childhood’s happy drcdm But gone are all its pleasures, I'm
1 bespared, I'll scatter fresh blossoms on her tomb; The dai- sy from the meadow, the
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hap- pv now no more,Since thou art tak - en from me be - yond the si-lentshore; How
sweet wild mountain rose, The modest lit-tle pan-sy that in the woodland grows, Il
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welldo T re-mem-ber the partingkiss you gave, As now with brightest lowers 1
bringin all theirbeauty, and oh,what joy twill be, To know that up in heaven my
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strew thy lonely grave.  Bringing pret-ty blossoms to strewon .mother's grave, How
moth-er watches me.
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welldo I re-member the part-ing kissshe gave; But while my heart with sorrow is
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tthbblIlg.Uh,b() wild, I know heran fgel spn -it is watching o’er her( hild.
Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Bring me a Letter from Home.

SONG AND CHORUS,

« Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
A L Moderavo.
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¢ 1. Bringme a  let-ter, O, beau-ti- ful bird, One that is long and
2. Brmrr me a let-ter fromthosethat I  love, Swift o’er the moun-tains
3. Must 1 then go on my Wwea-ri-some way, Is there no word for
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sweet, Tcll -ing me fond things that oft I have heard;
fly, Come ere the sun that 1is beam-ing a - bove
me? Oh, how 1 long for a mes-sage to - day,
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i v Come, on thy wings SO fleet. bad 19 my poor heart and
. Sinks in the west - ern sky. Scenes that are fair give no
Moth - er, one line from thee Beau - ti - ful bird come re -
. cres.
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lone - ly, Far from my dearones 1 roam, This do I
pleas - ure, Wilt thounot kind-ly then come, Oh, how this
. lieve  me, Speed on thy wayo’er the foam, Do not, I
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N sigh for, this on - ly— One 'lov 1n0‘ let-ter from  home.
sad heart would treas - ure, One lov-ing let-ter from home.
pray thee, de - ceive  me, Bringme a let-ter from home,
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Bring me a let-ter, O,beml-tx - ful bird, One that is long and sweet,
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Tell-ing me fond things that oft I have heard; Come,onthy wings so Heet.
Copyright, 1882,8y W.F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts,



SUNG BY LEADING

MINSTRELS,

Bring the Absent Back to Me.

SONG AND

Written by SAMUEL N. MITCHELL.
( on espressione.

CHORUS.

Music by WILLIAM A. HUNTLEY,
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1. Come a-gain,O days of  child - hood!  Bring those smiling fa-ces  near,
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That werecv-erbrightand hap - py, Al - ways full of hope and cheer.
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Come a-gain in all your beau-ty, Fill my heart with joy and glee.
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And  with oth - er pre-cious treas - ures, Brmg the ab-sent 1)(1(11\ to  me.
CHORUS.
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Come  a-gain,O days of childhood! Fill my heart with joy and glee,
ad b,
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Come  a-gain in all yourbeau - ty, Bring the ab-scntback to me.

2.
Come again, ye feather’d songsters!
Sing your cheerful morning lays,
That so merry made the woodland,
In those pleasant youthful days.
Come again in gayest plumage,
Flit about from tree to tree,
And with other fond companions,
Bring the absent back to me.

3. .
Come again, O summer breezes !
Walft your sweetness as of old,
And on wings of fairy lightness,
Bear the Iovm(* tales we told.
Come again, adorn the meadow,
Dance along the vale and lea,
And with other cherished pleasures,
Bring the absent back to me.

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1873, by 0. DITSON & Co., in the office of the Librarian of
Congress, at Washington, D. C.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Bye and Bye You will Forget Me.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by ARTHUR W, FRENCH. Music by WILLIAM A. HUNTLEY.
Andante. .
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1. Bye andbye you will forget me, When my face is farfrom thee,
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And the day when first you met me, On - lylives inmem-o - ry.
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For 'midoth - erscenesand pleas - ures,  Near - er joys thy heart sha]l sway,

4y ——— | P N —+ i ]
A — - ) N ———
%f%ﬁ:ﬁﬁ—% a—%—g "r‘.:ll—,f——lg z—sg é,Ir-d —]

——

And  my lovelike childish measures, Will  betoss’d and thrown away‘.
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J Sweet the hour when hrstImctyou, Sad thehour my lips shall say,
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Bye andbyeyou will for - get me, Bye andbyewhenfara - way.
2.

Bye and bye you will forget me,
‘When our dream of loveis o’er,
And the voice that use to pet me,
At my side is heard no more.
Lonely then, I’ll sit and ponder,
And my quiv’ring lips shall say,
Bye and bye you will for get me,
Bye and bye when far away.

Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG \DING MINSTRELS.

Ghanged Her Mind.

WALTZ SONG,

Music by A. H. ROSEWIG.
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in May, Chanc’d to meet somebod -y on

V\V()rds by F. B WEATHERLY.
Allegretto.
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Some - bod - y walk -ing
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"Shall I go with you?” somebody said, Somebod-y
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turn’d on his heel“herchestood ,And gloomily walk’d down the way thro’ the wood. Faded the gold-en joys
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the trees, Dre'lr y and sad grew the voice of the breeze, Somchod3 swatching, with anxious eyes
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sau-ci - ly toss’d her sweet head. So somebod-y
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bent,\Vatchmg the way that somebo -dy went Som' bod- y ’s weep- mgv\llcresmm body stood And
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think-ing how dark is the way thro’ the wood. Somebod-y found her, uf-ter two hours,Weep-ing her
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lit- tle heartout to theflow’rs,“Shall Tstay with younow ¢’ somebody said, Low-er dlld Tow- erroop d
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v some « bod-y’s head, Tillsomebod-y sonth’d her, as somebody could,And happy once more is the way thro’ the
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wood, Till somebod-y sooth’d her, as somebody could, And happy once more is the way thro’ the wood.
Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to he had of any music dealex, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 50 ots.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Come and Meet me, Rosa Darling.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Written by SAMUEL N. MITCHELL. Composed by WILLIAM A, HUNTLEY.
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) 1. Come and mcet me, Ro-sa  dar - ling, ‘When the evening shadows fall,
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T'll  be waiting near the ar-bor, By  thelonely gar-den wall.
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Come when moonlight softly glimmers Through the tops of yonder trees,
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] And the valley’ sfldtrrdnce mingles With thegentle eve-ning breeze.
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con misterioso. > —_ mf\) N dLm /_.\
O Fio hg
% —P~—~F—L#~P~+|~ﬂ—.4x I——P—ﬂr—«ﬁ——-%’——#— e s
j—— o — v~av~r—— —- 1
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c 'l bewaiting near the ar - bor, By thelonely gar-den wall,
2.

There Tl tell you, Rosa darling,
While the merry crickets sing,
How I fondly love you, dearest,
And the joy your glances bring;
There 'l offer tender kisses
To those lips of rosy hue,
‘While the purest love-light sparkles
In your hazel eyes so true.

Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid cn receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Dar de ole Sarpent was a Crawlin’, °

THE STORY OF THE APPLE.

y
SONG AND CHORUS.
- Moderaio. Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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’Twas down in E-denlong a - go, Dardeole sarpentwasa crawl - 1n Miss
2 ‘When he saw who 'twas he cracked a smile, Dar de ole sarpent was a crawl - in’, ‘And he
3. Now Eveshesaw him alookin’at her, Dardeole sar pentwasa  crawl - in’,And she #
4. Helooked kind a hurt when she said dat,Dar dcole sarpentwasa crawl-in’, And

o
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<  Eve come a walk- ing lon(r so slow,Dar de ole szn»p(,nt was a crawl-in’.
said to his self datS]ust my style, Dar dc ole sar-pentwas - a crawl-in’. ¥
said ““I guess you better mind your business sir,” Dar dc ole sar-pent was  a crawl - in’.
he Iift-ed wup his shiny beaverhat, Da{r de ole sar-pent was  a crawl- in’,
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J h, sinners! hear me now,Darde ole  sar- pcntvas a
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J Oh, sin-ners! hear me now,Dar de ole sar-pent was a! crawl - in’.

5. Miss Eve she stopped and hemmed and hawed,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’, 3
And de corner of her palm-leaf fan she chawed,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’.
6. He knocked de apple off de tree,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’, *
And he said “wont you please eat dat for me?”
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’.
7. Now Eve she knowed dat it wa'nt richt,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’,
But she opened her mouf and took a bite,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’.
. Dars war de very fist sin begun,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’
And it never would a happened if Eve had been a man,
Dar de ole sarpent was a crawlin’.
Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SIAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ots.
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BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

“Darling Daisey 0’Dundee”

SONG AND CHORUS.
Words by ARTHUR W. FRENCH. Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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~ U— 1. Dnl yousee a witch-ing las- sie, With  a b]ue and roug - 1sh cye,
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Trip - ping o’cr the moor, so grass -y, * Light-ly as

the swal-lows fly?
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Heard ye not her sweet vmcc ring -ing From a heart so light and free,
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' d And thebirds in  an-swer sing - ing, Dar - ling Dai-sey O’ Dun - dec?
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Lit - tle Dais - ey, dar - ling Dalis - ey, Las - sie sweet as sweet can  be,
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2.
Did you see her dimpled fingers,
And her wealth of silken hair,
Where the gleam of sunlight lingers
In the glossy ringlets there?
There are many pretty faces
From the mountain to the sea,
But the queen of all the graces,
Darling Daisey ’Dundee.

3.

Did you'see the lovelight glowing
In her eyes like dawn of day,

And her cheeks so brightly showing
Blushing roses of the May?

Tho’ she’s but a wildwood fairy,
She is loving as can be,

And a dozen lads would marry,
Darling Daisey O’Dundee.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on reciept of 40 cts.




SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Darling, I'll Come Again to Thee.

WALTZ SONG.

Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF,
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1. When dai - sies deck the mea- dow fair, And  the rob - ins
2. Tho' oth - er smiles may on me beam, None are sweet as
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sing, When ap - ple blos - soms scent the air,
thine, Tho” oth - er fa - ces fair er seem,
7 v S /4 1
D, - I | o
G ﬂa~~w—4-~-~~|~p—x—«~+ e o whE—f
' S o o ' — I
o i [ [ [ i v
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To all  eyes  but mine; Yet, still will I hope for
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v bloom - ing flow’ rs, A - far down the sha - dy dell While
that  brigit day When 1 shall be near t0  thee— My
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i swift -1y will glide the hap - py hours, Our sweet tales of love we'll
own it - tle sweet - heart far a - way, For you are so  dear to
N TN ~
b | S Py ) Py r | 2] "
Grete et wmle—Lt
! | ¥ - — - IS L A R - C
o i - t ! i T 1
tell. Oh, dar - ling, T'll come a - gain to thee,
me
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And we will part; Oh, then be true, be
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b true to me, Thou'rt the i - dol of my heart.

Copyright, 1881, by W’ F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING

MINSTRELS.

Dar’s one more Ribber for to Cross.

THE GREAT JUBILEE SONG.

Words by JAMES HOSEY.

Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.

At
A CHORUS.
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1.0le No - ah, once he built de ark, Dar’s ene more rib-ber for to
2. He went to work to load his stock,Dar’s one more rib-ber for to
3. De ani-malswent in one by one, Dar’s one more rib-ber for to
4, De ani-malswent in two by two, Dar’s one more rib-ber for to
5. De ani-mals went in three by three, Dar’s one more rib-ber for to
6. De ani-mals went in four by four, Dar’'s one more rib-ber for to
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bt cross; Hepatchedit up wid hick’ry bark,Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.
cross; Heanchored de ark wid a great big rock, Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.
cross; De “elephant chewin’ a caraway bun,Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.
cross; De rhinoscerasand de kan - ga-roo, Dar’s one more ribber for to  cross
cross; De bear, de bug, and bum-ble-bee, Dar’s one more ribber for to  cross
cross; Ole Noah got mad and hollored for more, Dar’s one more ribber for to  cross.

1/

— N : N
s | @ Py I P — ] N
—‘F_—“T—:l_—_b——F—-—HﬁP—P—' —o— 8|0 —o 9|
. T [V . L v, 7 |24 A r L
1 v 4 4 4 4

One more rib - ber, And that ole rib-ber am Jor - dan, Dar's
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J one more rib - ber, Dar’s one more rib-ber for to uoss.

De animals went in five by five,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
Wid Saratoga trunks they did arrive,
Dar’s one more ribber
8

De animals went in six by six,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
De Hyena laughed at the monkey’s tricks.

Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.—Ciio.
9

De animals went in seven by seven,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross; [ing?
Says (le ant to de elephant, whoare you%shov
ar’s one more ribber far to cross.—CHo.
10.
De animals went in eight by eight,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
De come with a rush cause ‘twas so late,

Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.—CHoO.

or to cross.—CHO.

De animals went in nine by nine,
Dar’s one more ribber to for cross,
Ole Noah shouted cut dat line,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.—CHo,
12.
De animals went in ten by ten,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
De ark she blowed her whistle den,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross—C#Ho.

And den de voyage did begin,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
Ole Noah pulled de gang-plank in,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.—CHO.

Dey nebber knowed war dey was at,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross;
Till de ole ark bumped on Ararat,
Dar’s one more ribber for to cross.—Cno.

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Days that are Gone Seem the Brightest.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Andante con espress.

‘Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. Days that are gone seem the brigh - est, Dear are the hours that are  fled,
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Cares that are past seem the  light-est, Those yet to come most we  dread;
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Fa -ces we loved that have left s, Fair - er than those that we  meet,
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Sor-rows that long have be - reft  us, Treasured inmem-o-ry sweet.
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Days that aregone seem the bright-est, With all their pleasuresand pain
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Sor-rows of youth were the light-est,

2.
Hearts that beat high with emotion,
In the glad days long ago,
Cling to the old time devotion,
Tho’ they are calloused with woe;
Time cannot change the affection,

Cherished by hearts that were young,

Ever in fond recollection,
Live the dear songs we have sung.

Oh, could we share them a - gain.

Treasures of ribbons and tresses,
Kept thro’ long weary years,

Oft to the fond heart expresses
Solace far greater than tears.

Eyes that have known bitter weeping,
VVISLfll“} turn to the past,

And o’er their vision comes creeping,
Scenes that forever will last.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



- -

SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

De Beacon Lamp am Burning.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by GEORGE M. VICKERS.
NN

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
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1. Oh, de bea-conlamp to - night am bright-ly  burn - ing, Light - ing
2. Oh, dec reefs ob Sa-tan hide be-neath de wa - ter, Hark, how
3.Keep your eye up-on de bea-con o - ver yon - der, Straight and
4. When we reach debless-ed har-bor in  de 1orn - ing, ‘When  we
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up destorm - y sky, And we're safc-ly onward sail - -
loud de break-ers  roar! Still  de  bea-con light will  guide
nar-row am de  way; Hold fast  to de helm and fear
an-chor in  de bay, Den we'll en-ter in de man - -
o
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ing, Glo - ry, glo - ry, port am  nigh!
us, Glo - ry, glo - ry, safe to shore!
not, Glo - ry, glo - 1y, come what may!
sion, Glo - ry, glo - ry, watch and  pray!
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Let de lark clouds gath - - - er, Let de
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white  foam fly, He am  here, to give us
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cheer Who ruled de troub-led sea in days gone by.

This Complete Song to be had of any musio dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ota.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

De Little Cabins all am Empty Now.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Moderato Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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v 1. Oh,dis heart ob mine am breaking wid a grief dats gwine to kill; I nebber can be happy any
2. Oh, 1 list-en forde shoutin’ ob de darkies in de corn, ButT only hears a sort ob rustlin’

3. When de moonlight comes a shining frough de empty cabin door "Pears to me I sometimes sees
[a darkey’s
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Y more, For de cab-ins in de val-ley,and de cab-ins on de hill, All hab
soun’; "Tis de wind a-mongde fod-der,and it comes a sweepin’ on For to
face And T think 1 see de shadows dancmg all a-boutde ﬁoor But derc
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v got degrass a growing roun’de door. De dar-kies all hab goneaway and
tell me datdereain’tno-bod-y  roun’. In de little 'tater patches now de weeds
aint a liv- mg soul a-boutde place. Dey is gone way off to Kansas, whar dcy
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left me here a- lone And to de fate dat waitsme I must bow; But dere
am growin’ high, "And de wa-ter- mil-lion vines am goneto waste, And de
say dars bet-ter times, But  dar I guessdey’ll find dey’llhave to pl()w Just de
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d aint much use in livin’ when de joys ob life is gone; Oh,de ]1tt1e cabins allam empty now.
mellons dat was on ’em had to rotten off and die, *Cause dere wa'n't nobody roun’ to get a taste.
same as in ole Dixie, if dey want to win de dimes,Dough deys left de little cabins empty now.
CHORUS.
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Oh, 1 hear de owl a hoot-in’
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in de dark-ness ob e night, And it
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brings de drops of sweat outonmy brow, And T gets so aw-ful lonesomedat I
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al- most dies wid fright, Since de 1it - tle cab-ins all am emp-ty  now.
Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Douglas. .

SONG.

(ALTO OR BARITONE.)

Words by Miss MULOCK. Music by LADY JOHN SCOTT.
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’) 1. Could ye come back to me, Douglas! Douglas! Inthe old likeness that ~ Iknew, 1
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} 2. Nev-er a scorn- ful word should pain you,I’d smileassweet as An - gels do.
4. 1 was not half worthy of you,Douglas,Not  half worthy the like of you,Now
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Sweet as your smile on me shone ev - er,Douglas! Doug-las! ten - der and true.
all men be-sidearetome like shadows, Douglas! Doug-las! ten - der and true.
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3. Oh!to call back the days that are not,Mine eyes were blinded, Your words are few, Do you
5.Stretch out your hand to me, Douglas! Douglas! Drop forgiveness from heaven like dew,As T
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know the Truthnow up  in Heaven, Doug - las! Doug-las! ten-der and true.
lay my heartonyour dead heart, Douglas,Douglas! Douglas! ten-der and true.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

»
Do not Leave me, Lassie Dear.
SONG AND CHORUS. 4
Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
Con espress. —
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1. Do not leave me, las-sie dear, For’twouldgive me pain,
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I would have you ev - er near, Say that you'll re - maln
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And TN love you fond - ly true, Con-stant will I be, ,
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For mno oth-er lass but you, Can be aught to me. . . '
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Let me see you smile a - gain, Ban - ish all re - gret
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Jo Think how hap - py we ha.ve been, Say you love me yet .o e
2. 3. \
Do not leave me, lassie dear, You’'ll not leave me, lassie dear,
For when you are gone, Bless your little heart,
Brightest days seem ever drear, Let me draw you closer here,
Joyless comes the dawn. ‘We will never part,
Sitting here beside you love, In your tender loving eye,
Oh, how glad I’d be, Hope’s glad light I see,
If by word or look youw’d prove, Beaming forth this sweet reply,
That you still love me. I’ll be true to thee.

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed,Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.




SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Down in the South,

OR
COME ALONG DARKIES.

Words by Mrs. A. M. COLLINS. Music by JOHN HOSKINS.
Moderalo.
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1. VVay down  in dc southwhar de or-ange trecs bloom, And de
2. I'se been in  old Kain-tuck and o- ber Georgie’ssand, Tb
3. But de place I is bound for  be-yantthis vale ob tears, On de
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winds ob dewinter am gen - tle and warm, Darde dark - ies am gay for
toil'd among de cornrows way ‘down in Tennessee, Ihab sat bencaf de shades whar de
other side ob Jorden’s dark” wa - ters and cold, Wellbe toted  o-ber safe by bright
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nothing shedsa gloom Butde bil - lous fe-ver and de hurri-canestorm. So
Tam-a - rac’s stand, On debanksobdatsweetriver—de ole  San-tce, But
an-gel o-ber-seers, And be free toroam de streets ob dat city paved with gold. But
CHORTUS. N .
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Come a - long, dar - kies, come a - long I sy,
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Come a - long, dark-ies, I can nolong-erstay. I's bound for deland wharde
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milk and hon- ey flow, It am sweeter dan de place whar de sugar cane grow.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Dreamy Eyes are Closed Forever.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by IDA MAY PERRY.

Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.

Andante. ’
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¢ 1. Hid beneath the dal sies’bloom, Are Al - lie'sdreamy eyes, But !
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. was our dar- ling and our pride, The joy of ev - 'ry heart, Was ¢
E hke a sun-beam at our slde, Thdt dul w1th her de - part
CHORUS.
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Sweet - ly slum ber an -gel Al - lie, We will aot dis-turb thy rest:
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Dream - y eyes are closed for - ev - er, She is with the Dblest.

2.
She came to bless us for awhile,
With sunshine, love and mirth,
With heart so pure and free from guile,
Too pure and good for earth;
She’s roaming now with angels bright,
Who tread the other shore,
They took her from our home and sight,
With us to dwell no more.

(
\
3.

When spring-birds wake us with their
At morning, noon and night, [song,

"Tis always then we sigh and long,
For Allie’s smile so bright;

But most we miss her form at eve,
When twilight gathers near,

Then to our hearts dark shadows cling,
That bring thesilent tear.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, ar will be mailed, Post-paid, on raceipt of 40 ots.
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BY LEADING

MINSTRELS.

The Drunkard’s Dream.

BALLAD.
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J 1. D - mont vou look so healthy  now,Your cloths areneat and
2. It was  adream, a warn-ing voice,That heav’'n did send to
3. My pnor wife’s form did waste a way, 1 saw her sunk-en
N N N
NN TN N —— NS F
ﬁvﬂ—f'——'—k e e e e
I z | — d i
clean, I nev - er sce you drink a - bout, Come, tell me where you've
me, To keep mefrom a drunkard’s curse,Crime,want, and mis - er-
eye, My babes onstraw in  sick-ness lay, I  heard their wail - ing
n. N —
#ﬂ-?—H——E—i—fo—P——F—fF—I——*—ﬂﬁkF
- ! .
1 7t
J < . . .
been? Your wife and chil-dren now are well, You once did treat them
y, My wa - geswere all spentin  drink, Oh! what a wretch-ed
cry, And yet Ilaughed with drunkard’s glee, While Nel - lie’s tears did
A ST s el
P i — S I — — e — rH &
@ - i - s - - | — bt ms}
strange, Oh, have you kind - er  to them grown,Howcame this hap - py change?
view, It al - mostbroke my poor wife’s heart, And starved my child-ren too.

stream, And like a Dbeast 1 fell

4.
One night, I thought I staggered home,
There seem’d a solemn gloom,
My wife not there, where could she be?
And strangers in the room;
2oor thing ! she’s dead, the people said,
She led a wretched life,
for grief and want, had broke her heart,
To be a drunkards wife.
5.
I saw my children crying around,
I scarcely drew my breath,
They kissed and pressed her lifeless form
Now ever stilled in death.
Oh, Father, come and wake her up,
The people say she’s dead;
Oh, make her speak and %mlle once more,
We'll never cry for bread.

a - sleep And had

6.

Oh, she’s not dead, I frantic cried,
And rushed to where she laid,

And madly pressed her once warm lips
Now ever cold as clay.

Oh, Nellie, Nellie speak to me,
I’ll ne’er more give you pain,

Nor ever grieve your loving heart,
Or ever drink again.

this warn-ing dream:

1.

Oh, Nellie speak, ’tis Dermont calls,
And so I do, she cried,

And sure enough, my poor wife’s form,
Was kneelmo' bx my side.

I pressed her to my loving heart,
‘While both our eyes did stream.

And ever since I’ve heaven blessed,

Forsending me that dream.

Entered accordingto act of Congress,inthe A.D.1867, %y Cory Bros., in the Clerk’s office of the Dist. Court of R. 1.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on reciept of 30 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

L] a g.
Finger-Prints Upon the Pane.
SONG AND CHORUS, G
Words by GEQ. M. VICKERS. Music by THOS. P. WESTENDOREF,
Tenderly.
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1. T had o - pewdwide the shut-ters Of the long  de-sert- cd
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room, And a flood of gold-en sun-shine Chased a - way thedrear -y
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gloom, ’Twaswhile gaz - ing round with ten - der-ness Where ba - by last had

e e S Fo—ﬁﬂ—f——ao—H—A-g
©O—"F——— 5 h 'r"hgﬁi’ e ——*h & —o—
J lain, That I chanced to see its fing- er prints Up-on the win-dow- pane,
CHORUS.
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How the  si - lent tear-drops start - ed, Fool-ish tears I knew were #
i | W - — B[~ Hp @ _Fp T T
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J vain, As I kiss’d a-way the ti - ny fing - er-prints from off the pane. '
2. 3.
Still the empty ¢ .p was standing Oh! my heart seem’d almost breaking
In its old acrustom’d place, As I gather’d from the floor,
But from ’neath the little blankets Here a shoe and there a stocking,
Peep’d no precious infant face. That my little darling wore;
How I long’d to clasp its angel form, | And I could not tho’ I loved the room.
One more sweet kiss obtain, One moment more remain _ [prints
From the rosy lips that oft had press’d| Where those snowy hands had left their
Against the window pane. Upon the window pane.

. Copyright, 1879, 8y W.F. SHAW,
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ctt
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The Fisherman’s Bride.

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. SONG. Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
Allegretto.
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1. With a smile anda kiss we said good-bye Atour lit - tle cot- tage
2. On that day camea stran-ger, tall and grand, Who it seems hadlost his
3 "Twas at nignt in the storm,all chill and wet, Thatmy fish - er came a -
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door, Andthe ris- ingred sun lit up the sky And made gold the rocky
way, And I gave him adrink with trembling hand, Buta word I could not
gain, And the hearth it glow’ d bright, his chair was set, Anad our meal swung on the

b
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shore; Then I stood and Iwatch’dthesnow-y sail As it fa - ded far a-
say; Oh, He bow’dlikea gal-lantknightof old As I  pointed o’er the
crane,— But to save me from death I could not smﬂe Tho’ withall my soul I
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way, And I thought how he usk dthe 1eef ‘md gale And for me toil'd ev ry

FANN

lea; And the warm summer air grew damp and cold, And the sun shone dim to

tried.— Andhe gave me akiss, all free from 011119 Me,his vain and fool-ish
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day. . . . . . . . . . .. Heigh - o,

cres.
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me; How false, how fair the sea! But such thoughts Imustput a
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side. Heigh- ho,. .. me! at work I too should
——— > rall.
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be, Heigh-ho, . . . 'Tis the lot of a fish-er’s

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts,
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Forgotten.

BALLAD,
Words by GEO. M. VICKERS, (For TENOR OR SOPRANO,) Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
Andante ¢ grazioso.
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v I am wait- ing in the shad - ow Of the fast de - part-ing
Whenthe ros - es sweet re - turn - ing In their fra - grant bloom ap -
eres. dim. E
aram N ey (
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day, Andup- on the dew-y meadow F‘ﬂlbthe Qummel twi - light gray; Tho’ 1
pear, Then,too,comes the bitter yearning Once a - gain to meet you here; Andhere
N poco rall. ’\ _a tempo s
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know your vows are bro-ken, Yet my heart will ne’er forget W01ds of lovethatonce were
still = I wander lone - ly "Tho’ it bringsme but te - gret, Yet 1 knowlI love it +
con discrezione.
] ' ~ a. tempo. -
J-— N S
GE s S e
J 7 = ‘

spok - en In the spot where last we met, In the spotwhere last we met.
on - ly As theplace where last wemet,  As the place where last we met.
A Con tenerezza.
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Oft in dreams,a-mid the shad-ow Of a swift-ly fad - ing day, Witha
molto rall.
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“red rose from the mead-ow, Do I greet youlov’d and gay, Do I greet you loved and
a tempo. pocorall. o
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E’en that joy is vain and fleeting, Hope’s bright sun for me has set, Still for
@ f em 0 con discrezione. j
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you my poor heart’s beatmg,As when once in love we met, As when once in love we met.
Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.
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Going from de Cotton Fields.

SONG AND CHORUS.

. . Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
Slow, with expression. ’
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1. I’s go-ing from de cot- ton fields, I’s go - ing from de cane, Ts go-ing from de ole log hut dat
2. But Di- nah she don’t wantito go, she says we’re gettingold, She’s fraid dat she will freeze to death, the
3. It grieves me now to leave the place where I was bornand bred, To leavethe friends datsliving, and de

_Q__b N—N !
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¢ standsdownin de lane; De boat am in de rib-ber dat hab come to take me off, I's
coun-try am socold; De sto - ry ‘bout de work and pay she don’t be-lieveam true, She’s
¢ graves of dem dats dead; De flow’rs dat grow where mas-ter sleeps will miss my ten-der care, No
N | N N N N
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gone and jined de “Ex-o - dus’’ dats mak-ing for de norf. Dey tell me,out in Kan-sas,dats so
begged me not to do thething dat I amboundto do. And so I'ssold de cab-in and de
hand like mine willev-er go to keepdembloomingthere. But den de times habgot sohard,and
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man - miles a - way, De colored folks am flocking,’cause dey’re getting bet - ter pay; I
lit - tle patch of groun’, Dat good ole mas-ter gave us, whende = yan-kee troops came down; My
I is old and poor, De hun-gry wolf am look-ing in and snarl-ing at my door; I's
*
- ~
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don’t know how I'll find it dar, but I isbound to try, So  when de sun goes down to-night I’s
4 heartam aw-ful heav-y, and de tearsam in myeye, For whende sun goesdown to-night I's
got to help the child-ren somebe - fore 1 comes,todie, So whende sun goesdown to-night I’s
A CHORUS,
oy L]
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Z going to say good-bye. I's go - ing from de cot - tonficlds, And oh! it makes me
going tosay good-bye.
going to say good-bye.
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sigh; For when de sun goes down to-night, I's going to say good - bye.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
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Good - Bye! .

SONG.

(MEzzo SopraNo.) 4
. F, PAOLO TOSTI.
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Fall-ing leaf, and fad-ing tree, Lines of whitein a  sul-len sea, Shadows ris-ing on you and me,shadows
————— rit.
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ris-ing onyou and me.  Theswallows are making them ready to fly, Wheelingouton a wind-y
lentamente. cres. = ril. molto rall.
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sky. Good-bye, Summer ! Good-bye, Good-bye, Good-bye Summer, Good-bye, Good-bye | Hush ! a voice from the
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far a-way! Listen andlearn, it scems to say, All the tomorrowsshallbeas to-day. Allthe to -
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morrows shall be as to-day. Thecord isfrayed,thecruseis dry, The link mustbreak,and the lamp must
lentamente.  cres. a poco.

)

Py AT T
die. Good-bye, to Hope! Good-bye, Good-bye, Good-bye, toHope | Good-bye, Good - bye! What are we
cres. rit. ' -
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wait - ing for? Oh! my heert! Kiss mestraight onthebrows! And part! Again! A - gain!my heart!
eres. sempre.
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my heart What are we waiting for, you and I? A plead-ing look, a sti-fled
cres. 5 > |Zm’gamew’te. > fa rit,
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cry. Goodrbye, for - ev - er! Good-bye, for- ev - er! Good - bye, Good - bye, Good - bye !

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.
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) The Heart that is Beating for Thee.

SONG AND CHORUS.

t Words by NELLIE R. CHASE. Muisc by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
Andante.
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1. There are oft - en sweet moments of musing so f1 ail, There are cloud ¢ aps 80 damty and
2. 'The sky withits beauties of crim-son and go]d Sheds free-ly its ra-di-ant
8. There’sabeau-ti-ful fan-cy in le-gends of old, Of a star that has wandered at
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soft, There are tints of the rainbow so rich, yet so pale, And e -cho-mg
glow, To glad - en the mem’ries of pleaiures un-told, We shar’din the
* play, And the tears that it shed in itssearch for the fold Stili shine in the
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mel - o-dies oft That touch the key-notein the lyle of theheart, And
sweet long a - go, Each clime has its cli-mate,each planet its orb, Andthe
fair milk-y -way, So the thoughts in my heart of the daysthat are ﬂed, Are
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wak - en rare sympho-nies R?e/ Tha,t tin-kle  ourmem ry bells with a fine
shells have their home in the sea, Each throbof my heart hasitsownsweetac-
- shin -ing like stars o’er the sea, Sothecy-cle  of years when their beauty is
CHORUS.

e e e L

11 ®

L4

v art, And bnng up the friends whoare dear— There are beau - i - ful
N cord, In its mem’ries, my dar - ling, of thee.

dead, Will be hal-_low’d by mem’-ries of thee.
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dai-sies on hill, and in dale, Therearegems in the deep, deep sea, Yet
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these would not weigh, were they placed in the scale, With the heart that is beating for thee.
Copyright, 1880, by W. F, SHAW.
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"I'm Dying for Some One to Love Me .

SONG AND CHORUS.

EASTBURN.
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1. 'm d\'»mg forsome oneto loveme, To call mehis i-doLhis own, I
2. 'm dy-ing forsome oneto loveme, I wanthim tocallmehis  bird, His
3. 1 may not be o-ver- ly handsome Yet one thing I ver-y well know, I'm
4.There’s Charlie, Alonzo and Harry, "There’s Ned,Phil,Jack, Willie and Joe, They »
; e ~ N—N—N I
—%ﬁﬁl:}:j:&;‘: J:i:i—d_ r a— ::V _._5_45
cant bear the thought of remaining, For - ev-er onearthall a - lone, I
ducky, his own precious darling, And all the sweet namesever  heard, I
ni- cer than one of my neighbors, =~ Who has a mag-nif - i - cent beau, My
cant talk of love wortha but-ton, In factthey’re exceedingly  slow, 1
faWR N
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want to be call’d pet and sweetheart, I wantto belovedand ca - ressed, I
wanthimtobe all af - fec-tion, And while my head liesonhis breast, To
heart is just wild forde - vo-tion,  Just ach-ingforsomeoneto love, Just ¢
want to be-loved in dead ear-nest, I wanta young man whocan talk, Jan
—re— ——1
h%fﬁm EE ===
want to be cared tor in earnest, For flirt-ing 1 e’ershall de - test )
smooth back my tressesand tellme, That . I am hisbrightestand  best.
longing to meet some fond being, Who true and de- vo- ted would prove.
treat to ice-cream and fried oysters, And take me a nice moonlight walk.
CHORUS. *
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I'm d) -ing, I'm sigh-ing, Mere friendshipl ev-er shall spurn, I'm .
T e e e e e N e & I
e e S et
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J dy - ing, I'm sigh-ing, To love and be lovedin re - turn,
5. 6.
Mama says “ray head isn’t level, Perhaps she forgets she was young once.
That something is wrong with my brain, For one day to Papa she told;
And had she her time to go over, That she could have had twenty husbands,
She never would marry again; Before she was sixteen years old. .
That love is a brilliant hued bubble, So now to young men I give notice,
And I but a foolish young dunce; TI'm dying to get a nice beau,
Who'd better attend to her Jessons, And if I can catch the right fellow,
And give up such nonsense at once. My heart and my hand I’ll bestow.

Copyright, 1877, by W. F. SHAW. »
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“m Going Home to Clo.”

SONG AND CHORUS,

Words by SAM’L. N, MITCHELL. Music by WILLIAM A, HUNTLEY.
Allegretto.
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t. Tn  the old Car’ -li- nia State Where the sweet Mag - no- lia blooms, And the
2. In that dear old sun-ny home,Where the song- sters al-ways sing, And the
3.’Neath the gen - ial Southern skics V\ hiere the sweet - est blossoms g grow, And the
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Pic - ca-nin-ie dar - keylearnsto hoe, There is one I long to see, She was
mock-ing birdis sing-ing all the day, She  is wait-ing for her Joe,And 1
mus - ic lov-ing dar-kiesall are guay. 1 am bound to see my Clo’,And ’tis
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al-ways trueto me, But I left hermany, man-y years a - go, 'Mid the

long to sce my Clo’, For like me, Iknow her hair has turned to gray. The plan-
ver -y sad to know That cre long th(,y'll lay my pom oldlovea - \Vd) W’lu n lhey

A

|
b N *P- A
A — R t._p._;_._,_—d_——& }-Ba—y—p—h' —P*d L‘ ——\—ﬁ v c—ga—f' ba—l:
? IR - - Sy

cotton and the corn, There we both were bred and bom, And together in the field we use to

ta - tion is no more, Andthe day of toil 1 o’er,Forshe’s creeping close to cighty
place her 'neath the sod Upon which we often trod, Ihen this world will have no other charms for
rit. 0 tempo.
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J W B ut ’tis twen - ty yearsormore since I left the cab-in door, So 1 m
three. Jut she'll wait till T come back,By the coon and possum track, For T
me, Then close by my Cloie’s side, This poor form will there abide "Neath the

~ (‘HORU., (J
J‘ i\ f‘ N NT
3 r—ﬁ—J—F’——FH—“- Moo M .ﬁE
go - ing back to see my darling Clo Darl-ing Clo, Darl-ing Clo’ Your

have not seen her since we all were frec.
shadeless and the t(\lll] Calmetto tree.  7it..a tempo.
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v sweet  face T soon shall see, T know,  Where the Southern sun-ny bLreeze fans the
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v old Palmetfto trees, I am go- inghometo see my Darl-ing Clo’.

Copyright, 1879, by W F..SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

I'm Going to Write to Papa.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by THOMAS. P. WESTENDORF.

n Moderato.
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T'm going to write to  pa - pa, I guess he’d like  to
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hear . . What his it - tle girl is  do-ing, The same as
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when he  is neal Tl tell him how I miss him, And
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how I wish he d come And nev - €1, nev - er leave us, But

N — CHORUS.
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e al - ways stay at horne. I'm going to  write  to
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Pa - pa, . . And oh! how glad hell be . To get a
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e lit - tle let - ter Thatwas writ - ten  all by me

9.
I'll tell him *hout my dolly,
She's \](‘me"‘ on the floor,
I fear that noise will wake her,
Oh! please don't slam the door;
For I must not be bothered;
That’s what my ma would say,
‘When she begins a letter,
And scnds me off to play.

I'll send him lots o’ kisses,
And one bright shining cunl

T'll ask him to rpmombor
His lonely little girl.

1 want so much to see hin,
But I wont cry a wink,
*Cause when T write my letter,

My tears would blot my ink.

Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.
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‘ I he Ticklish Ki
m one of the Ticklish Kind.
* LAUGHING SONG.
Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
A 3§: Tempo de Waltz . P )
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1. When I,was a ba- by they tickled meso, I nev-er got o-ver it quite, And
2. They bought me sorne books and they sent me to school, And there I w astmkled to death, The
R - e s et s s | I— i i ——
G e e fé’ e
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- now tho’ I'm grown up where ever 1'go, I'm laughing from morning till n1ght; My
< teach-er he tickled me with a bigrule, Un-til T wasallout of breath; . The
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* nurse used to tlckle me when I was asleep, My mother would tickle my chm My
scholars they tickled me ouf in the yard, They tickled me too in the cldss Tn
) ; L y
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by A
dad-dy he tick-led my poorlit-tle feet, And then I would always be- nm——
fact T was always kept tickled so haad Thatnever a les-sonwould pass.
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Now please don’t do that,I prav,Ha' halha!  O,whycan’t you quit it I say, He!he!
SN
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v

he! Iwishyouwouldstop and go way,Ho! hoY hoY I’m one of the tic khsh kind.

3. 4.
A sweet little maiden I thought T would wed, |Kind friends now your pity I earnestly crave,
Her name was Miss Polly Ann Gibbs, For though I have tickled you some,
But bless me, for every word that I said, In me, you hehold an unfortunate slave,
She’d tickle me here in the ribs; Of comfort I haven’t a crumb.
« Her dainty white fingers she’d roguishly point|Now there’s a young lady removing her glove,
To give me a punch in the side, She thinks I am blind and can’t see,
And that would just tickle me all out of joint, |I’'m of" .1ke a shot, or my great stars above,
And so 1 let Polly Ann slide, Sk il soon be up here tickling me.
L Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LBADING MINSTRELS.

»
I'se Gwine to Alab
SONG AND CHORUS. i
Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
L, Dot too quickly. ‘
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1. 'segwine to Al - a - ba-ma, an’dar I'se gwine to stay,An from dis heart I’se sorry dat
2. segwineto Al - a-bama,an’ dar once more I'll stan’ Whar fust I met de Yankees, when
8. I'se gwine to Al - a - ba-mna de snow-white fields to see; Whar once I picked de cotton T
P R e e B e E e e A
By ety ¢ v sty jt— Moo T
J [ A o

¢'er Imoved away; I likes de Yankees mighty,of dem I can’t complain, But,oh,I’se almost
I was contraban’; Is’pose de place am altered,but dat am naught to me Ef only some one’s
now shall wander free; A few more bales an’ boxes I'll help to tote to-day, An’ den I'll leave de

) [ ) NN NEN N NN | I N ~F B
£ b ] I Y ) H A .| I NN 2 1 rg N N e T
@_,‘_ I 1% o | ] o1e I o |V @ 4 —
[l 1 1 (& - 17 - & 4 & b | A | b
b W L4 v &
[ %

¥
dy-in’ to see de Soufa-gain: I wants tosee de cab-in whar all me folks was born; An’
livin’ dat once was dear tome: Dehome whar I was sheltered shall nebber be forgot, For
bus’ness an’ travel far a-way; De sun am fast a sinkin’, de quittin’timeam nigh; Oh,
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den Llongs towanderamong de fields ob corn; Deselimbs am growin’ weary, dese locksam turnir’
twenty year I’se hankered toseede blessed spot AndnowI’se boun’ to reachit,atleastI’se gwineto
partin’ from de good folks,it makes me give a sigh, But I’se a growin’ weary, dese locksam turnin’
CHoRrus.
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gray, An soon dis poor ole darky will sleep beneaf de clay. I'se gwine to Ala - ba-ma, an’
try, So,dark-ies, in de mornin’, I'll say de lag’ good-bye.
gray, Andsoon dis poor ole darky will sleep beneaf de clay,
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dar I'se gwine to stay, An’ from dis heart I’se sorry dat ¢’er I moved away; I likes de Yankeo.q
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mighty, ofdem I can tcomplam,ﬁut, oh,Ise almostdy-in’ to see deSouf a- gain.
Copyright, 1882, 8y W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Il Nebber Leave Old Dixie Land Again

+ SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. Whar de Mis - sis- sip - pi wash-es on de sunny southern shore, And de steamboat comes a puffin’ roun’ de
2, _Oh1 I's been way out in Kan- -8as, whar dey told me dat I'd find Mon- -ey hdngm roun’ like apples on de

- 3. When ¥ see desmokea curl-in’ from dot it - tle thmnby top, And a mixin’ wid de green leaves ob de
A .
4 Ny NN NN ~~F
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bend, Stands a lit - tle white-washed cab-in wid a grape-vine b de door, And a
< trees, But ‘twas just like Di- nah told me, dar wan’t noth --in” ob de kind, And de
trees, Den I’s gwine to start a run-nin’and 1 know I'll neb-ber stop, Till I
e RN — 'E"& Al s
— g —o—p e e B st e B e S —t
SRS S O A — hd —tz—e—* E b -
ole moss-cov-ered chim-ney at de end. Dar 1 lef” my Di-nah weepin’ when I
weath-er was so cold I like to freeze, Now I's  on my way to Di-nah,and I
fall down by de cab- in  on my  knees, Den T'll thank de Tord in glo - ry dat he
NN N
I N T - R — N I
N gy g T i |
¥ ¥ ¥ I H b ) 1 1 HI.” P P 1 ¥
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said de las’ farewell, And kissed de ro - sy lips ob lit- tle Ben, When |
hope I'lfsoon be dar, WhenT'll hear de hap- py voice ob lit- tle Ben, And my
let melive to see My Di-npah and de' face ob  lit - tle  Ben, For de

went to seck my fortune, but I's hap-py now to tell  T’llneb-ber  leave old Dix-ie land a- gain.
heart am growin’ hghter,bm de way it am so far, Il neb-ber  leave old Dix-ie land a - gain.
home dat | was raised in, dat am good enough forme, I'll neb-ber  leave old Dix-ie land a - gain.

CHOLUS.
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I’s gwine back, gwine back, Oh! dathappy day When I’ll be wid Di-nah and my ba-by Ben, In dat
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lit - tle whize-washed cabin whar L ever mean tostay, 'lineb -ber leaveold Dix-ieland  a - gain.
LY

Copyright, 1882, by W F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any musio dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LBADING MINSTRELS

| Cannot Say Good Bye.

SONG.
Words by EDWARD OXENFORD. ’
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1. I know’tis now the Thour to part, For ev - endraweth nigh, But ¥
2. I wouldthe day could nev - erfade, That night could nev-er  fall, For
Con passione.
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love re-bels with-in my heart, I can - notsay ‘‘good bye!” I cannot say *‘good

O, therays of ev - en’sshade, Must mo - mentssad recall Must moments sad re -
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bye!”

i I see the sil - vermoon,Swift ris - ing 1n the
call. hear  thebirds soft ves - perssing, On yon-der haw - thorn
e > sf tiistamente. rall. y
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sky; A - las! that she should come so soon, so soon,To tell us mo -ments ¢

tree; O, why should they the mem’ry bring, That I must part, must part from
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fly. 1 can - not say ‘‘good bye!” I can - not  say ‘‘good
thee?
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bycl” ’W\ love, . 1 can - not, can - not say ‘“good bye!” “good
grandemente.
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bye!” I can - not say ‘‘good bye!” T can -
accel. ¢ cres. !
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bye™ My love T can-not can - not say “good bye!” “good bye!”

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

| Guess you Have all Been There.

SERIO-COMIC SONG.
Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY.

A . Tempo di Valse.
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1. The art of love making is hard to unfold, It’ssomething you can’t well explain, Some-
2. Ttake her out walking beneath the bright moon, And whisper the old loving tale; The
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times you are fervent,some times you are cold, Tis mixture of pleasure and pain. I've
sound of her voice drives away all my gloom, We wander by hillside and vale, Thro’
| — T A f T
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lately been caught in that dangerous net By a creature so chaming and fair, She

meadows and groves,like twolit-tle doves, We ramble it mattersnot where;

e S S |l

J has me enchanted, youknow how it is, guess you have all been there.
can’tsleep at night,and its killing me quite, I  guess you have all been there.
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o/ I guess you have all been there, I guessyouhave all been there, You
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know, I am sure, whatlov-ers en-dure, I guessyou have all been there.
. A 4.
Her father is wealthy, and very high toned, [Tl keep up my courage, and to her be true,
Of his beautiful daughter he’s proud; Although the old gent may oppose,
It’s already planned that Il ask for her hand,| I'll wait at the gate for my swect little Kate,
But will my request e allowed? Till time all his hate overthrows.
I'm afraid he’ll get angry and show me the door,{ I'll press her soft hand, and call her my own,
And make my love melt into air, While together a sweet kiss we share,
Then what shall I do? now my friends Task you,| And before I go’way, but what more need Isay?
I guess you have all been there. £ guess you have all been there.

Copyright, 1879, By W. F. SHAW.
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In the Gloaming.

y
BALLAD.
Words by META ORRED. Music by ANNIE FORTESCUE HARRISON.
Andante.
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In the gloaming, oh, my dar - ling, When l.lm lights are dim and low,
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&nd the qui - et shad - ows fall - ing, soft- ly, come uud soft - 1y
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When the winds are sob - bing faint - ly with a gen - tle un-known woe,
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Will  you think of me, and love me, as you did once long a - go?
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In the gloaming, oh, my dar - ling, think net bit - ter - ly of me! o
rall.
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Though I [mss Xil a-wny in si -lence, left you lone - ly, set you free,
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For my heart wascrus’d with  long - ing,what had been could nev - er  be. 4
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It was best  to leave you thus, dear, best for you and best for me,
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was best to leave you thus, Best for you and best for me.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 cts.
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In. the Golden Eventide.

SONG.

Words by MARY MARK-LEMON.
{ndantw Modezato
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I\E;ic by CIRO PINSUTI.

g
T

Ny )

&rﬂe € a‘—F¢~a—4~d—¢—,E|:J:;:.{_;j p:i—_—f_.r_[f_ﬁ_—}j:[:

1. T gave her a rose inthe golden daysWhen the mill stream’s song was smll
2. 1 gave her a rose in the af-ter daysWhen the stream of life flow’d on,

animando.
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And
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Clouds were floating to gild the west, Where the sun set over the hill. And itspoke the wordsT
dreams were ﬁoatmg to mld our path, As they shone o’er memories gone, And it spoketheloveshe

cres cen - do. dim. con espress.
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v fain had said, And it told her all my dream. Once in the gold-en e - ven-tide, On the

knew sowell, And it woke the old sweet dream.
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dim.

dim. Affreitando.
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l)anks of the silver stream. Once in the golden even-tide,On the banks of the silver stream.
Meno Mosso. Doletssimo.

cres- cen-do.
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3. I'laid a rose on her silent heart, When the tide of her life was o’er, And angels tloated to

diminuendo. poco.
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v]ld her path,

Nearer the heav’nly shore.

No lon-gerneed the rose’s voice a-
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wake the old swect dream. Dreamtin the gold-en e-ven-tide, On the banks of the silver
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stream,

Dreamt in the gold-en e-ven-tide,

b

oy
On the banks of the sil-ver stream.

This Complete Song to be had of‘any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 ots.
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Is there No Kiss for Me To-Night?

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.

Moderato.
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1. Is there no kissfor me to-nightlove, Isthereno'smile to welcome me now, Must thr
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hopes that were once so bright love,

Be dispell’d by the frown on your brow; Must the *
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past wnh its joys be blight-ed

By a fu-tureof sor-rowing pain,

Must the
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vows we have made be slight-ed, Don’
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t you think you could love me agam‘?
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Tell mewhy has your heartgrown cold,love?

N—
Tell mewhere are your smiles so
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2.
‘When I feel that you do not love me,
That your heart is not true as of old
Oh, how dark seems the skies above me
And the world, oh, how strangely cold
All the years would be sad without you,
There’d be nothing to cheer my poor heart,
Darling how could I live without you?
Tell me, now that we never shall part.

Have you banished the joys of old, love? Is there no kiss for me to - night?

: 3.
Bid me hope coming days will bring love,
All the joys that the past ever knew,
Let the mem’ries so dear still cling, love,
To the heart that is faithful and true:
And T'll promise you, love, that never
Shall a word from my lips give you pain,
And my life shall be yours forever,
If you only will love me again.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
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It is Home where Mother Dwells.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by IDA SCOTT TAYLOR. Music by H. P. DANKS,
Gliding. .
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1. Earth is home, withall its beau - ty, Flow -ers bloom androbins sing, Whatcan
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make theheart more buoy -ant Than the glad - some hours of bpmm? Earth is
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home, in bleak-est Wed,th - er, Tho’ the sky with clouds hanglow; Moth-er’s
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smile il - lumes the dark - ness, And her voice dis - pels all woe.
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J Oh, the love we cher-ish ev - er, That with - in each fondhe‘trt swells, Tho’ our
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path be fil'd with sor - row, It is home where moth - er dwells.

2. 3.
* Earth is home; tho’ time has claim’d us,| Heav’n is home! the way is weary
- And has marked our brows with care; Tho’ we’ve sunshine had with tears,
~Tho’ our eyes are dim with tear-drops, | But the footsteps loiter trembling,

And our burdens hard to bear. On the road in after years.
Tenderly we love to linger Heav’n is home! our eyes look upward
By the form whose silver tongue, To behold the gates so fair,
Whispers ever words of comfort Mother’s voice the clouds has rifted
That can keep the old heart young. Heav’n is home for she is there.

Chorus to 3d verse.—Flowers fade and friends deceive us,
Partings follow sad farewells,
Up in heav’n no shadows gather,
N " Heav’n is home where mother dwells.

Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be liad of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ete.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

»
Jamie are you Coming?
[ ]
SONG AND CHORUS.
Moderato. (i)mp. by CHA‘S HEYWOOD.
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1. Jam -ic do you hear me Call-ing in the gloaming? Calling to you,laddie, to come home;
2. Ah! Iseehim coming,Coming down the hillside, Well I know his voice my bonnie lad;
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Long and lone I'm w. atclnng, And my heart is wond’ring Why upon the hill so late you roam. s
Now I hear him singing To the cat - tle blithely, And the sheep bells tinkling, oh,so glad.
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Jam - ile, Jam - e, Do youhear me call-ing? Jam - e,
- e, Jam - e, Ah! the joy is on me, Jam - e, )
e
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Jam - ie, Are you com - ing home? Are younev - ercom - ing
Jam - ic, Myheart is just like mad. VVel-come to youlad - dic, «
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&0 theheart that's wait-ing For you, lad - die, to come home?
‘Wel-comein the gloam-ing, Ah! my darl - ing, wel - come home,
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Long and lone I'm watching, And my heart is wond’ring Why upon the hill solate you roam.
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Jam -ie do youhearme Calling in the gloaming? Calling to you.laddie, tocome home,
g gloy
¢

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING

Just One Penny to Buy Bread.

SONG AND CHORUS.

MINSTRELS.

Written by ALBERT A. HILL.
Andante con espressione.

Music by CHAS. D. BLAKE.
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1. Oh! kind sir,please, please take pity, "Twill ln'mgblessmg on your head,
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All  day long I'veroamed the cit-y Just one pen-ny to buy bread
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1 am hungry faint andwea - ry, With thelong,long way I've come,
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And  the world seems dark and drea-ry, For  my mother'ssick at home.
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Oh! in pit - y some onehear me, Do notcold-ly shake your head,
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Moth - er’s sick andmuch I fear e, That she’ll die for want of bread.

2.
See my bleeding feet are quiv’ring
On the pavement of the street,
With the cold my limbs are shiv’ring,
Please give me something to eat.
Just one penny wont distress you,
Ouly one, I ask no more,
God in heav’n will surely bless you,
And perhaps increase your store.

3.
Oh! TI’ll be so very grateful;
Just one penny please to give,
Do not let me think you hateful,
Mother must have bread to live.
Pm so tired and I must hurry,
Mother’s all alone at home,
And she’ll soon begin to worry,
It her darling does not come.

Enteved according to act of Congress, in the year 1874,y CORY BROS .,in the office of the Librarian of
Congess at Washington, D. C.

This Completo Song to be had of any music dealer, or

will be mailed, Post-paid, on reciept of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

‘Keep your Little Heart for me.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Mnsic by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.
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1. I was dream- ing of you, darling, All the long andlonely night, And I
2. Has your lit - tle heart been lonely,Since I ~wan- der’d from your side? Or
8. All my days ofroaming o-ver, And my heart islight a- gain, And 1
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yourfaceso lovely And your sunny smile so bright, And I'm coming back tomeet you, coming
have Ibeen forgotten,have affection’srosesdied? Or are you waiting,dearest, just as
nev-er more shall leave you,for it only gives me pain; At your side I'll linger ever, just as

saw

oG

AN N N A&
o ——3 Amaha R R S e
V] 9] ""—H _Q——H——. %‘c—‘ﬂ
A\ ! ¥ LJ i J[J 1 v o i A ¥ é

back to home and thee, Are you waiting,love, to greet me? Keep your little heart for me.
lone-ly as canbe? 1 will soon bewithyou,darling, Keep your little heart for me.
hap - py as can be; If you love me as youuse to,Keep your lit-tle heart for me,

REFRAIN. Tempo di ercz'a'.
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All  my lone - ly dreams are o - ver, And my heart is light and free,
" . L~ ~ ~
x5 1 ') —+ r ) B — - 1
(2D —#— " g # f »— 21— I 2
L3V i — T i ' i 1 — |
E ! = { o i ! 7 o
1 willcome,no more toleave you,Keep your lit- tle heart for me.
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All' mylone - ly dreams are o - ver, And my heart is light and free,
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I willcome, no more %o leave you, Keep your lit-tle heart for me.

Copyright, 1878, by W. F. SHAW. .
*his Complete Song tolbe had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MISTRELS.

The Lassie Tha' Lo’es Me.

SCOTCH BALLAD.

Words by Mrs. EMMA PITT. Music by H. W, PORTER. Op. 12.
Andantino. )
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1. There dwellsbe-side the sun-nystream A  maiden charming, charming fair, Her

2. An’ where the mountain heather blooms A cross the rolling, roll - ingtide, I
N
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im-age haunts my sweetest dreams, An’ floatsup-on the air, Her voice is can -tie
hae a wee brown cottage hame,For my ain bon-nie bride, Her cheeksare blushing
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as the birds, An’ sparkling,sparking is heree’,O, she’sabrightan’ winsome ane, The
as the rose, An’ twinkling,twinkling is her ee’,O, she’sasweetan’ gladsome ane, The
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¢ las - sie that lo’es me. T'was in the dainty month of June, When blossoms deck’dthe
las - sie that lo’es me., An’ han’ in han’ we’ll bravely go, to tread the path of
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¢ braes, We strol’d beneaththe qui - et moon, When beam’d her sil-ver rays, An’
life, With hearts sae loy - al, fond and true, We'll fear nae stormor strife. When
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wi’ her soft han’ clasp’din mine,L.o’esain tint in her ee’, She plighted then her
spring shall dress the groves in green, An’ ro - ses strew the lea, She’ll be my ain swee
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faith sae true,The las - sie that lo’es me, Her voice is can -tie as the birds,An
gen - tle wife,The las - sie that 1o’es me, Her voice is, etc.
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sparkling,sparkling is her ee’, O,she’sa bright an’ winsome ane, The lassie that 1o’es me-
Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
This Gomplete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will belmailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ot
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Let my Name be Kindly Spoken.

SONG AND CHORUS,

Words by S. N. MITCHELL. Music by H. P. DANKS.
Andante grazioso. .
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J 1. Let my name be kindly spok - en When you're far a- way from me,
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And, although the vowsare brok - cn, I will fond-ly speak of thee.
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All  the scenes of days de-part - ed, I'll  en-deav-or to for - get;
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And. if you are broken-heart - ed, Think notof the day we met.
b CHoORUS.
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¢ Let  my name be kindly spok - en ‘When you're far a - way from me.
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And, al -tho’ the vows are brok - en, I will fond- ly speak of thee.
2. 3.
In the past we lov'd each other, If the fates should bid me meet you,
Lov’d each other fond and true, At some far-off, distant day,
And T'll never find another 1 would fondly kiss and greet you,
That ¢an take the place of you. In the old familiar way.
Tho’ I wander on forever, Tho® the binding link is broken,
Seeking lands beyond the sea; It is sweet to part as friends;
Well I know that I shall never, . And the farewell word that’s spoken,
Never see the like of thee. To the heart a sweetness lends,

Copyright, 1877, by S, C. UPHAM.
‘his Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

“Little Brother Joe.”

COMIC SONG.

- Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY.

Allegretto
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1. Lou - i sa Jane re - sides at home, The pride of her  dear
2. Now of - ten when I sit  and sigh, And al - most pop the
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moth-er; The fam -i - ly is ver-y small,There’sonly one young brother, 1
question, In comes that wicked lit-tle boy "And of - fers some sugges-tion. I
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v of - ten call to have a chat, And pass an hour or so, But T am always
bribe him up with su-garplums,And try to make him go, Butnothing seems to
CHoRrus.
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J bored to death With “Lit - tle broth-er .Joe.” He sits . up - on the
take ef - fect On ““Lit - tle broth-er Joe.”
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¢ beau; A plague up - on  hu-man -1 - ty is “Lit - tle broth-er Joe.”
3. 4.
He likes to climb upon my knee, For six long months it has heen thus,
And at my side he lingers, T've tried to win Louisa,
He pulls me by the collar But T've had no chance at all,
‘With his little taffy fingers. Not ev’n to hug or squeeze her.
Sometimes I'd like to warm him, I might have done much better,
But Louisa whispers no— But a fellow has no show
Don’t mind his playful manner, ‘When people will intrude themselves
He’s my ¢ Little brother Joe.” Like ¢ Little brother Joe.”

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 cts



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Little Flower Forget me Not.

VOCAL GAVOTTE.

Con express Written and Arranged by THOS. P, WESTENDORF.
Loy
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1. WhenI'm far a - way from thee, From those eyes that bright - ly
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dream; Will the (‘om-ing daysstill  find In your h(,alt,]owshurning
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flame, Willthe one I leave be - hind Ev-er, ¢v- er be the same.
APt S—— Y S S—
é% e e e A.:—r*a——x-L%Jﬁﬁ—gi
y) 4 T
¢ Lit-tle flow'r for - get me  not, No, no, no, no, \1}
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¢ life is thine a - Ilone, Oh, then for-get me  not.

2.
Thou art fairer to me now,

Than when first I saw thy smile,
And there dwells upon thy brow,
That which haunts me all the while,
18 a beauty i in w hose charm
There is pow’r, my heart to thrill,
Ah, dispel this dread alarm,

Say, I’ll find thee faithful still.
Little flow’r, forget me not,

No, no, no, no,

My life is thine alone,

Oh, then forget me not.

77"

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SIHAW,
This CompletelSong to be had of any musio dealer, or will be mailed,Post-paid, on receipt of 30 cts.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

A Little Mountain Lao.

SONG.

Words by F. E. WEATHERLY. Music by JOSEPH L. ROECKEL,

Andantino semphce .
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1. O - ver the moorlands gay and glad, He piped the sweet day long; He wasonly a lit-tle mountainlad, She

.
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2. Farfrom the gorgeand babblmgrlll; She wentaway one day : e is a-loneup-on the hlllS
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loved to hear his song, Sheleanedfrom her window weeping sad, When he drove hisflock away; He was
Pi-ping his lit-tle lay.  And she has woo-ers at her feet, And  all s rich and rare; He
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v on - ly a lit - tle moun-tain lad; She watchedforhxmedch day. On - ly, on - ly a
drives his  flocks byhcr win dow-seat, But she is notthere,notthere! Ah  me, Ah me,
== rdl. >,« rall.
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lit - tle moun-tain lad, Hu was on-ly a lit- tle mountain lad, Shewatched for him each day.
she is notthere,not there!  He  drives his flock by herw mdow-ie.n But she is not there, not there !

Un poco piu mosso.
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3. Out onthe moorlandslnneandsad He wccps for the days that were; Heis only a lit - tle mountain lad
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She is a la - dy fair; Buttherestealsahandinto his so glad, She will be, will be hislittle bride. He is
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on - ly a lit - tle mountainlad, Butshe loves noneelsebe side, On - ly, on - ly a
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lit - tle mountain lad, Heis on-ly a lit- tle mountain lad, But she loves noneelse beside!

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 50 ots. |
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Loved Ones Passed Away.

SONG.

Words by IDA SCOTT TAYLOR. Music by H. P. DANKS,
Andante.
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1. T muse and dream the dream to-night, So oft I’ve pon - der’d o'er; I

2. The i- vy clam - bers o'er the wall, Now sear’d withage and  time, The
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J hear dear voi - ces at the gate, And foot- steps on the  floor, I
ro - ses blos - som on the hill, And on the trel - lis climb; Glad
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al - mostsee  fa - mil - jar forms Il-lume the twi - light gray, And
birds sing sweet -1y, heed-ing not Thehoursthat can - not stay, And

g
'*Q—b'b———;ﬁ—f‘} —f— P‘TP—T—P—"NT——‘—;F‘ ~ — "‘_ =i N
6‘9—‘)*{* g — ist—j‘r —t — -—i‘!-f-ir—g:,_—"ji—, H—_ 4 ——X—%]H
yet the si - lence whis-perslow Of loved ones Dpassed a- way.
yon - der church-yard mute- Iy speaks Of loved ones passed a- way.
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3. The i - vy mev - er  heeds the years Thatfly a- way so fast; The
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ro - ses blos - som  but to fade, Theirsweet-nesscan - not last, The
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birds sing on their old - en song For-get - ful of de cay, And
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on - ly hu - man hearts will miss The loved ones passed a-way.

Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



Nee

SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Meet me, Darling, by the Mill.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by FANNY CROSBY. Music by H. P. DANKS.
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1. There’s a ge - cret 1 would tell you, I wouldbreatheit in  your
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ear, Where we met in ear - ly spring time By the brook that ran so
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clear; When the ev-’ning shad - o“s gath - er, Andthe bu - sy world s
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still, There’'sa se-cret I will tell you, Meetme, dar - ling, by the mill.
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Yes, my dar-ling,

~—
dar-ling, by the mill, There’s a se-cret I would tell you, Meet me,darling, by the mill.

2. 3.
When the dewy winds are sighing, |I can see the rosy blushes,
Thro’ the wavy branches green, As they mantle now, your cheek,
And the lovely moon is smiling In your eye a merry twinkle
In the azure sky serene, Tells the words your heart wonld speak ;

When the night-bird’s tender music |Oh, my pretty, precious secret,
Bids our hearts with rapture thrill, | You ean guess it if you will,
Oh, remember then your promise, Then be faithful to your promise,

Meet me, darling, by the mill. Meet me, darling, by the mill.

Copyright, 1880, by W 2. SHAW"
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS:

Mother, Tell Me,

Where is Eva?

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by WM. HARDMAN.
Afnd(mte

Music by H. P. DANKS.

1. Moth

er, have youseendeftr E - va?

I've been searching ev'ry where;
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Thro’ the fieldsand in the mead -

OWS,

But I can-notfind her there;
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Sad and lonely have T wait - ed Down be-side thedearold lane,
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‘Where we pass’d the hap-py  mo - ment, But sweet E - va nev-er came.
CHORUS.
- NG A = SU——— PN—— i
e e e e et
1 = [ ] o 1@ ) T ® =+ gy [ e | I |
o0 } - = He
Moth - er, tell me,whercis B - va? When we parted she was gay.
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Tell ‘me, did the an-gels bear her

2!
Mother, tell me, where is Eva?
Then the tear-drops will not flow,
And I shall not roam so sadly,
Caring not where ’er I go;
Through the dell and lonely valley
Where the robin sings 8o gay,
Calling for our darling Eva,
And in sorrow all the way.

To theirhomeso far a - way?
Mother, tell me, where is Eva ?
Do not turn your head away,
For my heart is fil’d with darkness
All the bright long summer day.
Eva was so kind and gentle,
Oh, it fills my healt with pain
When I think I ne’er shall see her,
Won’t dear Eva come again ?

Copyright, 1878, by W. F. SHAW.,
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

o A Mother’s Vigil.

SONG.
Words by J. J. LONSDALE. (ALTO OR Bass.) Composed by A. H. ROSEWIG, Op. 131.
Allegretto. B ~
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1.One long last kiss at the shielding door, Ere he sadly pass’d down the muantain path; And she
« 2 She fold - ed his home-spun suit of grey, And gathered wild thyme to lay between; And
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saw her sol -dier  boy nomore, Till he marched with his comrades up the straith. Their
hunghiscrookinthe old fond way She wused when her Colin came home ate’en. When
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tar - tan plaids and their plumes grew dim, But the wail of the plbroch echoed shrill; As

gloaming fell and the wheel was dumb, She 1it her dim lamp at the window pane; Though

» wel - come darling tho’ 1ate,so late,Let me kiss yousweeteremy spir - it flies; To
(g’fetuoso e pzu lento.
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soft 13 breatlung a prayer for him, shc turned to her home on the heath- C]‘ld hill; As

she knew her laddie ne’er would come From herdin 2 his sheep on the hill again; Though

watch at the windows of Heav’n,and wait Thy feet at the threshold of Para- dxse To
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soft-1y breathing a pray’r for him, She turned to her home on the heath clad hill.
she knew her laddie ne’er would come From herding his sheep on the hill a - gain.
watch at the windows of Heav’n,and wait Thy feet at the threshold of Pa - ra - dise.
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3. Long yearshad sped,but the light gleam’d still, Through the summer starlight and wintry frost,
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Co-lin climb’d up the mist-wreath’d hill, And her fond arms circled the boy she lost; <O
a Copyright, 1879, by W.F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS

My Bonnie Jennie Lee.

SONG AND DANCE.

By W. 0. FISKE.

Oh, there’sa sweetly shaded path Just by the cottage wall, And there I meet my pretty love As
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twilight shadows fall; I meet her there at close of day Beneath the li - lac
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to my heart, My Bonnie Jennie Lee.

tree,

And fond-ly clasp her

Copyright, 1881,8y W. F. SHAW.
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1. Oh, she is pret - ty, sweet and good, With sun - ny wav - ing
2. Her dain - ty, ti - ny lit - tle feet Trip light -ly to and
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hair, 'That falls in gold-en, gleams a -round Her love - ly face so
fro, Her love-ly checksand bud-ding lips Vie with the ro - ses
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fair. Her eyes they spar - kle like the stars, Her step i« ‘ight and
glow Her voice is like the whisp’ring wind, So soft it mes to
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free, Oh, who so hap-py all the day bon-nie Jennie Lee.
me, As’T meet her in the dew-y eve, My bon-nie Jennie Lec.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

My Heart to Thee is Singing.

SERENADE,
(Soro anp Duer.) Words and Music by J. P. SKELLY.
Moderato. —
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J Hark to my song, sweetlove of mme Look down in thy beauty on me;
Speakbuta Word one gen- tle word, And fill  me with hope and delight,
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Giveme a glance of love divine, And happv oh,bappy I will be.
Sing like the hap - py warbling bnd And answ’r my hcart s sweet song to-night.
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Come to the gate, wherelone-ly I wait, 'Tolove’ssweethope,I'm clinging; 'The
‘Whisper a -gain love’s tender re-frain, My soul to thee I'm flinging! Oht
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moon beams bright on me  to - mrrht ‘While my heart £ The thee issing - 111~T

share with me this hour of gle My heart to thee issing - ing.
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sing -ing, T'o Love’s sweet hope I'm clinging; The moon bcdmsblwht on me to-night, My
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heart to t]mo is sing- ing. Oh! hear love’s voicesringing, A mes - sageto thee
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bringing,  Oh! llst I pray, to love’ssweetlay, My heart to thee issing - ing.
Copyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS. ) :

]
No Sir! -
L}
‘Words and Music Arr. by A, M. WAKEFIELD. M
Allegretto con spirito. : y K
N N N
79 ] N N NN N T
7l _¢) IRl W I N i) I ;) H N s N N N JTTE® » @ o JNE 1T N &
8-A4 | r¥ 14 “, P N NN ] & 1 H <N ™ N [ NAY |
ST ¥ ¥ 1,1 | Bl d "v =' !dl-‘aJ "J' LJIV, 'd. i"lr
1. Tell me onething,tell me tru - ly, Tell me why youscornme so? Tell me why, when ask’d a question
Plu mosso
0. N
1/ 1 [ | N | DI\ N~
P N ~N—N | SO TR X IO W I MY [T g 8 &
[ fanY - N1 ) T g el @ el g ¥ & &
‘E 14 d Ty .] d ] I=‘ 7 rq . < .
al-ways an-swer no? No sir! no sir! no sirt
)
N 0
o | Y NCR K S AT
7 HRP™ B I N -2 N | N 2 - 9 4 N T e N NN f HANERAR A
| (40 P B N LN | INC-NLP™ P~ R B B (I B ™ ' g NEL JASELSN.Y ) o—o-o-1
Y b ’ Y 41 [} g hlCIP 5 W1 8o 1 7 hotlilnd [ )
7 t @ V—i ¢ 0 v
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to besure andanswerNo 1to all yousaidto me. No sirl no sir! no sir! no sir!
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No sir! no sirl no sir} no sir! no sir! no sir! no sir! no!

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING

MINSTRELS.

No Word of Welcome.

- SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS.

Music by THOS. P. WESTENDORF.
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know. I'm wea - ry and my heartis yearn - ing  For rest within my child-hood’s
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home. Oh!if Iknew they wouldforgive me, No more in sorrow would I roam.
CHORUS.
e ; 4 N
mﬁ‘}n?'gﬁ‘hnhfn P~ NN N Tl
D SN S A i IV SR N I AU NN S U S 1§ ]
S it g% 71 — Pa [ | )
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there no joy at my re- turn-ing? Will no one bid me welcome home?

2
The stars above are softly beaming
Upon the silent world below,
The night-wind’s moan among the branches,
I5 echoed by the brooklets flow.
Here once beside a loving mother,
ass’d the days in childish glee,
now 1’d give the world if only
One tender thought was spared for me.

snd
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This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.

Copyright, 1882, 8y W.F. SHAW.

3

Not e’en the faithful watch-dog knows me,
Tho’ oft together we have play’d;
There’s none to give a word of welcome,
Or heed the foolish one that strayed.
The village clock the hour is tolling,
Each tone it seems would bid me stay,
And yet I fear in lonely sadness,
That I, alas, must turn away.

i



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.
Now or Never :
[ ]
SONG AND CHORUS,
.
Words by Miss KATIE BELLE WICHMANN. Music by E. MACK.,
Allcgretto. .
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I will not wait un-til too late, Cu-pid may fly for-ev-er, My -~
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v heart is thine if thine be mine, Oh! tell me now or nev - er!” *
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She said: “Indeed; you seem assured

To win them is quite easy,
Weue you to fail, conceited man,
I believe that it would please me
T shall not fail, if you will say
Our two hearts shall not sever—
Yourself—a kiss—one little yes—
Then give me now or never!”

1

Copyright, 1874, by W. F. SHAW.

“If you would win me!” then she said,
“You'll catch me if you’re clever”

And off she sprang in merry haste,—
Just try it—now or never!”

Then in my arms I caught her close
And won them all together—

A kiss—a yes—my own sweet love,
For now and now forever!”

-
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.,

Oh, He’s the Lad for Me.

SCOTCH BALLAD.

Words and Music by Mrs. EMMA PITT.

A tAllegro.
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ca’s  mesweet and pret- ty, too, I win-na tell him nae, But
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am far a - way. 1
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my ain sweet bon-nie dell, An’ I'm a las - sie free, The
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fad  that kiss-es il - ka ane, Ts not the lad for me.
2. 3.
Brav ¢ Jamie, too’s a lover gay, I know a lovely, charming name,
An’ vow’d he would be mine, I eanna fear nae ill,
"Iis breath is sweet as new mown hay, My ain true love is now at hame,
His tocher too 1is fine. Ar’ joys my bosom fill.
2 ca’s my e’en sae bonnie blue, He clasp’d me to his loving breast
[ winna tell him nae, I winna tell him nae,
But ither lassies he will woo No ither lassie there he prest,
Soon as he turns away. Tho’ he was far away.
« 1 loe my ain sweet bonnie dell, I'loe my ain sweet bonnie dell,
Avn’ P’m a lassie free, Tho’ not a lassie free,
"The lad that Lisses ilka ane, The lad that kisses only ane,
Is not the lad for me. Oh, he’s the lad for me.

Copyright, 1879, by Mrs. EMMA PITT.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Only a Dream of my Mother.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Moderato with feeling. Words and Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.
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ness, Lin - ger and keep me from pain.
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no Thro’ all the long wea-ry night.

2.
Only a dream of my mother,
And the old home ever dear,

3.
Only a dream of my mother,
Only a dream, that is all;

- -

Wake me not for there’s no other
Answering memory’s call.

Let me gleep on, sweetly dreaming
That her dear arms round me twine,

With her dear eyes on me beaming,
Speaking love ever divine.

Coming my sad tears to smother,
Coming my sad heart to cheer.

Calling back days gone forever,
‘When I was close by her side;

Will they return to me never ?
Long for their coming I’ve sighed.

-
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Orange Biossoms.

; : WALTZ SONG.

Words by ChO M. VICKERS. (For SoprANO OR TENOR.) Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
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love has f ﬂown, 1 bear my grief  a - a- lone. Theblossoms Iwreath’d a- bout my
buds so fair, Guard well, and guard with care H The blossoms T wreath’da-bout my
™ dim. 2

. Imft
N

@ﬁﬂty:tbs’:@:ﬁ@:qtf

brow, Tho beauti - ful once are fad - ed now. h! Ah1! false,
brow, Tho’ beauti - ful once are fad - ed now. .
ad lib.
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false was he, Poor!l poor ! poor, fool - ish me
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Ah! Ah! false was he, Poor! poor! fool - ish me.
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'J False was he, false was he, Ah! false was he.
f riten.  ad lib. atempo
— .
a cres. PPV R ol - o AP SO
7.2 1 Py o | 1 1 T F el o @ 7T [ =
S Y ] ol FHg "~ 7172 " |1 U I ! . hll B8 i /A i
. @@* L B A N 1 o I Lo . _J [ P H ]
i —— 7 7"
J fool - ish me. fool - ish me. Ah! poor fool - ish me

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 50 cts.



SUNG BY

Our Cot in

SONG AND CHORUS.

Poetry by GEO. M. VICKERS.

LEADING MINSTRELS.

Tennessee.

Music by W, F, SUDDS.

Moderato.
0 # N N Ny N
P NN T o | T F— —N
S S N N N R AT — - i 7 - — X p i —f
3 —e | —eo T N g A O ML A M |
Sy 3 w4 I - A4 oty ——*© L= I
by - i o
1, Tho' low-lyborn and once aslave, The world since then has smil'd on me; And
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yet I can - not help but crave My ear - ly childhood’sscenestosec. I stood be -
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peath theroof to - day Whereoft in hap - py daysgoneby, SweethoursI've
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spent  in child-ish play, Whendearandlov - ing forms were nigh.
CHORUS.
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But oh, howchanged the dear old home, It seems nomore the
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same tome, Forthose Ilove now dis- tantroam,Far from our cotin Ten-nes - see.
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The dearold cot, Thedearold cot, Thedearold cot in Ten - nes-see!
-

2.
Oft have I seen my home in dreams,
Just as [ saw it years ago, [beams
When ’neath the Southern sun’s warm
I watch’d the river’s gentle flow.
Then sadly would T w: lk(, to know
"Twas but a faney, brief and vain,
Until at last I longed to go

And see our far-off cot again.

3.
Where once the merry song was sung,
Now only weary silence reigns;
The banjo hanrrs untouch’d, unstrung,
And dreary g (rloom alone remains.
I tried, bus could no longer stay
Where none remain’d to welcome me,
And with a sigh I turned away
From all T loved in Tennessee.

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSIRELS.

Over the Garden Wall.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by HARRY HUNTER. Music hy G, B . FOX.

. Oh,my love stood un-der the wal - nut tree, O-ver the gar - den wall, She

2. But her fa - ther stamped,and her fathervaved, O - ver the gar - den  wall. And
3. Oneday I jumped downon the oth - er side, O - ver the gar - (Ion wall, And
4. But where there’s o will,there’salwaysaway,  O-ver the gar - den wall. There's

whisper’d and said she’d be true  to  me, O - ver the gar-den  wall,  She'd

like an old  mad - man he  be-haved, O -ver the gar -den wall, Hhe
she brave-ly promised to  be  my bride, O - ver the gar-den  wall, But
al-ways  a night.as well as a  day, O -ver the gar-den  wall, We

beau-ti - ful eyes, and beauti - ful hair, She wasnotvery tall, so she stood on a chair, And
made a boquet of 1o - sesred, Butim-me-di-ate-ly I popped up my head. e
she seream’d in a fright, <“Here's tather, quick, I have an impression he’s bringing a stick,” But

hadn’t much money, but weddings are cheap, So while the old fellow w

noring asleep, With
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man-y  a time have 1 kissed herthere, O - ver the gar-den wall.
gave me  a buck-et of wa-terin-stead, O - ver the gar-den wall,
I brought the im- pres-sion  ofhalf a brick, O - ver the gar - den wall.
a lad and o Jad-der she managedtocreep. O - ver the gar - den wall.
Crorus.
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O-ver the gar- den  wall, The  sweet-est girl of all, There
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nev - er were yet, such eyes  of jet, And you may bet, T nev-er for get. The
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night  our lips  in  kiss - es met, O - ver the gar - den - wall
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS. S

Pass Us Not By.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. Music by ALICE HAWTHORNE.
Moderato.
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1. Kind stran - ger,show pi- ty, the night is at hand, Andpoor lit- tlc sis-ter no
2. Ah, once in a home that was hap- pyand fair, We knew thesweet blissof a
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lon - ger can st nd,W’e re fainting with hun-ger, oh, hark toour ecry! Heed,

kind moth-er's care; Un-seen was a tear, and un - heard wasa  sigh, And
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heed us in mer-cy. nor leaveus to die. A - lone in the world with no
peace- ful the days and the monthsglid-ed by; But fa-ther and moth-er are
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u moth er, no home, Ah, two friendless children in  sor-row we roam: The
now in the grave, And help-less the dan-gers of  life must we brave; Kind
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dark clouds are gath’ring a - bove in the sky, For love of thydearones, oh,
stran- ger,give something,for hard is our way, Andhceav-en willbless you, oh,
CHORUS.
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pass us not by! A - lone in theworldwmhno moth- er, no home, Oh,
help us, we pray!

D¢ 1N A N N N
i Y —— N [ N—— IS T— A
.o y R A I g ! N S e IR DO Y AT R ) P
[ 7anY | v —g—* ¥ N o —

1P} v hed oS @ g VT
51 ” : - * NS4 v
two friendless children in  sor-row we roam; The dark cloudsare gath’ring a -
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bove in the sky Tor love of  thy dear ones, oh, pass us not by.

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADPING MINSTRELS.

The Patter of the Shingle.

comic SONG AND CHORUS.

By THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. When the angry passion gath’ring in my mother’s face I see, And she takes me to the bed-room,
2. Inasudden mtc;rmlssxon that appears my only chance Ihay “smke gently, mother,or you’ll
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lays me on her knee, Then I know that I will catch it, and my flesh in fancy itches As I
split my sunday pants:” She stops a moment, draws her breath, the shingle holds aloft As she
)
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lis-ten to the pat-ter of the shingle on my breeches. Ev-ry tinkle of the shingle hasan
says ‘I had not thought of that,my son Just take them off.” Holy Moses and the angelslook in

0.
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ech-o0 and asting Anda thousand burmnwfanmes mto active be-ing spring, And a
pity-ing glancesdown,And  thou, O family doctox P good soft poultice on, And may
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thousand bees and hornets neath my coat-tail seem to swarm; Aslisten to the patter of the
I with feols and dunces ever-lastingly commingle, If 1 ev-ersay a word again when
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shingle, oh, so warm. Oh,the patter of theshingle has no music for me now, It has
mother wields the shingle. Oh,the patter of the shimgle still isringing in my ears, ‘On my
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left me feeling queerly, I can scarcely tell you how; But it broke my haughty spirit; left me
cheeks are dried up ridges that were once my boyish tears; If my mother'd only spank me as she
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ea - te command ; I was once quite fond of sitting, new I much prefer testand.
encednd with her hand T could then sit down with comfort, new I much pref~_ o stand.

Copyright, 1881, 8y W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be"mailed, Post-pa1d, on receipt of 40 ets.



Picki® on a Harp.

JUBILEE SONG WITH CHORUS.

Moderato. Words and Music By THOMAS P. \VEQTENDORF
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1. I'se gwine to  jine dat hap by throng, Pick-in’ on a  harp,
2. De Mef - o - dis an’ .Bap - tis 100, Pick-in" on &  Larp,
3. Be- fore we 20 we'll pass de hat, Pick-in’ on 4 harp,
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_P}ck-m on a harp, T's gwine to sing  dat lub - ly song,
Pick-in” on a harp, Am wait - in” dar for me and you,
Pick-in’ on a harp, An’ den well know jes where we're at,
~ N N A
N N
o e N e
O——F—F—7 |9 — - o — ¢
e/
Pick-in” on  a harp wid de gold - en strings. Come sis- ters all Tl
Pick-in” on  a harp wid de gold - en strings. Don’t be so ag - gra-
Pick-in’ on a harp wid de gold - en strings. If you don’t gib your
. —
o — o o——J s—a |

» ».
® LA
7,

Bl @ o
=

: PN M— ——] /
e

aﬁ?

meet you _ dar, Pick-in’” on a harp, Pick-in’ on a harp, We'll
va - tin’  slow, Pick-in’ on 4 harp, Pick-in’ on a harp, You
nwon - ey free, Pick-in” on a harp, Pick-in’ on a harp, My
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leab de ban - jo  an’ gui - tar, Pick-in’ on aharp wid de gold - en strings.
neb - ber will be fixed to  go, Pick-in’ on aharp widde gold-en strings.
brud-der you will neb-ber be Pick-in’ on aharp wid de gold - en strings.
CHORUS.
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Oh! bal - le - lu-jah!- Oh! hal - le - lu- jah! Oh! hal - le-
i
o N | J— N ‘ A2 ~
P A — S R ~N NN N R
7 SO S Juy S U N SO\ W VR T . S WO | — ' | B R
P e N NN TN Ny I _—" ) | WS- i
@ 4 4 7} o o o o & o @ L il b ¥«
(¥

- =
lu - iah¥Glo -ry! Pick-in’ on a harp wid de gold - en strings, gold- enstrings.

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

“Man that is married to woman is of many days and full of trouble. In the morning he draws his salary and in
the evening behold it is all gone. It is as a tale that is told, it vanisheth and no one knoweth whither it goeth, He ris-
eth up clothed in chilly garments of the night and seeketh the paregoric bottle, wherewith to heal the colicky bowels
of his offspring. He spendeth his \hn_cl\cls in the purchase of fine linen and purplL to cover the bosom of his family—
vet he himself is seen at the gates of the city with one suspender,  He cometh forth for a flower and is cut down.
There 1s hope for a tree when it is cut down that the tender shoots thereof will sprout again, but man goeth to his
home and what is he then? %eal he is altogether wretched.” —(NASHVILLE BANNER.)

The Poor Married Man.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by ]A.\'I}'?h' KELLY. Muisc by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.

1. You may tell of the joys of thesweet honey-moon, I'll a-gree they are nice while they
2. He worksallthe day and he tries to be gay, For - get-ting his wor - ry and
3. When he goes tohis bed and hispoor tired head ITe lays on theedge of the
4. From his mother-in-Jaw he getsnothingbut jaw, No mat- ter how hard he may

last, Butin most ev’ry case they are  o-ver too soon, And arc counted as things of the
care, He whistles it downashe  goes thro’ the town, Tho” his heart may be iu]lot de-
rail, Then the colic and croup makes him j jump up and whoop Like a dog with a can to his
try To  keep herin trimn, for she’ll light into him, And all of his wishes de -
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past, The trou-bles andttmls arc sureto he-gin. Tho’  you may do all that you

spair, For hisvery last cent must be paid out for 1(>nt While at home there is Mollié and
tail. He must rock, he must walk, he must sing, he must mlk He must run for the water and
fy, He'sa tool and a 1)1111(’ and he nev-er can suit, Tho’ hie does just the best that he

can, You'll wish you were out of the clatter and din That follows the poor married man.
Dan, Both crying for shoes,and it gives him the blues To think he's a poor married man.
fan, e must bounce, he must leap, he must do without sleep, If e is o poor married man.
can, He had better be dead, for it then could besaid, He’s atrest now, the poor married man.
C JHORUS.
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With the trou-ble and fuss, the rack - et and muss, His face has grown haggard and

wan, Youcan tell by hisclothes, where ever he goeg, That hie is a poor mluuul man.
Copyright, 1881, by 117 K. SIAT
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SUNG BY LEAPING MINSTRELS.

The Pretty Little Cottage in the Meadow.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Moderato. Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDPORF.
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¢ 1. There’sa pretty lit- tle cottage in the mead - ow N ear]y lud beneath the roses on its
2. Near that pretty lit- tle cottage in the mead - ow,Many happy hours I've lingered by her
8. To that pretty lit-tle cottage in the mead - ow, 1 am going when the roges bloom a-
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walls; As it stands a-mid the qui-et cool-ing shad - ow,’Tismere
side; And to- geth-er we have watched the fleeting shad - ow, Asthe
gain; And Tl sit me in the qui-et cool-ing  shad - ow,Whereso

precious to my heart than prlncely halls For there dwd]s within its ﬂower ld den
sunlight chased it o’er the meadow wide; There we whispered words so full of magic

. oft-en in the past I’ve hap-py been. Day by day I find my heart still growing
Db o A—h , F
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por - tal, A maid - en, fair - er, dear - er, sweet-er far Than was
pow - er, Thattheytwined a- bout ourhearts a dreamlike spell, And I
light - er, And the sky a-bovemy head it seemsmore fair, And I
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ev-er an-y oth-erearthly mor - tal, Oh,she is to me my life, my guiding star.
learned to love my pretty little flow - er, Bet-ter far than lips Jike mine can ever tell.

know that coming days will be much brighter, For I'll surely see my littlc darling there.
CHORUS.

Oh, that pretty little cottage in the meadow, Holds a charm for me within its precious walls; Asit
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stands beneath the quiet cooling shadow, That is dearer than is found in prineely halls.

Copyright, 1880, 8y W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Ring Dem Charmin’ Bells.

JUBILEE SONG AND CHORUS.

By GEORGE W. JONES.

Moderato. J\
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1. Oh, sin-ner! don’ttake yo’ time Dars a road we all must
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clime. Hits a 7road full er faint - in’ spells. De way mightylong, But
~ CHORUS. f
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soul get stxong W’ulshe year dem charmin’ bells! Oh, sing, my soul! Oh,
%—Fﬁ- e
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J ring  en roll!. Ring - a dem charm-in’ bells!  Oh, sing, myj soul’ Oh,
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ring en roll! Ring- a dem charm - in’  bells!
. ( 4.
De road mighty full er dus’, Wen de night get dark en col’,
But sinner kin squench his thus’ En yo’ year dat Jerdun roll’,
By drinkin’ fam de Jacob wells: Dat de place whar John befels;
En de soul get strong Oh, soul, get strong
‘W’en she year dat song,— En sing dat song.
Oh, ring dem charmin’ bells! Ob, ring dem chalmm bells!
3.
Oh, sufferin’ sinner, rise— My T.ord he done unroll
Lif” up dem ’umble eyes— Dat shinin’ clof” uv’ gol’,
Lissen w’at de Speret tells: En de heav’ns dey sinks and swells!
Oh, do get strong Oh, soul, sing strong!
En sing dat song,— Des shout dat song,—
I year dem charmin’ bells! Oh, ring dem charmin’ bells!

Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
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Robin, They Tell Me You're Going Away.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by THOS. P. WESTENDOREF.
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O Robin, they tell me you're guiug  a - way, Aud you've come now to bid me good-bye: I can

voumade? Can I trust that your heart will be true? Will you
and lace; There’ll besmiles that will beam for your sake;  And

1.
2,  Willvouever  re-member the promis
3. There'll ba others that's fairer, in  sat-in
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read ev - 'ry word that your dear lips would say, By the dim light that beams from your eye. Your
think of  the sweet, ten-der words you hav id To the girl that would die, love, for yau? My
maybe, dear Rob-in, some pretty girl’sfuce  Will cause you yourprom -ise to  break. Per-
0
Z ta -
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face looksso sad,not asmilecan I sce, You al-wayswerehap-py be- fore; O
life will be lone-ly whenyouare a-way, I'll long for your pres-ence in  vain; And I'll
haps you'll for-get me, O say you will not! VIl try be -lieve you arc true; And 'l

tell me, dear Robin, how longwill it be? Do youthink you will gome an-y ?
pray for  the com-ing of thathap - py day When I hope you'li be  with  me - gain,
comeev - ‘ry nightto  this dear §it - tle spot,  And dream, my dear Rob - in, of you.

CHORUS: .
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O Rob-in, they tell me yon're go-ing a - way; 1 nev-er may see you a = gain;— But my

heart will go with you where-ev-er you stray; Justastrue as it ev - er has been.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

The Rosebuds are Sweetest in May.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Wor.s by NELLIE R. CHASE, Music by THOS. P. WESTENDORF.
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1. The rosebuds arc sweetest in may, you know, When they’re just putting forth from the
2. 8o our darling must pass froma babeto a lass, Asihebudte a blos-som must
3. Oh! beau-ti-ful child withblue eyes so mlld And brightsunny ring-lets of
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stem, And that is the reason we love them so, And cherish each bright little
CTOW, If we always should stray mid the roses of M‘ty, We’'d weary of flowers,you

gold, With damty soft cheeks could your lips only speak, What charm would your lisping un-
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gem; The dew-drops so clear only wait for us here, Beneath the cool light of the

know So the June time must come with its music and hum Butevenits brlghtneq@ is
fold; Have the Angelsof love sent thee down from above, From beautiful regions of
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dzm n, In a weelittle while comes the sun with a smile, And then all their beauty is gone.
lost, When blighting and chill comes the Winter time still, To change with its glittering frost.
hght To show us that life with it sorrow and strife, Hath days that are sunny and bright.
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glad baby days bring life’s sunniest rays As the rosebuds are sweetest in May.
Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be maiied, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



Rose Leaves.

WALTZ SONG.

COMPANION TO

ORANGE BLOSSOMS

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS. ' Music by ADAM GEIBEL.
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The sweetest flowers that bloom, they say, At last must wither and fade away; The
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rose yougave me for my hair, W fts fragrant, fresh, of beau ty rare,And tho’ its
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you and me. Joys of days, of days that used to be;



SUN& BY LEADING MINSTRELS.
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gathered its 1eaves in the win - ter chill, And for one that Tlove,dol keep them still.
cres. piu mosso. o cres. O

93 r72 3 Py 2 -'6- :
PPN =y PN o F l:
27 - » [l et H [ i ) X
o——p— e X —— I =
ST i ll_‘._[_r_r ! H i M 1 1 H

|
Ah! yes, I keep themstill; Ah! yes, I keep them still.
Copyright, 1882, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receint of 50 cts.

Somebody.

SONG.

Larghettoame esswne. G. LANG.
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My heart  is sair, I dare na tell, My heart is sair, for some-bod-y, I (‘ould wake a
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5 win - ter night, For the sake of some -bod-y, Oht hon, forsome - bod - y!
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h! hey, forsome-bod-y! I wouldrange the worlda round, For the sake of some - bod-y,
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keep  him free, And send mesafe my some - bod-y.  Oh!

“ ritard. ~

= ~ ~ N _“':t [ ‘A;k' 9. N
e P AR S e e i
H T g N e——8 h d —NL’/‘—.
e e e S N

Oh!  heyl forsome- bod-y! I wadgae whereI wad not, For the sake of some-bod -y.
Copyright, 1898, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed,Post-paid, on receipt of 30 cts



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Some Day.

SONG. ‘
Werds by HUGH CONWAY. Music by MILT®N WELLINGS.
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1. I know notwhen the day shall be, I know not when our eyes may

2. I know not are you far or ncar, Or arec youdead, or 1if you
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meet, What wel-comeyou may give to me, Or will your wordsbesad or
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gray, The world is wide,but, Love,at  last, Our hands,our hearts, must meet some
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see, And ev-’rycloud ‘shallroll a - way Thatdarkens love ’twixtyouand
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day. Some day, some day, some day * shall meet yon,
me.
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. Love, I knownot when or how, Love, I know not when or how;
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On - ly this, on - ly this, this, that once you loved me,
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On-1ly this, 1 loveyou now, I love you now, I love you now.

H~A——4—J—-o——ﬂ-f~.—~~‘— % s e N
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SUNG BY LEADING

MINSTRELS.

Some Day I'll Wander Back Again.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Weords by ARTHUR W. FRENCH.
Con express.

by A

Music by WILLIAM A. HUNTLEY.
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hum - ble eet will shel-ter me, From ev- 'rycare and pain, And
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. 'l wan - der back, yes, back a - gain, ‘Where child - hood’s home may
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be, For mem - o - ry insweetre - frain, Still sings itspraiseto me.

2.

Some day I'll wander back again,
To scenes so dear to me,

Where life sweet infancies refrain,
Beside a mother’s knee,

T'o live once more the golden hour
Of joyous merry play,

No thorns, but only sweetest flowers,
There in life’s merry way.

3.
Some day I'll wander back again,
To hearts so kind and true,
Whose gcn*le faces still remain
In mem’rie’s cherished view.
No more my wayward feet shall roam
Life’s troubled pathway o’er,
But in,the life and love of home,
I’ll rest me evermore.

Copyright, 1879, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 cts.



Moderato espressivo.

SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Some One Will Miss Me While | Am Away. -

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.
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ow pleasant it is to have some one to love us, To think of us kindly where ever we go, It
. I fancy I hear some one tenderly sighing, And wishing I soon would return to their side, The
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akesthe world brighter like heaven
rose of affection half scatter'd and lying,
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above us, It makes our hearts lighter in pleasure or woe,I'm
Around her as if hope and faith both had died. The
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going away from the hearts that I cherish, To wander 'mid strangers each long weary day, Tho’
thought makes me sad,for I know I must leave them, My heart willbe lonely where ever Lstray,

And
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long I shall linger, all love will not perish, For some one will miss me while Iam away.
surely my absence will tenderly grieve them, For come one will miss me while Iam away.

HORUS.
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A 4

Some one will miss me,assad-ly 1 wander, Yes,some onz will think of me each lonely day,

Kind happy heartsin their anguish may ponder, For some one will miss me while [ am away.

I hope in their dreams I may be a bright vision,
That comes to sad hearts in the long weary night,
To be ’'mong the number in brightest elysian,
For dreams to sad hearts are the purest delight.

I’ll miss the old home and my friends loving hearted,

T’ll think of them often where ever I stray,
My heart will be sad when I know we are parted,
For some one will miss me while I am away.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.

Copyright, 1878, &y W. F. SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Sweet Days Gone By.

. SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by SAMUEL CALLEN. Music by JOHN S. COX.
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. There ishope in th(, sweet by- and -by, Aswe'renearing to llfe sother shore, Yetthe
‘3 Still in fan - cy wesee theold cot, Likethe i - vy thatround itdid cling, We still
3. There to-night by the fire’s cheerful blaze, An old Pil- grim sits watching its glow,To a
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heart oftwillturn witha sigh, To a vis - ion of daysthatare o'er, How fond
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N - R
i p—— ’ N ‘\' P. N ‘\’k—l\’-l—‘_"_‘*—h_—B’F
e s —4~+—h——4——~f\|¢4—~oﬁdﬁ-ﬁ;-_++—4—-—1r-H+‘
i ~ o
mem - vy will bring back a - gain, Man y scenes thatour ¢ h]ldhood pass’d by, The old
- roof  a-gedformswe be-lhold, As tliey both near the cheering fire sit by, In the
brow time has writ-ten his page, And théir voi- ces are fec - ble and low, Stillto.
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J home, meadow,brook,and thc Iane, In tho time of thesweet days gone by, Oh! how
days when they loved asof  old, In thetime of thesweetdays goneby. Oh! how
weth - er they oft will en - gage, In thesto - rv of sweet (la_yvrone by. Oh!how
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thieme with the heart nev - er old, Is thesto - ry  ofsweet days gone by.
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theme with the heartnev-er old, Is thesto - 1y of sweet days gone by.

Copyright, 1877, by FOHN. 5. COX.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Take me Back to Home and Mother.

SONG AND CHORUS. .

Words by ARTHUR W. FRENCH. Music by WILLIAM A. HUNTLEY.
CON espress.
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1. Take me back to home and moth - er, I am weary wand'ring here,
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There can never bc an - oth - er Spot onearth thatis so  dear.
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‘Tho’ Iroam’ m1d scenesof splen - dor, Yet my heartis fill'd with pain,
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And a longingsad and ten - der, Whispers takemeback a - gain,

CHORUS.
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Take me back to homeand moth - er, For my heart is filI'd with

&~ o

v

pain. Take me b‘\ck to home and moth-er, ()n ly tdke me backa - gain.

2. 3.

Take me back to home and mother, |® Take me back to home and mother, ~

To the happy scenes of yore, Gentle words will greet me there,
Friends of childhood, sister, brother, | For on earth there is no otlier

Long to welcome me once more. Kindness like a mother’s care.
I can hear their voices ringing, Life is but a dream of pleasure,

In sweet memory’s refrain— Sweetest hours must turn to pain,
To the past my heart is clinging, Home is all T have to treasuve,

Only take me back again. Only take me back again.

Entered according to act of Congvess, in the year 1875, by CORY BROS., in the office of the Librarian of
Congress at Washington, D. C.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Postpaid, on receipt of 40 ots.
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That Won't Keep a Wife and Baby.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words by HARRY ANGELO.
[aN.d

Music by E. MACK.
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J 1. Now tongue and cheek is  ev - 'ry- thing, To keep the mill a-
2. Our  of - fice hold - ers talk and say, (To keep a sit - u-
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go- ing, And as I too am in the ring, Tl sing of thingsweorth
a - tion,) If we but let them have their way They'lldo right for our
¥ fa - ces, 'Cause they lik(, men, can’t fly their kites, And fill our pub - lic
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.know - ing,—The world goes round, turns up side down, And on our heads we

na - tion; But that’s play’d out, someyears a - bout, Its for their pock - ets
pla - ces; They want to vote, wear pantsand coat, Andshave like men too
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may be, 'Cause talk is cheap, but thatwon’tkeLp A wife and ht tle  ba- by.
they be, And talk is cheap, but thatwon'tkeep A wife and lit-tle ba- by.
may be, ’Cause talk is cheap, but that won'tkeep A wife and lit - tle  ba- by.
CHORUS.
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talk is cheap, but that won’t keep A wife and lit - tle ba - by.
5.

4.
Folks, by the nose Dan  r'ashion leads,
Throughout this world of sinners,
‘Whilst numerous pocket-books she bleeds
To pay for high-ton’d dinners.
In furbelees, our belles and beaux.
Must fix themselves and gay be,
’Cause show is cheap, but that won’t keep
A wife and little baby.

It's not a sign a man’s a horse
Tho’ he’s born in a stable;

Nor is it, when his clothes look coarse
There’s nothing on his table;

It’s not a sign a barking dog
A biter is, or may be

"Cause talk is cheap, but that won’t keep
A wife and little baby.

€opyright, 1880, by W. F. SHAW.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or

will be mailed, Post-paid, o: receipt of80 ots.
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That Young Man Across the Way.

SONG AND CHORUS. ' »

Words by Miss KATIE BELLY WICHMANN. Music by E. MACK.
X Morlcl ato scherze.
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day, Therehe is, withrougish glances, Watching me  a-cross the  way.
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1&9 — 580 ]et hlm btdl e,I do not care, 1 shall not go a - way; Young
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men who live a - cross the street, Must  look a-cross the  way.
men who live a - cross the strect, Must  look a-cross the  way.

He has brown hair, dark and waving,|- From the other side, one ev’ning,
And his eyes, I think, are gray; To eur door he found his way;
But I know, whate’er their color, After that, twas very often
Often do they look this way. That he came across the way.
And oue tender, twilight eve'ning, And while sitting by our window,
Pm quite sure that he did this,— There was much he made me say,
Just betore I left the window, And, *mong other things, I promised
Unto me he threw a kiss, That I’d live across the way.

Enterved according to Aet q/' Congress, in the year 1874, by W. [, SHAW, in the office of the Libravian of
Congn\s at Waskington, D. C.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



» SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS

There’s no Baby Face in the Cradle.

¢
SONG AND CHORUS.
o With expr&?sian. Words and Music by THOS. P, WESTENDORF.
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1. There¢’'sno  ba - by face in the cra-dle, There’s no  ro - sy lips now to
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kiss; There’sno lit-tle voice call-ing pa-pa, And, oh!lhowmy dar-ling 1
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niss. The sun-shine of life hasbeen clouded,
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fled, With grief hasmy joy been enshrouded,  I'm weeping,for ba - by is dead.
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There’sno ba-by face in the cra-dle, No more will that dear golden head Be
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laid on the soft down-y pil-low, My beau - ti - ful dar - ling is dead.
2.

No more will the hands of my darling
Be lifted in innocent glee;
To wave out a sweet baby welcome,
To make home so precious to me;
Where angels of glory assemble,
Our loved one, our darling awaits;
The smile that is gone from the cradle
v Now beams thro’ the beautiful gates.

Copyright, 1881, by W, F. SHAW,

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed. Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ets.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Turnham Toll.

SONG. '

Words by FRED. E, WEATHERLY, A Music by MILTON WELLINGS,
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1. “Now whereare you go - ing so ear - ly this morning? Now whereare yougo-ing so ear - ly? said he; He
2. There’s rid-ing and driv- ing to mar - ket, this morning, Therg’s riding, and driving from near and from far, But
3. Theday’s growing lat-er, the cool shadows thick-en, The lit - tle cart stands in the grass by the way; And *

reten. N N a tempo.
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peep’d at her  lit - tle face un -der the awn-ing,“I'm go - ing to mar - ket, to mar- ket,”” said she, “But
no lit-tle face looks from un-der the awn-ing, And no - bo- dy stands to take toll at  the bar, The
un-derthe tilt are the but-terandchicken, But oh! ’tis too late for the mar - ket to- day. But

toll  youmust pay for pass - ing this way.” *‘And what is the toll,mas-ter Toll-keeper, pray?’” <O
door’s _o- pen wide,but no one’s in-side, And the dog finds it lone-ly athome to be tied, The
two hap-py souls eachthe oth - er con-doles. That life’s something better than mar-kets and tolls! O,
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two-penceto  pay, two-penceto pay, I'wo-pence the toll is  for pass- ing this way,
clock ticks a- way, what does it say?“Not man-y two-penc-es tak - en to- day, “The
hap - py are they roam-ing a« way. Tho’me’er a two-pence is tak - en to - day,

| 1 & 2 verses. ~ |
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Two-pence to pay, two-penceto pay, Two.pence the toll is, for pass- ing this way,”
clock ticks a - way, what does it- say? “Not man - y two-pen-ces tak - en to- day.”
Hap - py are they roam- ing a - way,

| 8rd verse. NN
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Tho’ne’er a two-pence is tak - en to-day!Tho’ne’er a two-pence is tak - en to - day! L

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be meiled, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ots.



! SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Under the Roof-tree.

¢
SONG AND CHORUS.
Words by MARY E. KAIL. Music by W. F. SUDDS.
Slowly.
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1. Un-der theroof-tree we gath-er  to-day, Brothers and sis- ters from homes far away ;
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Child-ren are with us, and fa-ther is here, In the old home,in the old home so dear.

FANE.4 N 4

S e e Eee

Changed is the homestead, but mem’ry is bright, Bringing back scenes so long faded from sight.
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B Scenes when we gathered hope’s blossoming flowers, Fresh from the garden of life’s morning
[hours.

CHORUS,
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Un- der the roof-tree we gath-er to-day, Broth-ers and sis- ters from homes far away,
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Child-ren are with us, and fath - er is here, In theold homestead so dear,so dear.

w

2,
Though we are happy yet still we must weep,
Weep for the lov’d ones who silently sleep;
Sleep where the marble is chilling and gray;
O, precious lov’d ones! we'miss you to-day.
Father is standing so near to the shore,
Mother is waiting to welcome him o’er,
Thus comes the question 'mid throbbings of pain,
Shall we all meet in the old home again?

Copyright, 1881, by W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



Waiting in the Rain,

SONG AND CHORUS.

LEADING MINSTRELS.

Words by GEO. M. VICKERS.

Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1.1 Ishould live a  hundred years 1  nev - er could for - get, The
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time when wait - ing for my beau, That I got seak - ing wet; He
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promised sure to meet me where The path ran thro’ the grain, But
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while 1T  wait - ed pa- tient-ly Downcame a drenching rain, Ah! N
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nev-er, nev-er-more will T so foolish be, As the time that Istood waiting in the rain.

2.
At last I tried to go away
To seek some shelter near,
Impress’d that Mister So and So
Was acting very queer,
When up there drove a gallant youth
Who said he’d left my swain
Beneath a shed, far down the road,
A gazing at the rain: Ah!

3.
The young man in the buggy smiled,
And I was smiling too,
When at his side I took a seat,
Then down the road we flew;
We passed by poor old So and So,
Mis yells they were in vain,
And thus T won a lover true,
While waiting in the rain: Ah!

Copyright, 1882, by W, B, SHAW.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

A Warrior Bold.

' SONG.
Words by EDWIN THOMAS. Music by STEPHEN ADAMS.
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1. In days of old, when knights were bold, And barons held their sway. A
2, 8o this brave kmo*ht in ar - morbright, Wentgayly to the fray; He
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war-rior bold, with spurs of gold, Sang merri - ty  his  lay, Sang mer-ri - ly  his
fought the fight,but ere the night, His soul had passed a- way,  His soul had passed a-

lay: My love is young and fair, My love hath gold - en hair, And

way. The plighted ring he wore Wascrushedz and wet with gore, Yet
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eyes so blue, and heart so true, Thatnone with her compare.  So whatcarel,  tho’
ere hedied, hebrave-ly crxed I'vekept the vow I swore. So whatcarel, tho’
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death be nigh, TII 1live for love or die, So what care 1, tho’
death be nigh, I'vefought for love, and die, So what care I, tho’
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death benigh, I'll live for love or die. death be nigh,  I've fought forlove, T've
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fought for love, I've fought forlove, For love, for love I die.

This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 30 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRlELS.

~ Will 1 Meet My Angel Mother?

SONG AND CHORUS.

Andante eon Aﬁ'eﬂ/) Words and Music by THOMAS P. WESTENDORF.
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1. Will I meet my an-gel moth - er In  her home beyond the skies?
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Will I see the love-light beam - ing  From her ten-der, lov -ing eyes‘?
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WllI she know mewhen I meet her? For I'mchangedso sad— Iy now;
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J Will she see her fairhaired dar- lmg In thls old and wrlnkled brow?
CHorus.
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. Will Imeetmyangel moth - er In herhomebeyond the skies?
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v Will I seethelove-light beam - ing From her tender, loving eyes?
2. 3.
When the bells of heaven ringing All the years of sin and sorrow
‘Wake the angel songs again, That I've suffer’d since she died,
For the wanderer returning ‘Would be vanished with the morrow,
From the path of sin and pain; Could I stand by mother’s side;
Will I see my mother waiting? Could I feel that hand so gentle,
Oh! my heart would throb so wild, Smoothing back these locks of gray,
If she’d press me to her bosom, As it did when they were golden,
As she did when but a child. I would not be sad to-day.

) Copyright, 1881, 8y W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ots.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Why did the Angels take Mama Away?

SONG AND CHORUS.

Words and Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDG.
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; 1. Why did the angels take Mama a - way, Leaving me here in my sorrow to pine,
2. Why did the angels take Mama a - way? Were therenot an%els enough in the sky?

3. Why did the angels take Mama a - way, Leaving her child here so helpless below?
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Clouding my life that was once bright as May, Taking the love of my mother di - vine?
Why did they leave me alone here to stay, Helpless and needy and ready to die? [know.
Could they not spare her awhile here to stay? Then naught but joy my poor heart then would
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‘Weary Iwander in searchof afriend, Seeking a shel-ter to cov-er my head,
Wh{r don’t the angels come take me there too ? Mother would open the beauti-fu{ gates:
‘Will not the angels give place there forme? Can I not go home with dear mother too?
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No one to help me my life to defend, Sometimes I al-most could wish I were dead.
"T'was she thatlov’d me so fondly and true, Now gone to heaven where happiness waits.

I am so wea-ry and longto be free, Angels,come take me to mother so true.
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‘Why did the angels take Ma-ma a- way,Leaving me here in my sor-rew to pine,
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Clouding my life that was once bright as May, Leaving me here only sorrow is mine?

Copyright, 1880, 8y W. F. SHAW.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be miled, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 ota.



SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Yes Sir!

SONG.

Words by W. M. HADINGE.

Music by A. M. WAKEFIELD.
Allegretto con spirito.
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1. When the ship went o’er the wa-ters, Ah | butthen myheart wassad; 1 wasone of mac-y daughters, And I
3. Quoth the Squire in an-ger, Tru- ly! So you mock me then,youdo? And 1 spoke my answer du - ly, Say-ing

1. a tempo. Pt 0.
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sail - or lad. Said my moth-er to me af-ter,"“If the Squirehissuit should press, Dry yow
on- ly, Yes sir,too; Would you dis « 0 - bey your mother? Yes, I  said, norlaugh’d theless: Tell me
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eyes and call up laugh-ter, And be Sure to an-swerYes! " Dry youreyesand call uplaugh- ter, And  be
do youlove an - o - ther? Yessir, yes sir, yes sir, yes! Tell me do youlove an- o - ther? Yes sir,
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sure to an-swer Yes! 2. Came the Squiresoshy and sure-ly, Came ene morning to thestrand, And the
yes sir, yes sir, yes! And the, Gofo .@. Jor finish of 8d verse.
a tempo.
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birds sang blithe and early, Sang o’er sea and sang ¢’erland. Said the Squire in awkward fashion, “Would it
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vex you, now con-fess, If Ishould de-chare my pas-sion?”’ And Ilaugh’d and answer’d,“Yes: It |}
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should de-claremy pas-sion?” AndIlaugh’dandanswer’d, Yes.
a tempo.
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And Ilaugh’d the an-swer bid- den, And was true,

birds sang leaf-y hid-den, Sango’er

field and merning sea, sweet heart, to thee !

This Complete Song to be nad of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 35 cts.
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SUNG BY LEADING MINSTRELS.

Speak Kindly to the Old Folks.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Written and Composed by J. P. SKELLY.
Andante moderato.
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¢ 1 Whenon the downward path of life, With its sto-ry al - most told, On,
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wel-come then ed(h gen - th, word, And kind-ness to the  old, The
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grace of lov-ing ten-der-ness, Is then abless ing dear, Speak
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kind - ]) to the good old folks, There fad - ing lives to chqer
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Then let the sunshine fill theirhearts, Thro’ each declin - ing year, Speak
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kind-ly to the good oldfolks, Their fad - ing lives to cheer.

2

Oh, smooth their path while drifting on
To bright eternal day,

Ere life’s uncertain weary light
Doth gently fade away,

When they are gone, how oft we sigh

To bring them back again!

Speak kmd]y to the good old folks,

While with us they remain.

Copyright, 1880, &y W. F. SHAIV.
This Complete Song to be had of any music dealer, or will be mailed, Post-paid, on receipt of 40 cts.



SUNG BY LEABING MINSTRELS.

A Summer Shower.

SONG.

Word< and Music by THEO. MARZIALS.
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< <*Oh, ’tis noth-ing but a show’r, but a quar-ter of an honr, Don’t youthink you’d better shelter by the

2. Now that Kt - tle summer show’r, must have lasted quite an hour, ~ As I’ve heard a shower can do in the
3. Now that lit - tle summershow’r, must have ceas’d for quite an hour, As I've heard a shower can do in the
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chest-nut tree, For the wind is blowing sweet, and you’ve daisies for yourfeet, Andshould you care to dance I can

North Countree, And she’d got a pret-tyshoe, she  lik’d to shew it too, And she could not dancefor ever,tho’

North Countree, But if you’re in the shade, with a ver- y prct~ ty m"ud It cannot matter much what the
|

”nd and 3(! verse.
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pipe,”” said he, She was go-ing to the town in a fresh print gown, Anda dain-ty col-or ﬂle~ lhe
light was she, Soshe sat her down torest, and the rosefrom her breast She gave it him so pretti - ly,and
weather may be ; And he must have said his say,for in his her fingers lay, As he took a thread of meadow grass and

ores.
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d aintier it be, And the piper’s eyes are blue, and he looks her thro” and thro’, And the parson’s piping bullfinch cannot
ohlsofair was she That the piper blush’d and sigh’d, and he stutter’d when he tried To say something about roses, and 1
measur’d for the ring, And she look’d him thro” and thm’, while he vow’d he’d lov’d her true, Since the day he shar’d her
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pipe as sweet and true, And there’s not a bird in {une knows such a merry tune, As “Merry, merry, merry, in the
don’t know what bcﬂdl. For she toss’d her dainty head, and started up and said, “Mer- ry, mer-ry, merry, in the
heard her sweetly smg,And not any one that June, s'mg such amerry tune, As “Merry, mer-ry, merry, in the

— I\, 1 & 2 verses. |
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North Coun - tree, With 2 hey, my lad, and a play, my lad, And mc,r ri- ly I'lldance to thee.”
North Coun - tree, But it’s nay, my lad, and its play, my Iad And mer - ri - Iy 'l dance to thee.”
North Coun - tree, With a-wayv, my lad, and a

| Last verse.
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stay, my lad, And I'll live and I'll die  for thee, forthee, I'll live and T'll dle for thee.””
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