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Dar wes & f£rog lived in o

Dar was & frog lived in u spring, sing song, Eol]y, vont you ki meo,
‘He had such a cold that he could not sing, sing song, Polly, etc.'."
! I' 'mllled him out end throweu him on the ground, sing song, Polly,

"Ole frog he bounced znd run around, sing song, Polly, etec.

)

Kay mo, ki mp , dar row' wah', muzh hir, :mu.lg ho, rmuhrumstipwmnerdidi.d.ie'.

v . ,
_With a ring dom bonny mitty ki mo.
.Yes, kind sir, I'll marry.thee,

With a ring dom bonny mitty ki mo-.

'-Kiit'nunnun ero gildo gero, ki munnun
Spring a little, sprung a little,
Merry wigegy hat band,

_ Ring!_dom, bonnF mitty ki mo.

¥

" Sey, liss Mouse, are yo(z. within, (this is the first verse)
. With a ring dom bonny mitty ki moe.
" Yes, kind sir, I am within, '

W:.th a ring dom” bonny mitty ki mo.

. Vs
'Ki munnun ero gildo gero, ki munnun ero, gildo,
_ Soring e little, sprung a little,
—~"'_Herry wiggy hat bend,

‘R:;nd dom bonny mj:l;ty ki mo.




( (I.;;'I.)

14 songs of the 70's——80's
liy grandfstlker's clock.

" My grandfsther's clock was too large. for the shelf

So it stood nidety yeaers on the floor.

It' was taller by half than the 0ld man himself, .
“Bhough it weighed not & pennyweight more.

"It wes bought- on the morn of the day thst he was borm,

. And was always hils treassure and prids, ! . -
'But it stopped - short - never to &o agsin whenithe old man died.

¥inety years without slumbering,- tick! tick! Its life second.s"numbe’_r;izig
tick: tick. : » S s

It stopped - short - never to go again when the 0ld man died.

In watching its pendulum swinging to end fro
- Many hours had he spent while & boy, :
S For in childhood and menhood the clock seemed to kmow
- And %o share both his grief and his Joy. . .
_ For it struck twenty-four when he entered at the door

with a blooming and besutiful bride, -
~But it stopped - short - mever Yo g0 azzain when the 0ld men died.

My grandfather said that of those he could hire
- Not = servant so faithful he foung,

* For it wasted no time and hud but nne desire

At tre close of each week to be wound.
It wss kept in its place, not a. froem upon its face,

, And its hands never hung by its side, . . : i
But it stopped - short - never to go again when the old men died.

4

It rung en alerm in the dead of the night,
an slarm that £6r years had been Qumb, .
-~ And we knew thst his spirit wes pluming for flight,
‘mha} his hour of deperture hsd come, .
Still the clock kept the time with s soft and muffled chime, -

As we.silently stood by his side. ) ,
But it stopped - short - never to go agein when the 0ld men died.

-
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The wearing of the green.

.
-———

- . .
- . - - = - —

“

The time I've lost in wooing .. (Tow Moore), - e

[ - oo - L

_,he ’cime I've lost in wooing, in watching end pursuing

her light that lies in woman's eye has been my heart‘s u.ndoing.
Though wisdom o:Et has sought me, I scorned the lore she brought me,

Hx only books were viomsn's looks snd folly‘s all ‘they taught me.

S . : with
“On her smile when beauty granted ,I hung was gaze enchented,

»'I-ari‘ke him, the sprite, whom ma.ids'by night oft meet in. glen that's haumte

Like him, too, beauty won me but whils her eyes.were.on me, ' e

Ii’ once their ray was tumed aviay, 0, winds could not outrun me.

’

SN - “ A
"~And are these’ follies going, and is my proud heart growing
.LOO cold. and wise for bnlliant eyes agdin to set it going
ah. vain, alaa. the endeavor for bonds so sweet to sever, '

qur wisdom's chance against a glance is now &8 poor &s ever.




%*61‘;‘;‘ songs of the 70.38' (T.7.)

Weit for the wagon
Every Sunday morning with Jacob by my side,
: We'll Jump into the wagon and we'll all take
'i‘la:.t for the wago_‘n,. wait for the wagon,

3 wagon and we'll all take a ride. 4

The river is unr,\ the channel is down.

-Th.e river is :
.The flash of me oars ' ; o . ag it rows the boat a.long. .
VDov-'n, the river dovm the river down the river, heigho. heisho. o

-Dom the river, down the river down the river he:.gho.

- Canadian Boat 3Song.
Faintiy &8 tolls the evening chime, our voices keen txme and oun oa:s ke

Our voices keep tune mnd our oars keep time.

- . Row, brothers Trow, eto. ]
Ottawa's tide, this trembling moon will see us float over thy 'sui;f'aée “soon
-‘7 Will see us float over thy surface soon. l i
. Saint of this green isle, hear our prayer,
Grant us cool heavens and favoring air.
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,
| - The rapids are near znd the déylight's past,

‘The ravids are near and the daylight's past.

.




Whar's yuh gwine, Ephy?

{

Whar's yuh gwine, Ephy? 1se bound for the Union.

.Whar's yub gwine, Ephy? - Avay: Awey.

‘Whar's §uh- gwine, Ephy? Ise bound for the Union.
Saddle up the old gray mule and never mind the v.hip.
z'Hooray. Hurrah! For Johnson is the mam.

(A lively iig s’c:rts here and. everyboa.y da.nces.)v

A Spaﬁish cavaelier
v ——

"»But if T should f..}.l on you I will call the bless ings of my country on you.
Say, derling, saw, etce.




01d ‘'Songs -0f the 70's (L.W.)
- 014 Dan Tacker

grocery store. Get out the. wa.y, etc.

-

Get out tha way., eto.

- — . . o -

0ld dog Tray
' 'Old dog Tray is ever faithful, grief [beef)camot drive him av'ay.
He 8 bob-tailed and he' S blind snd his tail hangs down behind,
: ,Axxl he wags it back and forwsmd every dgw. .

—— vy

014 .Grimss

—

014 Grimes is dead thut poor old soul, we ne'er shall see him mo;;e,

- He used W wear an old gray coat that buttoned up befaw-=aw-ore.

I wishI hed some boards end neils to fence my. garden round,
) keen the neighbors divilish hogs from rooting up my gra.h-ah-otmd. :

s




'014' Songs of the 70%s  (L.H.)
He bright smile heunts me still

: 'Tis yea;rs since last we met, and We m&y never meet ageain,

NS

I ha.ve struggled to forget bu:t; that struggle was in vain.

'1 «:E'or her voice Jives on the breeze, snd her spirit comes ab v'ill

. And at-mdnight-. on: the.seas, " her bright smile naunts me atill.

'i[“:'havle. sailedfne_afth alien skies", I have croAssed the desert nath,;
I'have seen the storm arise like a giant in his wrath. ~ .
i;'}vlézfy danger I naire knovn thet a reckless life can fill,

But, her presence has not flowm, her bright smile haunts me

John anderson, my Jo,

~'J'ohn. Andersonm my Jo, John, when first we Were écquent
}You:r: locks were like the raven's your bonnie bro¥ waa brent.
7But now your brow is beld, John,. your locks are like the snow

But blessings on your frosty pow, John Anderson, my Jo.

.;John Anderson,-my Jo, John, we've élimbed the hill togither,

* l,Imd mony a canty day, John, we've spent with ain anither. /

_ Now we maun totter down, John, and hend in hand we'll go,

we'll sleevr togither at the foot, John Anderson; my Jo.
. .




>01«i Songs of the 70's (L.7.)
7 To! while the zephyrs of nightfall

Io. while the zephyrs of nightfall balmily wander around, :
%Belle from yon v:.l]age are chiming, sweetly, how sweet]y they soumi. ;

Dear is your musie, ye clear ringing bells,
.Passion Yo quiet profound, szinks to the soothins spell.

*neard ye the voices of natum from the soft winds floating ::otmdt )
oicea that singin the twilight, pleasantly calling us homew ' .
e_e.r;is your'music, ve clear ringing bells, o

e.58lon +to0 quiet profound, sinks te thy soothing spell.. -

.

Sounds of the summer night.

. — -

*Come list in the. quiet evening the sounds of the summer night.
'Whippoorwill. whippoorwill! Echoing far o'er hill and meadow.\
“Whippoorwill! Whippoorwilll In the summer night. »

- The song of the plaintive warbler is trembling on the air,
While merry the cricket—'s chirping is heard in the garden fa_ir., (Ghoms

.

Yes, come in the quiet evening when the cares of the day are o'e_;‘,
' . . o
And 1ist to the pleasant music that comes to the cottage door. (Chorus) .

- ( All sorts of mnimels zre imitsted in the chorus.)




Would I were with thee.

Would I were with thee every day and hour,

Which now I pass so sadly far from thee.

Would that my form possessed the magic power

-To Pollow where my heavy heart would,be. .

‘Where'er thou art on land or ses, would I were with thee,
Wou.ld. I were with thee, with thee eternally.

'Would I were with thee when no longer felgning

Tha hurri ad 1""""’ whiich 5vifls5 5aESE « dlfg

.When thy young 1ip pours forth its sweet complaining,

And tears have quenched the light within. thine eye. ‘
. When all:seem dark_and sad below, would I were with thee,
Would I were with thee were with thee in thy woe.

Wonld I were with the when the world forgetting,
- The wearied 1limbs upon the turf are thrown,
‘Whenbright and red the evening sun is setting,

~ 4nd all thy thoughts belong to heavef alone,

When happy dreams thy thoughts employ, would I were with 'bhee, R
Would I were with thee, were with thee in tkw Joye

lwoizld .I were with with thee when the day is breaking,

-And when the moon has 1it the lonely sea,

0r when in crowds some careless note awaking

‘Speaks- to thy heart in memory of ie.

In ‘joy or pain, by sesa or shore, would I were with thee,
"Would I werse with thee, were with thee evermore.




(z.7.)
- Eitty Wells

The birds Y“’msmgmg in the moming and the mc,-rtle and the vy o
‘The sun on the-hill .

:But d.eath came to my cabin door ané sgtole awa.y my Jjoy, my pride

And when I fou.nd. she ves no more I laid nw banjo down and cried. :

.
i

"‘he birdaw.e {:e singing in the morning and the my:ctle and the :!:

: .The sun on the hill

~ [




Mollie Darling

-

Won‘t you -tell me, Mollie darling, that you 1ove none. else but me.v:
—Eor I love you., Mollie darling you are all the v‘orld to me.

0. tell me, Mollie that you love me, put your little hand :Ln mine

Sasr you love ms, ¥ollie darling
,Molue, sweetesb dearest, fairest: Loak up, d.arling, 'hell me - ‘th.s,
If yon love me, Mollie darling, let your answer be - kiss.

Stalx&s ere shining, Mollie darling, through their mystio- veil oflight
4The.y are 1au.ghing, Mollie da.rlirg-, v-ha.le fa:.nLu.na hides her lis!::t
iNo/ one 1:[stens but the flowe:s while they hang then.r heads :Ln sham
V'ﬂ.‘hey are modest, Mollle derling, when they hea.r me call your name.

fnollie sweetest, dearest, fairest, ste.

- 11




. ".0_16. songs of the 70's
o : ‘ : Maggie May

* The spring has came, the flowers in bloom, -

Thebirds-sang out their 1&&‘,
ﬁgwniby P. 1ittle running bﬁok
D firet saw wBggie May.
" 8he had ’a\ro’guihsh”j et black eye
i.Ygé cinging all the day, 7
»0; how .I loved her none can guess,
" My little Maggle May .
" My little winsomé Uaggie, he -was singing
' 9, how I loved her none cen guess i

My little Maggle May.

s




¢

-

Sv"eet Elia.- Ree g0 kind apd true in her little churchyard 1ies. ,
t .

I'love the spot where she was born, way down in Tennessee.

- Then cerry me back to Tenmessee, etc.

" !‘Eh‘e‘. srumiﬁer'moon'will. soar and set, the

{E_i;e’bossﬁm and the coon So softly step

Thgn cé.rry me back to Tennessee, etc.




.

"0 teach me how fmm love to fly, its dangerous patb.s to sb.un

::To gua.rd. ‘the heart, to shield the eye, or I must be undune.f”'

[',E:Ls_ vair;, elas. the task I find to 1overa,nd not be loveé.;'

v B -

(Major Kartz' song)







‘; And éhé made me, 0, 80 happy when she geve her heart to me.

And, of all the pre uty maidens I have knovm since yea.m ago,

Sha s ‘“hs .‘.aire ,:coas in Selem, she's the prett*e ® g**“ .t We'a

-:Q. her eyes are bright as dismonds and Her brow s whi‘lj.e as snb’y{,

Sk;é's the fairest rose in Salem, she's the prettiest girl I Knowe- =

> ¢ i i -

" I'heve loved her long and desrly md I ldve her night and day, -

; I am going down ‘co meet her and I'1l never come away. - R
 For I cannot love another whils my hearb keeps throbbing 50 ~
‘For the fairest girl in Salem. She's the prettiest gizl I know.

tf,:{'O; hexr eyes 'are bright as diamonds and hér brow as white as snow.

She's the fairest girl in Selem, she's the prettiest girl I knmow.




The 1ittle old log cabin in the lane -

/
- ———
.

“T-am getting o0ld and feeble now and I can work no.more,

I have laid the rusty bladed hoe to Test.

' OldMass'a; and 0ld Missus-they are sleeping gide by side,
And. their spirits now are roaming with the 'blest.

Things have changed ebout the place sincé the darkies all am:

And I cannot hear ‘ahem ainging in the cans,

0, ‘the only TASH" that's left.me mow's that littls boy oz mine, i

In that la.ttle 0ld log cabin in ﬂ:e lane.

’

‘Do chini-e.}’ em topplin'dovm and de roof am cavin' in,

And I-aint got long around here to remain.
o, the only friend that's left me is that little boy of mine,
In that 1ittle o0ld log cabin in the lans,

(S'ecdnd'ﬁ‘fers'e here. Cammot recall it{L.W.)

De :footpath now am kibbered o'er that led us round the hill

ind the fences they're all going to decay,

De crik am all dried up whar we used to go to mill,

S But time has turned its course the .other way.

0, I aint got 1long to a.:c‘t'.nzmi.h . but what little time Itve got |
I will try am be contented %o remain. ;
And de angels dey will watch me when I lays me dovm to. sleep,
In my 1little old log cebin in the lane.

De .chimley am topplin' dowm aﬁd de roof am cavinf in, ete.
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