This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://google.com/books?id=_wpAAAAAYAAJ

oatzeay GOOgle



The new negro
forget-me-not
songster



oatzeay GOOgle



oaizeay GOOgle






oatzeay GOOgle






THE NEW

XY

NEGRO FORGET-ME-NOT

SONGSTER:

CONRTAINING

ALL THE NEW NEGRO SONGS

EVER PUBLISHED,

WITH A R
CMOAICE COLLECTION OF BALLAD

SONGS, NOW SUNG IN CONCERYS.

CINCINNATI: v
PUBLISHED BY U. P. JAMES,

~



o) f Yo VAP RY PR



CONTENTS.

Gwmthis B0 ccccccec e secs cnsne ‘hooc;- YY)

1

]

¢

New Banjo So 9
9

»

Tohsny Booker -« ccecceee
Dandy Jim from Careling o es coce o0
Alabama Jo.cocecovenss

Come day go day ...
Bestman's Dance, Now.
Nober do o gib it wp o0
Laey Long «-.o oo evescesevesnccearas 1
M,‘.. Botler.ccc toecccoccscscnepone
Maine Boundary Quastion coceccovosence
O Dadecce coerccncaccccntene .

ece 000t ssss cocs sess s

Oloar @ Traok.. cisove covesncocscscccccoce BB

oS 86782 7\RECAY



CONTENTS.

Bowery Gals oo cocececsvnncasossocococene
Walk Jaw Beme + eove covveace

Who's dat knocking «« es covesosoce sosssecone
Philadelphia Ole Bull and Ole Dan Tucker o« e ae
A Niggar's Roseons: cocc coet coneenecccve vose

Boatnan’s Danos «ccc oo censcon s 88

Long Time Agoeeeeceveces cnee T3
Maine Boundary Question « <o
Ole Werginy ceececaccoccces
Unocle Gebriel cceececocacens

“« ®  Leeeee
ZipCQeR s ccve coes nccconne
Dearegt May oo cocoene
Coms to the Ole Gum Tree -
Oorn-Bold Groomccoe coce coe
De Baaks ob de Delaware. .
De Southwark Rebolntion .. .
Carry me back to Ole Werginy -
Wo went one night «cc ceeececacace s
My Rosy Lave is the Turtle Deve ....
Philpdelphis Biots . ce oo oo oo onaee T

SIS ec vecccc et scvearsooran cees JOB

P rps F 11
Anajization, or What are Mortals Made of <« 40 ..108
O, ndy, you Divilcces socercsccs cocynaassnes 128
Pat and the Prieat <o cc coes s00e sace cocosecsssll?
Bam Thimble and Jake the Buteber -« ceeeli®
Shakgpeare’s Beven Ages ccocseiccacnvacoceecdPW



CONTENTS,

Bitting on 8 Bail ceecececccctcrcrocnncence. .14
Exile of Erin.....

The Man with nose upside dowa cccc coeecoe. 0129
Moving Day cceecoecvecttccttiectncrencssc 1
Werry Pecoolier < cccc ceeecceccocscsesseesssl3dd
‘The Nightingale Club «ececcocecceccececeneselds
“Rhe origin of Old Bachelors seee coeoee coreeese140
The Parting Kiss « ccecseeececrvncncccscoes s 148
The Bailor’s Adieuccccccececcccens eeese143
‘The Sweet and Bitter Tear. .eeldq
The Tidy One « c-cc ceveee ceee o @145
This World 2 Pack of Cazds «cecevcoverane. .. 146
Washing Day - ccec coeevesecece sonecnnevaralds
At the dnd of the night.cceescctcoctcaneneaa150
Bonnie Doon .- +ccceevctcescesececensconss 150
Columbian Banner and Libertyccc oo coveveen o158

Gow’s Farewell to Whisky « ccececeoveeeenae . 153

Highland Mary «ccccocovceocccsccnnsccvecs 154

Mother Wit and Wisdem .. ccereccrconeos158
O, the Misletoe Bough .
Rest, Warrier, Rest. cc oo o

CONTENTS OF
NEW SONGS,
S8EE PAGE 165.






NEGRO MELODIES.

CYNTHIA SUE.
A most popular Negro Melody, as sung by all the famens
lored melodists, with led sppianse

Long *fore dis time, dis nigger dwell
In place called Tuscaloe,
I loved a gal with tarry skin,
Her name was Cynthia Sue !
Oh, Cynthia, my darlin’ honey,
Oh, Cynthia, I lab you more den money.

8he used to wink her heels to see
Her Brutus when he cum, .
His iaw-bone on his solger,
And de banjo 'tween his thumb,
Singing, Oh, Cynthia, &c.

Brutus sleep awake all night,
An’ eat no wittals too,
He lib on air, an’ dat asr,
Was dis, oh, Cynthia Sue!
Oh, Cyathia, &e.

One night he keep awake all day,
Axn’ a v dream,
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E'Ie felt the voice of Cynthia,
An’ thought he saw her scream,
Oh, Cynthia, &a.

De darkey dealers bay me,
Cynthia, sighin’, come,
8he twist her hands around me,
Like a e vine round a gum.
grep Oh, Cynthia, &e.

I ’ve been to Souf, an’ ben to West,
An’ ole Wurginny too,
Dar’s not no whar, nor any whar,
A gal like Cynthia Sue.
Oh, Cynthia, &e.

Deg took me down ole Massissippi,
e flood was high, it ’s true,
But I made it five foet higher
. When I wept for C& ia Sue.
2 Oh, Cyathia, &e.

Dey foch me to New Orleans,
1 try to run away,
But yaller fever, and valler gals,
on(’)thl'eé me léabe ’nordm; S b
ynthia! my darlin® honey,
Oh, Cyathia, I lu{ n

you more den money
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SING. DARKIES, SING.
& popuias ohant, as sung by all the celosed misstsels
and serenaders, (]
Sing, sing, darkies sing,
. Don’t you hear the banjo, ring, ring, ring,
8ing, sing, darkies sing,
Sing for the white folks, sing !
Since music am de meat cﬁ) love,
Made by ole *Pollo from above,
De sweetest wie’.uals ob de kine
Am in de darkiea struins divine.
Sing, sing, &e.

Wid "ledious voice,
And eber suple hand,
Come raise de noiss,
And make de wool straight stand.
Sing, sing, &o.

Dar 's Dandy Jim of Caroline,
An’ oder airs dat’s quite as fine,
Dar’s Danel Tucker, Lucy Neals,
Dat makes de frame all over feel.
8Sing, sing, &o.
Come shake de bones,
An’ scrape the fiddleine,

T the banjo,

. A:’ ehake the tamborin

Sing, sing, &e



L POPULAR SONGS.

ROSE OF ALABAMA.

A Neogre Love-Baliad, te & sweet and genu'ne planis |
. tion air, fresh ftom the flelds. |

WRITTEN BY 8. 8. STEELE, B6Q,

Away from Mississippi’s vale,

‘Wid my ole hat for a sail,

I crossed upon a cotton bale

To Rose ob Alabama.
Chorus.  Oh, brown Rosey,
Rose ob Alabama,
A sweet tobacco posey,

Is Rose ob Alal

I landed on de sandy bank,
1 sat upon a holler plank,
An’ dere I made the banjo twank
For Ross ob Alabama.
Oh, brown Rosey, &e

Oh, arter dreckley, by an® bye,
De moon rose white as Rosey’s eye,
Den like a young coon out so sly
Stele Rose ob Alabama.
Oh, brown Rosey, &u.

I axe her set down wha~ she please,
80 cross my legs she took her ease,
“Its good to go upon de knees,”
Says Rose ob Alatama.
Oh, brown Rosev, &e
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De river rolled, de crickets sing,
De lifhtnin’ bug he flashed his wing,
And like a rope my arms I fling
Round Rose ob Alabama.

Oh, bsown Rosey, &e.

I hug so long I cannot tell,
For Rosey seemed to like it well,
My banjo in de river fell,
Oh, Rose ob Alabama.
Oh, brown Rosey, &e.

Like alligator arter prey,
1 plung in but it float away,
Bat all de time it seemed to say,
¢« Oh, Rose ob Alabama.”
Oh, brown Rosey, &e.

And ov’ry night, in moovn or shower,
To hunt dat banjo for an hour
I meet my sweet tobacco flower,
My Rose ob Alabama.
8ing, oh, brown Rosey, &a

—OH O

NEW BANIJO SONG.

As sang by Mr. Whitloek. .

Oh white folks I will sing to you t
Dis nigger’a favorite song,

311 play it on de banjo «

71’: tane cb Lucy Long:

i
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Before I do get through with it,
L’11 hab you understand .
What dis nigger did observe
In a foreign land.
8o take your time old nigger,
Take your time I say,
So take your time old nigger,
And make de banjo play.

I went across de ocean wide
To see what I could see, °

But de people on de oder side
Was not de kind for me;

De country am a handsome one,
And tings look very nice,

But de English ’gainst Americans
Have got a prqgnodice,

take your time, &3,

De conseguence of dat aré am,
So all de people say,
‘We borrowed money from dem,
And now dose debts wont pay,
But dat am not de reason why
For us such hate dey feel,
It was for holding meetings here,
To aid the great Repeal.
So take your time, &&
But de ﬁ:ﬁ dat hay
To ymﬁl N ppened
It was de Fourth of July
Dis child did :elebrate;
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At dis ting some took umbrage,
And got in quite a rage,
And when I sung dat evening,
Tried to drive me from de stage.
So take your time, dse.

I took a walk one evening,
A little after dark,
And soon dis nigger found himself,
In 8t. Jamas's ;
80 having seen all what I could,
And hear what I could hear,
Dis ni?ef den made up his mind
For Yankee land to steer.
8o take your time, &e.

8o having satisfied myself,
As you may understand,
I got on board a ship and came
ack to my native land;
8o having 'rived here safe once more,
I never wish to leave it,
And having told you all I saw,
I ’m sure you will believe it.

So take your time, &,
Al
LUBLY DINE.

A favorite Negro Ohant, by Dan Rice.
Oh, has she fhiled in her truth,
That beautifil maid I adore,
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Shall I never again hear that veice,
Ur see dat lubly form any more.
Oh Dine, Dine, Dine, I deulf ubs you, Dine
Oh Dine, l«))h Dine, oh Dine, denly lubs my
ine.

My Cato he has just gone out,
And now you have nothing to fear,
8o just open the door and just step in,
And Dina will meet you, my dear.
Dine, &e

M{ Dina, since faithful you proved,
neber again will des
Since I found how truly I am lab’d,
I’ll ever prcve constant my dear.
Oh Dine, &c.

M%Dno let’s go prumenade
'o some confectionery sho)
And drink a glass ob de cool r;mon.de.
Or a glass ob strong beer, gin, or pop.
il ine, &c.
—O PO

JOLLY RAFTSMAN.

Paredy on “ Love’s & Tell Tale,” a popular Ballad,
sad sung by the Black Apollo, in the Virginia Seres
mader Band, at the Arch Street Theater, Phiadelphing
with deafening shouts of appl
Oh, I was born in ele Virginin,

And my little gul’s name was Dine,
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called me a prettier nigger
ndy Jim ob Caroline.
Ty raft is on de shore,
She’s light and free,
To be a jolly raftsman
1s the life for me,
And as we glide aleng
Our song shall be,
Oh, dearest Dinah,
1 lub but thee.

*Then B

Oh, come, oh, come wid me my dearest luh,
Il take you to the Northerine states,
And you shall keep de oyster cellar,
Oh, you shall hurry up dem cakes.
My raft is on de shore, &ec.

¥ *1 bid good bye to ole Virginia,
And 1 now will take my last farewell,
And if I marry you, my dearest Dine,

* Where nought but peace and happiness
dwell. My raft is on de shore, &c.

— SO

MY OLE DAD.
As sung by Barney Williams, at the Chatham Theatrs
New York.
Oh Dandy Jim am sung to death,
An Ole Dap Tucker ’s out ob breath,
RKomething new am good. sithongh its bad,
1M sing you a song sbout my Ole Dad.

M
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Ole dad, ole dad, my cfe ded,
He took a swim aH alene,

He swims like a feather,
An’ dives like a 7mone.

My ole dad went out to swim,
He hung his-self on 2 hickory limb,
He dived his clothes in the stream instead,
An’ dey swimmed away from my ole dad.
- Ofe dad, ole dad, my ole dad.
He took me to swim all alone,
He swims like a feather,
An’ dives like a stone.

His great slipstake ole dad did see,
An tried to pick himself from de tree,
But de limb broke off in de rtream quite mad
Down to de bottom wert my ole dad.
. Ole dad, ole dad, &e.

He came up twice to find his clothes,
Den down to de bottom ’gin he goes,
De clothes sot soaked like pickled shad,
An’ down dey went arter my ole dad.

Ole dad, ole dad, &e.

My ole Missus *sprest her wish
Dat I wounid go an’ cotch some
Ibdhdabo&tokotehadnd,
De first fish bits was my old dad.
le dad, ole dad, &ke
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I hooked him by de under jaw,
Amd near de top his wool head draw,
An’ eb’ry rag ob clothes he had
Was on de body ob my ole dad.
Ole dad, elo dad. %e.

J pulled away with all my mout,
To fish de poor old nigger oat,
De fish pole broke, *kase he ’d swelled so bad
Down like a dead hoes want ole dad,
Ole dad, ole dad, &e.

One night while Missus laid in bed
She felt a loud smell near her head,
She knowed well as figen shad,
She looked an’ das #a3 my ole dad.
. Ole dad, ole dad, &e.

An now de ols vvn ’s back you know,
He ’ll print his travels down below,

. But if he makss things worse den bad,

De debil will ceme for my ole dad.
Ole dad, ole dad, ks.

—D O

THE ORIGINAL JULTANNA JOHNST vy

‘Written, compoeed, and suag vy the celebireted Goel
White 1a the old original baad of Vi-ginis Carenndors.

Day has gone, de night has cum
6!0 nig‘:er 'l tak;‘ his res, ’
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Ob all de gals’s I eber saw,
Juliapna suits me best.
Chorus.—Den Julisnna Johnston den’t you crp
I'm gwaine away to leabe you,
Wais a little while, I'll cam bymae bye,
Don't let my parting grieve yow

In de morning lub, we must be gone,
I hear ole massa say, :
Sleep light, take care dont’t steep too long,
For we start at broke ob day.’
Den Julianna, ete.

Remember what you promise me
When we walked side by side,
Beneath de ole persimmon tree
You said you'd be b}; bride.
en Julianna, ete,

An’ when my lub, I'm gone away,
You sit and watch de moon,
Oh tink ob him who cotch for you
De poxsum an’ de coon.
Den Julianna, et

. De morning breaks, ole massa calls,
_Poor nigger must obey,
' Good buy, my lub, 1’1 tink ob des
Forebber and a day.
Den Julianna, ofg
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LUCY NEALE.
A_Qqsyli‘h, Song, now sung with great app ause.

I was born in Alabama,
My master’s hame was Meal,
He used to own a yailer gal,
Her name was Lucy Ng:ulo.
Oh! poor Lucy Neale,
Oh! poor Luey Neale,
If I had her in my arms
How happy I would feel.

She used to go out wid us, o
To pick co‘ton in de field,
And dar is whar I fell in love
Wid my pretty Lucy Neale.
Oh ! poor Lucy Neale, &c.

Miss Lu? she was handsome
From de head down to de heel,
And all de niggas fell in love
Wid my pretty Luc{ Neale.
Oh! poor Lucy Neale, &c.

De niggas gave a ball, .
Miu‘l‘..ucy daneed 3 reel,
And none dah could compare
‘Wid my pretty Lucy Neale,
Ohs! poor Lucy Neale, &c.

1 axed her would she have me,
How glad she made me fosl
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When she gave te me her heart,
My pretty Lucy Neale. -
: " Oh! poor Lucy Neale, &e.

Miss Lucy had a baby,
*T was limber as an eel,
It was de image of its dud,
And looked like Lucy Neale,
Oh! poor Lucy Neale, &e.

My massa he did sell me,
cause he thought I ’d steal,
An that s the way he parted
Me and Lucy Neale.
Oh ! poor Lucy Neale, &e.

My boat it was a pine log,
idout eder rudder or keel,
And I float her dewn de riber
A crying dmor Lucy Neale.
h! poor Lucy Neale, &e.

Miss Lucy she was taken sick,
She eat too much corn meal,
‘The Doctor he did gib her up,
Alas! poor Lucy Neale,
Oh! poor Lucy Neals, &a

One day I got a letter,
And jet glacx was the seal,
And de words dey did tell me
Ob de death ob Lucy Neile.
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::ng o:! poor %uc,v gule,
nd oh ! poor Lu eale,
When I hr; her inqny arms
How glad it did make me feel,

—¢C—

MRS. TUCKER. :
As . by Tony Wisnemore, with sad =
i ’boundod appiause, et
On Nigger Hill, as I*vo hearn tell,
A darky woman dar did dwell,
From New Orleans dey say she came,
And Mrs. Tucker is her name.
Git out ob de way,
Git out ob de way, ., .
Git out ob de way, Mrs. Tucker,
‘What you gwain to hab for supper

Mrs. Tucker and my aunt Sally
Both lib dewn in Shinbone alley,
Names on de gate, and number on de door,
First house ober de grocery store,
Git out ob de way, &c.

Mrs. Tucker is big and fat, )
Her face is black as my old cat,
Her oyes stick out, her nose sticks in,
Her under lip hang ober her chin.
Git out ob de way, &a

M Tucker is juss eighty-nine,
Hot:h:‘ixgg: :::n 'I‘irk:y oak'mro twine,
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Her face so black it shines in de dark,
Her eyes shine like a charcoal s'rr .
Git out ob de way, &a.

Mrs. Tucker went out one day
To ride wid Dan in a one horse sleigh,
De slay was broke, de horse was blind,
He had no hair on his tail behind.
Git out ob de wey, &e.

She came home drunk, to de bed she geel,
She put her night-cap on her heel,
She blows out de light, and shut her eyes,
And snore-away until de sua does rise.
Git out ob de way, &e.

Mrs. Tucker’s heel so lon
She ploughs de street as lgo goes along,
De city marshal say one day
When she goes out she must n‘{,
Git out ob de way, &as

We started jis as de clock struck ems,
De horse jumped an’ began to run,
De horse fell down, de sleigh upset,
I haven'’t seen Mrs. Tacker yet.
Git out ob de way,
Git out ob de way,
Git out ob de way, Mrs. Tacker,
‘What are gwain to hab for suppen,
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ALABAMA JOE.
Beaje Melody, as sung by the famed Virginia Mis
: strels.

A nigger in Alabama lived,
Dey used to call him Joe,

Dis nigger lived to be so old
His head was white as snow.

Dis nigga he war very rich,
The poor one liked him well,
Deg used to go to do Alabama house
‘oxxe sto;:esdfor to ulkeel :
n strike de toe an , oee,
An strike de heel and toe,my
Mies Phillis am a waiting
For your Alabama Joe.

This old nigger bailt & charch,
A minister he hired,
Who stxid with them about four yeass,
And quit cagse he was tired.
Their minister good salary got,
As all these niggers know,
De money it war paid to him
By Alabama Joe.

Dis made these niggers all feel bid,
To think he sarved them so,

But the one the shock fell worse upom
Was Alabama Joe. -

In a few years after dis
De gond old nigger died,
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He left three ni%’en all be had,
And Miss Phillisy, his bride.

— 4O

DANDY JIM, FROM CAROLINE.

As sung by the selebrated Cool White, in the Virginia
Minstrel Band, at the Walnut Street Theater, Phils.
I *ve often heard it said ob late
Dat Souf Carolina was de State
Whar a handeome nigga’s bound to shine,
Like Dandy Jim, from Caroline.
For my ole massa tole me so,
I was de best looking nigga in de country O,
I look in de glass and found ’t was so,
Just what massa tole me, O.

I drest myself from top to tos,
And down to Dinah I did go,
Wid ‘pantaloons strapped down' behind,
Like Dandy Jim, from Caroline. ’
. For my ole masea, etc

De bull dog cleared me out ob de vard,
I tought I °d better leabs my card,
1 tie it fast to a piece ob twine,
Bigned “ Dandy Jim, from Caroline.”
For my ole mases, ete.

She got my eara an wrote me a letter,
An ebery word she spelt de better,
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For ebery ward and line
Was Darzdy Jim, fro;bgayrolino.
For my ole massa, vte.

Oh, beauty is but skin deep,
But wid Miss Dinsh none compete,
Bhe manB:dnher name from lubly Dine
To Mrs. dy Jim, from Caroline,
For my ole massa, ete,

An abor{ little nig she had,

‘Was de berry image ob de aad,

Dar heels stick ont three feet behiad,
Like Dandy Jim, from Caroline,

For my ole massa, ete,

I took dem all to church one day,
Apd hab dem christened widout delay,
De preacher christened eight or nine
Young Dandy Jim, from Caroline.

For my ole ntassa, ets,

An when de preacher took his text,
te seemed to be berry much perplexed,
For nothing cum acroes his mind
But Dandy Jims, from Caroline.
For my ole mmassa tole me so,
1 was de best looking nigga in de countryQ,
* $look in de glass, and found *t was so,
Just whiat massa tole me, O}
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THE LATESY VERNION OF
OLD DAN TUCKER.

I cum to town de uder night,
I heard a noise, and seed a sight,
De folks were all a runnin roun, .
Crying, ole Dan Tucker’s come to towms
en git out ob de way,
Git out de way, .
Git out de way, olo Dan Tucker,
You're too late to come to your supper,

We are de boys from ole Virginny,
And take de shine from Paganinni,
Wid our old banjo and ja ne,
We drive all udder music home.

He war one ob de real old stock,

And wid his head could split a hoss bleck,
For de wool dat he shave off’ his head
Would make a bery good feather bed.

White folks treat de niggers well,

If dey do not cut teo great a swell,

And talk about amalgaination,

Disgustin’ ting to ebery nation,

An Indian hoosier came to town,

He swallowed a molasses hogshead down,

The hoops flew off, and de_hogshead busty
" An’ he went up in a thunder gust,

Dan Tucker wasa nice old man,
e used to ride a steam engine,
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Jne night he laid across de track,
. A4’de locomotive cam an’ brake his bueis

Our vand you see is quits complete,
Our music, too, is berry sweet.

De songs we sing are all our own,
Con.posed for banjo and jawbone,

There is some folks called abolition,
‘Want to mend de nigger’s condition,
If they will let them niggers alone,
The niggers will always have a home,

P s

JOHNNY BOOKER.
Seag with most unbounded applause by the cslebrated
sad popular Virginia Minstrels.
Oh, as I went up to Linchburgh town,
I broke my yoke at de carting ground,
I drove on to de bawling spring,
All for to mend my oaken ring.
An it’s oh, Jobnny Booker,
Help dis mgger,
Oh, Johnny Booker, do.

Oh, I drove to de mill to get some meal,
But de mud suck in my old cart wheel,
Den my oxen down in a horse track slip,
Bat I pull him out wid a hickory whip.
An 'tis ob, Jobnny Boo'i’esr
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I rode to de riber my hees to swim,
But he brush me off under a buttonwood limd,
I hung on de limb an hit him such a crack,
Till he put my legs between his back.

An ’tis oh, Johnny Booker.

Oh, a wcasel came in our duck pen,
But dar mother was a cross old hen,
Oh, she picked his eyes out to de bone,
And made him look nine ways for home.
' Oh, Johnny Booker.

Oh, black Sam come to our milk house,
An he open de doqr ag,still as a mouse,
He stole my lizard an hoe cake meal,
And don he steal across de field.
e It ’s oh, Johnny Booker,
Ketch dat nigger, etc.
De oder day old Jarsey Joe, '
Went out wid Sue de corn for to hoe,
But he hoed it down wid de toe an heel,
Till de ground was hard, it wouldn’t peel,
It’s oh, Johnny Booker,
Stop dat nigger, etc.

I weat to de woods to split some rail,
To make a stone fence on de hill,
I find & live snake in de log, '
And 1 chop him into live bull-frogs,
Oh, Johnny, Bovker,
Help dis nigger, otc.
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Gwan up de hill my horse pulls back,
Like a locomotion up de track,
I pull his head, but his hind legs drop, .
And he down tode bottom gin he gets to de top.
It ’s oh, Johnny Booker,
Help dis nigger,
It ’s oh, Johnny Booker, do.

—oto—
COME DAY, GO DAY,

or
MASSA 18 A BTINGY MAN.
Sung with everlasting shouts of appl: by the remewn
" ed old Dan Emmet.
.massa is a stingy man,
And all his neighbors knows it,
He keeps good whisky in his house,
An neber says here goes it.
Sing come day, go day,
God send Sunday,
‘We 'l drink whisky all de week,
- And buttermilk o’ Sunday.

A stray dog come to town,
Pon a bag of peaches,
De horse run off, an he fell down,
And smashed ’em all to pieces.
Fala du, fala du da du da la,
Fula du fala du lala du la du la.
Come day, eto
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Hoe cotton, dig cern,
Den we feed de niggies,
An oh, lord Moses,
What a luscious time for niggas.
Come day, go day, eto.

Black Jeu’s got a hollar tooth,
An says it ’s always aching,
But when she puts de hoe uie in.
Den it stops a plaguing.
Come day, go day, eto.

Oh, nflesus says we eat teo mmch,
An wear out too much trowsors,
She 'll make us feed on atmosphere,
And dress in nature’s blowses.
Come day, go day, ets.

8he sent consumption Joe, ane night,
Tobacco leaf t9 kiver,
It made him aneeze out de moonlight,
And cough away his liver.
Come day, go day, ete,

Oh, massa loves to hug de gals,
And missus doesn’t knows it,
But as I like de angels too,
I b'lieve I won’t exclose it.
Come day, go day, ete,

Oh, missus says we shouldn’t eat,
Kase we don’t work on a Sunday,
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But nature keeps digestion’s mill,
Agoin well as Monday.

Come day, go day, ete
Massa sich a stingy man,
I no more ketch him possum,

roast and eat him in de wood,
And den I swear I loss him,

Come day, go day, ete.
Old Jake went out to shoot,
And when de gun it go off,
It kick his right ear ont o’ jint
Den fall and smash his toe off.

Come day, go day, etc.

—OP

BOATMAN LANCE,
on,
GO HOME WID DE GALS IN DE MORNMIN,
1 don't like a nigger,
I’ll be doggef ffel do,
Kase his feet am so big
Dat he can’t war a shoe.
Oh, *tis a quart at de bottom,
An a gill at de top,
An it’s stan back gals,
Kase it's all I got.
An its dance de boatmen dance,
Oh, dance de boatmen danoce,
‘We’ll dance all mght
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Til broad day-light, .
An gohome wid de galsin de mernin

Oh, Ijump into a boat,

Wid my hog, an I go
Away down de Ohio, *

Nigger cum into hy boat,
An he steal my shoat,

Bat I chack him in de river
By de heel ob his coat.

An its dance de boatmen dance,
Oh, dance de boatmen dance,

‘We'll dance all night,

Till broad day-light,

An go home wid de gals inde mornia,

Oh, I does hate a nigger.

Tho’ its color ob my skin,
But de blood ob dis nigger,

Am all white to de chin, )
I war colored by de smoke,

In de boat whar I war borned,
And de gals say my gizzard,

Am as wlite as de corn.

Dance aa hoatmen, dance, ete,

I can row down de riber,

De darkest night dat shine,
Wid half a dozen cora,

An a bushel ob swine.
1 de fog am so thick,

I°ve to cut it like de ice,
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1 can land by de white
Ob de gals dark eyes.
An its dance de boatmen danoe, ete.

Dars a gal in Cincinnati,
Tried to gib me de slip,
But I hold fast as tar rope,
By her gum elastic lip.
She tried to disloocate it,
Bat I pull her to my heel,
An I tow her down de riber,
Like a hess corpse a keel.
Den its dance de boatmen dance, ete.

A steamer load o’ whiskey,
One day elapsed her flew,
8he blowed up all de spirits,
An made de water blue.
De ole Ohio staggered,
Like a salted water snake,
It made de fishes dance as if
Dey cotch de bowel ache.
Dance de boatmen dance, ete.

—PC—

NEBER DO TO GIB IT UP!

As ole Warginny song, with additional verses,
old Dan Emmet, and sung by him in all the princ
thosters ia Philadelphia and New York.

1'm old Mr. Brown, jist from de Souf,
1 left Lynchburg in . time ob de drowth,
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De times dey got so hardin de place,
Dat de niggers dare not show dar face.
. 1t will neber do to gib it up so,
It will neber do to ﬂb it up so,
It will neber do to gib it up eo, Mr. Brown,
It will neber da to gib it up so.

Old Jim ribber I floated down,
My backer boat I run upon de groun;
De pine log come wid a rushin din,
An stove bote ends ob de ole boeat in, X
It will neber do, eto.
De ole log rake meaft and fore, N
1t left mv cook house on de shore,
1 thonaht it wonld *nt do to gib it up so,
So skull myself ashore wid de old banjo.
It will neber do, etc.

I feu ~n shore an feels berry glad,

1 Tooks at de banjo an feel berry mad,

My foot slip, an I fell down,

*T will neber do to gib it up so, Mr. Brown.
It will neber do, etos

By golly, but it made de old pig laff,
Wid my boat I made a reff,
I had a pine tree for a sail,
An steered her down wid my coat tail.
It will neber do, eta,

T met wid a cat-fish in de riboer.
A\ but it made dis nigger shiffer,
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I steere right straight for de critter’s saout,
An tarn de ole cat-fish inside out.
. It will neber do, ete.

Dat same night as de sun did set,
I ribbed in town wid my clothes all wet,"
De niggers built np a great fire,
If dat’s not true, den I am a liar.
It will neber do, ete.

Master on de wood pile barking like a dog,
Toed in de mill pond—eettin on a log,
Possum up a gum tree, saucy, fat an dirty,
Come kiss me, gals, or Il run like a turkey,
It will neber do, ete.

—OS O

LUCY LONG.

I’m just from old Warginny,
To sing a little song,
T is all about by sweetheart,
De lably Lucy Long.
take your time, Miss I.uey,
Miss Lucy, Lucy Long,
Rock de cradle, Lucy,
And listen to de song.

De wa‘z dey bake de hoe cake,
In Warginny neber tire,
Is to stick de dough upon de foet,
And hold it to de fire. .
Take your tinge, ebc.
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Wid « little bit ob heel and .08,
I took de shine from Jamy Joo.
: Ya, yah, y
P:ccayune Butler, ets

I vent to Camden de oder day,
I made m% way mdont.delay,

ah, yah!
Ole Fashion mned wid de sound,
And beat Poytona pon de ground.
Yah, ysh, yeh!
Piccayune Butler, ete.
Wep anje,”. |
Wid nes, and ole
De ds y are sore,
And ke his jaw,
Butler, eto,
’ —
MARY BLANE.
Composed and sung by Charles White,
I once did lub a yaller gall,

11l toll you all her nawme,
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8he comes from Old Birginia,
And dey called her Mary Blane.
Den farewell, farewell,
Farewell poor Mary Blene,
Oh do take cure yourself my dear,
I’'m coming back again.

. When first I fell in love wid her.
*  Her fections I did gain.
I courted her for seven years,
Before she was Mrs. Bylcn

De niggers all went out one night,
A hunting for dar game,

Dey den eame to my peaceful hut,
And stole poor Mary Blane.

De time rolled by, it griebed me much,
To think no t.din&- came;

I hant de woods both night and day,
To find my Mary Blane.

1 found my lub tied to a tree,
She was in groat pain,

De niggers had tarr'd and feadered hes,
And so left Mary Blane.

1 den did take my lub straight home.
To reliebe her from her pain.

But afore de sun did shine next day,
8tiff and cold was Mary Blane,
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OLE DAD.
The oaly pure, true, and unadulterated copy of this
exquisite Melody, as sung by that inimftable prince of
darkies, Old Dan Emmet.

1’ve sung so much ob Dandy Jim,

Ob course you know alt about him, ™

I>ve heard said whea I war a lad,

Dat none biit a wisechild knew his own ole dadt
Ole Dad! Ole Dad?

Ole dad he took a swim all alene,
He dived like’m feather and awim like’m stones
One day qle dad he teek a swim,

He hung his clothes on a hnokozl:usl.vd!

He look at de water, den at de land,
De moskeeto bite *im, g0 he could 'nt stand ;
Well he could 'nt swim, so he dove berry bed,
And dat war de last ob my Ole &ad.

o

One da m‘y muder ’spressed a wish,

Dat I should go and catch some fish;

1 bait my hook to ostch a shad,

An de first fish dat bit was my Ole Dad!
Ole Dad!

I pulled away, wid all my mought,

And all for to get de ole man out!

My fish-pole broke, an I got mad,

An down to the bottom went m lOll?hD.“
e Dad !
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Down belew he ghout war beat,

An to de debbil he did went;

De debbil him lookel berry bad,

Kaze dar war no roem for my Ole Dady
Ole Dad!

Q stirred de sinners wid a pole,

Al far to make alittle hole;

Hit dem on the shin wid a biz ox gad,

Make room, says the debbil for Onlly Ole Pud'
e

.

De debbil he tole hir for to o back,
De old man shouldered his kaapsack ;
And when dar’s moce room 10 be had,
Belsebum will send for my Ole Dad !

: Ole dad!

Now de ole man he is back agin,
In dis upper wonrld of sin;
Wid an ear like a bacca leaf, i\n tail like a shed,
De debbil put his mark on my Ole Dad !
Ole Dad}

One night while mudder laid asleep,

A niggar in the house did cieep:

Who s dat? says she, but she soon feel

For she knew by de smell it was my Ole
(Bpoken.) Yes! bress his elo woelly head

snd perfamed heel, it war dat niggar, ana i

warn®t nebody else

My Ole Dad!
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DOUBLE BACK ACTION SPRING.
Altered frem & popular American Negro Seang, by
] D. D. RMMET,
1'm old sauncy Jack, an’I come.from Tenness.

see,
1 can fight, jump, or rassel by de double

of tree; P Y m.
An ebery morning early, dis niggar can be

seen,
Firin’ up like the debble, for to raise a little
steam.
Den look at de ’squisite shin, ,
O niggers, now ye can’t begin,
For dat dur am de jay bird wing,
An’ dis d> back action spring.

New Orlsans, dey say, am a berry nice town,
Dar de niggais picxz cotton till the sun goes
down;
Dey dance all night to de old banjo, .
Wid a corn-stalk fiddle an’ a shoe-string bow.,
O den you orter see dem prance,
When dey fotch out de galls to dance ;
I cotch um when I come de wing,
Wid de double back action spring.

Col. Johnson is a hero, an’ Tecumseh wus
de same,

run agin each udder, at de battle ob de
Dey Thsno' ?

T h wink at K ' do K
.cqm:glnkaltﬁn:, urnel, an' urne
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When Tecumseh raise do hatchiet, do Kurnel’
b slu}t ’ilm bir?!
en I tell ye 't was mighty big fun,
When he pint dat blnnggrgussggun;
He.shot old Tecumseh on de wing,
Wid de double back action spring.

remember berry well, what old massa used

to say :
*Old Jack, if ”I lick ye, you inuast nebber run
away;
But one nigh he hit me, wid a big corn-
An’ de nex’ place I foun’ myself wus'in New
0 do miggars lookd wid '
e niggars look’d wid surprise,
Bress ye, honey, how dey open dar eyes;
Dey nebber heard ob such a ting,
As de double back aetion spring.

1 went into a coffee-house to get a whiskey

punch;
I eat up allhde whiskey, an’ [ drink up all de
lunch;
When dey come to find mo out, dey would
n’t let me go, '
Till I gib dem all a touch upon de eld banjou
Den dey pass.the hottle all aropn’, - .
An’ I make highfenutin soun;
1 pick upou de Banjo string,
id de double ba(i action spring.

I *1l tell ye ob a scrape dat I had wid a gal,
An’ de nine firs letters ob her name wuz Sal}
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T ax’t her for a bass, an’ [ ’d hab you for te
now,
Dat she struck 1ae seben times *fore ahe sbee
_giba blow;
Den I kisa ’er rite upon de chin,
She sez “Don’t yer do that agin;”
She kick me on de caff’ ob de shin,
Wid de double back astion spring.

She '“'l‘, dendy wench, an’ she carried fall
sal
She voreu: ting aroun’ her neek like a fox's
tail3
Dan she cotch me arm, an’ we lumbered off
togedder,
“0,” sex she “Saucy Jack, I ’ll lub you for-
ehber.”
An’ den you oster seen her strut,
She blush like a bag ob sut;
‘When I ax't her wear my ring,
She come de back action spring.

Ob all de songs dat I ebber did or didn’t sing,
Ve one [ like de best, is de back action spring;
Do old 'ni grin, while do young niggars
Btan’ back darkiee! now, you habn't hear
de haff.
Den look at de ‘squisite shin,
0 n‘spn now you can’t begin;
at

For dat dar am de jay bird wing,
Aan’ dis de back “J‘g. spring.
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THE NEWB-BOY'S MEDLEY
Writtea by Spoons, ud!-my Pete Morris, the Comie

Though my jacket is tattered, and trounsers are
torn,

1'm a jolly young devil as ever was born ;

I seek not for fame and I care not for riches,

And I walk in Broadway with a hole in my
breeches. '

O take your time, Miss Lucy,

Just take your time, my Lu.

O take

Here 's the Sun, Herald, Tribune, and Mora
ing News !

The rain is fast fallin the wind rushes cold, -
And all of these *ere remain yet to be sold ;
80 I’ll warm up by dancing and cutting queer

ca
ForI'm glowod if there ’s fun in being stuck
upon papers. )
“Hey, jim-along, jim-along josoy,
Hey jim-along, jim-along jo.”
. Here ’s the Brother Jonathan, Uncle Sam,
Boston Notion, and Yankee Nation, the larg-
est paper in creation !

O the steam-ship ’s coming—she s down in
the bay!

My papersare n't sold, and the devil ’s o pay!

ExmﬁeenldndSu’ll be out i a trice, new

4
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So thers ’s nothing to do but to down wish ny
rice, ROW,
whar did you cum from,
Kuock a nigger down.” -

Dixon’s Papers, Sir ? 51? the horrible mar.

der! only a cent. Al the morning papers—

cent a piece. -

The Extras are out—let me work through the
crowd—

Give mle n;ine, oad 1'm »f like a gun—and as
My eyes, what a jolting, and jostling, and push-

What crgwdmg and jamming, and running
and rushing!
“Bich a gittin up mm I never did see,
8ich a gitten —"

‘Who ’s stole my papers? He did. Alh‘a
tor took ’em, for seen him. I say I didn
Wildeat ’s got ‘em. Now they have it! Hlt
him again! Fotch him another right across
the countenance. He can’t come to titne—
only with a brickbat—hurrah! hurrah! har-
rah! Here ’s the Extra Herald—got a full ao-
count of the great ﬁght.

Now my pockets are full, and my spirits are

I'm ble-go:d bat I'm off to ‘he Chatham te-
night;
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Tha pit s but a sixpence, though once °t was
a shilling,

When Kirby, the great, did the kofty aud kil
2

Wl:lfel about, and turn about,

. And do jast so; )
Every time I whesl about

I jump
Here s Turner’s Comic All-my-nack,
‘They sells so well, I got a hull stack;

‘ Here’s the Brother Jonathan, double sheet,
Contains the new novel ail complete!

Phoagh my jacket is tatterwd, and trousess
) are torn,
1°m a jolly young devil as ever was born;
If the old and the wealthy aro gay they don’t
show it,
Bo now while I 'm young I 1 determined to

0 it.
Oh we °ll dance all night
Till broad daylight,
And go home with the galls in the morntng

—¢O—
THE LADIES’* BUSTLES.

A Comic Seng, as sung by Pete Morris.

“The bustle! the busle! tho dear cbarming
bustle !
Nk:;pldlthlgilkmd'hoboyoinam
]
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The old folks can’t bear ’em, the girls weas
forswear ’emn,

Axnd tis plain that ere long, the men, toa
must wear ’em.

'l‘hon won’t we look sweet, as we strain each
back muscle,
And nag%er along 'neath a big bouncing bus-

As we bow in the street to each lady we meet,
Won’t our “prominent feature,” sirs, stick
out a feet?

Ah! won't the fat feow with dignified swag

er
Anbengnia the huge hump he endeavors to

- stagger,
Go lwedaung and swearing at fashir? -~ lae

When to flourish the bustle, his big body maue
is?

And *:el wasp-waisted dandy, too, slim as an

Won’t he * c:t a big swell,” with a back load
o me
of wind ? as for conquest inclined,
Forth he ufliu, with coat-tails stuck straight
eut behind.

The grave, reverend priest When iu sermen
and prayers,
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With hisload of ground corn shall ascend pul-
pit stairs;

8ome satirical wight may remark, full of spite:

“Though his yoke may be easy, his m&.s
not light.”

Then hey for the bustle! the beautiful bustly
- N@longer confined to where petticoats rustle;
With women to share ’em, let all men pre-

pare ’em,
For soon all will be proud and delighted te
wear 'em.
—P O

BOUND TO BLAZE.
THE WORST DRESAS MAN IN THR CIFY.
Wiitten by Miss Chester for J. Wisana. )

I’ve often heard my mother say,
That dressing finely every day
And washing off the face divine,
Is nothing but a waste of time,
All the ladies tell me,
I’m the worst dressed man they o’r did see
Well, let the ladies have it so,
1°m bomnd to blaze! for the gals you kmew

My coats I alvays runs to seed,

My trowsers looks the man ia needs

A west or stock I never had,

And my hats is always shocking bad.
All the ladies, &c. 4
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The dogs they bark ven I comes near,

The rag-man he looks raglher queer,

As if to say “My fellar fine,

*Those togs of yours by right are mine.”
All the ladies, &c.

The watchman hollers as T pass, .
And wonders if I am gone to grass,
Or if ‘a bunk I°d like to meet
In the Tombs vot is in Centre street.
Al the ladies, &c. -

Some asks me if I kgows the dodoging..

Of the Cath’rine Market 3 cent lodgings,

Vere they hangs yeu over a clothes line,

To cut you down when yeu 've snecsed your
ti

me.
All the ladies, &ec.

Vonce going past a paper mill,

Thoy-took me in against my will,

Now vos it not a jolly caper?

They vanted to turn my clothes to paper.
All the ladies, &c.

% Juat think sir,” says the chief admirer,
“Your coat will make Courier and Enquires
Your trousers soon a Herald shines,
Your [ahem!] kill do for Valentines.”

All the ladies, &e.

I don’t for all this care a cent
For nought; I’m bound to let it went!
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1 knows the boys, and they knows me,
And with them I can come to tec.
All the ladies, &c.

I walks about and takes the air.
Regardless quite, how I appear,
No soldiers near me can be seat,
It *s plain that I arn’t anti-rent.
(Shows the rent in his clcthes)
All the ladies, &c.

I don’t like dandies, cut a dash,
[*ve always lots of the hard cash,
And if to tailorsI don’t go,
No dirty bills of theirs I owe.

All the ladies, &ec.

OmAL.
‘The roughest tree may bear best fruit,
The chaps vot wears the shabbiest suit
s oft more honest, rich, and wise,
Than all your Broadway butterflies.
All the ladies, &c.
: —oso—
THE SERENADE.
A DUETT.
Oh Miss Fanny, let me in,
For de way I lub you is a sin;
Oh lubly Fanny, let i in,
To torst my feet an.’ warm my shin
< Obhludly/levr>: a?



|

[
She. Oh, no, I cannot let you in,
Both. To toast zyug footand warm tyo-

shin. ¢ my' my ’
She. Sam Slurheel, when last we parted, |
You to me did prove false hearted ;
‘Whitewash Sel you went to see,
And she aint one bit better dan me..

Oh no, I cannot let, &c.

He. O Miss Fanny, how I prizes
. Lubly teeth and lubly eyeses;
Your handsome Fanny Elssler feet—=
Growling music, also sweet.
Oh lably Fanny, &ec. '

wie. My lub for you is go berry great.
Dat it is a sin to make me wait;
Sam' Slufheel I aint got no fine 1nade
And taint no use to slamanade.
Oh lubly, &c.

He. Oh, when I set up oyster.cellar,
getl)lnh-hall wait upon de feller,
ot cern and ginger pop,
You be de lady ob de shop.
Oh lubly, &ec.

Ske. Oh, Sam, if dat ’s de trefe you tell mg,
1 shall wait upen de feller,
Sell hat coru and ginger pop,
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I 41 bé do lady ob de shop,
Ok Sam Slaf hoel you may come a.

He. Oh Miss Fanny, I's a coming in,
For de way I [ub you is a sin.

(Spoken.) “She. Now, Mr. Sam Sluf heel,
& you is in, [ wants to expostulate wid you:
I wants to know what niggur-wench dut was,
you was ‘%oin ober to Hobuckem wid !

He. Why dat was Misa Araminta Peach.
blossom to be sure—why ?

She. Oh, nottings I only taught if she open
ber mouth onee, doy woukl hab to stop de
5:ddla. or she would hab swallowod wp all

machinery, dat ’s all.

He. Yes, an 1 wants to know what nigger
dat was, you was pernambulating up Broad-
way wid, de eder night.

3«:. Why dat was Mr. Jeromuibus, ob
eourse. :

He. Why I taught you said it wis Mr. Ju.

rbus.

She. Nigger, you must be cracked—=Me.
Jerombos, 1 said.

He. Well, Mr. Jerombus and Mr. Juber~
bus is much-de seme, especially Mr. Jaberbus.
Now, look here, Miss Fanny, s’pose you show
us some ob dém Highland Fling touches you
larnt ob Fanny Elssler de oder night.

She. Well, I t',o.ehl-mnu, if it’s only ®
eblige youw—yoc is co insinvatory.

y y’ [Dances the Cavhuca.]



WALKEY IN DE PARLOR, BOYS,
As vung by Be. D. V7. Lag, the selobrated Banje
Player.

O I come front old Virginia, it was on a sume

mer’s day.
‘The river being frized, 1 sketed all de way,
With my banjo on my arm, to play the folks
a tune

What the niggers used to dance by the light l

of the moon.
(momm,
Walkey in, wa'key in, walkey in, I say,
Walk into the parier, a1d hear the banjo play.

As I was playing (na l
Out of the ponfghme ju;&ped a frog, 1
‘The frog he laughed to hear me sing,
Begin to cut the pigeon win&.

alkey in, &c.

I went up to town, to bay a pair of shoes,
Run home like the devil for to tell the news,
J did n’t git deskiver till I got up to the doog,
That I had to get my shoes on a hind side
afore. Walkey in, &oc.

A down south, elems by the meon,
1 l::rynt to sing this lublylzne,

Niggers there, th w so fat,
OIl'Keu' chins th:; E:n. they hats. ,
Walkey in, &e.
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LYNCHBURGH TOWN.
As sung by C, White.

De tarkey buzazard am a berry nioe ting,
Much larger dan de crow,

Dea walk into my parlor, boys,
And hear de old banjo. -

CHOXUS.

Ise gwan long down,

1se gwan long down to tewn,

Ise gwan down to Liynchburgh town,
To tote my bacca down dar.

I went to a ball do odder mght,
An I did not mean to stay;
] laid my head in a yallur gal’s lap
And de yuller gal fainted away.
Ise gwan long down, &c

Oh, when she rolled her eyes at me,
De lord how good T fee{ed,
For dey lookeu jist like two oyster shells
On a stick of Ingin meal.
Ise gwan long down, &e

It all de gals in dis yar place,
‘Was melted into one,
1°d marry dem all if T see fit
Or else I d let ’em ruu. N
Ise gwan loug down, &a&

V-
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De slowcomotion is a berry fast tivg, -
When dar’s nrany a mile to cross;
But de passage I take is always sure,
When I rides de old gray horse.
Ise gwan long down, &o.

—r—

BOWERY GALS.
As sang by Mr. W. D. Doasldson, the oslabrated jew
, hone player.
AsI was lumbering down de street,
O down de street,
O down de street,
Dat pretty color’d gal I chanced to meet,
O, she was fair to view. ' )
CHORUS,
Den de Bowery gals will come out te night,
Will you coms out to night,
Will you come out to night,
O de Bowery will you come out to night,
And dance by de light ob de moon.

Den we stopp’d awhile and had some talk,
O we had some talk,
O we had some talk,
And her heel cover’d up thie whole side-wallg
As she stood right by me.
en de Bowery guls, etg.

I %d like to kiss dem lubly lips.
‘ Dem lubly lips,




POPULAR SONGH, .

' Dem tubl
[ tink dat I conli I':';' m‘y wits,
oor.

And drap right on de X
® gl‘DendeBovm-ygtlo,ou.

Cax’d her would she go to a dance,
Would she go to a dance,
Would she go to a dance,

[ thought dat I might have a chanee

To ehake my foot wid her.

1danced al night, and myheel kept a rocks
. O my Eol kept ay mking -".
O my heel kept a rocking, Jing,
AndIbalancetode gal widdeholein lnnlcz
8he was de prettiest gul in do room

I am bound to make dat gal m wife,
Dat gul my wife, iy

Dat gj ny wife,
€, I should be happy all my life
If I had her along wid me.
. Den de Bowery gals, otc.

—S O

NEW CONUNDRUMS.
As given in oharacter by the Virginay Minstrels.
1st Nigga. Look yar niggas, I wants to ax
pou a conundriafum— )
2d Nigga. Wha—wha—what ’s that, somes
hing good to eat ?
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1st Nigga. Go way, go , you is de igur-
nest ni gra;]at I ebez &‘nd :e:.y— ow just fo.nb
here.~~Why am a catterpillar like a hot buck
wheat cake? Does you guv it up ?

2d Nigga. Yes, I gubs dat up. .
g 1st Nigga. Why, kase it makes de butter~

yWhy is de niggar’s heel like a canal hoss ?
" Kase it-follows de toe path.
Why is an oyster like a hoes ?
Bekase neither one of dem can climb a tree,
‘Why is a loaf ‘of bread like de sun ?
Bekase it rises from de y-east
Why is dat nigga (you, I mean you,) like &
p-mi without hmJl'e ?
Bekase he is neither ornamental nor useful
Why isa dead nigga, buried, like a piece o}
fine broadeloth?
Bekase he ’s died (dyed) in de wool.
Why is dat nigga’s like a wagon load
ob new cut hay ¢
Bekase it 's full of crickets.
1st Nigga. Why is a nigger baby smoderec
in onions, like a fri d chicken? Does you
guv that up? !
2d Nigga. Yea, yes! To-be-sha
1st Nigga. So'do L
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WALK JAW.BONE.
A wost popular and highly applanded Melody, as
sung by Jenkine, Hallet, de great Cool \White, and
othey eelebrated oulorod Savoyards.

Tuna—First part of Cracovieane.

In Caroline, whar I was born,

I husk de wood and I chop de corn, -
A roasted ear to de house I bring,
But de driver kotch me, and he sing—

With Banjo, Jaw-Bone, and Tamborine ac-
companiment.}

Walk jaw-bone, Jenny, come aleng,
In come Sally wid de bootees on;
Walk jaw bone, Jenny come along,
In come Sally wid de bootees on.

Dey take me out on tater hill,

Dey make me dance against my will,

Dey make me dance on sharp-toed-stones,

While ebery driber laughs and groans.
Walk jaw bone, etc.

Dey fasten me up under de barn,
Dey feed me dar on leaves ob eorn -
It tickled my digestion so,
Dat I kotch de choleraphoby, oh.
Walk jaw bone, ete.

Dey took me out te de fence m de vale,
And make me ride on ¢i¢ top fence raily
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De sharp feace rail it selit me quite,
Bat dea I split de rail for spite.
Walk jaw bone, ete.

Dey make me a scare-crow in de fields
And & buzzard come to get his meal,
But in bis face I blowed my breath,
An’ he was a case for grim Jim

Walk jaw bone, ete.

Next come a hungry eagle down,

Oh, gosh, thinks I dis nigger’s donebrown,

But he winked ard eried, 1’se de bird ob de

And won't eat de meat ob slavery. [free,
Walk jaw bone, etc.

Den come a painter from de woods,

He begun to tear off my dry goods,

Says I mamea wild pl‘l:.‘dyou may fail,

801 ook outhis eyes wid de tee of mynail,
Walk jaw bone, etc.

Next come a weasel for my juice,
An’ he gnawed until he untied me loose,
An’ dex I made off wid a qnick selarm,
Ap’ luf him be widout a dram.

Walk jaw bone, ete.

Den dqwn de bank I seed 2 ship,
I slide down dar on de bone ob iny hip,
§ aroased de drink an’ yare ] am,
3£ I go bazk dar 1'll be damn.
Walk jaw bone, ete.
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EGRAY GOOSE AND GANDER,
Full band accompaniments.

When I war a single feller,
I lived in peace and pleasure,
But now I am & married man,
I'm troubled out of measure.

Den look here, den look dare,
And look ober yander,

Don’t you see dat old gray gooa;.
A smiling at de gang;:.

Ebery night when I go home,
She scolds or its a wonder,

And den she Lukes dat pewter mug
And beats my head asunder.

My old wife war taken sick,
e pain ob death came on her,
Scme did cry, but [ did laugh,
To see de breff go from her.

Saturday night my old wife died,
Sxnday sMe war dburied, -
Mondc, was my courting day,
v { got married.

My old wife has 5 ~we abread, .
Some evil spirit ge~2~ her,

J ko~w sho has not gona »~ <humh -
Feor de debil can’t sbids-am.
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I%eard a rambling in de eky,
{t imitated thunder,

If my ole old wife ain’t pack aga’m,
It really is & wonder,

Sister Sally dream’t a dream,
Dreamt she went & gunang,

Dreamt she eat a mushroom,
As big as any punkin.

Sister Sal she climbs right well,
Can’t climb as she uster,

Dare she sets a pitching corn
At our old bob tail rooster.

——rD S

WHO’S DAT KNOCKING AT DE DOCR

Composed and sung by Charles Wht's, with wemen
deus applause.

Down in de woods arter coons one night,
Dar I seed a great big light,
De balgine scared me so I toaght I was ne
more,
An I run so hard aginst de house my head
went through the door.
Whe*s dat knocking at de door ?
Who ’s dat knocking at de door?
F:rer Norcr.—Is dat you SBam?
Szoonp Voioms—slNe it is Jim.
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A\ wo Vorce~You ain’t good looking an you
can’t come-in,
An it’s no use a knocking at de door
any more.
Its no use a knocking at de door.

I hab often heard tell ob niggus habin wives,

But I neber heard tell ob one dat had nine liyes;

Bhe was deformed in de limbs and she had a
crooked jaw,

Jeme from an uccident dat happened wid de

door.
Who s dat knocking, etc.

1 dress myseif up when I get done my work.

And I went to & dance to see de wenches flirt,

Dar was » bull dog in frout an ne stretched
out his paw,

And he jerked off my coat tail a going in da

door.
Who's dat knocking, etc.

Going ober to Hobuc, in de steamboat,
De bulgine busted and we all got afleat!
J swum berry fast to a house near de shere,
And I hung my clothes to diy on do railings
1ound de door.
Who ’s dat knocking, ete.

Old Dan Tucker and Dandy Jim is dead,
Dey boff got killed a bucking wid dar head;
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Dey boff had a fuss an you pught to heasd “sem

swore,
Dat’s de way dey met dar death, a bucking
gin de door. .
- Who’s dat knocking, ete.

DO
Al ILADELPHIA OLE BUL, AND OLD
DAN TUCKER.
A wery popular chant, a4 sung b all the colesed
serenaders,

Toum.~Daa Tucker.

Ole Bull and Tucker met one day,

Five hundred dollars for to play,

De women ran an de men ran too,

To hear dem fiddle up something new.
Loud de banjo talked awa{i
An beat Ole Bull from de Norway,
We'll take de shine from Paganini,
‘We’re de boys from ole Virginny

Oll Ball he made his elbow quiver,

He played a shake and den a shiver, '

But when Dan Tur ker touched his string,

He'd made him shake liﬁa locust’s wing,
ud de bazjo, eta.

Now ole Bull he sweat an t;
An bis eye shine Like de li;l:&'m bug,
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Dan played till his eye stuck out quite het,
Like a d’:unplin in :ole black pc?t.'i
Leud de banjo, ete.

Bofl put a eome rosin on his bow.

An put a little inside too,

Dan soaked his wrist wid possum taller,

An his music made de sky turn yaller.
Loud de banjo, ete.

Dey stop awhile to blow an rest,

Dey people thought that both was best,

But when Dan Tucker played dis tune,

You'd thought each eye dar was a fall moen
Loud de banjo, ete.

De Ole Bull drew up his fiddle,
An squeeze him from de toe to de middle,
He played * Niagara,” rapids an all,
Till he sweat like dat same waterfail,
Loud de banjo, etc.

His music sounded, dat am a fact,

Like de quick march ob de puss cat-a-ract,
Some hoisted umbrellas, by Joby,

Aa some folks sheok wid de waterfoby.
Loud de banjo, ete,

But ole Niagara was no use,
Dan Tucker up de banjo screws,
Anp plays a hurricane so true,
Dat up to de air de trees all flew.
‘ 5 Loud de banjo, ete.
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Ole Bull he vanished from de scene, .
As quick as a niggn’s fork and bean,
For he ride to Norway home again,
On de air ob old Dan’s Hurry cane.
- Loud de banjo, ets

——

CLAR DE TRACK.
‘Tune—Dan Tucker.
By Jauzs Kizxuan,
Oh hears g song that never was sung,
By any nigger old or young,
An if you all will listen to me,
11l sing about some niggers that ’s free.
clar de track, de bullgine ’s coming,
Clar de track, de bullgine 's coming,
Clar de track, de bullgine ’s comi:;,
See de niggers how dey ’re running.

Oh Dandy Jim an my Aunt Sally,
Both live down in Shinbone alley,
Lu¢y Neal an Mr. Brown,
Lives in a house that ’s out ob town,
So clar de track, &o.

Misees Tucker and ole Joe,
To take a rids one dzx did go;
And Daniel Tucker thought he ’d shine,
Along wid de gul in de cailnge lina. .
8o clar de track, &o.
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De g&llel{ sun has jis gone down,

An Pompy Smash is here in town:

bably Dinah ’s in a trance,

And Jim Crow ’s singing the Boatman Dance
. So clar de track, &e.

De Guinea Maid an my old Dad,
One night a little fun dey had;

Ring the bells, an Jim crack corn,

I never see the like since I was born.

8o clar de track, &ko,

Tom Walker behind the ole gum tree,
Ole Knapper singing ole Pee Dee,
Tha;puor gal that come. from Guinea,
In the Soating scow of ole Virginia,.
. So clar de track, %e.
——D) O
-A NIGGER’S REASONS.
Air—Yankee Doodle.
Nigger !:an good reason hab,
of ebery ting him doing:
ch&r itbe wgrk all day,g
Or every night go wooing!
He dearly lub a pretty gal :
Wid kiss her mout{ to stop ah,
But-nigger lub himself de best, _
Cause him tink it proper.
: Ching; ring, banjo goley, loo,
Ching ring banjo nigger;
Know well how take care
Cause number one a figgur.
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Times are growing bery bad,
Through care or Massa Cupic s
Bome kill demselves acause dey "re magt
And some acause dey ’re stupid;
Nigger ne’er take it in his head,
And for de best persuasion,
He never kill himself at all,
Cause he ro occasion.
Ching, ring, &e.

_ Nigger lub new rum galore,
ut all in moderation; :
For if him take a drop too mach,
May lose him st -
B‘iehoullld a m lilliwita him hetita,
fore him things put H
Den no objocﬁon.'drinkg.liie m.
Acause it cost him notting.
Ching, ring, &wc.

Him neber care for making loye,

Dat trouble neber move bi
Nigger man, wid handsome

ake ebery body Jub him.

Him like a widder best, wid cash,

Dat not a chance to pass a:
’Cause when he de money tush,

No care a dam for massa.

Ching, ring, &e.

Him no like at all to ory,
Serrow meke sll crusty:
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He tink it best to laugh all day,
Cause it make him lusty !
N; igger lub good living wef,
tarvation make him frightful—
Him like rump steaks and oyster sawee
Acause ‘em so delightful.
ing, ring, &e.

He 'd like to be a gentlem
If he could liveg:nhired‘;.'
Nigger man no like to work,
uge it make him tired !
Him tink it bore him debts to pay,
Though folks may say it ’s not right,
Cause for three months in the bench,
Black man come out all wash white !

—P

BOATMEN'S DAUNCE.
" WITH ADDITIONAL VER#ES.
Wiitten and sung by Oid Daa Emmet.
ring ob de year hab come at Jast,
a ﬁliill' tim{ hab gone and past.
Four-and-twenty boatmen all jn a flock,
Bettin on de sea-side, peckin on a rock.
O daunce de boatman daunce,
O daunce de boatman daunoe,
Daunce all night, till bred daylight,
An go heme wid de galls in de mornin,

De boutman daunce, de boatman sing,
De boatman up to ebery ting: 2
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When de boatmen gits on shore,
He spends his nioney, den works for mesa
O daunce de boatman, &«

. Da.oyster boat should keep to de shore.
De fishin smack shounld venture more,
De schaoner sails before de wind,

De steamboat loffs a streak behind.
O daunce de boatman, &a

went on board de udder day,
To hear what de boatman had to say,
Dar I let my passion loose,
Dey crammed nie in de caleboose.
O daunce de boatman, &e.

I *ve come dis time, I'll come no more,
Let me loose, I'll go on shore,
8ez dey old hoss, we 're a bully crew,
‘Wid a hoosier mate an a captain too.

O dauncae de boatman, &e.

- When you go tv de boatman’s hall,
Dance wid my wife, or don’t dance af -
8ky blue jacket, an tarpaulin hat,

Look out, my boys, for de nine tail cat.
O daunce de boatman, &ae,

. De boatman is a lucky man,
Dar ’s none can do as de boatmen eant
I neber seen a purty gal in my life,
»at da) she was de boatman’s wife.
O daunce de beatman, &e.



FOPULAR SONGS [ 4
When de boatman blows his horn,
Look out, old man, your hog is gone;
He cotch my sheep, he cotch my shoat,

Den put %em in de bag, an toat um to do baek
O daunce de boatman, &c.

Ober de mountain, slick as an eel,

De boatman glide down on his heel,

He hop in de longboat brisk as a flea,

Den weigh both anchors, an put out to sea.
O daunee de boatman, &c.

—SO—

GIT ALONG, JOHN.
Full Band and Chorus.
All de way from Norf Carolina,
For to see my old aun’t Dinah,
Stys I old lady how ’s the goose,
Jay bird jump on de mountain rooze,
n git along John, oh, git along John,
Den get along John, de fifer’s son
Aintyoumighty glad your works most donq

Behind de hen house on my knee,

Tinks I hear de chicken sneeze,

Turkey playin cards on de punkin vine,
chaw backer and duck drink wine.

Milk in de dairy nine days old,

Rat and skipper getting mighty bold,
Long tail rat in a pail ob souse,

‘es some down from de white folk’s heuse,
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A Virginn nigger raised a
Make%n’o ciloe out eb de 10::‘.

He put canee into de water,

@e your death, I see your deughten

I hadn’t seen her half a day,

Tell my minses I did say,

Shy at fust, but soon got larking,
Virginny gals am deth at sparking.

Master sent me out a singing,
Dat war de fust ob my beginning,
Shake de double ¢tmmen quiver,
Burst de banjo all to shiver.

Way down souf en de beaver creck,

De nigger grows ’bout ten feet,

Dey ﬁo to bed wid all dar clothes on,

Dere legs hang out for chicken to reost en

Ni m *oout half dead,

Wid hu weight chicken on his leg,
JAn dey start off for de barn,

Ole cock crows, de young ones larn,

—— OO

.

" GINGER BLUE.

name is gi blu
A e e .
Dat 1 eam frem de Tenuesese mountaing,
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Oh, my paragraph is short,
And my story it is true,
As de water dat rans from de fountains,
first word I said,
‘When I raised up my head,
Was when 1 worked 'pon de plantatien,
. It was walk ehalk, ginger blue,
Get ober double trouble,
Ole Verginny neber tire.

Clem Williams one night,
Was n to gib a ball,
Tede ﬂﬁl at works *pon de plantation;
o axed me to come
For te hab a little fun,
Wid de nigga wenches eb de inhabitation.
De gals looked well,
- My eyes what a smell,
When de mg&n got a gwanin in de dancin.
alk chalk, ginger blue,
Git ober double trouble,
Ole Virginny neber tire.

1 golly, I tell you wot, dar was one nigga
wench wat had such almighty big feet dat
wen she gan to dance, dey hed to open de
back door, to let her heels go down inte de
ollar. Whew!

‘As T was down to town,
other day,

De
And tinking about nothing in partioular,
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Ipcome aercss a .
at cut a might‘;.ﬁﬂ.
I golly you tink he was a tickler.
He swelled in de middle,
And spread at de hesl,
But he eould 'nt come do hustorations ssiopogy,
Ob walk ehglk, ginger blue, etc.

. De »i in dis plaee,

Connlﬂ:‘n. dere h:nd-omo face,

But aey can’t trick de nigges in Virginny.
Dar noses are too flat,
And dere woal is curled too much,

Like the deck of de ship from ole Guinea,
Dey pat dere feot in small shoes,
But it ’s all no use,

For de toes will push up de nigga’s heel,

‘When they walk chalk, giager blue, ete.

D PO

GENNY GIT YOUR HOE CAKE DONR
Sang by ;. W. Sweeny and W. Whitlock, the eels
brated banjo players.

Old Massa and Misses, is gone away,
Da left home one morning gest about day;
4nd den you hear dat nj say,
me down de banjo 3‘5‘ lit de nigger play,
Jenny git your hoe cake done my des .

Old massa and misses promist me,
When they died they’d set me free;
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But now both are dead and gone,
Aad hexomd sambo hillin up c%:n.
O, Jenny get, e's.

Yo eat my sugar and drink my tea,
And run about de old field and talk about me;
Dare was a nigger in de gutter and he tarmd
rite about, : .
Amd up stept Jo and got his tooth knocked out,
O, Jenny get, ete,

Forty weiﬁzn of gunger bread and fifty weight
b kv' .d band box of peas,
A great big pumpkin and a band box of
An Indian puddigg and a pumpkin pie,
De white cat kicked out de grey cat’s eye.
O, Jenny get, eto..

Dare wasa frog jump'd out de spring,
1t was %0 cold he couldn’t sing,
s. tied his tail to a hickory stump, :
e rared and pitched but he could’nt make a
jump. '
O, Jonny get, et .
! The old hen and chickens at the stack, -

An old hawk flew down amongst de pack,
Xud struck de old hen whack middle ob de

back,
' Amd I really de believe dat ’tis a fact, -
O Jenny gety oto.
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Now white folks, I’d hab you to know,
Dare is ne music like de old banjo,
And if you want to hear it ring,
Jist watch dis finger on de string. *
O, Jeany get, ete, ‘

An alligator come from Tuscaloo,
All for to fight wid de Kangaroo,
Dey fought till they chaw'd their bodies dowrpy
And wid their tails took anoder round.
O, Jenny get, eto.

—PO—

THE LATEST VERSION OF
JIM BROWN.
WYith Reusp Band and Stove Pipe Accompanimente,
As sung by the Virginia Minstrels,

1 am a acience nigger, my name 's Jim Brown,
De one dat plays szr;nnZic all round de town,

To a commeon i I not deign to gib
i gger gib mp

’Cuolam:ie leader of de famed brass band.
I plays on de cimballs, and makes de hansum

sound,
1 am de high musician dey ¢all Jim Brewn.
¥ was horn on Long Island, close to Oysteg

Yo
Wlml:lnbd wpea a farm for two shillings
sdays -
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Dopnu:’s dis nigger was seoa te he diskiv-
ered, :
81 ju:ep apon & pine log and foated dewe
. nber, y . .
Ilanded at Fulton Market, wid de masic in
. my h.nd' . .
And soon dey made dis. migger leader ob a
band.
De way I come to play de drum, and car. o‘
de sword, y B

I practiced on de banjo, sugar in de gourd.
De niggleu dey all danced when Jim begun #p

play,
Dey danced from de morning till da close ob

ay,
1 plays oz da cimballs and on de clarinet,
Play upon de fiddle till I make de nigger swel.

I went on to Waehington, de capital ob de nar
tion,
Ask Massa Tyler if he gib me situation,
?ys he, Jim Brown, why what can you do 1
said I ;.d nullify de boot, put de veto on de
shoe, .
Bays he, Jim Brown, what ¢an you do for me?
Icango in de garden, and plant de kickory
tree.
I am de raffties ole niggar, now, dal eber you
nw, .
P'raps you don’t know I *ve boen inte de was
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I fowght de battle ob Bunker Hill, d¢ battle
ob Lexington,

Nebber sse-de time dis niggar he would rung

For wl::n I was a little boy, and only so feet

Iran befg:.'o old General Jack, and made b
¢ red coats fly.

Pere *s music in de horse shoe and in de tip
pan,
Music in dis nigger, which you must under.

. stand,
Dere s music in de pot, and music in de ket-

tle,
huuc in de knife and fork, when you'eat
our victuals,

ﬁusic n a pot, a boiling on de fire,

usic in dis nigger’s ole Virginny neber tire,
I went to de opera, to hear de music dare,
But wid dis nigger dey is nothing to compare,

Linay talkgiout opera, Gaza Zechariah,

r come to tea wnd ole Virginny nebbes

1 plpyl on do cymballs, an make de hansnm

soun .
1'm de g.cat ole nigger, dey call Jim Brown,

Since nwusio in de is now afl de *
My friends dey dnddzado me te 'hgnlg;'nn Q
stigey
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And since I have appeared, and gits de plause

from you,
Udon t fear de debil or de big bugabee.
An if I get encamped by de people ob dis

Take de eberlutm blessing of the nigger Jim
Brown.

D PO

LONG TIME AGO.

AsY was gwoin down Shin Bone Alley,
Long time ago,

To buy a bonnet for. Miss Sally.
"Long time ago. .

Dare I met old Clem de weaver,
Long time ago,
In his hand he had a cleaver,
" Long time ago.

Behind de fence I watch Le motion,
Loug time ago,

Kase I know he have a notion,
Long time ago.

I say, ole Clem, what dat you totin,
Long time ago,
Long time tm de nigger sp
Lopg time oga. -



. Is get & gun acrews he sheuldes,
Long time ago,
As soon he turn, I did behold her,
Long time ago.
He fire he to shoot a nigger,
ong time ago,
He shoot coon big as dat, and bigges,
Long tige ago.
He skin him for hia hide an tallow,
Long time ago,
An dat de way he git rich, dat fallowy,
Long time ago.
I had my hat full ole rum cherry,
Long time ago,
I make he eat ’em, he get merry, .
Long time ago.

He get so corned, he fall in riber,
ng time afo,
An wen he get out, he diskiber,
ng time ago,
Dat he hab loss he hide an taltow,
time ago.
He cuss me for a tieven fellow,
Loug time ago.

8¢ I put vat to Shia Bono Alley,
Long timee age,
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An huy de bonnet for Miss Sally,
Long time ago.

D e

MAINE BOUNDARY QUESTION.
Writtea and sung with unbounded applause by Mr. J
C. Everard, of the New York and Philadelphis
Theaters.

Air—Mamsell ge Mary.

Way down in de State ob Maine, where de

pine trees do grow,
Dar’s ?{vmptomu ob a row dar, I spose you all
o know;
De British on de *sputed ground, I tink dey d
better scoot,
And send for dis ole nigger, for to settle dare
dispute.

De British widout leabe took possession ob de

soil,
And tried to suade the folks of Maine it all
reed with Hoyle:
But de Mainites wid such arguments dey bery
soon got sick,
'Kase de Mainites don’t believe in Hoyle,
% when in doubt take de trick.”

Dey may talk abeut de British bogs, bat 1
don’t care what dey say,

Wid dar.rules of Hovie and gumes b Biwfl
dey better koq:3 away}



- PON/LAR SONGS,
If dey cum acroes dis nigga, I tink dey alt g

floor
'Kase dis nigga 'll play em up de tune called
sugar %: de gourd.

De British say de trespassers on dere ground
war bery few,

Oh huah, says Gubner Fairfield, dat story will
not do,

You ’s gone to work and built your forts and

.~ get your boats to sail,

If you do ot go, why berry soon we i ride

you on a rail.

If you eber seen the Yankees fight, you 4
tink it war a sin,
8o you'd better cut you luck afore you does
in,
For dey do not want to quarrel, nor dey de
not want to fight,
" But de Yankee boys are always skin to g¢ ad
anything dat’s right.

—C—

OLE WURGINNY.

In a little log house in ole Wurginny,

Bum niggas lib dat cum from Guiany,

Dere massa flog 'em berry little—

gtt gib ’em plenty work and wittle;
le massa Jim, teal clober body,
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Ebery day he-gib dem toddy,
r'ynn de amg:fall in de fx{er.
Dey -t::p de work——an rest de liber.
hah! chah! dat de way,
De niggas spend de nite an day.

At nite dey gadder round de fire,
To talk ob tings wot hab perspire— i
De ashes on der tater toss em,
Parch decorn, an roast de possum,
An arter dat, de niggas splutter,
An Bop an danse de chickew flutter;
Dey happy deay and hab no boder,
Live snug as rat in a stack a fodder
Chah! chah! éte,

*T was on de nineteenth ob October,

B\:enhde Juba dance mdober. 41ike tand
eard a great noise dat sound like tunder;

Wzich 'madeg;: niggas stare an wonder !

Now, Cesar says, he lay a dolla,

De debil in de corn, for he heard him holler;

But Cuffee say, now cum see,

I bliebe it ’s notin bit a possura up a gum tree.

Chah! chah! etc.

Den one nigga run an open de winda,
De moon ru;? in like fire on tinda,

Deneis sound plainer, de niggas got friten,
Dey tink 't was a mixture of tunder an litenen,
Some great brack mob cum cross de

Dey kind a roll demselwes togedder,
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But soon dey journ dis exhalatics,
Was notin more dan de ni from
plantation.  Chah! ! etc.

Dese neisy blacks surround de dwellin,

While de news one nigga got a tellin,

De rest ob ’em grin to hear ole Quashy,

Menshun de name ob General Washy,

He says dat day in York Holler,

Massa George catch ole Cornwaller;

And seben thousand corn off shell him,

Leff him notin more dan a cob for to tell hiss
Chah ! chah! ete.

He say den arter all dis fusion,

Dat was de end ob de rebolushun;

Dey gwanin for to keep him as dey ort to,

And dat dere massas specially say den,

De niggas might hab a hollowday den,

An dey mout hab rum all day to be quaffis,

All de niggas den buss right out—a laffin.
Chah! chah! ete.

—eC—
UNCLE GABRIEL,
oR,
SANDY POINT.
Written and ssag with great applanse by Teneg
Winnemore.

As 1 was down Saady Point,
Do toddpr artarnoon,
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De niggers heel come out ob joint,
A running srter a eoon.
I tort I seed him on a log,
Looking mighty quar,
But when I cum up to de log,
De coon he was not dar,
Ou, cum along my Sandy boy,
Do come along, now do,
What will uncle Gabriel say,
Um, um, um, um, um, um,
‘What will uncle Gabriel say,
Why Jinny cac’t you come along toa,

At lass T hear de ole coon snveze,
De dog he flied around,
Pon his tail he-den did breave,
And frowed him te de grouad.
De coon he make belieb him dead,
Hoe lay as stiff as a post,
I squashed him dar right on de head,
And he gub up de ghost.
Do come along, ete.

I tots him to de ole log house,
8oon as he dispire,
He looked jiss like a little mouse,
As I toast him on de fire,
De niggers cum from all aroun,
Deygiick up debilish splutter,
First eat de coon, den clar de ground,
\ To dancs de chicken flutter.
Do cam along, eta
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WHAR D1D YOU CUM FROM?
OR, OH, MR. COON,
As sung by the Virginia Minstrels,
(A copyright song.)
*T is a berry lubly night, and de moon saines
bright. .
De clouds in de norf are gwoin out ob sight,
De whipperwill sings, and de crickett’s all
dance, [chance,
De frogs want to come it, but dey can’t get !
An its whar did you come from,
Who do you belong to,
I wonder whar he went td,
Ra de, diddle, la da, da, da, du!

Oh, a tlree frog sung as de clouds begin te
ower, .

Says he, its my opinion, we’re gwan to had a
shower,

So he crep under a tree leaf for an umbereller,

And, says he, old thunder, you may now be-
gin to beller. ‘An its whar, ete.

Oh, dar was a bull-dog on a bank,an a buil-
frog in a

An de bull-dvg m;d de frog a damn cold
water fool,

He was jumpin down to catch him, but a
nnrper canght his paw,

An de bull-frag dieda jist to hear him
wag his jaw, . An its whar, ete.
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ON, a wild .pues take a notion to hab some
possum meat,

An he putfa walnut in his paws for to disguise
his feet,

But dehpouum see his smeller by de fox fiak

And she crep in her bosom an vanished ou
ob sight.
Oh, Mr. Cnon. etc.
Jeat fotch along de tarters an we Il fry %em in
Oh, hel&youmlf to possum fat, my charming

A nice bowl ob coon ‘eoup is jis de berry ting,
Te elear away de cobwebs and let a nigger

sing.
Qh, Mr. Coon, etc.
Miss Matilda wash de dishes, Juliana bring de

broom.
Eberlina set de chairs back all around de room,
Mr. Coon am a gemtleman, I spect him here
to night,
He's eommg round de corner gals, jest try
and be perlite.
Oh, Mr. Coon, ete.

De white bird and de black bird settin’ in de

Preaching ‘malgamanon to de bobolinks det
pass. . .
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To carry out de doctrine dey seem a Little lotly,
When along cum de pi:eogn hawk and leby

lem . .
on Oh, Mr Coon, etc..

Now take your place musickers, let’s h
dem duleum tones, :
We’ll dance unto de music ob de banjo and
‘de bones, -
Balance to your partner’s all, and keep mindin
. ‘de tune, :
You’re too fast altogether now, my worthy

Mr. Coon.
Oh, Mr. Coon, ete.

80 now come again to-morrow, all in de arter
noon.
For really sir, you hab come, a little while tos

soon,
Allow me de honor to say to you good night,
For de ﬁa{: am a gettin’ tired an its most day
ght.

Oh, Mr. Coon, ete.

—e—

WHAR DID YOU COME FROM ?
The celebrated Banjo Song, as sungby J. W, Sweean

8ome folks say a nigger won't steal,
Bat I cotch one in my corn field,
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Be 1 ax him about dat corn and e eall me a

liar,
8o I up wid my foot and I kick him in de fire,
Oh, :hat did /you cum from, knock a nigger

own,
Oh, whar did you cum from, ete.

I went for to mow down in de field,

A black snake bit me 'pon my heel ;

To cut dirt den I tought it hest,

S0 1 run slap up ’gainst liomet's nest.
Oh, whar, ete.

Oh my red striped shirt, and red cravat,

Oh, hand me down my leghorn hat,

I was asked out one night for to dine,

But done come back till de clock strike nine.
Oh, whar, ete.

I cum from ole Wirginny one bery fine day,

De riber was froze and I skate all de way,

1 hab de banje ander my arm playin dis tane,

Dat de niggus used to dance by de light ob de
moon.

Oh, whaz, ete.
As your young Wag’ner jis began,
Yo:’ll q-yieuy find gon’ll hall.)olgo fan,

Den you crack de whip and you crack so loud,
Dat you jar de nigger's head like a thundar

Oh, whar, eto.
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Aa T look'd ober on yonden hill,

Dare I saw my uncle Bill,
Says I, uncle Bill how doee you do,
Says he, I’'m well, and how is you?
Oh, 'whaz, ete,

Wid a stiff shirt collar, wid three rows of

stitches,
Tight kneed hoots and square toe breeches,
De rain gum wet, de sun eum dry me,
Go *way black man don’t come nigh me.
Oh, whar, eta.

De alligator cam from Tascaloo,

All for to.fight de K::guoo,.

Dey fight till dey smash their nose down,
Den up agin end take anodor round.

Oh, whar, ete.
—

ZIP COON.
- Outhe Go Alwad Principle '
I-went down 10 Sandyhook t'other arternoox,
1 went down to Sandy hook t’other arternoon,
1 wentdown to Sandy hook t’nther arternoon,
And de fus man I chanced 1o meet war ole
Zip Coon. . '
Ole Zip Coon he is a natty scholar,
Ole Zip Coon he is a natty scholar,
Ole Zip Coun he is a natty scholar,
For he plays upon de banjo, *‘Cooney in de
hellar.”




- Tudle tadle, tudle tadle, tuadellal dump,
Oh, tuadellel, tuadellel, tuadollel, damp.
Oh, tuadellel; tuadellel, tuadcllel, damp,
Ri tum tuadellel, tuadellel, doe.

Cooney in a hollor, an racoon wup a stump,

Cooney in a hollor, ete.

Anall dose ticular tunes, Zip used to jump, .
Oh, de Buffo Dixon he beat T'om Rice, (rep.)
An he walk into Jim Crow a little too nied,

Tudle tadle, etc. .

Ole Sukey Blueskin she ’s in lub wid me,

Ole.Sukey Blueskin, etc.

An I went to Suke'shouse all for to drink tea,
An what do you think Suke and I had for

er.
An what do y'ou tink, etc. )
‘Why possum fat, sparagrass, apple-sass
y and butter. P 'udle tadre. etc.

My ole missus she s mad wid 1ne,

My ole misses, etc.

Kasé I wouldn’t go wid her into Tennessee.
Massa build him barn an put in de fodder, .
Massa build him, ete. g
*T was dis ting an dat ting, an one ting ox

oder, Tudle, tadle, &c.

Did you eber see de wild goose sailin om de
ocean, ' .
Did .you eber, eto.
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Dewildgooumn is a mighty prefty ne«

Domld goose wink an he behen to de
swallow,

De wild goose hollar, google, e goller.
R o vy

I spose il‘m hab heard ob de battle ob New
eans,
I spose you hab heard, ete.
War ole General Jackson gib de British beans¢
Dar de ankee boys do de job so slick,

Dare de Yankee, etc.
For dey coch Packenham, and row’d him Ip
de creek. Tudle tadle, etc.

Now way down Suuth, close to de moon,

Now away, otc.

Dare libs de ole rogue wot dey calls Calhoun,
Now along time past he has been tryin,
g:t' dongcektc hat day call null

trick what da nullifyin.
ad y Tudle ulgo. ete.

He try to run ole Hickory down,
He try to run, etc
But he strike & snag an ran aground,
is snag Iy gum was a wapper,
ag, etc.
Ansan 5im into dock to get new coppet.
Tudlie tadle, ets.
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Jm Phil-a-del«fie is ole Biddle’s bank,

In Phil-a-del-fie, etc.

Ole Hickory examined him and found him ra

ther crank,
He tell Nick to go and not make a muss,
He tell nick, etc.
So hurra for Jackson, he ’s de boy for us.
T'udle tadle, ste.

Poesum on a log playin wid him toes,
Possum on a log, etc.
Up comes a guinea hog on off he goes.
uffalo in a cane-brake, ole owl in a bush,
Buffale in a cane-brake, etc.
Laflin at de blacksnake tryin to eat mush.
Tudle tadle, etc.

Nice corn ’s a growin, Sukey loves gin,
Nice corn’s a growin, etc.
Rooster’s done crowin at ole nigga’s shin,.
Oh, Cooney ’s in de hollow an possum in de
stubble, ’
Ob, Cooney ’s in de hollow etec.
An its walk chalk ginger blue, jump double
trouble. Thudle tadle, ete.

Oh, a bull-frog sot an watch de alligator,
Oh, a bull-frog sot, etc.
An jump upon a stump an offer him a tater,
De alligator grind an tried for to blush,
De alligator grined, etc.
An de bull-frog laughed an criad, *Oh!
Hﬂu.h el Tuydle tadle, eto.
c
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Oh, if I was President, ob dese United States,

Oh, if I was, etc.

I*d lick lasses candy and swiug upon de

tes,

An dg:se I dinny like, why I stick dem'off
de docket, .

An dose I dinny like, ete.

be way I°’d use em up was a sin to Davy

Crocket. .
Tudle tadle, ete.

— SO

OH, CARRY ME BACK TO OLE VIR
’ GINNY.

As sung by the inimitable Jim Sanferd.

On do floating scow ob ele Virginny,
I’ve worked from day to day,
‘Reking among de oyster beds,
To me it was but play;
But now I *m old and feeble,
An my bones are getting sors,
Den carry me back to ole Virginay,
To ole Virginny shore,
Den carry me back to ole Virginmy,
To ole Virginny shore.
Oh, carry me%mck to ole Virginny,
To ole Virginny shore.

‘Oh, T wish dat I was young agai
Dcnl’dhldadéﬁoyrent i



1'd save my money and buy a farm,
And takey Dinah for my vzife; )
But now old age, he holds me tight,
And [ cunnot love any inore,
Oh, carry nre buck to ole Virginny,
To ole Virginny shore.
Den carry me back to ole Virginn.
OhTo old Virginny shore; e
, carry me back to old Virginn;
To old Virginny shore. i

When I am dead and gone to roost,
Lay de old tambo by my side,
Let de possum and coon te my funeral go,
For dey are my only pride; B
Den in soft repose, I°ll take my slespy
An I’ll dream for ever more,
Dat you ’re carrying me buck to ole Virginny,
To ole Virginny shore. .
Den carry me back to old Virginny,
To old Virginny shure;
Ob, carry me back to old Virginny,
‘To old Virginny shore.

— PO
DEAREST MAY.

Words and music by A, F. Wianemore.

niggersnomeand listen, a story I'll relate,
ghyponed in a valley in de ele C.solinastate,
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It was down in de meddow I used te make d6

hay,
I always{vo:k de harder when I think oa yeu
dear May.
Oh dearest Mly your lovlier dan de day,
Your eyes so bright they shine at night,
When de 1a00n am gone away

My mases gib me holiday, I wish he'd give
me mo

I thanked hnm vory kindly as I shoved my
boas from shore,

And down de nbber p.ddled with a heart a8
light and free,

Te the cottage of my lovely May, I longed so
much 10 see.

Oh dearest May, ete.

On de bank oblde ribber where de trees aey
so low,
When de coon umc'mg de branches play, and
de mink he keeps below,
GCh dete is de spot, and May shall look se

eet,
Her eyel dey sparkle like de stars, and hee
lips am red as beet.
Oh dearest May, ete.
Beneath de -hady old oak tree, I sot fay Taany

an hou
Mlup&yu do buszard bird dat sperte - &



POPULAR S50NGS. ]

Butdearest May I left her, and she cried when
' both we parted,
I give her a long and farewell kiss, and back
to massa started,
Oh dearest May, etc.

—te—

MY ROSY LUB IS THE TURTLE DOVE.

My Rosy lub is a turtle dove,

She was born in Alabama,

8he is the handsomest yaller gal,

In the state of Indiana.

For Rose and I were in the field,

A thunder storm came on,

The lightning came near striking her,

[ really thought she was gone.
Her head is like a tobacco plant,
Her mouth like the bananna,
She is the handsomest yaller gal,
In the state of Indiana.

My Roey lub is a tartle dove,

Al{ I know dat she lubs me,

$he is the prettiest yaller gal,

That ever you did see :

Rose and. I were returning,

When our , work was over,

A large black snuke jumped out ob de grase,

And fi: her ou the uose. :
Her head is li%e tobacco plant, eto.
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COME TO THE OLD GUM TREE,

Come to the old gum tree,

Where the coon and the possum pranoe,
Come yere niggers and see,

And join in the jovial dance.
The coon is above us,

In his nest in the tree,
We know that he don’t love us,

But fond of him are we.

Come to the old gum tree, et

Come to the old gum tree,
The wood in the shallow leaves,
The cotton plants and flowers,
For a merry life is ours.
Around and above us,
The banjo’s sweet notes,
The voice of these niggers,
Came warbling from their throats,
: Come to the old gum tree, otay

Come to the old gum tres,
So softly boys as you can,
We will catch the coon in the moom,
And fry him in the pan.
That nigger plays the fiddle,
And [ the tamborine,
We are the happiest set of niggers,
That ever fore was seen.
: Come to the old gum tres, ol
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CORN FIELD GREEN.

A PARODY OXN ¢4\ SUMMBAYS DAY.”
Cemposed and sung by ON Dan Emmit,
On a night in de fall ob de year;
A hungry coon would rove;
For a corn field dat was near;
Green corn de coon did lub—
De coon felt his appetite,
Ha! ha! gez he, I mean
To eat my fill dis night,
All in dat corn field green.
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha,
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha.

De night it was berry dark,
De sun had set too soen;

He could’nt hear de bull-dog bark,
Good wedder, sez de coon;

He husk de corn upon de rail,
His appetite was keen,

On dis same night he wagg'd his tail,
All in dat corn field green.

Eneugh I 've eat, de coon he cried,
Eno I’ve eat, cried he;

He kick’d the bucket and he died,
All by a holler tree.

De odder coons out ob spite,
Dey neber wouid be seen

Te eat dere fill at nj
All in dat cora greon
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WE WENT ONE NIGHT.
Written by F. McDermoss, as sung by the Elite
Minstrels,

For the tune hear them sing it.

We went one night, as the stars shone bright,
De banjo to twank till it come daylight,
‘We steer’d ourselves along de shore,
qill it got so dark we could’nt see afore.
en come darkies let us sing,
And make it on de tambo ring,
We ’ll sing all night and sleep all day,
Den hurry niggas, I'se gwan away.

Silence war wid us ull de night,

Till de nigga fiddler want to fight, .

His hair (ﬁgastand like a hickory broom,

And I thought it war a telegraph to de moon.
Den come darkies let us sing, &c.

I ax'd de ni’ggc fiddler for to cuss,

Says he, old nigga, you are white muss,

He fotcl;ig me wid him, first right ander de
chin,

And upset me on de banjo, so de head caved in.
Den come darkies let us sing, &c.

1 jumped right up and got him by de froat,

To the Eelf{ena Quadrilles he did toat,

I squeezed him so tight dat I tought him dead,

For his eyes were tontracting out of his head.
Den came darkies let us sing. &c\
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| ran for de doctor widout delay,

To hear de circamstances he would say,

Says he dat darkey must go in de dust,

Tinks I, dat am right, fur he begun fust.
Den come durkies let us sing, &c.

—OP O

DE BANKS OB DE DELAWARE.
Turs—Beaks of the Blue Moselle.
When de moon shines bright on an autumn

night,
An’ de owls have left dere nest,
Dis nigga take his gun to fight !
De muskrat det howls in de west. ‘
In my old skiff I take my flight,
For nothing do I care,
'When de moon shines bright on an' autamn

night.
On de banks ob de Delawaru,

When de black snake coils round de sidee
flower,
. Dat grows in de meadow so fine,
*Tis den 1°d make de coons lodk sour
‘Wid dat old gun ob mine.
Zd rise before de morn got up,
For de cocns ’tis much I care,
An’ away I run, wid my old gun,
To de banks ob de Delaware. .
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DE SOUTHWARK REBOLU.'ION.

Tuni—(e Dan Tusker.

All white folks hab dar say an’ cry,

Aboat de Setenth ol July,

Some things dey say, an’ some dey don’t,

Bekase dey am afeaid an’ wont,
Den Pats &eep away, an’ gag laws stay
Pats keep away with your confusion,
1’1l sing de Southwark rebolution.

0h, when de mob a1’ de Irish nation
Attacked ow- colored population,
Dey broke our heads an’ burnt our hall,
Ax' de darkiss hab to bear it all.

Pats keep away, &e.

But de Irish 1hoot white natives down,

An’ spill dar blood around de town;

Our rulers, while deie wounds were sore,

Allowed dem guns o shoot dewn more.
Oh, Pats keep away, &ec.

An’ so dey axmed St. Philip’s Forr,
With -hooting things ob eb’ry sort,
Dar Pazson FaT stond by his brother,
With a pistol in each hand and a sword a
t’ other.
Oh, Vats clar de way, &e.

It made oid Satan scratch he shin,
To see dis dorsle boilered ain,
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An’® de brimstone smell so stron%umut,
Dat de folks soon scented priest Dunn out.
Oh, Patsclar de way, &o

Dey thought of May an’ Skensin’ten
An’ to de church dey quickly run,
De priests nebba saw, I will be swore,
Folfl come to church so fast before.

Oh, Pats clar de way, &¢.

Dey got batter rams, an’ rams’ horns too,

Like Joshua at Jericho,

If de Natives hadn’t den cum down,

Ole priest Dunn would have been done brewy
Oh, Pats clar de way, &e.

Den laws St. Michael come about,
To hunt dis church fort closet out,
Dunn said dar was but lemons dare,
For leaden lemonade I swear.
Oh, Pats clar de way, &o

In spite ob both de done up Dunns,

Dey took out nearly eighty guns,

All snug squeezed away for a lucky hous

To treat folks to a leaden-ade shower.
Oh, Pats clar de way, &o

Dese Pats has trampled on de nigger,
An’ thought they °d cum a taller figger,
An’ watk upoa white Natives too, 24t
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But de Natives saw de trick clar 7
Oh, Pats clar de way,

Oh, de Natives still defend de church,
An’ keep av::{ de burner’s torch,
Till de general an’ his troops cam dowa,
Arn’ into de folks all round.
An’ cried, clar de way,
Clar out de way,
Clar out de way, an’ stop dis riot,
Take aim—fire—and shoot ’em quiet.

Oh, den begin a hot lead fight,
An’ folks wasshot down left an’ right ;
Some soldiers trained dar native cﬂu
An’ wounded ole trees in de trank.

Oh, mobs clar away, &e.

Dey killed—in Massa Byron’s words—
‘]‘)S;veral shnttor': and Nl;le boards.l:
rumma, ouses, closets, pribies,
An’ scared ;‘::ae darkies in dar ghimneyn.
Oh, mobs clar de way, &e.

Some down town rowdies join de fray,
Wid«an ole cannon on a dray,
Dey load wid bottles an’ pump-handles,
An’ touch ’em off wid penny caundles.
Oh, Pats clar do way,
Pats clar de way,

y
Pats clar de way—your sly intruden,
Itamdocmmz'b zurlhsimtn. .
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Dey killed two blues ob Germantown,
Who ’ll live in monument renown;
To shoot ’em back de soldiers 1ally,
And shoot one rioter through d>» belly.
Oh, mobs clar de way,
Mobs clar de way,
Mobs clar de way, an’ stop de riot,
Or we’ll have to shoot yot quiet.

Dey took dar cannon prisoner 10w,
An’ make dem cut dirt from d¢ row,
De troops give way unto de civ 1,
An’ dat put an end to furder evil.
Oh, Pats clar away,
Pats clar away—your intrision
Hab caused dis Southwark rebolution,

De troops go home all crowned wid fame,
De Beople guard de church ob .;uame,
De Dunn’s cutdirt in dread corfusion,
Fo1 dey know dey caunsed dis tebolution.
Oh, Pats clar away,
Pats clar away—your intrision
Hab caused dis Southwark rebolution.

—¢o—
PHILADELPHIA RIDTS.

OR, 1 GUESS IT WAN'T DR NIGG:S DIS TINS.
Toxa—It "Il neber do to git it up.
Oh, in Philadelphia folks say how
Dat darkies hc{ up all de rows,
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But de réot in Skensin'ton
Beats all de darkies twelve to one.
An’ I guess it wasn’t de nigge:s dis time,
I guess it wasn’t de niggas dis time,
I guess it wasn’t de niggas dis time,
Mr. Mayor,
1 gwess it wasn't de niggas dis time.

Oh, de **Natives’’ dey went up to meet,
At de corner ob Second an’ Massa-street,
De Jrish cotch dar starry flag,
An’ tare him clean up to a rag.

An’ I guess it wasn'ty &c.

Oh, de peaceful Natives go away,

An’ meet up dar anudder day,

Den de Irish get half shot all round,

And den dey shoot de Natives down.
An’ I guess it wasn’t, &c.

De Natives couldn’t stand dat quite,

For freemen will defend dar right,

Au’ when dar blood begin to spill,

Dey thought ob glorious Bunker Hill.
An’ dey didn’t run away dis time, &e.

Dey dart like lions on deme Pats,
An’ stoned *em back wid whole brickbats,
Dey fought wid hands gin loaded guns, °
Lord how American bloed did run.
But whar was de sheriff’ dis time?
Whar was de sheaiff dis time?
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Whar was de sheriff dis time?
Mr. Mayor,
Oh, whar was de sheriff dis time?

Oh, de Irish in dar houses stay,

Like ’possum in a holler tree,

Dey poke dar guns out through de wall,

Lord, how dey make poor Natives fall.
I guess it wasn’t poor niggas, &ec.

Dey kotch one sheoter by the hip,
Dey drag him en his jaw bone lig.
Dey thought him dead, and leff him be,
B#t he cum de *possum an’ got free,
I guess it wasn’t de niggas, &c.

De Natives got some shooting sticks,
An’ fired at dar frames an’ bricks,
De Pats shoot back an’ de hot lead flew
Lord ! what's creation comin’ to ?

Oh, guess it wasn’t de niggas, &e.

De Natives couldn’t fire much ball,
An’ so dey fire dar houses all,
Den de sheriff fotch his troops about,
1% to shoot de fire out.
ut day come rather late dat time,
Dey come, &c.

De sheriff’ 1eff ’em in a lurch,
An’ s0 dey burn de Michael’s churchy
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Oh, dat dar was a burnin’ shame,
But I wonder who was the most to blame,
I guess it wasn’t de niggas, &c.

Cadwallader he walk in now,

An’ wid his brave men stop de row,

Den wicked rowdies went in town,

An’ burn de St. Augustine’s dowsz.
Oh, whar was de police dat time?
Oh, whar was, &c.

Cadwallader stan’ by his gun,

‘While de shooters from dar houses run,

Oh, dat dar was de time to fotch ’em,

If dey’d been Natives how deyd’ kotch ‘esa.
But he let killers run dat time, &c.

Oh, den de big fish ’gin to fear,
Dey thought de burnin’ was too near,
Dey call’d a meetin to make peace,
And made all white folks turn police.
If dey’d been a little sooner dat time,
If dey’d been a little sooner dat time,
1 dey’d been a little sooner dat time,
Mr. Mayor,
Dey might a stopt all dis crime.

An’ next de Gub’ner cum to town,

Arter fifty Natives war shot down;

‘To save de spilt milk all endeavor,

But dey say ¢ it's better late dan neber.”
Only a little too late dis time, &c.
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Den de sheriff ax de States’ *Torney

To know what a sheriff’s duty be,

De *Torney answer like a man,

It am to do de best you can.
But dar ’s nothin like doin’ it in time,
Dar ’s nothin like, &c.

Den missa sheriff to get free,
Make Patterson his deputy, -
De General gallowson’s de town,
To shoot de used up riot down.
Oh, be u little sooner next time, &c.

His barracks am Girard’s old bank,

De ghost ob Stephy’s dollars clank,

If he °d been dar to saw de scene,

He ’d say *by dam vat all dis mean ?”
Oh, be a little quicker next. time, &c,

Dey make a stable ob de yard,

An de vault a sleepin’ place for guard,

An dar was one deposite queer,

De Princoton’s tars wid sharp toed spears.
Dar was good bank stock dis time, &ec.

Den for church burners soon de mayor,

Offered a reward quite rare,

Bat to cotch dem dat killed freedom’s sons,

De state couldn’t find fro law nor funds.
Oh, I guess it wasn’t se in old times, &a&
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De thorities for lives don’t car,
As long as their brick walls go clar,
But when dey 're touched dey change .das
tane,
An hunt de pegues out before soon. .
An den dey loose no time, &c.

But decent folks am quiet now,

8till newspapers. keep up a row,

Dey spin long lies about de riot,

Because they *re making money by it.
Howeber taint de higgas dis time, Sca.

—SO—

NIGGERISMS.
I say, Jim, does you know de difference
*tween Jinral Seott an Jinral Taylor, eh ?
Yes I dosen’t know any thing about it.
Does you subside ?

Yes.

Well den you see Jinral Scott is a disclipine
Ary man,—-

A what ?

A disciplinary man, you ignorant nigga you,

Gess you dosen’t know yourseff, if you
does, jist explain.

Wal den, you see when Jinral Scott in
gvyhto do u¥m¢. he gets hisself ready

st but Jinrel Taylor he is always ready oy
tengh too, ysh, yah
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By golly you is been stenlin seme soldior
some whar.
.But look yeah, why am you an me like

some ob de volunteers in Mezico ?

Well dat am 3 hype, 1 gibs dat up,

You gibs it up does you, wal nigga ite be-

we sarve under Wool.

Yah, yah, soit is.

Just git along, will you, ’aint nu use to tatk
sonnundrumd to dis child.

Why am de Mexicans like segars ?

Because dey are half Spanish.

‘Why an de United States Hotel like a lum-
boe yard ?

Bekase dar is a t many boerds der.

Whar’s you been lately all dis time nig!

I'se been to de wars. Did’nt you hear *bout
&~ fight I had at Sal Gordo ?

Did you lick her?

Go long, go Ic'mﬁi .

8al Gordo’s in Mexico, just five miles souf
ob do telegraph.

How did you make out dar, did she lick

ou

4 Lick me, lick me, don’t you see dis yar coat
dat I got on, dat was Santa Anna’s coat, an
dese bones was made out ob de soup.

How did you feel out dar.

Oh pretty queedigous.

W"Iul. ’s dat; how ’s dat. What’s queedig
ous
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Why you see, queedigous is—is—if—im

es. Xactly, xactly, queedigous is queedigous.

How did you make out in de buziness dat
you was in before you went out dar?
¥lat bizness, de mercantile bizness?

o8,

Oh pretty queedigous only de oysters dat I
had began to get de fever, and de crowner
held 2 request ober dem; he said I °d hab te
gib em up to de board ob healf, kase dey want~
ed to quarryantime dem, and den dey ’d get
better, so I sold out my horse and cart and
went in to de dry goods biznesa.

Yes, I used to see you gwine round de.
dm‘h wid a stick and a nail druve in de ead

\
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THE DEVIL AND THE LAWYER; OR,
A HINT TO ATTORNEYS. -

I"ll sinz you asong, if you *Il not think it long,
Of what happened on one summer’s morn-

ning,
A lawyer.‘ 1'm told, who'd with tricking
grown bold,
Rode out as the day it was dawning:
?. now, if you will believe me,—
t is not my wish to deceive thee ;=
In full gallop he went, but he soon had te
repent :
Of his journey, if you will believe me.

He'd scarce ’gan to roam many miles from -

(Hul;:d Ch: -

is lodgings in Chancery-lane, sir,)

When the clofa'ds appeanodr{ig. for they 'd ta-

ken a swig
Of water to turn into rain, sir,

Now all Nature wae dreary,
Not even a prospect was cheery;

At length, on a heath, as for life or for deathy
He arrived, and O, it was dreary.

Now the rain it fast poured, and the thunder
loud roared, .
As if heaven and ws-th wero 8 parting,
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That the lawyer he shook, and with fear pesn
tol oa
For ke every moment was starting.
Here comes the horrible story,
Of Lucifer, all in his glory,
From his mouth, it’s no joke, issued fire ld
smoke,
And, O, it ’s a very true story.

From the skin of a tead, which lay on the road,
That quickly was bursting asunder,
Rose the deman of hell, with a horrible yell
To the lawyer’s terror and wonder,
Which made him ride faster and faster,
For fear of some dreadful disaster,
For his past crimes, so glar-ng, in his visage
were staring,
So on he went faster and faster,

But the devil in chase, soon finished his race,

And grappled him fast by the shoulden,

And n;ado him, when taken, cry out, O, my
acon,

Whilst his bleod it ran colder and eolder.
Now you shall die, said eld Nick, sir,
For, d—me, Il play you a trick, sir,

You *ve long tricked the world, and you shall
be hurled
In the hot house below with old Nick, dg

Thcn deep in his heart he plunged his dul,
Which speedily rent it :zundeg::i
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Whilst hell’s grinfly sire, with flashes of fird,
Flew off in a loud clap of thunder.
Now let all other  attorneys,
If at home, or going on journeys,
By ‘his take a warning; for, noun, night er
morninq
The devil ’s in search of attoweys.

¢ —e—

THE LAST SONG.

Llawyers pay you with words, and fine ladies
with vapors,
Your parsons with preaching, and dancers

oepers,
Soldlen paylyou with courgge, and some with
r lives;

Bome men with their fortunes, and some witt.
their wives ;

Some with fame, some with eonncunce. and
many throw both in;

Ph)nclana with Latm and great men with
nothing.

I, not to be singular in such a throng,

For your kindness, pay yon—with the ead of
a song,

Buat pleadmg. engrassing, declaring, and va-

Aldﬁghtmg.a..d Mnd deaeing, and
sapering,
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And preaching, and sweariug, axd builying,
prescribing, .
And “I:Ii;'lg' ang whoeedling, and fosing, and

ng,
And every professianal art of hum-dramming,
Are clearly of some sort a species of hum-

Humming—nay, take me with you, the term’s
very strong.

But I only meant—humming the end of a
song.

For all who thus kindly may pay me attentinn,
{ would I bad language of some new inventior.

My thanks to return; for where ’s the ex-

pressioa
Can describe of your kindmess the grateful
’ impression,
gl:?' every desire of your heart be propitious;;

asting success the reenit of your wishes; |

Unimpaired be your joys—your lives happy
and long——
And now—I am come do the end of my song

— S

ANALIZATION ; OR, WHAT ARE
MORTALS MADE OF?
Beng by Mr. Buston, in «“The Mummy,®

. What are mevtels mads of ?
By analization I*ve tried all the aatien,

\
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1've trisdench gradation, defined every station,
By Sir Humphrey’s best new chemical test,
And found what mortals are made of.

What are lawyer’s made of ?
OF causes and fees to bother and tease,
A brief and s case, and a eonfident face;
A ne exeat and eapias, a supersatjot aid &
fieri facias,
And such are lawyers made of.
What are doctors made of?
Of curing all pain with u fee and a cune,:
Rhubarb and manna, and ipecacuanha,
Powders and pills, and cursed long bills,
And such are docters made of.

. What are old bachelors made of'?
Tobaceo and snuff, and manners so gruff,
Gout and blue devils, and all other evils,
‘Wrangling and strife, and wishing for a wife,
And such are old bachelors 1nade of

‘What are old maids mede of !
OF foundness for scandal, when their friends'
names they handte,
Card partios and tea, fidgets and ennui,

Tom-cats in a garret, monkeys, puppy dogs, -
t,

and =
And sach are old maids mado of.

What are yeung maide made of 7
Jf ribands and laces, and fine ferms ana

gruses,
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Whea kept in their places, O, obess thelr
protty faces,
Of a dear little love of a bonnet, apd two or
thiee little bows on it,
.And such are young maids made e&

ot What .ndd“:‘l“m :{‘l
dding and puff, and whiskers enou,
Oof l:-meu‘ and,ho:mds. and damme 'lal'ld

With ylass to th wh pretty girl is by,
ith ylass to the eye, when a inby
¥ And awhy are dandies made of. !

\What are soldiers made of ?
Of feathers and lace, a strut with a grace,
A heait void of fear when the enemy is near,
Of mircy that’s shown when victory ie
known,
And such are soldiers made of.

What are sailors made of ?
Hearts of oak, tobacco and smoke,
Pitch aod tar, pigtail and scar,
Prize rnoney galore, with fiddles and the
pretty girls on shore,
And such are-sajlors made of.

‘What are husbands made of ?
Of sulks and huffs, and growls and gruffs,
Of this and that, and— '.E":ievnl know- w)
) conjugal rights and stepping eut late b

Rignts,
Aud such are husbands made of
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What are young wives made of ?
Of the boneymoon—tbat’s over very soon.
Of dears and loves, and turtle doves,
And blisses, and kisses, and little masters and
little misses, :
And such are young wives made of.

What are young widows made of ?
Of title deeds, and very deep weeds,
Of a terrible sigh when any body’s nigh,
Of scan. mag. and talking free, and flirting
and fiddle de dee,

And such are young widows made of.’

What are pawnbrokers made of ?
Of money lent at forty per cent.,
Apparel and plate, and a duplicate,
A beck door and a spout, and three golden
balls hanging out,
And such are pawnbrokers made of.

or ‘What arde actors made of ?
ranting and railery to box, pit, and galle,
Cf fears and frights on beneﬁtp ni ts.ga i
@ With a great wish to please such kind friends
. as these,
And such are actors made of.

‘What are audiences made of?
Of generous friends and helping hands :
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Ready to serve all those who deserve,
Bravo, bravo, encore, and noise—pretty v
and merry boys,
And such are audiences mede of.

—DH

OH, JUDY, YOU DIVIL.

Oh, Judy, you divil, you bother me so,
Y y Oh, oh, oh, oh,
Like a red-hot potatoe, I’m all in a glow,
Oh, oh, oh, oh,
For though but one eye you have got in your

By the(:l;l;y, its glances have kilt mo quit

Oh, Judy, you divil, you bother me se,
.y th.oh,ohoh

Your .mi_lg, my dear jewel ’s my joy and my
ride,
Thow, ydour mouth, to be sure, is a trifle tee
wide;
gfo poet alive could the heaut'es disclose
the ilegant pimple that grows on yout
nose.

By myfnowl, you ’re a Venus in figure and
ace,
Vou walk with such stately magnificent gsmely

-
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‘ And theagh one of your legs, dear, a woeden

one .
It for beauty bates all the I ever did see.

Oh, don’t you remember last Donnybrook fair?

The first time I saw you, dear Judy, was
there.-

And wl,mn you was insulted by Patrick

O’ Maily, .
Sare I bate out his brains with a twig of
shillelah
Dont You know what a snug little cabin
*ve got,
In the midst of a bog—a most beautiful spot!
Au ilegant garden, with praties a-growing,
All as fine as can be—sure, they only want
sowing.

Oh, give your consent, then, and let us be
marri
To chureh in a noddy, och faith! we ’Il be

carried ;
And when we eome home, so blithe and so
frisky,
Go to bed roaring drunk with swigging good
whisky.
—re—
PAT AND THE PRIEST.
Pat foll sick on a timo and he vent for the

riest, [least;
| Thet, Iyi-‘, he might have Lis bleming, at
|
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~ Aad to same with all speed did humably ime
plore him, .
To ﬁtl:gim tight out for the journey hefore
) im. :

, Derry down, &e.
The good father the summons did quickly

: Obn?’ .
And found Paddy, alas! in a terrible way;
Fixed and wild were his looks, and his nowe

' cold and blue,

And his countenance were a cold, church--
** yard like hue. ’

The good father bid Pat to confess all his
crimes, .

To think of hissins, and forget them betimes;

Orelse 't would be his fate, like other vile souls,

To be flayed and be salted, then roasted oa
¢

oals ! .

Oh, think, my dear Pat, on that beautiful place,

Where you ’ll visit St. Patrick and see his
sweet face; .

'Tis a country, my jewel, so charming and
sweet,

Where you 'll never want praties, or brogues
to your feet.

Wi, }vell. then, says Pat, with inquisitive
ace,
That country must, sure, bea beautful plase;.
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Bt Patrick, o dowbt, ko will give us good
cheer,
Bat, d’ ye th'ink, he has got any euld whisky
there ?

The good father, with wonder, amaze, and
surprise,

Clapped his hands, and next turned up the
whites of his eyes;

Qh, vile sinner, says he, ean you heps to be

en,
If you think there’s carousing and drinking
. in heaven ?

Well, well, then, says Pat, though I cannot
help tninking, '

If in heaven they can do without eating and
drinking, .

(Though I don’t mane to say what you tell
is a fable,)

*Twould be dacent, you know, just to see a
drop on the table.

—oto—

8AM THIMBLE, AND JAKE THE
BUTCHER.

Sam Thimble was a tailor lad,

Of Philadejphia city,
. Miss Rachel Rose he loved, because
This Rachel Rose was pretty;



But Rechel Ross did wot levé him,
Which grieved him very badly;
His ey with tears of woe did swim,
And sorrow sunk him sadly.
Lincum fi, diggery bo, nosey linkum feedla

Fumble bumble, bumble fumble,
Lackee lackee doodle.

In Spring Garden Jake the butcher lived,
A:‘nﬂ.};‘l was one and twen‘: 3
mi| wishes felt

To have freih‘?eyef a plenty.
But jealousy had seized Sam,

-Which like the grave is eruel,
Says he, I do not care a

*H fight Jake in a duel.

But Jake the butcher had not fired
A loaded pistol ever,

He 'd choice of weapons, and desires
To fight Sam with a cleaver;

But Sammy he would not agree,
And so the matfer evided ;

He went to Sharples’s museum,
-And to the top ascénded,

Determined down to throw himself,
But h:oin-‘ll';: would n;‘i':.
peo ughed at him so,
He swore he weuldn't do it;
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But kly he did change his mjnd,
’ Amoo{ another noti‘:n.
He went dowa to the navy yard,
To seek for high promotion.

A cold next Jake the butcher took,
‘Which soon a fever brought on,
And life next Thursday him fossook,
*Twas what he little thought on;
Then Sammy he did go to Rach.,
- With sad and doleful ditty,
| Bince Sake the buteher he is dead,
i Won't you on me take some pity.

Sags she, I will not be your wife,
o do not ask me prithee,

I would not have you on my life,
Nor eight more tailors with ye.
8o grievously did Sammy grunt, .

And hourly he sighed;
Ere long he got the better on't,
Q¢ else he might have died.

8oon Rachel she did ¢change her zmind,
For fear she ’d die a virgin,

To marry Sam she was inclined,
Indeed she was quite urgent.

Says Sam, I won't, with groat disdain,

rd ! how she was 3

Too late she learnt the tailor men

Were net 1o be
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SHARSPEARE'S SEVEN AGES.

Onr immortal poet’s

Says that ull the world *s a stage,

And that men, with all their airs.

Are nothing more than players,

Each using skill and art,

In turn to play his part,

All to fitl W) the farcieal scene, O,
Euter here, exit there,
lS‘lt«ang in view, mind your ewe. .d

ey down, ho down, derry derry dews

AIF to fill ap the farcical.scene, O.

First the infant in the lap,
Mewling, puling for its pap,
Like a chicken that we trass,
Is swaddled by its nurse,
Who to please the puppet tries,
Asit K‘lﬁf‘ﬁ' and it cries,
All to fill up the farcical scene, O.
Hush-a-by, wipe an eye,
Kiss a pretty, suck a titty,
: Hey down, &w
Then the pretty babe of grace,
With his shining morning face,
And his satchel on his back,
Alas to school must pack,
But like a snail he creeps,
AndYor black Monday
All to fill up the farcical soene, O.
Book mislaid, truant played, '
Rod in pickle, bum te tickie,
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‘Then the lover next appears,

Soused over head andq’eau,

Like a lobster on the fire,

Sighing to expire,

With a deep hole in his heart,

You mi through it drive a oart,

All to fill up the farcical sceme, O.
Beauty spurns him, fon burns 'm,
Like a wizzard eats his gizzard,

‘Then the soldier, ripe for :llnder.
Breathing slaughter, blood amd thun ler,
Like a cat among the mice,
Kicks a dust up in a trice,
Talks of nought but shattered breins,
Scattered limbs, and streaming veins,
All to fill up the farcical scens, O.
Fight or fly, run or die,
Pop or pelter, helter skelter.

‘Then the justice in his chair,

. With a broad ard vacant stare,

His wig of formal cut,

And belly like a butt,

Well lined with turtle hash,

Calipee and calipash,

All to fill up the farcica! scene, C.
Bawd and trull, pimp and cull -
At his nod, go to quod.

‘Then the slippered pantaloor,
In life’s duﬂpmernm
With speetacles on nese,
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Shrunk shapk in youthful hess,

His voice, once big ana round,

Now whistles in the sotind,

All to fill up the farcical scene, O,
Vigor spent, body beat,
Shaking noddle, widdle waddle.

So at Just, to end ‘hzhtn

8ecand childhood lea way,

And like sheep that take the rot,

All our senses ge to pot,

§io death amongst us pops,

And down the curtain drope,

All to fill up the farcical scone, O.
When the coffin, we move off ia,
While the bell tolls the knell,

L o - ]

SITTIN® ON A RAIL.

As I walked out by de light ob de maos,
So merrily singing dis same tuze,
I cum across a big racoon,
A sittin® on a rail,
Sleepin’ wery sound.

1 at de racoon take a peep,
And den so softly to him creep,
I foun’ de racevs fast aslesp,
And pull him off de rujl,
And fling himan de ground.
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De racoom gan to scratch andbite,
I hit him once wid all my might,
1 bung he eye and spile he sight,

O, 1’m de child to fight,
And beat de banjo too.

I ¢ell de raceon 'gin to pray,
While on de ground de rac{on layy
But he jump up and run away

And soen L out ob sight,
Sittin’ on a rail.

My ole massa dead and gons,
A dose ob poison help him on,
De debil say he funeral song,

O, bress him, let him go,
And joy go wid him too.

De racoon hunt, do wery quars,
Am no touch to kill de deer,
use you kotch him widout fess
Sittin® on a rail,
Sleepin’® wery sound,

©Ob all de songs dat eber I sung,
De racoon hunt’s de greatest one,
It always pleases old and young,
And den dey ory encore,
And den I cum agin. )
9
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THE EXILE OF ERIN.

There came to the beach, a poor exile of Erin,
The dew on his thin robe hung heavy and

chill; .
For his country he sighed, when at twilight
repairing

To wander alone by the wind-beatea hill.

But the dev-star attracted his eye’s sad
devotion,

For it rose o’er his owa mative isle of the

ocean,
Where once in the glow of his youthfa'
emotion, .
He sung the bold anthem of Erin Go Braghs

O, sad is my fate! said the heart-brokes
stranger,
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flea,
But I have no refuge from famine and danger,
A home and a country remain not to me;
Ah! never again in the green shady sowers,
Where my forefathers lived, shall I spend the
sweet hours,
Or cover my heart w'th the wild woven
flowers,
And strike to the numbers of Erin Ge
Bragh!

O, where is the cottege that stood by the
wild wood,
8isters and sire, did ye weep for its fall ¢
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O, where is my mother, that wateted oer
my ehildhood,
. Awnd where is the besom friend, dearer
) than all? =
Ahk{ my sad soul, long abandoned by pleasure,
O, why did it doat on a fast fading treasure;
Tears, like the rain-drops, may.fall without
measure,
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall!

Erin, my country, though sad and forsaken,

- In I revisit thy sea-beaten shore;
Bat alas! in a far distant land I awaken,

- And sigh for the friends who can meet me

no more !

O, hard, cruel fate, wilt thou never replace me
Fn a mansion of peace, where no peril can

) chase me ?
Ah, never again shall my brothers embrace me, «

They died to defend me, or died to deplore!

Bat yet, all its fond recollection suppressing,
One dying wish my lone bosom shall draw :
Brin, an exile bequeathes thee his blessing,
Land of my forefathers, Erin Go Bragh!
Buried and cold, when my heart stills its
motion,
Green be thy fields, sweetest isle of the ocean,
And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with
s evotion.
O, Erin, Ma Vournin, Erin Go Bragh!
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THE INDIAN HUNTER.
A1r—Maeetiag of the Waters.
Letme go to my home that is far distant west,
To the scenes of my youth that I like the best,
‘Where the tall cedars are and the bright wae
ters flow,
‘Where my parents will greet me: white man,
let mego!

Letmego to the spot where the cataract plays,

‘Where oft I have sported in my boyish days,

There is my poor ioiher, whose heart will
o’erfiow,

At the sight of hew child : O there let me go!

Let me go to the hills and the valleys so fair,
Where oft I have breathed my own mountain
alr,

And thgne’ through the forest with quiver and
oW, .
1 have chased the wild deer: O there let me go!

Let me go to my father, by whose valiant side,
1 have sported 50 oft in the hight of my pride,
And exulted to conquer the insolent foe,

To my father, that chieftain: O thereletme gol

And O let me go to my dark-eyed maid,

Who u;:“gdm me love beneath the willow
shade,

Whose heart’s the fawn’s, as pure as the

_snow,
AndsheJoves her dearIndian: toher let megdl



THE MAN WITH THE NOSE UPSIDE

A man of renown
Once lived in our tewn,
An Exciseman—and here d 'l disclase,
We had chwrehes a pair,
Aud a chapel too there,
But in them he ne ’er popt his nose.
Mr. Twig was a man,
Wh Deny it who can'!hﬂ -
0 enjoyed a good e in reposs, '
And {'houghg byepthe bye, .
He had but one eye,
He’d a jolly large ruby red nose.
Now every man’s nose,
Is Y o
e advance we suppose;
So as he walked oat,
How the people would sheut,
@Oh, there goes a swell with a nowe!”
Tol lol, ke

Now Twig felt distrest,
And 50 would the best,

.
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‘When his labor was brought tL a closes
-That he could not be merry,
On port wine or sherry,
But the youngsters would laugh at his noss,
In this strange party too,
Where no one he knew,
He was sure to receive a good dose,
For they all .
“ Pray, who is that man 17
“Who that?—oh, that’s Twig—dox~ yem
lwig his red nowe " )
Thus anneyed and perplext,
Ah, and very much vext
At jokes made—he ofien arese,
And he'd say, “I'll be off,
For I can’t bear this sceft,
Fe2 in every one’s mouth is my wse . %

Returning one night,
Without lantern or light,
He was met on the road by some A\ o
~Stand sad deliver!”
Made Mr. Twig shiver,
But his sword in his ﬁl‘ru did aless,
'Twixt parry and thrust,
He expected the worst,
As do most men who mingle in blows,
He felt a keen smart,
It went to his heart, [ne ~
For he very soom found they bad cut off hus
His enemies flaw,
‘When the mischief they knew,



FOPULAR SONGS m

They did more than they mesnt, I suspess;
Twig fell on the ground,
And very soon found

The best heif of his once hlooming nose.

Then his kerchief he drew,
And his memory true

Told him he hdd no time to lose,
Popt the piece on his snout,
Then turning about,

tle ran off with his handful of nose!
To his house he soan sped,
And he crept into bed,

And next morning quite early arose,
For some doubts crossed his mind
Of an unpleasant kind,

Ere a mirror to him did his featurcs discloses
But when he looked there,

As ILﬂ«:gdkbow he did al.tla”e'l '

ink you ma well suppose,

For the’fngmeynt that bled
Stuck tight to his head.

Upside down he had popt on his nese.

Tears came in his eye
__ And he heaved a deep sigh,
‘When he saw the extent of his wees:
Then he did essay
To wipe them away,
But they quietly rolled in Ads nose.
Por his nostrils, the padr,
‘Wete stuck up in the sic,
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On ks dridge bis late arches Yopose ;
So when he takes snuff,
Or that kind of stuff,
Only think how it gently dreps inie Ate neese
He looks better no doubt,
And if you saw his snout,
You’d be cutting off yours, 1 suppose ;
For tho’ he is old,
If its ever so cold,
He has never a drop to his nose.

—

THE MOVING DAY.

Bustle, bustle, clear the way,

He meves, we move, they move to-day,
Pulling, hauling, fathers calling,
Mothers bawling, children squalling,
Coaxing, teasing, whimpering, prattling,
Pots and pans, and kettles rattling,
Tumbling bedsteads, flying bedsteads,
Broken chairs and hollow wares,

Strew the street—’tis moving day.

Bustle, bustle, stir about,

Some meving in—some moving out 3
Landlords dunning, tenants shunning,
Laughing, crying, dancing, sighing—
ngders dying, feathers flying,

Shaking hearth-rugs, killing bed-bugs,
Scampering rats, mewing cata,
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nting ho
Whal:i’:‘tm:u%{;? giovi;:,'& day.

—DP O

] WERY PEKOOLIAR.
Have you e er been in love? if you haven't 1.

hav
To the mngbty god Koopid, I’ve been a great
thlave,
g e thot in my buthom a quiver of harrows,
ike naughty boys thoot at cock-robins and
thparrows:
My heart was as pure as the white alabather,
Till Kospid my weak buthom did overmathter,
Then, {; !g ods! only think how I loved one
Julia,
There was something about her tho wery pe-
kooliar!

' 8poken.—Wery pekooliar indeed, she was one of the
sost bootifel ersturs I ever seed, she vasn't what you
might call downright handsome, bat—

‘There was thomethmg about her tho wery
pekooliar

We firet met at a ball where all our hands
did entwine,

And I did thqnoedgo her fingerand she did
thqueedge mine;
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To be my mext partner I vemtured to preth
he .

T3

And I found that she lithped when she anther~
od me, Yeth, thir.

Now, in lithping, I think there is thomething
uncommon,

Ilove in pertiklar a lithp in a cemhn,

I'm th}re you ’d have liked the lithp of Mith

" Julia,

There was thomething aboat it tho wery pe-

kooliar!

Spoken.~Wery pekooliar! I have a kind of a lithy
myself, but her lithp compared to mine was softaess it
self, | caa hardly describe it, but—

There was thomething about it tho wery pe-
kooliar!

Like ann)l?tiful peach was the check of Mith
ulia,

And then in her eye there was thomething
pekooliur;

Speuking wolumes, it darted each glanoce te
oues marrow,

As thwift and as keen as the wicked boy's

" harrow:
A thlight catht in her eye to her looks added
wigor,—
A catht in the eye often tends to disfigure,
But not tho the catht in the eye of Mith Julia,
There 'ulq th'onnethilg aboat it the wery pb
caliar! oo
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Spoken.—Wery pokosliar! it wasnt a dowaright
squint, but it was a kind of a, sort of a, in fast—

There was thomethmg about it tho wery pe-
kooliar!

Good friends were we thoon, and midst thmiles
and midst tears,

T courted her nearly for three or four years;

1 took her to playsand to balls—Oh ye powersd

How thweetly and thwiftly did then path my
hours! .

But once at a ball—I my feelings can’t
thmother!

She danced all the evening along with another,

I didn’t thay nothing that night to Mith Julia,

But I couldn’ help thinking 't was wery pe-

kooliar!
Spoken.—~Wery pekooliar! especially as I'stood M
ani to oot me fir & ger was wery ung, }, in
short—

1 coul?in’t' help thinking 't was wery pekco-
ar !

I went next day to thcold, when she to my
heart’s core
Cut me np by requetiting I ’d come there ne

AndI thon)d be affronted if longer [ tarried,
Yor next week to another she was to be mes

ried : 7



m POPOLAR SUNGS,
Gods! g:::;, thaid I, why you do not thay

Oh yeth, but I do, thir—you’d better go.
Weﬁ I thall go—but thurely you’ll own it,
Mith Julia, .
Your behaviour to me hath been wery pe.
kooliar.

8poken.—Wery pekooliar! tho frem that day to this
T have never theen or thpeken to her, but thomehow [
oua®t help thinking— ’

Her. behaviour to me, it was wery pekooliar!

— PO

THE NIGHTINGALE CLUB.

The Nightingale Club in a village was held,

At the sign of the Cabbage and Shears,

¥Where the singers, no doubt, would have

’ tly excelled,

But for want of taste, voice, and ears;

Stil} between every toast, with his gills
mighty red,

Mr. President thus with great eloquence said

8poken.—Gentlemen of the Nightingale Club, you
¢ll know the rules and regulations of this soeiety -
aad if any gentleman present is not aware of them,
if he will look over the fire-place he wiX find them
obafited up : that every gentleman must sing a volun.
seer song, whether he can or no, or drink a pint of
10t and water; therefore, to make a beginning of this
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evening’s harmony, T shall eall wpon Mr. Sufile.
Bir, [ have an estreme bad cold, but, with yeur pon
mission, [ M try to do my bLest. 8ir, thats all we
wish ; for, if you do your best, the best can de we
more. Permit me to blow my nose fiest, amd 170
bogin directly, (He sings, srufling.)

A master I have, and I am his man,
Gulloping dreary dall,
And he'll gét a wife as fast as he can,
With his haily, gaily, gall-bo-raily,
Higelty, pigelty, gigelty, nigelty,
loping d dall.
Bravo! bravo! very well sung,
Jolly companions every one.

.y

Thus the Nightingsle Club nightly kept v
their clamor,

Aund were nightly knocked down with the
President’s hammer. .

When Snuffle had finished, a man of excise,
Whose sgint was prodigiously fine, :

Sung—==Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine.

After which Mr. Tag, who draws teeth fop
all parties,
Roard a sea song, whose burthen wag-—

Pull away, my hearties,
Pull away, pull away, my hearties,
Pull—pull away, pull away, my hearties.
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Speken.~Ny. Drinkall, we shall be happy te bemt
your song, sir. (Drunk,) 'Pon my soul, Mr. Presi.
dent, I cannot sing. Waiter, bring Mr. Driskall &
g'ass of salt and water. No, no, Mr. President, soonee
than swallow that dose, Ill try ewe. Bisvo, silence—

A lassis good, and a glass is good, -
And a pipe to smoke in cold weather,

The world 1t is good, and the people are good,
And we 're all good fellows together.

A song is a good thing when it’s very well
sung,
But some people they always stick in it.

Spoken,~'Pon my homor, Mr. President, I casnet
sing amy more. '

Bravo! bravo! very well sang,
Jolly con'llPanionc every one.
hus the Nightingale Club, &e.

Mr. Drybones sung next, who was turned of
three-seore,

And melodiously warbled away—

She, s sweet fifteen, I 'm one year more, :

And yet we are too young, they say.

‘Then a little Jew grocer, who wore a bob
Struck up— ' * e

Johmy Pringle had von very leetel pi
Not very leetel, not veryegg, re
But when alive him live in clover,
put now him dead, and dat’s all over.



Spoken.—~Mr. Brosidons, I thigk .it’s tho we had
mast or a sentiment. Cortainlyj.whase tors is it te
give eme ! Mr. Mangle, the surgeon. 8ir, I'll give
you, Buccess to the Union. And now, Mr. Dismal,
we’ll thank you for & sesg. 8ir, I shall give you
semething sprightly—

Merry are the bells, and merry do they ring,
Merry is myself, and merry will I sing..

Bravo! brave! very well sung,
Jolly companions every one.
Thus the Nightingale Club, &c.

Lilty Piﬁer' some members called Breach of
the Peace,

Because all his notes were so shrilt,

Bhrieked out, like the Wheel of u cart that
wants grease—

Deeper and deeper still.
Mr. Max, who drinks gin, wished to coo like
a dove, [love.

Murmured sweetly—O, listen to the voice of
Which calls my Daphue to the grove.

lpoku.—Mr Double-lungs, the butcher, was next
ealled on, who had a kind of a dwetto voice, some-
thing like a peany trumpet and a kettle-drum. Mr.
Double-lungs, we wish to hear your somg. Sir, 1"l
sing with all my heart, liver, and lights ; I’ll sing you
the Echo Song out of Comus, with my own accompa-
miments ; for when & man accompanies himself, he’s
smre to do it in the right key—

Sweet echo, sweet echo !
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Bravo ! bravo! very well sung
Jolly companions every one. .
'ths the Nightingale Club, &e.

—rO—

THE ORIGIN OF OLD BACHELORS.

Dame Nature one day, in a comical moed,

While mixing the mould to make man,

Was struck with a thought, as the ingredients
she viewed,

To altet’n little her plan;

Her children, she knew, were much givem %
rove,

8o, tempering the clay with great art,

She lpupizl ly‘ threw ¢n the soft seeds of love

That usually spring round the heart;

But she quickly repented, though too late *tis

true,
Fora fuc‘!{y old bachelor stood forth to view,
es, an old bachelor,
A fusty old bachelor!
What ’s an old bachelor like ?.
. A tree without a branch,
A buck without a hauneh,
A knife without a fork,
Bottle without a cork,
A key without a lock,
A wig without a block:
Thus you see, my good friends, what a whiig-
sical creature,

Was formed in a frolic by old Mudam Nature.



PSPMULAR S0NGS. b 4

The world ever since has been toased by thess
. creatures, .
Well known by their stiff, formal strut,
Their dall, downcast losks, crabbed, vinega:

features, - .
And dress of trae bachelor cut:
The bright blaze of beauty can’t warm their
cold clay,
Disliked by maid, widow, and wife,
In a kind of half stupor the days pass away
Of these blanks in the lottery of life;
Thus curtailed of pleasure, a stranger to love,
The fasty old bachelor ’s destined to rove,
i . 'Y es, the old bachelor,
| The fusty old bachelor! -
‘What ’s an old bachelor like?
A ship without a sail,
A cat without a tail,
Cellaz without the wine, O,
Purse without the rhino,
A wateh witheut a chain,
A skull without a brain:
Thus you see, &e.

Now mark, if the sexes in number agree,
As seme queer philosophers think,
{Full many a damsel’s soft heart, I forsee,
At this part of my story will sink,) -
As w0 wivés at once are not allowed,
Except their suit parliament aids,

. And sn baochelors stupid owr streets duily

o 1o



1. PORULAN 80NGS.

It follows there must be old maids:
. Thus we get from the smoke neatly into the
smother,
For one evil treads on the heel of anothes.
O, fie on old bachelors,
All flint-hearted bachelors !
What is an old bachelor like?
A bell without a clapper,
A door without a rapper,
A drum without a fife,
Butcher without a knife, .
A :‘n.: without a meon,
A without a speon:
Thus you see, &e.

—O SO

THE PARTING KISS.

lily that bends to the breeze of the
morning,
And yle.ldu its perfume to the trembling

Ma ,«i‘-: with the wild briar rose in adorni
e mosa-covered cottage that stands in
the vale.
But the lily shall wither and fade soon wz
A-d the rose of the wilderness die

All tho ﬂom of the forest shall sink t
decay,

* While the dew-dreps of nsture are weeping

for thein.
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Can 1 forget the heurs of bliss, love,
I 've s0 often pemsed with thee?
Can I forget the parting kiss, love,

That sealed thy fondest faith to me?
Though thou and I a0 more may meet, lovs,
Nor o’er be where we have been, love
Tan I forget the hours of bliss, love,
I’ve 50 afien passed with thee ?

—to—

THE SAILOR’S ADVICE.

As you mean to set sail for the land of
delight, = -

And in wedlock’s soft hammock to swing

> every night, .

If you hope that your voyage successful
sheuld prove,

Fill your esils with affestion, your eabin
with love.

Let your hearts, like the mainmast, be ever
. uprigat,
And the union you boast, like your tackle,
shod ot
Of the s of indifference, be sure to keep
And the qu'iéknnda of jealousy never comé

{4
If husbands e’er hope to live peaceable lives,
mhust reckon gom-dvu. give the helma
40 their wives; .
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For the evener we go, boys, the better we sail,
And on shi&;ll:oud the helm is still ruled by
the

Then list to your pilot, my boys, and be wise;

If my A:oreqepu you scorn, and my mexums
espise,

A brace of proud antlers your brows may

adorn, )
And a hundred to one, but you double Cape
Horn.

— PG

THE SWEET AND BITTER TEAR.

There’s a tear that flows whes we part, -
From a friesid whoee loss we mourn,
There’s a tear that flows from the half
broken heart,
When we think he may never return,
Ah! never.

*Tis hard to be parted from those
With whom we for ever could dwell,
But bitter indeed is the sorrow that flows,
When perhaps we are saying farewell
For ever!

There ’s a tear that brightens the eye
Of the friend, when gabesnge is o’org -
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There ’s a tear that flows, not {rom sorre

bat joy,
When we think tc be parted no more,
. O! never.

W;mn .Il:h::indunoovodnad
s furgotten ’s our pain,
Howp:;t;et is thag:u at such momeats |

When we see the sweet ebject again,
For ever!'

THE TIDY ONE.

I married a wife, Who cares, saysT, "
A pattern she was of good breeding, O,
The pink of fashion and delicacy,
And she learnt it from novel reading, O.
A rose once bloomed on her lovely cheek,
And to stick to her book did this prideo® o
8he washed her face but once a week,
And wasn ’t she a tidy one ?
O! the devil may take such a tidy one

'While dressing the dinner one day, she ‘1
A novel that she was concluding, O,
Quite abeent, with seap-suds she filled the

And in it boiled the pudding, O!
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shaving biush misleid had 1,
- hile a novel one day I denied ber ome,
So I found my brush ih a beefsteak pie.
And wasn ’t she a tidy one, &ec.

My tea sho sweetened ende with malt,

And she put cayenne ia a custard, O !
Mistaking always msal for malt,

She brimstone mixed for mustard, O !
I asked her a ersvat to wash for me,

‘While a novel one day she had cried o’er one;
She clear-starched my cravat in chamomile tea,

. And wasn't she a tidy one, &ec.

O’er the ¢ Victim of Feeling®’ she snivelling ss
While the ehild the fire did fall in, O;
Bhe feelingly bawied, O U curse the brat,
For the devil can’t read for its squalling, 9
Ye fair, there ’s for all things time and p
novel may be the pride of one;
But don’t sit down to read till you ’ve washed
your face,
Or Lord help him who gets such a tidy
one, &c.

DO G

THIS WORLD A PACK OF CARDS.

This world is sure & pack of eands,
Such shufiling a9 . such dealing,

Now fortune frowre and now rewards,
We 're winning or we ’re failing.
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So many Mnaves are in the pack,
'l‘h::? spite of clubs, they beat we,
A, as odd #ricks they never lack,
*Tis evident they cheat us,
Then as the maxim is, it seemns,
To play our cards quite knowing;
Let us, my boys, pursue these schenes,
1t is the game that ’s going.

8ee Strephon with fair Chloe play,
He has designs upon her,
And, well I know, 'fore many days,
Wiil take away her hunor;
Ah! lfiddy fair, why not forsee,
is metive was to win you;
But since tis 8o, why you and he
Must pariners now continwe.
Then es the maxim is, &e

The rich and poor, *tis all the sams,
They both alike are playing; -
The only difference is the game,
And sometimes in the paying.
The poor a little eommeree waat,
And cridbage is their pleasure;
But hasard is the rich ones’ poin,
With which they risk their treasure,

How many win, how many lese,
How many wish for court cards,

How many a good Aand abuse,
How many love to sport cards;
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But none with diamonds eve. part,
For they are ulways famous,

And some ne’er fail to win a Aearf,
No matter what the game is.

Y T

THE WASHING DAY.
Ar.—There ’s nae luck about the howas.
The sky with clouds was overcast,
The rain began te fall,

My wife she whipped the children,

ho raised a pretty squall;
She bade me, with a frowning look,

'flet out of her way:
e deuce a bit of comfort’s here
i a washing day !
_ For ‘tis thump, thump, scrub, scrub,

Scold, scold, away !

Oh! the deuce a bit of comfort ’s here,
Upon & washing-day !

To
Oh!

M%Kata she is a bomny wife,
here ’s none so free from evil,’
Except upon a washing-day,
And then she is the deyil!
The very kittens on the hearth,
They dare not even play,
Away they jump, with many a bump,
Upon a washing-day !
For ’tis thump, thump, &e.



I met a friend, who asked me—
“How long ’s poor Kate been dead 1"
Lamenting the poor creature, gone,
And sorry | was wed
To such a scelding vixen, while
He had been far away.
The truth it was, he chanced te come
Upon a washing-day!
When ’ tis scrub, scrub, &c.

I asked him, then, to stay and dine,
“Come, come,’” quqth I, * oddsbuds !
I’ll no denial take,—~you must,
Though Kate be in the suds !”
But what we had to dine upon,
In truth I cannot say!
But I think he 'l never come again
Upon a washing-day.
When ’t is scrub, scrab, &e,

Oa that sad merning, when I rise,
I put a fervent prayer

To all the gods that it might be
Throughout the day quite.fair !
at not a cap or handkerchief
May in the ditch be laid;

For should it happen so, egad,

1'd get a broken head!

When *tis scrub, scrub, &e -

Ofd Homer sang a ro yal wash,
Down by a crystal river,



For dabbing in the palate-halls.
The king pormitted nevere—

On high Olympus, Besuly’s queen
Such troubles well may sceut,

While Jove and June, with their traim
Put all their washing sut.

Ah! happy geds, they fear ne ssund
Of thump and scold away,

But smile to view the perils of
A mortal washing day !

—ovo—

AT THE DEAD OF THE NIGHT.
At the dead of the night, when by whisky
inspired,
And prettr Katy Flannigan my bosom had
I tapped at her windew, when thus sh

Ah! what the devil are you at? begene, you
naughty man.

I gave her a look, assly as a thief,
Or when hungry 1'd view a fine sirlein of

beef:
M;hu:ghndhl.uycl.buteoldbny
skin,

So.pnit;y'l!umﬁllﬂ- wen’t you let me
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8he opened the door, I sat down by the fire,

And svon was relieved from the wet, cold,
and nyire,

And I pleased her s mightily, that long ere
t was day,

I stole poor Katy’s tender heart, and #rip-
ped away.

.

BONNIE DOON.

Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sas fresh and fair,
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And I sae weary fu’ o’ care?
Thou’lt break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wanton’st throegh the flowery thorn;
Thou mindest me of departed joys,
Departed never to return.

Oft have I roved by bonnie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine ;
And ilka bird sang o’ its love, .
And fondly sae did I 6’ mine;
Wi’ lightsome heart, I pu’d a rose,
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree,
And my fause lover staw my rose,
But ah! he left the thorn wi’ me.
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COLUMBIA’S BANNER AND LIBERTY

‘When freedom ’mid the battle storm
Her weary head inclined— .

‘When round her fair, majestic form,
The serpent slavery twined—

Agid the vciia:h—nbon th;:‘ll:dd, .

reat Washington a ;

His daring hand grtollecl guck the shroud,

And thus the sufferer cheered :

« Burst thy chains—be great, be free—
In giant strength arise;
Stretch thy pinions, liberty !
Thy flag nail to the skies;
Clothe thyself in glory’s robe;
Let stars thy banner gem;
Rule the sea~—possess the globe,
Wear victory's diadem.

Tell the world, a world is born,
Another orb gives light;

Another sun illumes the morn,
Another star the night;

Be just, be brave-wand let thy name

forth Colambia be;

‘Wear the oaken wreath of fame,

The wreath of liberty.”

He said—and lo! the stars of night
Forth to ber banner flew;

And morn, with fairy finger light,
Her blushes on it drew;

~
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Columbia’s savior seized the prize,
For ever now unfurled—-

Flew with it to his native skies,
And waved it o’er the world.

—PO—

GOW’S FAREWEEL TO WHISKY, O!

You *ve surely heard o’ famous Niel,
The man that played the fiddle wheel,
1 wat he was a canty chiel®

And dearly lo’ed the whisky, O ¢

And aye sin’ he wore tartan trews,

He dearly lo’d the Athloe brose,

And wae he was, you may suppose,
To play fareweel to whisky, O !

Alake, quoth Niel, I 'm frail and auld,

And find my blood grows unco cauld,

1 think *twad make me blythe and bold,
A wee drap Highland whisky, O!

Yet the doctors they do a’ agree,
By my o sao o, il syl o gon,
my soul, quoth he, my
Y Should they part me and whisky, O
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Though 1 can get both wine and ale,

And find my head and fingers hale;

1"l be content, though legs should fail,
To play f-reweef to whisky, O !

But still I think on auld lang syne,

When Paradise our friends did tyne,

Because something run in their mind
Forbid, like Highland whisky, O ¢

?zmz, a’ ye powers of music, come ¢

nd my heart grows very glum;

My ﬁddfvo-ouinp will no play bum
To say fereweel to whisky, O!

Yet I'll take my fiddle in my hand,
And screw the pegs up while they ’ll stand,
To make a lamentation grand

On gude old Highland whisky, O!

—to—

HIGHLAND MARY.

Ye hanks and braes, and streams areuad
The costle of Montgomery,

Green be your woods and fair your flowers,
Your waters never dramilie}

There simmer first nnfanlds ber robes,
Axnd thepe they langeetarry ;
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For there I took the Jast, farewell
Of my dear Highland Mary.

How sweetly bloomed the n birk,
How rich the huwthorn‘spl‘) og;);
As underneath her fragrant shade
1 cl:ped her to my bosom!
The golden hours on angel wings
Flew o’er me and my dearie;
For dear to me as light and life,
Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wi' mony a vow and locked embrace,
Our paiting was fa* tender,

And pledging aft to meet again,
We tore ourselves asunder.

But O! fell death’s uatimely frost,
‘That nipt my flower sae early:

Now green 's the sod, and cauld % the clay,
‘That wraps my Highland Mery.

. 4

O pale, paie now those rooy li

TR
nd elosed for aye the spar|
Thet dweit on nmc«‘imily!g ¢

And mouldering now ir silent dust
That heart that lo’ed me deariy;

8ut otill within my besow’s sare
8hall live my Highland Mary. -



" FOPULAR BOSGS.
MOTHER WIT AND WISDOM
Amx—The Kiag and Ceuniryman.

Adown in our village lived old parson Bragg,
And noted by many for being a wag
In his letmons on Sundky such fun he would

As kept all the church i a regular roar.
Ri tiddle tul lural, &e.

A bumpkin lived there, who in most things
was cute,

Though many folks thought hun a dull-headed

And tlxe patson at church every Sunday,

Would let 08'. some droll squibe, to get him

laughed at.
Ri tiddle, &e.
One Sunday, while preaching, he saw Lump
come in,

While he in his great gaping sleeves ’gan te
n;
“ Mr. E:mp. just ceme hither, yeu boeby,

+ pERY o=
Why, you'’re next to a foel "—* Ess, I be
next to you!”

“Well, Mr. Lump, since se wity you ‘re
growa,
1f a secret to me you can by it make knows,
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This ball::crownh yoars; by the cut ef your
phiz,

You. can tel me, perhaps, where God
really is 1 porhaps _

Lump felt in his pockets, and pulled out
.Aslhuz- b, * Mr. Parson, behold here ’s his
rothe;

r!
1 dow’t meun to say that much wit I have got,
But this half-crown is thine—if you Il tell
- wheve Ae 's not!™ :

‘The parson dismissed him, and said in a huff;

“Go dowa to your seat, for I’ve had quite
enoug!

And mind to my sermon attention you keep,”

Whick Lump said he ’d do—Dbut soon fell &4

asleep.

anp presently woke with a stretoh and s
snure .

8 'y . .

And the whole congregation he-set in a roar,
® What moans this disturbanee, you leadons
eyed lout 7” PN
“I’ve been dreaming 't What! dreaming

and pray what about ”

i *That I wur in heaven, I°d got in mz. '
Anxd'nrs and ourDol;Yon agwain o
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Buat an obstacle happened=—we couldn’t he
bound.”

#Pray what ‘was that, Lump #* “Why, ne
priest could be found”

Thus Lump managed always to give joke for

oke,
If hgn’hly e’er spoken to, harsher he speke;
‘And the parson, much piqued at the laugh
*gainst himself,
8oon put his'last joke to the scale-turning aif.

As the parson was taking an airiag ene day,

His victim he met, Mr. Lump, on his way;y

John wus going to speak, when the priest

. said, ** You elf,

Hold your tongue for a fool "—* Then pray
apegk yourself!”

/
% You're a sinner,” cried he,“and let me
ask you, '
Where you think you would be if Old Nick

. his due?”
“ Why, sir, as to that, if the truth I must
ow

D— )
1 think me and your steed would stand here
alone !
— b O

OH, THE MISLETOE BOUGH.
‘The misletoe bung in the castle hall,
"The helly-branch shone on the old oak wally

N



A rd the baron’s retaineis were blithe and gay,
And keeping their Christmas holiday.
The barou beiteld with a father’s pride,
His beautifol child, young Level’s bride;
While she with her bright eyes seemed to be
The star of the goodly company. . .
. Oh, the misletoe bough.

*1°m tired of singing, now,” she cried,
“$Here tarry a moment, I °I! hide—I "1 hide;
!And, Lovel, be sure theu 'rt the first to trace
The clue to my secret lurking place.”
‘Away she ran, and ber friends began
Each tower to search, and each nook to scan,
And y?;g’ Lovel cried, *“Oh where dost thou

i

F'm lonely without thes, my own dear bride!”
. Oh, the misleses bough.
‘They sought her that night, and they sought
her next day, i
And they sought her in vain while a week

passed away.
Iy the-hi; ut-tbey lowest—the lonelfest spot,

Young Lovel sought wildly, but found her
not; i

*And years flow by, and their grisf ut last

Was told .as a sorrowful tale lom&. .

.And when Lovell appeared, the ren cried,

*8ee ! the old man weeps for his {airy bride !’

‘At length an old-ehaet, thist had leng lain hid
W-:o‘n&ﬁdinthocuao—thy ngthohd.



Aud a skeleton foerm lay mouldering there,
In the bridal wreath of the lady fair,

Oh, sad was her fate! in sportive jest,

She hid from ber lord in the old eak chest;
It closed with a spring, and her bridal blosm
Lay withering there, in & living tomb |

—PO—

REST! WARRIOR, REST! ,
He comten from the wars, frem tho red field of

He cn?" m+hrough the sterm and the darkyess

/4 ~ghts
For v ad for sefuge aow fain to implore,
The was rior bends low at the cot 's door;

?nlo,pbl:'-lhchak' there ’s & gaah on his

o,
His locks o’er his shoulders distractedly flow,
Axd the fire of his heart shoots by fits from

his eye,
Like'ndli:ngnidzln[ famp that just fadhes to
. " Rest! warrioz, rest}
Sunk i:‘ silaneo apd slecp in the cottager's

Oblivion shall visit the war-weary head;
?mhn;oir be may dream, but the vision shall

Oru-'hmw-mmmmap
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OR his thougbb on the pinions of fancy shall

And in ih:mbor revisit his love and his home;
Where the eyes of affection thh tondernm

A.b' who would awake fnm ” blissfnl a
- dremm?
Reat?. m, rost}

—¢ O,
THE AMERICAN FLAG.
Proud flag of my country! all gallantly

streaming
In the breeze of the battle when glory ap-
appears,
The stern scarlet blaze of its hurricane bray-

While mgrcy hangs round with her olive and
tears.

Proud ﬂag of my country ! tis transport to

Some umoke-colonod hero, who bled under

As he ?:-.hed after victory’s blood-dripping

And g:n;'ed the wild laurel that blooms o’er
the sea.
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Yn.yosiﬂhu'a one whom a nation showld
Onoln(hmndod man, whom e’sn angals ade
Itis ho. who. with spirit all flashed from
With th.eb:lch loyd bloom of the ’l ﬁm.
Darea om betwean danger an

When the tyrant would treed on thy peece

and th wor:
v PO Dares stand, &ke.
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AS SUNG BY

THE SABLE HARMONISTS.

UNKLE NED.

Dcre was an ole nigga an’ aalled him

SRR ey
n’ he died loag ago, lo ;

He had no wool on de top o l:igsohead,

On de place whar de wool ought to grow.
Den lay down de shubble an’ de ho-¢-0-0,
Hang up de fiddle an’ de bow,

No more hard work for poor Ole Ned,
’Kase he’s gone whar de good niggas go.

Ole Ned had fingers like de cane in de brake,
He had no eyes for to see,
Be had no tecth for to eat de corn cake,
8 he had to let de corn cake be.
Den lay down, &c.

When Ole Ned die Massa took it berry bad,
De tears fall down like de rain,
Ole Missa turn pale an’ she look berry sad,
*Kase she ‘1l nebber see Ole Ned agaii.
Den lay down, &c. (&)
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ROSA LEE;

OR, “ DO N’T BE FOOLISH JOR.

When I lib'd in Tennessee,
U....li..a..lio..li..e
Innteamin’BosaLee,
U....li..a..Yio..li..e .
Eyes as dark as winter night,
wﬁaasredasberry bnght..
first I did her wooing go
8he said—** Now, don’t be foolish, Joo
Cuoroe~U....li..a..li o.. .
Courtin’ down in Tennasoo
U....li..a..lio..li..e,
’Neath the wild Banana trwe

)Iy story yet is to be told,
U....li..a..li 0..li..e,
Rosa cotch’d a shockmg cold,
U....li..a..lio..li. et
nd de doctor, ‘feteh de nuroe,
octor came, but found her worse;
I tried to make her laugh, but, no,
She said—*“ Now, do n’t be foolxsh Joe”
Cuomvs- U....li..a..li 0..1i..e
' Coumn down in Tcnneuu
U....id..sa..lk0..]i..
"Neath the wild Banans mo

Dey give her up, no oov r could save,

.dio..li..e
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-cumfollowtohergra
U.. a.dio..li..e
1 take her hand, ’twaseoldnsdeau-
8o cold I hardly draw my breff;
She saw my tears in sorrow flow, .
And said—* New, don'tbe!oohsh Joe !
*Caorww—~U....li..a..H o.
Rosa sleeps in Tennessec,
U....li..a..lio..li.. e
*Neath the wild Banana troo.

—eo—

OH! SUSANNA.

i ﬂll: from Alabama wid my banjo on my"
nee,

I'm gwme to Louisiana my true lub for to
It rain d all night the day I left, the vedder

it was
De sun so hot, I froze to death, Sunnns
do xitgou
CHoRUS. Susanna, don’t you ery for me,
. 1 cum from Alabama .
Wid my banjo on my knee.

1711 soon be down in New Orleans an’ den
I’l run around,

C—
*The last Chorus is to be sung a little slower, and
very soft.
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An’ if T see Sussnna, I'1l fall upem de
ground;
But if I do not see her, dis nigga Il surely

die,
An’ when he’s dead an’ buried, Susanna,
do n’t you ery.
Cho—Oh | Susanus, &c.

’d aboard de telegraph, an’ trabbel’d
Livngd o o wiegmp
De ’lect.nc ﬂmd nngmhed an’ killed four

De bullgme bust, (’le horse run off, I really
thought I'’d die,
I shut m my eyes to hold my breath, Susanna,
don’s you cry.
Cho.- -0 1h ! Russnna, &e.

I had a dream dé odder night, when every-

. thing was
I thought I saw Susanna, a comin’ down de

De buckwheat caké was in her mouf, de tear
was in her ey
Says I, I'm comh’fmmdnSoume

don’t you
7% C‘M—Oh! Susauns, &c.
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LOUISIANA BELLE
As sung by Mz. Raark of the Sable .armeniste,

Louisiana’s de same old State,
Whar massa used to dwel’*
He had a lubly cullud gal
'"Twas de Louisiana ﬁaﬂe
Qeorvs.—Oh ! Belle, do n't you tell—
Do n’t tell massa, do n’t you Belle:
Oh! Belle, de Louisiana belle,

ana Belle.

I went to de ball de udder night—
Icuta ml%xt{ swell;
I danced de Polka pigeon-wing
Wid de Louisiana Belle.
Clio.—Oh! Belle, &e.

Dere ’s Dandy Jim ob Caroline—
I know him by de swell—

‘l‘lwn to come it mighty fine,
id de Lo\(l:l::ana Belle

—Oh | Belle, &e.
Dere ’s first de B an’ den de E,
Andon deuble L—
| Anoder E to de end ob dat

8pells Lo na Belle.
msn —Oh! Belle, &s.

.

I’se gwine to marry you—Louisd *
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ROLL ON SILVER MOORN.
As1 dstmyed from my cot at the close of the
ay,
’Midythe ravishing beauties of June,
’Neath a jessamine shade I espied a fair maid,

And she plaintively sighed to the moun:
Roll on silver moon, point the trav’les his

way,
Whi]eythe nightingale’s song is in tune;
I pever, never more with my true love will
stray,
By thy soft silver beams, gentle moon.

As the hart on the mountain, my lover was

ve,
So noble, and manly, and clever,
8o xind and sincere—and he loved me full
dear—
Oh! Edwin, bis equal was never.
- Roll on silver moon, &c.

But, t;t:;s! he is dead, and gone to death's

Cut down like a rose in fall bloom—
11 alone doth he sleep, while I thus sadly

weep,
*Neath thy soft, silver light, gentle moon.
Roll on silver moon, &c.

is lone grave I’ll seck out until moming
:i)peus,
Al weep o’er my lover so brave—
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41l embrace. the celd sod, and bathe with my
tears

The sweet flowers that bloom eo’er his
grave.
. Roll on silver moon, &c

Ah, me! ne’er again may my basom rejoice,
For ny lost lao%?zll fain{x\"oyuld meet tj‘ijuon--
And fond lovers will weep, o'er the grave
where we sleep,
* "Neath thy soft, silver light, gentle moon.
Roll on silver moon, &ec.

MY OLE AUNT SALLY.

As sung by 8. A, Wells, in White’s band of Ethiopiaa
-8 ders, at the Melod Concett Saloon, New

York. .
"Wa d(()l‘i": to New Orleans I gits upon de

n;
I run against a cotton-bale—it fotch me up
all standin’!
Alamode de duck soup, de corner ob de Al-

.
i 1" tell you "bout & serape I had wid my ole
Aunt Sllzu
Sally, y, my ole Aunt Sally, &e.



40 POPULAR SONGE.

Jeaxd hIe‘re bvbzn ’t she take a ride down upoa
de
8he jumpt up an’ crack her heels, an’ swore
she was ready !
I neber spoke anoder word, nor will I gib de
reason—

I lite upon her ’fections for de balance ob de
season !

. De season, de season, &¢.

I hitch de bull before de cart, just like r

eller;
[ cut de bull to make hin start—de bull be-
gin to beller
{ turned round to look for. Sal—T neber shall
forgotten—
Dar I saw her makin’ tracks across a ficld ob
cotton!
Cetton, cotton, across, &c.

Up de hill an’ down de dale, I didn’t seem
‘to mind her

The bull’s tail stuck out behind as he ran up

H : ndhle{l liked

e run right slap agin a stump, an’ li to

hokghw wfsz ! P

Bal do?gmd de oder side, an’ cotch'd—de
shedmatism { '

Tism, tism, &c.
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BRA(Q’ EYED SUSIANNA,

1've bin to de east, I’ve bin to de west,
I’ve bin to Souf Carlina,
But ob all de gals dat I lub best,
Is brac’ e Susianna. ‘
Omorus.—She ’s brac’—dat ’s a fact,
. She ’s brac’—dat s a fact,
My brac’ eyed Susianna!
I’ve bin to de east,I’ve bin to (Je

west,
I’ve bin to Souf Carlina,
An’ ob all de gals dat I lub best,
Is my brac’ eyed Susianna.

I courted a gal, way in de west,
Her name it was Jemima,
But none take ’pression on dis breast,
Like brac’ eyed Susianna.
.—She’s brac’, &oc.

A letter to my lub I wrote,
When down in Alabama,
An’ ebery sentence dat I spoke,
Was “ Brac’ eyed Susianna.”
Cho.—She ’s brac’, &c.

I started home to see my lub,
Her promise to remind her,
When soon herself to me she gub,
Sweet brac’ eyed Susianna.
.—Sllie 's brac’, &6.



N POPULAR SONES,

7 lub her now wid all my heart,
My *fections grow sublimer,
Neber more from her I'’ll part,

Sweet brac’ eyed Susianna.
.—She ’s brac’, &c.

D SO

LUCY NEAL.
A NEW VERSION.

Words published by permission of Firth, Pond & Ceq
Publishers of the music, No. 1, Franklin Square,
New York.

'Way down in Alabama,
Some two miles from Mobile,
Dere lived a han’some creole gal—
Her name was Luoy Neal.
Her raven eyes an’ lon da.rk curls
Around her neck di
An’ early learn’d dis hemt to lub
My pretty Lucy Neal.
Caorus.—O poor Lucy Neal !
ucy N eal !

IfI {al:im ou by my side,
How happy would I foel?

My work all done, my jacket on,
e hour ob evening m
Was sure to send me on de read,
To see sweet Lucy Nuvwl
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Beneath de ober-hanging trees
Dat shade de wide Mobile,

I used to meet my lubly gal—
My own sweet ucy{?g:{.

day I got a letter,
Ax’ jet-black was de seal;
It Bvbas de ’nouncf‘mm?:hdf Ceath
. my pretty Luc
De tale {nl:s sad—it {roke my hearte—
No balm de wound ceuld heal |
Den fare you well, my lubly gal,
My own sweet Lucy Neal !

— SO

A NIGGER'S HISTORY OF THE WORLD.
A NEW VERSION.
As sung only by Charles White, the popular Ethiopiaa
;*“,uuuu" Concert Saloon, New
‘o)

I 0031: from old Virginny on a berry fine
De riber it was froze, and T skated all de

way;

Wid myy banjo 1n my hand, to play de folks
a tune,

(What de niggers use to dance by de light
ob de moon.)
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Cuorvs.—Walk in—walk in—walk in, I
Walk into de parlor, and hear de
banjo play; -
Walk into de parlor, and hear de
dweieh desiggers hile
And watch de nigger’s fingers w]
he picks upen de stri‘::.

De world was made in six days, and finish'd
on de sebenth;

(’Cording to de conmtrak, it should a bin da
’lebenth !

But de carpenters got drunk, and de masons

- dcotgd n’t work, a -
e cheapest way to do it was to itu
wid derﬁ) 7 P

Adam was de fust man—Ebe was de toder;

Cain was de wicked man, ’case he killed his
broder;

Jonah was de fisherman dat swallowed dowr
de shark;

Noah v]:as de strong man dat built him up de
ark.

Now dey got rail-roads all ober de land;
Dey shoot through de mountains, and dey
cut through de sand;
‘ou ean get de news from Mexico, whar de
Yankees was a fighting,
Wy @ little piece ob wire dat am greased up:
wid lightning !
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%Rough-and-Ready ” met Ampudia on de
Rio Grande,

And dar wid his forces he resolved to stand

De Mexicans got frightened at de valor ob
his troupe,

And Scott he help’d to “finish ” dem wid-=
“ g hasty plate ob soup |”

—* O

SING, SING! DARKIES SING!

8Sing, sing | darkies sing,
Don’t you hear de ba:;% ving, ring, ring,
Sing, sing, darkies sing,
Sing for de white folks, sing.
8olc.~ -Since music am de meat ob love,
Made by Ole ’Pollo frem above,
De swectest vittals ob de kine,
Am in de darkies’ strains divine,
Cuorus.—Sing, sing, &e.
Wid ’lodious voice,
An’ ebber suple hand,
Cum raise de noise,
An’ make de wool strait stand,
COho.—8ing, sing, &ec.

Dar’ Dandy Jim ob Caroline,
An’ odder airs dat ’s quite as fine,
Dar’s Daniel Tucker, Lucy Neal,
Dat akes de frame all ober feel,
Cho.—Bing, sing, &ec.
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Cum shake de bones,
An’ scrape de fiddle leine,
An’ twang de banjo,
An’ shake de tamborine,
Cho.—Sing, sing, &o.

— S
0, GIT ALONG HOME MY YALLAR
GALS.

One day jist at de set ob san,
‘When de work was did an’ cione,

I tuk my banjo an’ I play’d,
Betwixt de sunshine an’ de shade.
Chorus.—O, git along, my yallar gals,

De ebenin’ sun’s dealinin’,

O, git along home, my yallar .
Igo:'dedgwondegrymmsﬁ’hmil'

A 'soesum on a ’simmon tree,

Wid one eye, looked right down on me,

Fast by his tail dis critter hung,

An’ in dis chorus sweetly sung.
Cho.—0, git along, &o.

I cast my eyes up to above,

An’ saw de lite ob hebenly love,

Lorarbe '%*mgm‘““sf’;‘ rpire?
, how dis 8
Cho.~O git along, &:sy
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GAL WID DE BLUE DRESS ON.

KNow white folks I will sing to you,
About my dearest Dina,
Dh! she’s de gu.l dat stole my heart,
‘Way down 1n Alabama!
She was tall an’ slender ’bout de waist,
An’ beautiful as Venus;
Ob all de gals I ebber did see,
She was de greatest genus.
Den gib me de gal wid de blue dress o,
ShDat de whit: folks call Susa;nhna, .
e e my heart, an’ awa; e’s gone
W:‘;lddw{x in Alabama. v g

Oh! she had e{es ‘f'ust like de dove,
An’ a foot like de Jiraffum,
An’ when she roll’d dem eyes at me,
I thought I'd die a laughin’.
But when my lub did promenade, °
De people would stop dat saw her,
She was nicest gal dey etber did see,
’Xept de great Victora.
Cho.—Den gib me de gal, &ec.

I took my lub to a ball last night,
An’ when we went to supper,
She fainted an’ ober de table fell,
An’ st&xck her head ir; (tl::!h bx:o:“.
Dey used camphine to fo
ut den it was too later;
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A tmkeg leﬁonm in her eye, '
An’ she choked to d wid a tater,
Cho.—Den gib me de gal, &s.

— SO

NIGGAS’ HEARTS AM BERRY GAY

It was a lubbly, silent night,

An’ de moon was shinin’ berry bright,

agch nigga’s mind was bent on play,

hile music charm’d lus cares away.

Chorus.—Niggas’ hearts am berry gly,
Dey tink ob nothin’ but to play,
But when dey work, dey do 1t greag,
An’when derdress’d dey take astata

Our voices seem’d to echo sweet,

As music was wid us complete ;

De bones an’ tambo did resound,

As de banjo \]? dem king was crowned.
Cho.—Niggas’ hearts, &o.

We push’d our way along wid glec,

Strainin’ eyes out far to see,

When goin’ to de ribber side,

We met ole Davy Johuson’s bride.
Ciw.—Niggas’ hearts, &oc.

She ax’d us, wid 8 bow an’ grin,

What made us leabe de country agin,

But tinking partin’ cause mucrg pain,

We left her by herself to ain,
Clo~-Niggas’ hearts, &c.
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We went den to de ribber side, .

An’ sang wid ioy till de raise ob de tide,

We den 'mbark’d for de odder shore,

But sank ’fore we reach’d it to rise no more
Cho.—Niggas’ hearts, &c.

— SO

MARY BLANE.

I once did lub a yallar gal.
I’ll tell you what’s her name,
She cum from ole Virginny,
Arn’ dey call’d her Mary Blane.
Den farewell, farewell,
Farewell poor Mary Blane,
O do take care yourself my deag,
I’se cummin’ back again.

When first I fell in lub wid ber,
Her ’fections I did gain.
I eourted bher, at least, four years,
*Fore she was Mrs. Blane.
Cho.—Den farewell, &o

De nmigpas all went out one night,
A huntin’ for some game,
Pey den cum to my peaceful hut,
An’ stole my Mary Blane.
Cho.—Decn farewell, &e.
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De time rolt’d on, it grieb’d me much
To tink no tidin’s came ;
Ihunt de woods, boff night an’ day,
To find my Mary Blane.
Den farewell, &ec.

I found my lub tied to a tree,
She was in berry t§1'ea.t, ain,
De niggas had tarr’d an’ feder’d her,
An’ 80 left my Mary Blane.
Cho.—Den farewell, &c.

I den did take mzéub straight home,
To reliebe her from her pain,
But ’fore de sun did shine next day,
Stiff an’ cold was Mary Blane.
Cho.—Den farewell, &o.

— SO

\

MISS JULIA IS A HANDSUM GAL.

Miss Julia is a handsum gul, her heart was
young an’ tender,

Her eyes am dark an’ rather amall, her form
sentaeel an’ slender,

An’ den her face so round an’ fat, de people
do admire,

Her eyes set in dat face at night, looks like

. _ two towns on fire,

Cuorus.—Ch! Julia is a beauty,
8he blossoms like a pina,
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Oh, sah! she is de prettiest gal,
Dat libs in ote Carlina.

An’ when Miss Julia takes a walk, it’s on
some holiday,
A big steam bnligmc goes ahead to clar de
| D l:erflcnk&“y; ’ out she her A
e nog aw’ out , her Raitr
| floats on de ineu goos
An’ when de sun shines on her face it makes
de geeses sneeze.

| Cho.—Oh | Julia, &c.

Miss Julia has a little foot, dat wears a little
ter,

Whigﬁl sets as close as ¢’er yeu saw a peelir’
on a tater, .

An’ when she walks, oh | gracious, oh ! Mo-
ses, what a swell,

De boys an’ gals dey all cry out, Qh! Julis
is a belle!

Cho.—Oh ! Julia, &e.
— SO

BRESS DAT LUBLY YALLAR GAL.
A PARODY ON ANNA BOYLENA,
Oh, bress dat lubly yallar
Dat de white folks call ﬁ‘xbs Dina ;

Oh, pity me, ye aiggas all,
Ax}x)'zll vhyat I can find her.



" POPULAR SONGS.

On, now she’s gone an’ left you,
For fear dat you would harm hes,

To- y arter to-morrow,

8he’s gone to Alabama.

Het hair is like de shinin’ silk,
She’s big an’ round as 'rorus,
8he libs upon good mush an’ milk,
An’ morus multicorus,
Cho.~Oh, now, &c.

Oh, since she’s ﬁﬁone an’ left me,
My heart is filI’d wid sorrow,
I'll find some oder yallar gal,
An’ marry her to-morrow.
Che —Oh, now, &c.

—eO—

OLE BULL AN OLE DAN TUCXER,

Oh, white folks, I will sing to yon

A good old song, it is quite new,

’Bout Ole Bull, ax’ Ole Dan Tucker,

Who play’d a match for an oyster suppee
Den hand de banjo down to play,
W¢'ll beat Ole Bull from de Norway,
+=nd take de shine from iny,
We am do boys from ole Virginny,

Ole Bull_he cum o town to play,
Five hundred dollars for a day,
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De women ran, an’ I ran too,
To hear him fiddle ap sumtin’ new.
Cho.—Den hand de banjo &c.

D lay’d togedder at Chatham street,
E:c’hpo r’s time dey try to beat;
Some went for Dan, an’ some for Bull,
De house was crowded ram jam full.
Cho.~Den hand de banjo, &c.

‘When first de fiddle ’gan to speax,

De people dey all went to sleep ;

He gib is bow a mighty haul,

Which made dem all wake up an’ squal\,
Cho.—Den hand de banjo, &c.

Now Bull is beat, as you must know,

By Old Dan Tucker an’ his banjo;

In tryin’ to imitate Paganiny,

He got beat by dis boy from ole Virginny
Cho.—Den hand de banjo, &c,

Den if you want to hear good play,

Jist call for Dan from d~ Nerway,

Who tuck de shing from Paganiny,

He was de boy from ola ¥ir inn{;
Cho—Den han doqhn, » &6
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JINNY ORACK CORN.

When I was voung, I used to wait
On Massa’s table, an’ hand de plate,
1°d pass de bottle ober dar,
8o, Jinny Crack Corn, I don’t care,
So, Jinny Crack Corn, I don’t caze,
Jiony Crack Corn, I don’t care,
Jinny Crack Corn, I don’t care,
. For Massa's gone away.

Den arter dinner Massa sleep,

He make dis nigga vigils keep,

An’ when him sleepin’ in de chair,

Den Jimny Crack Corn, I don’t care,
Cho.—80, Jinny, &c.

Den when he ride in de arterncon,

1 foller wid & hickory broom,

De ponies being so spare,

8o, ginny Cmﬁ Corn, I don*t care.
Cho.—8o, Jinny, &e.

Ole Massa’s dead, now let him rest,

Dey say all tings am for de best ;

1 hope you den will not despair,

8o, Jinny Crack Corn, I don’t care,
Che.—Sv, Jinny, &c.
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DE NEW BLUE TAIL’'D FLY
BY AX U. 8. N. OFFICER.

If you should go, in summer time,

To Souf Carolina’s sultry clime,

Av’ in de shade you chance to lie,

You’ll soon find out de blue tail fly,
An’ scratch um wid a brier too

Dar’s many kind ob curious tings,
From different sort ob insek springs ;
Some hatch in June, an’ some July,
But August fotches de blue tail fly,
An’ scratch "um wid a brier too.

‘When I was young, I use to wait
On Massa’s table, an’ hand de plate,
1’d pass de bottle when him dry,
Den brush away de blue tail fly,
Av’ 'um wid a brier too,

Den arter dinna Massa sleep,
He bid dis nigga vigil keep,
An’ when him gwine to shut his eye,
He tell me wotch de blue tail fly.
An’ scratch ‘um wid a brier too,

When him ride in de arternoon,
1 foller wid a hickory broom ;
De pony it bein%berry shy
+When bitten by de blue tail fly,
An’ scratch 'um wad a Lhr o0,



" POPULAR SONGS.
One day he rode aroun’ de farm,
De flies so numerous dey did swarm,
An’ tho’ wid all my might I try,
I couldn’t keep off de blue tail fly,
An’ scratch "um wid a brier toc.

De pony rear, de pony pitch,
Anpi‘l’inyg ole Mass: ig e ditch ;
_De jury wonder’d how he die,
An’ de verdict was, de blue tail fly,
An’ scratch ’um wid a brier too.

—D S C

FIGHTING JAKEY.
Tune.—] Should like to Marry.”
Oh, I’'m :h fancy fellow, you’d better believe
it tho’,
*Creates a great sensation wherever I do go;
1 sports the flashy fixin’, when I've got my
rettys on,
And all the gals that sees me, “takee me to
be some.”
Forl 'l:nh a fancy fellow, you’d better beliew
it tho’,
1 creates a great sensation wherever I do go.

I sports a Rocky mountain, all lined with
blue and red,

Of Stratton’s latest fushion . it sits right om
my hoad, .



POPULAR SONGS. "

| My coat is one of Stokes’s of the neatest cut,
I throws it on so natty when [ takes a strut.
For I’'m a fancy fellow, &c.

‘When I goes through Spring Garden, or away

up town,

E'm observed by all the fellows, or else I
knock ’em down ;

The ladies smile so sweetly, and say among
themselves,

Ain’t that a “gallus fellow,” I vow he’s
“ nothing else.”

For I’'m a fancy fellow, &c.

When I ’m at the theater, to see the tragee-dee,
The actors pass unnoticed, all eyes are turn’d

on me,
| The gals you’ll hear ’'em whisper, and look
at me so sly,
| Oh, there I believe is Jakey, I kuow him by

eye.
, For I’'m a fancy fellow, &e.

When I go to the market, I tell you I look

igh,
As in a fancy posture, I ask the women to buy,
I dines up at de Merchant’s, and takes corn
beef an’ cabbage,
An’ when I call for puddin’, why Dick he
does look savage.
For I'm i:gfmcy fellow, &e.
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I’m some on boxing science, plays both open
: an’ shut, )

An’ when they get me huffy, its ¢ Sykesy take
de Butt,”

They call me fighting Jakey, I spend my
money free,

I’m oune of 'em at a fire, an runs wid e
Fair-ee.

For I’'m a fancy fellow, &e.

And to the Falls of Schuylkill, I often does
ride out, . ‘

Then I comes, “hey! go'long, go long now,
what ar yer about,”

And when I want to * pick a mass ”’ I pully
up in their way,

And then say I, “I’ll lamb yer,” I will if yet

’ don’t go away.
For I’m a fancy fellow, &e.

Of all the gals I fancy, my Lize I.do prefer,
She is so very gallus, I must get sjung to her
Aund when that ’ere does happen, what fun we
For I bl « do my 5 d go righ
‘ot I shall ““ do my prettyest” and go right in
fora Babe-ey;a. 7 g
For I’m a fancy fellow, &e.
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«IT AINT ANY THING ELSE.”
Wiritten by 8. S. Steele, and sung by Mr. Dickenson,
Tuxs.~* Go it while you ’re yoang.”

To sing you a new song,
I’vﬁu{t this momeu%’come out,
It shant be very long,
And you’ll soon know what it’s about.
Then nlease to hear it through,
And if the subject tells,
"Tis omy t2 please you—
It aint for any thing else.

Politiciuns bustle s,bout,

And of a reform they prate,
A.nd roar stump speeches out,

'I‘o mount the tree of State ;

io clean in for good,”
e people he loudly tells,

'l‘hat is for the good of himself—

It aint for anything else.

The temperance men grow warm,
Upon their water sog?old, . B
Like flies around swarmy " .
In-temperately they scolfly
They tongue-lash ali who drink,
And cach who good spirit sells,
But its all for a show, I think—
It aint f3r anything ls.e. .
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The dandies sport theirtips,

And boots with a thimble heel,
And strut in padded hips,

Just like a stuffed leg of veal. -
1’11 tell you the reason whz

He stuffs, and struts, and swe Ua
*T'is to make the ladies sigh—
. It aint for apything else.

Some ladies wear gipsey hats,
And are the gipsey, too,
With rims turned up in front,
So their eyes can turn up to view
The reason each one knows,
Their staring plainly tells,
’Tis all to attract the beaux—
It aint for anything else.

¢ This world is all a show,”
For if to a church folks walk,
*Tis more to see and be seen,
Than to hear the minister talk ;
8ilk velvet cushions trimm’d high
Each plain observer tells,
’Tis all to please the eye—
It aint for anything else.

"Tother night, as I went out,
Says Mrs. Oaudle, says she,
My dear, this is too-bad, :
You're every night from me J®
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, %It business takes me, dear,”
Says she, ‘ that whisker tells,
1t’s all to hant the girls—
It aint for anything else.”

. I hear the sound of drumse,
And a talk of armies and fleets
And every freeman’s heart,
With valor seems to beat ;
Would you know what it’s all aboat,
Each patriot’s eye now tells,
’Tis to keep our Oregon—
It aint for anything else.

—4O—

ALL WHEN MY FARM IS TAKEN.
As sung by Mr Hadaway. )

Oh, when my farm is taken,
Hew delightful *twill be o’er my acres te
Th Igltl"mp!  dai id jolly and pl
cn I'll marrya dairy maid jolly and plum
But she:gm’t be as fat'}as,gz bagol. »
111 hire gel:ut to wield the flail,
Smal? beer shall serve the burpkin,
“While I, with guzzling home-brew’d ale,
Grow rounder than a pumpkin.
11l have hogs, dogs, cows, sows,
Turkeys, duoks, and barley mows,
Harrows, gauders, bullocks, plows
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And I'1 dagzle the csuntry gabiea
1’11 get & bull—I’1} get a cart—
I'll get the'Farmer’s Guide by heart,
And 1’11 get a dozen babies.

Then 1’1l get my dogs, I’ fat my hogs
1’1l milk my eows, I'll salt my sows,
I’ll run my rigs, I’ll stick my pigs.
1’11 roast iy lambs, 1’1l mend my dams
- -I’ll whet my knife,
«I'H kill my sheep,
I’l kiss my wife,
I’H go to sleep-=~ - -
All when my farm is taken

I’l1 drink just double each Saturday night,
Sitting up with my spouse by candle-light,

r I need not Tise early on Sunday ;
Then I'll prate to my love of.claver and barns,
Whiie (Llhe dear little children’s stockings she

arns, .
¢ That must go to the wash on Mond:‘tly.
On Sunday {. viurch—beef and pudding s
. _one.
Then the evening to spend,
: I’ll get drunk with a friend,
Reel to bed, and on Monday be up with tlw
. sun.
But on Monday, my bed forsakinF,
! how my nob will be achinsg!
With my eyes stiff and red,
Bunk deep in my head,
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I shall look as old as Methusalem !
‘Whilst the curst noises round me,
¥ill so confound me,

I shall wish the farm-yard at Jerusalem.

For there the pigs will be squeaking,
The wagon wheels creaking,
Ducks quacking, cart whips cracking,
Turkies gobbling, carters squabbling,
Rooks cawing, ;ﬁow-boys jawing,
Horses neighing, donkies braying,
Cocks crowing, oxen lowing,
Dogs bark, Noah’s ark !

Bobble wobsble—weeke—baw caw—

G unt—bow-wow—quack—moo—ee aw 1

itataling the various animals.) .
All when my farm is taken.

—D SO

MATTERS AND WONDERS OF 1843,
BY SILAS 8. STEELE.
Tung—¢ Old Dan Tucker.®

Seag by Mr. Dick , with great applause, for a whele
season.

in each shop window and magazine,

Plates of the fashions can be seen,

Baut if you'll lend an eyeand ear,

§1! sketch both the Times a:.d the Fashioms
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For night and day,

It’s all display,
Both night and day the people dash on
To keep up with the T'imes and Fashion. -

We’ve Bucks who cut extensive dashes,
With long straight hair and big mustaches,
They’ve sguare-toed coats without a tail,
That hang like a woolsack from a nail,
And night and day, &e.

Some make leather caps the hat displace, now
And wear fur only on the face, now,
They sport long beards to cheat the berber,
And look like a fox in a briar harbor.

_ nd night and day, &c.

We’'ve pants so checked, that bucks with ease
now,
Oan play at checkards on their knees, now, .
They’re pleated round the waist with stitches
Like little school-boys’ Sunday (breeches)
trowsers.  And night and day, &c.

The tall white hats around paraded,
8how it’s the fashiou to be light-headed,
They’ve walking caces, with knots and
Dot i croohsl.iskir, Aocks,
in very like our jarge pct- sir,
And night and dvy, &e,
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There’s one machine throughout the land,
Wivich politicians understand,
They work it unto j,'ood old tunes,
For raising polk and catching coons.
And night and day, &e.

There’s Riding-schools where in a toss, now,
You can learn to ride a single horse, now,
But at Welch’s Cireus a man can teach

You to ride siz horBes, with a leg on each.

: Oh, there so gay,

It's all display,
* Oh, there so an they ride and dash on,
And always hope to be in the fashion.

Our ladies wear gowns of all colors,

Bquare-toed sleeves, and broad shirt collers,

They go it morning, night, and noon,

With bustles round like young balloons.
And night and day, &e.

—D SO

WALK IN THE PARLOR.
'm right from old Virginny, wid my head se
full of kunorledge,
never went te free school, or any oder cel<

lege,
BatI wilﬁell' you one ting, it ia a certain fuet
€1 git you 'scription of de worldin a twink
ling of a crack.
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So‘walk in, walk in, walk in, I say’; .

Walk into de parlor cud heur de bai.jo play

Walk into de parlor and hear de baujo ring,

And watch de darkic’s fingers while he .
. picksit on de string.

Ligbtninl:g:ls a yuller gal who libs up in de’
clouds,
Thunder isa brack man, and' he can holler

loud ;
When he kisses Lightning, she darts up ina
wonder,
He jumps dp and grabs de clouds, and dat’s
.what make it thunder.
8o walk in, &e.

Noah built de ark and filled it full of sassage,
All de oder animals took a eabin passage ;
De elephant he cum last—Noah said, “ you's
(KL
*No,” says he, ““it took mTe al] dis time to
pack away my trunk!”
: So walk in, &e.

0, Noah sent de bird out to 100k for dry land,

When ke csm back, he hfd de banjo in his
and,

I took up de banjo and played ’en dis ere

tune,
All de animals, *¢ept the elephant, fell into
- &wWoon, :

8o walk in, &c. I}
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JIM ORACK CORN.

‘When I was young I used to.wait,
On Massa, and hand him de plate;
Pass dewn de bottle when he get dry,
And brush away de blue-tail fly. -
Jim crack corn, I don’t care.
Jim crack corn, I don’t care.
Jim crack corn, I.don’t care.
Ole Massa gone away.

Den arter dinner Massa sleep,

He bid dis nigga vigil kee{) H

A’ when he gwine to shut his eye,

1le tell me ‘watch the blwe-tail fiy.
Jim crack corn, &c.

An’ when he ride in de arternoon,
T foller wid a hickory broom,
De pon heing, ben{shy,
When bitten by de blue-tail fly.
Jim crack corn, &e.
One day he rode around de farm,
De flies so numerous dey did swarm §
One chance to bite him on the thigh,

De debble take dat blue-tail fly.
Jim crack corn, dre.

De poney run, he jump an’ pitch
hP:mn oMusgingeditch; "
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He died, an’ de sz wonder'd why,
De verdic was de blue-tail fly.
Jim orack corn, &c.

Dey laid 'im under a ’simmon tree,

His epitaph am darto see: !

« Beneath dis stohe I’m forced to lis,

All by de means ob de blue-tail fly.”
Jim erack corn, &c.

Ole Massa gone, now let ’im rest,
Dey say all tings am for Je best ;
I neber forget till de day I die,
Ole Massa an’ dat blue-tail fly.
Jim crack corn, &c.

—oeo—

DE FLOATING SCOW OB OLE VIR-
GINIA.

De floating scow ob ole Virginia,
Dat I worked from day to day,
A raking ‘mong de oyster beds,
To me it was but play;
But now I’m old and feeble too,
I cannot work any more:
O, carry me back to ole Virginia,
To ole Virginia’s shore.
O, carry me back to ole Virgima,
To ole Virgz:ika’s shore,
O, carry me to ole Virgimia,
To ols Viginia’s shere,
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0, if 1 was but young again,
T would lead a different life,
1'd save my money, and bu{ a farm,
And take Dina for my wife;
But now old age, he holds me tight,
And my limbs are growing sore,
Den carry me back to ole Virgidia,
To ole Virginia’s shore,
O, carry me back, &e.

0O, when I’'m dead and gone to rest,
Lay de ole baujo by my side,

Let de possum and coon to de funeral ge,
For dey was my only pride ;

. Den in soft repose I take my sleep,

And I'’ll dream for ebermore,

You carried me back to ole Virginia,
To ole Virginia’s shore.

0, carry me back, &e.

—D SO

MISS NANCY PAUL.

1 ng, long ago, I got acquainted,
ith a gal so stgzight%nd tall; .,
0 wasn’t she a lubly creature,
And her name was Nancy Paul.
Miss Nancy’s form all folks admire,
She’s six feet high, perhaps some
higher.
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0, Nancy: Paul, O, Nancy Paul,
You’re the handsomest gal ob de nig
- gets all.

I gib Miss Nance an inbitation
o go and dance at a ball ; o
8he laugh’d and said she’s berry willing,
So I danced with Nzncy Paul.
Miss Nancy’s form, &e.

8ince den I called on Nancy often,
. Itake her by her hand so small,
And look up in her sparkling eyeses,
And say IE"lul:u du Nancy Paul. . . -
. Miss ‘Nauey’s form, &o.

She told me I had stole her ’fections,
Pat I must very often call ;
8he said I was her darling nigger,
I said she was-my Nancy Paul.
Miss Nancy’s form, &c.

And now dear Nance and I is married,
De little childrens round us s?uall,
Dey sing, we lub onr darlin’ daddy,
3«,&.. use he married Nancy Paul.
Miss Naagy’s form, &,
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STOP DAT KNOCKING.

Oh! take dat coon you gave me, lub,
" I'll hab it now no more,
To me it now can only prove,
My days ob peace are o’er,
Oh! let it on some other lap
Its }ittle self recline,
Nor shed around dat perfume sweet,
Dat once it shed on mine
Who dar? Who dar? Who da ?
Who dar knocking at the door?
Is dat you Sambo knocking here, is dat

you?
Is dat you knocking at de door ?
Stop dat knocking, Stop dat kngcking,
(Let me in, Let e in, Let me ::S
Now I tell stop dat knocking at de door

Dat coon and Sambo both togeader,
Dey tare my heart wid pain,
Dey ’re like a stormy, windy weder,
en sun’s wash’d out by de rain,
Lo! take dis coon, I'll habit not,
I throw it now away,
Its head is like a dinner pot,
And yours is turning grey.
Who dar? &e
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