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For a boom he called
S phein S m:_%o“..h“mi old rebe] flags—
He wanted them worthlegs traitorous raeg
He’s a de’il of g cheeky ol man, ¥/
Mm they want them flags, just Jet them come
<8 We went for them in Sixty-one v
And then they’ll get g regular rom:_l
0, keep in the middle of the road.

Cuno.—014 soldiers, ete,

Now to the white house he wants to oo
That is another silly plan; i
But the boys wil] veto that little boom_
And then they’ll veto the man
m_, ever the Democratg get a roo:_.,
From soldier boys it will not come—
They kick’d up a row in mmi«rouo.l
O, keep in the middle of the road.

Cuo.—0lq soldiers, ete,

I’ve heard of many wicked thinog—
Keep in the middle of the woaﬂ

wzm :_m.sswm_u of all is his gecesl, m.;:f
‘mev In the middle of the road,

When Copperheads lay down to die

And mmm this Grand Army in the v_rw

q&‘mw 1l rm.<m nothing to do put :Eiwm:a fry
So keep in the middle of the roa. i

Cro.—0ld soldiers, ete,

—

Happy Land of Canaan,
Key of E.
If1 i i
suhh M hundred ang E.zmarz_zo I might tel] you of the ti
P il :Mao:iﬂf Was invaded by Great :13._.: ha, ha! i3
M mzw no v_.m, free-born song with brave General f«... __ ing
ade ‘em git from thig happy land of Canaan R

CHorus,—

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
Oh, the day of our Liberty wag comin’;

For th i
a.m»”.%m :,H:E the weather, but got over all gycl trouble
ey drove them from this happy land of Cm:.mu: <

—_

But we have come to rhyme about another time—
Our country was threatened with secession, uh, uh!

01d Jeff Davis and his clan swore they’d take Washing-tan,
And they’d bust up this happy land of Canaan.

Cuo.—Uh, hu, hu, hu, hu, etc., day of trouble, etc.

Then for many, many days we hunted rebel grays
In sunshine and in days when it was raining, ha, ha!
How them Johnnies fled with skeer, when big Yankees did appear

They skedaddled from this happy land of Canaan.

Cno.—Uh, hu, ete.
One big Dutch companee, who was fighting for the free,
When in battle ev’ry nerve they was strainin’, ha ha!
If you ax ’em to run away, they just tell you nix-fur-stay—
They’re an honor to this happy land of Canaan.

Cro.—Uh, hu, ete.
Now before my song is done, I will tell you, every one,
Our cause it was well worth sustaining, ha, ha!
For if the rebs had gained the day, we’d have no place to stay
In this grand and glorious happy land of Canaan.

Cnro.—Ha, ha, ete.

Now lift high the grand old flag, down with the secesh rag;
Let the eagle go a screaming through the Nation, ha, ha!

God bless the whole capoodle, Hail Columbia, Yankee Doodle—
Ain’t you glad you saved this happy land of Canaan.

Cuo.—Ha, ha, ete.

Dear Old Mother.

Key of E.

I’ve a tender recollection that I’ll cherish all my life,
And time but makes it dearer day by day;
It’s the memory of a mother who in days a long ago,
Drove all my troubled childish thoughts away.
I remember in the evening, when the fire was burning bright,
She would call me to her gide and say to me,
“‘Be brave, my boy, and truthful; and never be ashamed
Of the lessons that you learned on mother’s knee.”’




