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*For Translation wr&te to —O{h,\forget it,{ it's probably clean.

AO ZORA¥

(\Tune: “Blue &\’eaven”) 0 -

Yugure ni aogi, watashi no ao zora,

Hikureto tadoru wa, wagaya\ne hoso michi,
Somai nagara mo tanosht wagaya,

Ai no hikari nosasu tokoro, \O .
a6 zora.

Koishi, tye lzoso,\waQashi no
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 His faf}zér was a buen Filipino s

S0 ng of vie Flilippines

(Tune: “Gay Caballero”) —
There once was a Filipino hombre T ~‘;— B
‘Who lived on rice, fish aha‘legumbre,‘ SR SR

His trousers were wide and ]us shirt fumg oufside

For that is the sﬂ.yle and costumbre.

Fe lived in a nipa bakey, _ -
That served cs bath, stable and sty.

He slept on a met with the dog and the cat

And the gallos and puercos nearby.

¥Vho never mzxed tubzg with vino. RS

. B T
-

He said: “Me no msarrec!o, no got knife, no got bolo,

Bui he managed to kil his vecinao. =

His mother, she kept a tiendn

And scld fo the soldados menen"
But for cigareites she made them pay
Cash not chits, day by day.

‘qurzéonc, she said, “me no comsrenda’”’

.Hfs—zérotﬁer he was a coc}xero, o : -

In Manxla ke made mucho dmero.

Tho' kis ccbcllo patey, when the ccp was not by, T

Ee flezced Ris poor pasajero.

s +
His sizter 1oz ¢ buena lavardzra
A 7 . y pefown
Vo'ho washed clethes in a nearby esfers

2
Oncreclinthzotream where tie cers
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Which gave them a peifa

<
His pueblo it gave a ficsta,
They tried very herd fe digest Rer,
Bt the rmule she hed died, with the glanders inside,

And new the femiliz no ectz.
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" And from this union there came three,

Oh my father was the keeper of the Eddystone Light

“And he slept with a mermaid one fine night,

B a2 TR

A parpoﬁé and a porgy and the other was mel

(CHORUS) g
Yo ho ho, the wind blowse free, . |
Ho, for a life on the rolling sea! \ ‘

4
Now one night as I was a-trimmin’ of the fiim, 2!
And .afsing'in’ ‘a verse from the evenin’ hymn, J

. - . - i
A voice from the starboard shouted “Ahoy,”

And there was my mother a-sittin’ on a buoy!

(REPEAT CHORUS)

“Wow what hes become of my children three?”
My motker dear, she acked of me.
“One was exhibited as a felking fish,

- . ~ ¥ B3]
“snd the ether wer icrved in o chofing dizh.

Tte photpherur Terked in hor sesweed hair,
And Ilocked czain and my meather wesn't therel
Put a vcice come cchoin’ aut of the might:

“To hell with the keeocr of the Eddystone Light”

-

(REPEAT CHGIUS)
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“With Don Emilio, by your leave,

PHILIPPINITIS

In eighteen hundred and ninety eight
At the Port of Hong-kong, China,
George Dewey and his lusty men
Were killing loix of time;

And then up spake the Bosun’s mate,

“George dear the monsoon’s blowing,

“To Manila we’ll be going.”

(CHORUS)

You might think he was loco,
But believe me 1¥’s no joke-o,
Thct thrifty, thrivin, and ka-ni-vin’

Hombre was no bozo.

And then John Canson also helped
Cop this land of the benzna;

He like da music, he lika da fun,
That's how we got Santana; “ _
And Blg Dean Worcester in his time,

He stirred up qmte a breez-o;

He preached t}nz doctrme that brought forth

The American Mestizo. N | '#ﬁ’@ ﬁ’/ oUW,

(REPEAT CHORUS)

Since the time Bill thought he knew it cll,

To this place came meony a hero,

Who blew Fkis bezoc, shot hzs wad Zg {
And the horrbro said, “buen t'ro o £ j:;‘
But what that hombre reclly theught

Of the crezy Asmericano,

Or the rest of his commando.

Is more than the Comiandinz General knew, [w’—"«——*«—w N

(REPEAT CHORUS)

—
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- M OLLY MALONE

In Dublin’s fair czty, where the girls are so preity, -
I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone,
As she wheel’d her wheelbarrow thro’ streets broad cnd narrow,

1244

Crying, “Cochles qnd Mussels! alive, alive, O

(CHORUS)

“Alive, alive o! Alive, aIwe, o

Crying, ‘ “‘Cockles and Muszels! alive, alive, O
She wes a fishmonger, but sure *twas no wonder,
For so were her father and mother before,

And they ecch whesl’'d thzir barrow thro’ streets broad and

narrow,

Crying, “Ccckles and Mussels! alive, alive, O1”

(REPEAT QHQ?JS)

She died oﬁa ferer, and no one could save ker,

And that was the end of sweet Molly b!alone,

But her ghost wheels her barrow thro’ streets broad and narrow, -

Crying, “Ceckles and Mussels! dlive, alwe loYid

-~ ey
(REPEAT CHORUS) / } ™
!
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N . HOW YA GONNA KEEP ’EM DOWN ON THE FARM .- '

How va gonna keep em down on the farm,
After tbey ve seen Paree? o
- How ya gonna keep ’em away from Broadway?

' Jazzin’ aroun’ dnd paintin’ the tawn?_
How you gonna keep ’em from harm?
| lTbat’x a myste'rly.
They'll never want to see a rake or plow,
' , And ’who tﬁe Rell can parley-vous a cow?

v_How yoa gonna keep em cIown on the farm,

©After they ve 3een Pczree. _:} Sl [ e

S WHAT THE WELL
- HAS PAREE o/
~NTHAT | HAVER'T)

L1
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PUT QX YGI OLD GREXY BONNET

Put on your old grey Lornet

With the blize ribbenz on it

While I hitch old dobbin to the shay,

And we’ll drive to Dover thro’ the fields of clover,
On our gelden wedding day. '

AL
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" An dll round good fellow

: 2 R (G
They called her frivolous Sal,

A 'peculiar sort of a gal,

NS
But dead on the level was my old pal; -
Yeur froubles and scrrows end cares
She was clways willing to share,

A wild sort of devil, but dead on the level

Was my gal Sal.

&7
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' Roll ’ern girls, roll ’em, go chead and roll *em)

Rcll ’emn down and show your pretty knees.
Roll ’em girls, roll ’em, everybedy roll ’em,
2

Rell ’emn high cr low, just oz you plazse.

Den’t let pecple tell you thot i’s shocking,

SRR B O U R "I SN R

Paint your swectic’s picturz on your stocking,
Lauch ct 3 a, lczzh ot Pe,

~Give them all the ka! he!
Roll ’emn girlies, roll ’em, roll your own.

~

e
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A7 THE BARITONE'S REVENGE =7 ¢
| By the old Moulmein Paééd&, lookin® eastward to the sea,

-t

(- or e

There’s a Burma girl a-seftin’, an’ I know she thinks o’ me;

For the wind is in the palm trees, an’ the temple bells they say:

“Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to
Mandalay!” ' :

Come you back to Handalay,
Wlere the old Flotillz 1oy,
Cen’t you ’ear their paddler chunkin’
) frem Rergoon to 2landclay?
== rn-the road to ifandcley,
-~ Where the fvin’ Fskes rley,
-An’ the dswn ecmes wp Lke th nder c=ter
-—Cking ’crost the Eay!

"Er petticut was yaller an’ ’er Little cap weas green,
An’’er name was Supi-yaw-lat jes’ the same as Theebarw’s gueen,
An’ I seed her fust a-smokir’ of a whackin’ white cheroot,

‘Ar’ a-wastin’ Christian kisses on an ’eathen idol's foot:

On the road to Mendalay, ef cefera.

When the mist was on the rice-fields an’ the sun was droppin’
slow,

She’d git er little banjo an’ she’d sing “Kulla-lo-lo !’

With’er arm upon my shoulder an’ her check again my check

We vsefer watch the steamers an’ the hathis pilin’ teak.
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Elephints a-pilin’ teak S L
In the sludgy, squdey creek, )
Where the silence "ung that ‘eavy
you was arf afraid fo speak! N
On the rved to Mandelay . .. ' _ B

“ .

But that’s all shoved behind me, long ago an’ fur eway, _
An’ there ain’t no *buses runnin’ from the Bank to Mandalay;

7 ©  An’ Pmt learnin’ ’ere in London what the ten-year soger tells: S
- 2 YIf you’ve Yeard the East a-callin’, why, you won’t ’eed nothin’ R
e else e e T e
o4 Ko! youwor’t ’eed nothin’ else e a ' . e
Eu?! them spicy garlic smells - . : Cos
pory AR’ the sunshine an’ the palm trees an’
i the tinkly temple Fells!
Y On the recd 1o Mandclay . ..
SRR I sick o westin’ lecther on these gutiy pcouvind’ sfones,
An’ the blasted Henglish drizzle wahes the fever in my bonss;
p 4 Tho’ I walks with fifty ’ousermaids outer Chelsea to the Strand,
- Ar’ they talks a lot o’ lovir’, but wot do they understand?
- ===
- Beefy focn o crebbe’end L, .
-~ Lar:! wet do they wnderstand?
5 I've neater, sweefer maiden in a :

cleaner greener land!
On the road to Mandclay . . ,

b Ship e somewheres east of Suez, where the best 1s Like
- the worst, ' ‘ -
o Where there aren’t no Ten Commandmenf{s, an’ a man can raise
c thirzt;
o For the temple-Lells are callin’, an’ i8’s there that [ would Le . . .
_ By the cld Fevlmein Pagoda, lookiz’ lazy at the cea . . .
- Or (32 road to Maadalay,
V¥here the old Floila lay,
- Voisk cur sick berecth the covnings
: when we went io AlanJalay,
- Or (i road o Mandclas, )
VWhere the flyin’ fiskes ple;,
- 7 An’ th: dawn comes up liks thander onter
- Cklizn’crost the Bay!

: | 51
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T On Moor__z-lig'ht Bay, .

.7 MOONLIGHT BAY .

We were sailing along
B A A -
I could hear the darkies singing;:
They seeﬁéd o say:
“Yau have stolen my heart,
“Now don’t go away,”
As we sang love’s old sweet

Song on Moonlight Ray.

.
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s | I'VE GOT SIX-PENCE
L _ 15’8%527six'-penceﬁjolly, jolly six-pence,
i I've got six-pence to lasf me cll my life.
oo R
;a Pve got tuppence fo spend, and tuppence to lend,
-t ) .
And tuppence to send home to my wife,
- No ccrzs kaze I to grieve me,
ata
No pretty little girls to deceive me,
= I'm heppy as a lark, believe me,
n As we go rolling, relling heme,
(CEORUS)
. Rollinz home, rollinz heme,
T Ey the light of the silvery moon;
- Happy is the day, when th= Iavy gets its pay,
P As we go rolling, rolling home.
- * :
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i~ | DEAR OLD GIRL

As you whispered “Yes,” and fondly /\/
R _ kissed me too. . .. 7 S |

N
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. ’Iﬁ)as )c:z:“szz'nn_'y Ja);_ m June' ! e

i % When'the birds were all in tane oo i

And the scngs they sang all seemed- ~
. to be of you.

~

And the words I came fo speak
Brought blushes to your cheeks

1 could see the love light shine + -5+ 7 -

- fIr’z‘."‘ij:zr.'Brvighf ’éyé,;, sweetheart mine )
- When the preacher said the word that
' made s one.
And you have becn a faithful wife
" in the chenging scenes of life

Until the Master said “Your work on

_ earth is done. ”’

(CHCRUS)

Dear old girl, the robin zings ebove you.

/\ Dear old girl, it sings of how I love you, f

The blinding tears are fclling as I think

of my lost pear]
r
And my broken heart is calling, t
Calling for you, dear old girl. [
:
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Ill take t.he.l‘eg—from off the lab_ie,
I'll take an arm from off a chair,

I'll take the body from the davenport,

bkl b bl el

And from the macitress get the hair.

I'll tcke the neck from off a botils,

3
j/ And then I bet you when I'm through,
- I'll get a lot more loving

et Tl = wFrom thet goddem dummy

Than I ever gof from you.
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Oh the sons of the prophet were valiant and brave
‘ N And qmte unaccustomed fo fear, :

l . . o ‘But the meest by far in the ranks of the xhah
s Wcr.x Abdullah Bul-Bul Amir,

When they needed a man to encourage the van

N : o ) Or harass the foe from the rear,
' | ‘ Or storm a redoubt, they had only to shout
' e e ’Fpr Abdallah Bul-Bal Amir.. -

T There czre men of renown cmd well known fo fame on

In fhe czrmy that s led by the cza:r, S B “':‘:7

- . - . s -

Bat fbe Best lznown of all was a man by the name
Of Fuan Petrovsky Skivar. '

He could imitate Irving, play poker and pool, S,
And strum on the Spanish guitar;

R y In fact, guite the cream of the K urcovife team
‘.3% Was Ivan Petroveky Skivar.

;I =

, One dczy this bold Russian he shouldered hz: gun
'Arzd with his mest trucalent Ernteer,

{h X Wc:s looking for fun when he happened to ren
Upon Abdullah Bul-Bul Amir. |
3 :
ii “Young man,” said Exl-Bul, “is existence so dull

“That vou're arxious to end your ecareer?
“For, infdel, Encw you have {rod on the foe

}; "Of Abdallah Bul-Bul Amir)” .
| -

} t Said Tven, “kfy friend, your remarks ia the end
1 “Will avail you but little, I fecr,

; i : _ _ “For you never will survive fo repeaf them alive,
R “bMr. Abdullah Bul-Bul Amir.”

O
W
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{!‘E “O, take one last look at this cool shady nook,
N “And send your regrets to the czar,
‘3?2 “By which I imply youa are éoiﬁg to f{ie,
*,E; | “Mr. Ivan Petrovsky Skivar.”

u;g“ Then this haughty Mameluke drew his trusty skibouk,
2:-3 " And shouting, “Allah Akbar,”
ﬁ And on murder bent he ferociously went?

For lvan Petrouvsky Skivar.

As Abdullak’s long knife was extrcctiné the lf'fe, o
In fact, as he shouted “Huzzah,” 4

He felt himself struck by that wily Kalmuck,

Count lvan Petrousky Skiyar,

The Sultan rode up the disturbernice to gus ’1
Expecting the victor to cheer,

But ke only drew nigh to hear the last sich

BT S

Czar Pefrovztch too, in hiz uniform blze,

. . Rode up in his new crested car; .
:f,; He arrived just in time to exchange a last line
. With Ivan Petrovsky Skivar.
!
el On a storie by the banks where the Danube doth roll,
:—- : Engraved in characters clear, .
y‘ Is “Stranger, rememter to pray for £hs scul
;HL “OFf Abduliah Pul-Bel Amir)
jﬁ: A Muscovite maid her long vigil doth keep,
i Alone ’neath the ccld northern star,
—;:/-\ And the nzme that she rmurimuars in vain as she weeps
- Is “Ivan Petrovsky Skivar.”
-
-

=



LOCH LOMOXND
' By yon bonnie banks cnd by yon bonme Bme:, ..

Where the sun shmex brzghl on Loch Lomond
Where me and my true love were cver wont and gae

On the berrile, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond.

(CHORUS)
O[z, ve'll take the hizh road and Fll fake the low road,
-n’f f&l bLe in Scoilznd cfcre ve,

Eu; me and my true love will necer meet again,

"M bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond.
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il die without Tifing,
I can't ezt my ferizg,
I don’t want Rcse or Lena,

Titina, I want yeuz,
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’? “What are the bugles blowin’ for?”’ staid Files-on-Pcrade.

/" “To turn you out, to turn you out,” the Color Sergeant said.

“W hat makes you look so white, so white?” said Files-on-Parade.

r

“P'm dreading what Pre got to watch,” the Color Sergeant said.
For they're kangin’ Danny Deever, you can ’ear the Decad
hfarch play,

. s v sy , g
TEE regiment’s in *ollow square—tkey're hangin’ him foday;

They've taken all his buttons off en’ cut his stripes auay,
) - - -
An’ they're hangin’ Danny Decuer in the mornin’,

“Whet makes the rear-rank breathe so ’ard!” scid Files-on-

Parade.
“It’s bitler cold, it's bitter cold,”’ the Color Sergeant said.

‘:;;i;bat manz*cs f.""af fronf-rcm.lz ian fafl JO‘L{‘H' 7 2oVvE F{ICE-C'H-
-~
PCU c;iC{Zv

[4 b -
“A fcuch of sun, a fouch of sun,” the Color Sergeant said.

They ‘ave ’elted Darny Deever by ’is caffin on the ground;

An’ *&’ll swing in ’alf a minute for a sneckin’, shootin’

Eound . ..

; it s s - )
O they're kzngin’ Danny Decver in the mornin’.
: "‘}. Lo vt w2
. ey £ " ~~_ t S
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“I've drunk ’is beer a score o’ times,” said Files-on-Parade.

s

W)

“Is cot was right ’and cot to mine,” said Files-on-Parade.

“E’s sleepin’ out an’ far to-night,” the Color Sergeant said.

““E’s drinkin’ bitter beer clone,” the Color Sergeant said.

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, you must mark ’im in the
face; ' '

Nine ’undred of ’is county an’ the regiment’s disgrace
g g ’

While they'revbangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’.

“What's that so black agin the sun?” said Files-on-Parade.
“It’s Danny fightin’ 'ard for life,” the Color Sergeant said.

“VV hat's thet that whimpers over ’ead?” said Files-on-Parade.
“I’s Danny’s scul thet’s passin’ now,” the Color Sergeant scid,

For they’re done with Danny Deever, you can ’ear the quick-
siep play, '

. , , ]
The regiment’s in column, ar’ they're marchin’ vs oweay;

Ho! the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they’ll want their beer
today, - -

LaE
.

After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornirnd.
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)t talk,
» I'm the one that had fo walk

We went riding, she didn
\
Back from Yorkers
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' WHO’S SORRY NOW? . ey

Who's sorry now? Who's sorry now?

Whose heart is aching for breakirg each vow?
Who’s sad and blue? Who's crying too?

Just 1ike 1 cried over you.

Richt to the end,
Jus? like ¢ friend,
I tried to wern yon somehow.
You had your way,
—— Now you must pay;

'm gled that you're sorry not,
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Brzdgé is fallmg down,

fit )
Boys ancl glrls {ogether, me and Mamie
O’Rorke, SRR . )

Trzpped the lzght fantastic, on the side-
wallzs of N ew Yorlz

She’s my sweetheart, 'm her beau,

e S b SV e e v W Gy ¥ i e s Ao

o She’s my Annie, 'm her Jaoe.
Soen we’ll marry, never fo part; :
* Little Annte Rooney ts my sweetheart.
L
t
~ ' / / ' £
NI /
~ — \"‘\ }} {
| {
Sweet Rosie O’'Grady, L’J £
My dear liitle rose, \/\ 1
She’s my steady lady, : X . :
Kl ost everyone knows.
And when we are married, f
] How happy we’ll be; f
. I love sweet Rosie O’Grady

And Rosie O'Grady loves me. —~
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In the good olcl summer [lme, ‘ 2R

"In the good old summer time, .o

Strolling down the shady lane with your
‘sweetheart mine;

She holds your hands and you hold hers,
And that’s a very good sign

That’s she’s your footsie-woolsie

In the good old summer tzme-. o  ‘ o

e Thz Bow’ry, the B;)w’ry, . OV — |
T hey say such thmas, and they do such things | t

s ) ‘/‘ | o !
1

1

I'll never go ther

T any ) more! - 47 ~~

Daisy, Daisy,

o
T c‘.“- ‘QE':LC :
o, - Fo ST ,
;’_‘,/ ;(__" /c'\ ~——— P
— T :
E."F 17 H
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Give me your enswer, do!
I’m k&l crezy,
All for the love of you!
It wor’t be a stylish marricge,
I cen’t afford a carricge,
EBut yo'll [cok sweet, -
Upon the szat
Of a bicycle built for tiro!

e 2
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, And he sang as he sat and waited whzle ]us Bxlly bozlea’

' (CHORUS)

WALTZING MATILDA

Once a jolly swagman sat beside the billabong
Under the shade of a koolabah tree,

You'll come a-waltzing, Matxlda with me.

-
-

- \‘ ' . .
Waltzing Matilda, walizing Matilda,

You’ll come a-walt=zing Matilda with me,

And he sang as he sat and waited while his-billy boiled: :

You'll come zz‘-wazzzing, Matilda, with me.

Down came a ]:zmbm.lz io drmk besrde the blllabong,

. Up Jur'zped fhe swagman and seized him wtth glee,

And he sang as he tucked that }umbuclz in his tuckerbag:

You'll'come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.

(REPEAT CHORUS)

Down came the stockman riding oa his thorobred,

Doren came the trocpers—One, {wo, three!

E’fn_r,es the jolly Jumeck you've got 1n your tockerbag?

You ‘- come a- weltzing, Matilda, with me.
(REPEAT CHORUS)

Up jumped the siwagman and plunged info the billabong.
You'll never catch me alive, said he.

And his ghost mey be heard as you walk beside the bf[lab;)ng:

You'll come a-waltzing, Matilda, with me.

(REPEAT CHORUS)
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Ycu're @ grand old flag, ’ <‘\'  -

And forever in pecce may ycucre.

‘ou're the emblim of the Iond [ love
You're th k! ‘ot ,
The home of the frec and th: breve.
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/é/ " SWEET ADELINE

- %) For you I pine.

In all my dreams

Your {fair face beams;

Yoir're the flower of my heart, / ‘

Sweet Adeline.
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™ Now our golden days are at an end;

The parting hour (s coming soon,

And we think while swift the morents pc-s,

Howw delightful hes been cur frizndship’s bron.

Farewell to thee, ferewell to thee,

Our golder: days are ccming to cn end;
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Bt we will hope for brightzr doys #

- When friend shcll rmeef with friend.

-~

Forewell to thee, farewell to thee,

Tho:z cherming one who dwells in shaded bowess

One fond embrace, e’er I depart,

Un#l we meef azain.
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And then my bones will surely Eeepl
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