TRAMP! TRAMP! TRAMP!


                  5
George F. Root

(1820-1895)

In the prison cell I sit, 
thinking Mother, dear, of you,

And our bright and happy home so far away,

And the tears, they fill my eyes 
'spite of all that I can do,

Tho' I try to cheer my comrades and be gay. 

Chorus: 
Tramp, tramp, tramp, the boys are marching, 

Cheer up, comrades, they will come,

And beneath the starry flag 
we shall breathe the air again

Of the free land in our own beloved home. 

In the battle front we stood, 
when their fiercest charge they made,

And they swept us off a hundred men or more,

But before we reached their lines, 
they were beaten back dismayed,

And we heard the cry of vict'ry o'er and o'er. 

CHORUS
So within the prison cell we are 

waiting for the day

That shall come to open wide the iron door,

And the hollow eye grows bright, and the poor heart almost gay,

As we think of seeing home and friends once more. 

CHORUS
TENTING ON THE OLD CAMPGROUND

         6 Walter Kittredge
We're tenting tonight on the old camp ground,

Give us a song to cheer

Our weary hearts, a song of home,

And friends we love so dear.

Chorus: Many are the hearts that are weary tonight,

Wishing for the war to cease;

Many are the hearts that are looking for the right

To see the dawn of peace.

Tenting tonight, tenting tonight, tenting on the old camp ground

We've been tenting tonight on the old camp ground,

Thinking of days gone by,

Of the loved ones at home that gave us the hand

And the tear that said "Goodbye!" 

CHORUS

We are tired of war on the old camp ground,

Many are dead and gone,

Of the brave and true who've left their homes,

Others been wounded long. 

CHORUS

We've been fighting today on the old camp ground,

Many are lying near;

Some are dead and some are dying,

Many are in tears.

FINAL CHORUS: Many are the heart that are weary tonight,

Wishing for the war to cease;

Many are the hearts that are looking for the right

To see the dawn of peace
Dying tonight, dying tonight, dying on the old camp ground.

WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME
                  1       

Patrick Sarsfield Gilmore
When Johnny comes marching home again,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give him a hearty welcome then,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The men will cheer, the boys will shout,

The ladies they will all turn out,

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

The old church bells will peal with joy,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

To welcome home our darling boy,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The village lads and lassies say

With roses they will strew the way,

And we'll all feel gay

Whn Johnny comes marching home.

Get ready for the Jubilee,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give the hero three times three,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The laurel wreath is ready now

To place upon his loyal brow,

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

Let love and friendship on that day,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

Their choicest treasures then display,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

And let each one perform some part

To fill with joy the warrior's heart,

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.
CAMPTOWN RACES



                 2

Stephen C. Foster

(1826-1864)

The Camptown ladies sing this song   -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

The Camptown racetrack five miles long  -Oh doo-dah day!

I come down there with my hat caved in  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

I go back home with a pocket full of tin  -Oh! doo-dah day!

Chorus: Going to run all night! Going to run all day! 

I'll bet my money on the bob-tail nag 

Somebody bet on the bay! 

The long tail filly and the big black horse  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

They fly the track and they both cut across  -Oh! doo-dah day!

The blind horse sticking in a big mud hole  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

Can't touch bottom with a ten foot pole -Oh! doo-dah day! Chorus
Old muley cow come on to the track  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

The bob-tail fling her over his back  -Oh! doo-dah day!

They fly along like a rail-road car  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

Runnin' a race with a shootin' star  -Oh! doo-dah day! 
Chorus
Seen them flyin' on a ten mile heat  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!

Round the race track, then repeat  -Oh! doo-dah day!

I win my money on the bob-tail nag  -Doo-dah! doo-dah!
I keep my money in an old tow-bag   -Oh! doo-dah day! 
Chorus
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THE BONNIE BLUE FLAG

                          3

Harry Macarthy

(1849-1880)

We are a band of brothers

And native to the soil,

Fighting for the property

We gained by honest toil;

And when our rights were threatened,

The cry rose near and far--

"Hurrah for the Bonnie Blue Flag

 That bears a single star!"

CHORUS: Hurrah! Hurrah!

For Southern rights hurrah!

Hurrah for the Bonnie Blue Flag

That bears a single star.

As long as the Union
Was faithful to her trust,

Like friends and like brothers

Both kind were we and just;

But now, when Northern treachery

Attempts our rights to mar,

We hoist on high the Bonnie Blue Flag

 That bears a single star.—CHORUS

First gallant South Carolina

Nobly made the stand,

Then came Alabama,

Who took her by the hand.

Next quickly Mississippi,

Georgia and Florida

All raised on high the Bonnie Blue Flag

That bears a single star.—CHORUS

[image: image2.jpg]



Ye men of valor, gather round

                             4


The banner of the right;

Texas and fair Louisiana

Join us in the fight.

Davis, our loved president,

And Stephens statesman are;

Now rally round the Bonnie Blue Flag
That bears a single star.--CHORUS
And here's to old Virginia--

The Old Dominion State--

Who with the young Confederacy

At length has linked her fate;

Impelled by her example,

Now other states prepare

To hoist on high the Bonnie Blue Flag

That bears a single star.--CHORUS
Then cheer, boys, cheer;

Raise the joyous shout,

For Arkansas and North Carolina

Now have both gone out;

And let another rousing cheer

For Tennessee be given,

The single star of the Bonnie Blue Flag

Has grown to be eleven.--CHORUS
Then here's to our Confederacy,

Strong are we and brave;

Like patriots of old we'll fight

Our heritage to save.

And rather than submit to shame,

To die we would prefer;

So cheer for the Bonnie Blue Flag

That bears a single star.—CHORUS
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OH! SUSANNA                                                                           7                                                       
Stephen C. Foster

(1826-1864)

I came from Alabama, with my banjo on my knee,

I'm goin’ to Louisiana my true love for to see,

It rained all night the day I left,

The weather it was dry,

The sun so hot I froze to death;

Susanna, don't you cry.

CHORUS: Oh! Susanna, Oh! don't you cry for me,

I've come from Alabama, with my banjo on my knee.

I jumped aboard the telegraph,

And traveled down the river,

The Electric fluid magnified,

And killed five hundred Nigger;

The bullgine bust, the horse run off,

I really thought I'd die;

I shut my eyes to hold my breath,

Susanna, don't you cry.   CHORUS
I had a dream the other night

When everything was still;

I thought I saw Susanna,

A coming down the hill.

The buckwheat cake were in her mouth,

The tear was in her eye,

Says I'm coming from the South,

Susanna, don't you cry.   CHORUS
I soon will be in New Orleans,

And then I'll look around,

And when I find Susanna,

I'll fall upon the ground.

But if I do not find her,

This darkie'll surely die,

And when I'm dead and buried,

Susanna, don't you cry.   CHORUS
GOOBER PEAS





         8
A. Pindar

Sittin' by the roadside on a summer's day,

Chattin' with my messmates, passing time away,

Lying in the shadows, underneath the trees --

Goodness, how delicious, eating goober peas!

CHORUS: Peas!  Peas!  Peas!  Peas!  Eating goober peas!

Goodness, how delicious, eating goober peas!

When a horseman passes, the soldiers have a rule

To cry out at their loudest "Mister, here's your mule!"

But still another pleasure enchantinger than these

Is wearing out your grinders, eating goober peas!

CHORUS
Just before the battle, the General hears a row;

He says "The Yanks are coming, I hear their rifles now"!

He turns around in wonder, and what do you think he sees?

The Georgia Militia, eating goober peas!

CHORUS
I think my song had lasted almost long enough!

The subject's interesting, but rhymes are mighty rough!

I wish this war was over, when free from rags and fleas,

We'd kiss our wives and sweethearts and gobble goober peas!

CHORUS
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DIXIE’S LAND                                                                             9
Daniel Decatur Emmett

(1815-1904)

This world was made in just six days, And finished up in various ways; Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land.

Then they made Dixie trim and nice, But Adam called it "Paradise". Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land. (Chorus)
(Chorus:) 
Then I wish I was in Dixie, hooray! Hooray!
In Dixie land I'll take my stand, to live and die in Dixie,
Away, away, away down south in Dixie,
Away, away, away down south in Dixie. 

I wish I was in the land of cotton, old times there are not forgotten, Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land.

In Dixie land where I was born, early on a frosty morn',
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land. (Chorus) 

Old Missus marry "Will the Weaver", William was a gay deceiver, Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land.

But when he put his arm around her, he smiled as fierce as a forty pounder. Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land. (Chorus)

His face was sharp as a butcher's cleaver, but that did not seem to grieve her; Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land.

Old Missus acted the foolish part, and died for a man that broke her heart. Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land. (Chorus)
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10
Now here's a health to the next old Missus, and all the girls that  want to kiss us; Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land.

But if you want to drive away sorrow, come and hear this sons tomorrow, Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land! (Chorus)

There's buck-wheat cakes and Indian batter, makes you fat or a little bit fatter; Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land.

Then hoe it down and scratch your gravel, to Dixie's Land I'm bound to travel, Look away, look away, look away, Dixie land. (Chorus) 
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DIXIE (BATTLE CRY)                                                           11
Albert Pike

(1809-1891)

Southrons, hear your country call you,

Up, lest worse than death befall you!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Lo! all the beacon-fires are lighted,--

Let all hearts be now united!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

CHORUS:
Advance the flag of Dixie!

Hurrah! Hurrah!

In Dixie's land we take our stand,

And live or die for Dixie!

To arms! To arms!

And conquer peace for Dixie!

To arms! To arms!

And conquer peace for Dixie!

Hear the Northern thunders mutter!

Northern flags in South winds flutter!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Send them back your fierce defiance!

Stamp upon the cursed alliance!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
Fear no danger! Shun no labor!

Lift up rifle, pike, and sabre!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Shoulder pressing close to shoulder,

Let the odds make each heart bolder!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
How the South's great heart rejoices

At your cannon's ringing voices!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

For faith betrayed and pledges broken,

Wrongs inflicted, insults spoken,

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
Strong as lions, swift as eagles,                                                     12
Back to their kennels hunt these beagles!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Cut the unequal bonds asunder!

Let them hence each other plunder!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
Swear upon your country's altar

Never to submit or falter--

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Till the spoilers are defeated,

Till the Lord's work is completed!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
Halt not till our Federation

Secures among earth's powers its station!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Then at peace and crowned with glory,

Hear your children tell the story!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!--CHORUS
If the loved ones weep in sadness,

Victory soon shall bring them gladness--

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!

Exultant pride soon vanish sorrow;

Smiles chase tears away to-morrow!

To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!—CHORUS
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THE YELLOW ROSE OF TEXAS                                           13
There's a yellow rose in Texas 

That I am going to see.

No other soldier knows her -- 

No soldier, only me.

She cried so when I left her, 

It like to broke my heart,

And if I ever find her, 

We never more shall part. 

CHORUS: She's the sweetest rose of color 

This soldier ever knew. Her eyes are bright as diamonds, 

They sparkle like the dew. You may talk about your dearest May and sing of Rosa Lee, 

But the Yellow Rose of Texas beats the belles of Tennessee. 
Where the Rio Grande is flowing 

And the starry skies are bright,

She walks along the river 

In the quiet summer night.

She thinks, if I remember, 

When we parted long ago,

I promised to come back again 

And not to leave her so.--CHORUS 

Oh, now I'm going to find her, 

For my heart is full of woe,

And we'll sing the song together 

That we sang so long ago.

We'll play the banjo gaily, 

And we'll sing the songs of yore,

And the Yellow Rose of Texas 

Shall be mine forever more.--CHORUS
Oh, now I'm headed southward, 

For my heart is full of woe.

I'm going back to Georgia 

To find my Uncle Joe.

You may talk about your Beauregard 

And sing of Bobby Lee, 

But the gallant Hood of Texas, 

He played hell in Tennessee!--CHORUS
ROSE OF ALABAMY                                                             14
Away from Mississippi's vale
With my ol' hat there for a sail
I crossed upon a cotton bale
To Rose of Alabamy. 

Chorus:  Oh brown Rosie  -Rose of Alabamy!
A sweet tobacco posey  -Is my Rose of Alabamy. 

I landed on the far sand bank
I sat upon the hollow plank
And there I made the banjo twank
For Rose of Alabamy.  Chorus
Oh, after d'rectly bye and bye
The moon rose white as Rosie's eye
Then like a young coon out so sly
Stole Rose of Alabamy.   Chorus
I said "Sit down just where you please."
Upon my lap she took her ease.
"It's good to go upon the knees,"
Said Rose of Alabamy.   Chorus
The river rose; the cricket sang
The lightnin' bug did flash his wing
Then like a rope my arms I fling
'Round Rose of Alabamy.   Chorus
We hugged how long I cannot tell
My Rosie seemed to like it well
My banjo in the river fell
Oh, Rose of Alabamy.  Chorus
Like alligator after prey
I jump in, but it float away
And all the while it seem to say
"Oh, Rose of Alabamy."  Chorus
Now every night come rain or shower
I hunt that banjo for an hour
And see my sweet tobacco flower
Oh, Rose of Alabamy.  Chorus
SHENANDOAH                                                                     15
Oh, Shenandoah, I long to hear you,
Away, you rolling river.
Oh, Shenandoah, I long to hear you,
Away, I'm bound away, 'cross the wide Missouri. 

Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter,
Away, you rolling river.
Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter,
Away, I'm bound away, 'cross the wide Missouri.

This white man love your Indian maiden,
Away, you rolling river.
In my canoe with notions laden,
Away, I'm bound away, 'cross the wide Missouri. 

Farewell, goodbye, I shall not grieve you,
Away, you rolling river.
Oh, Shenandoah, I'll not deceive you,
Away, we're bound away, 'cross the wide Missouri.
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THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME                                          16  
I'm lonesome since I crossed the hill,
And o'er the moor and valley
Such heavy thoughts my heart do fill,
Since parting with my Sally
I seek for one as fair and gay,
But find none to remind me
How sweet the hours I passed away,
With the girl I left behind me.

O ne'er shall I forget the night,
the stars were bright above me
And gently lent their silv'ry light
when first she vowed to love me
But now I'm bound to Brighton camp
kind heaven then pray guide me
And send me safely back again,
to the girl I left behind me

Her golden hair in ringlets fair,
her eyes like diamonds shining
Her slender waist, her heavenly face,
that leaves my heart still pining
Ye gods above oh hear my prayer
to my beauteous fair to find me
And send me safely back again,
to the girl I left behind me

The bee shall honey taste no more,
the dove become a ranger
The falling waters cease to roar,
ere I shall seek to change her
The vows we made to heav'n above
shall ever cheer and bind me
In constancy to her I love,
the girl I left behind me.
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THE (TENNESSEE) GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME                          17
She wrote to me from Tennessee
Her words forever find me
She said come back and be my love
Come back and you will find me

Chorus: Oh sweet little girl
              Oh pretty little girl
              The girl I left behind me
              With rosy cheeks and curly hair
              The girl I left behind me
I never shall forget the night
The stars were bright above me
And gently leant their silvery light
When first she said she loved me   Chorus:
I’m lonesome since I crossed the hill
And o’er the moor and valley
To tell each thought my heart does fill
Since parting with my Sally  Chorus:
The wind did blow and the rain did fall
The chill it come and bind me
I followed that girl that sweet little girl
The girl I left behind me   Chorus:
But now I fight for Tennessee
In the sixteenth you will find me
Though still I think of the girl I love
The girl I left behind me   Chorus:

If ever I travel this road again
If the Yankees they don’t kill me
I’ll go right back to Tennessee
To the girl I left behind me   Chorus:
BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC                                 18
Julia Ward Howe

(1819-1910)

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where grapes of wrath are stored;

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword,

His truth is marching on. 

CHORUS: Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on. 

I have seen Him in the watchfires of a hundred circling camps;

They have built Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps,

His day is marching on.--CHORUS
I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows of steel:

"As ye deal with My contemptners, so with you My Grace shall deal;

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,

Since God is marching on."--CHORUS
He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His Judgement Seat.

Oh! Be swift, my soul, to answer Him, be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.--CHORUS
In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,

With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me;

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,

While God is marching on.--CHORUS
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YANKEE DOODLE                                                                 19
Yankee Doodle went to town, a-riding on a pony;
Stuck a feather in his cap and called it macaroni. 

(Chorus:) 

Yankee Doodle keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy,
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 

Father and I went down to camp along with Captain Gooding
And there we saw the men and boys, as thick as hasty pudding.   (Chorus)
There was Colonel Washington, upon a strapping stallion,
A-giving orders to his men, I guess there was a million.  (Chorus)
And there I saw a cannon barrel as big as mother's basin,
And every time they touched it off they scampered like the nation. (Chorus)
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WAYFARING STRANGER                                                   20
I am a poor wayfaring stranger,
Traveling through this world of woe;
There is no sickness, no toil, nor danger
In that bright land to which I go. 

I'm going home to meet my mother,
I'm going home no more to roam;
I'm only going over Jordan,
I'm only going over home.
I know dark clouds will gather o'er me,
I know my pathway's rough and steep;
But golden fields lie out before me,
Where weary eyes no more shall weep.
I'm going home to see my father,
I'm going home no more to roam;
I'm only going over Jordan,
I'm only going over home.
I'll soon be free from every trial, 
This form shall rest beneath the sod;
I'll drop the cross of self-denial
And go singing home to God.
I'm going home to meet my Savior,
He said He'd meet me when I come
I'm only going over Jordan,
I'm only going over home.
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WHISKEY IN THE JAR                                                     21
As I was goin' over the far Kilgary Mountains,
I met with Captain Farrell, and his money he was countin'.
I first produced me pistol and then produced me sabre.
I said, "Stand and deliver, or the Devil, he may take ye."  

(Chorus:)
Musha ringum duram da, Whack fol the daddy-o, Whack fol the daddy-o, There's whiskey in the jar.
Well, I counted out his money, and it made a pretty penny,
So I put it in me pocket and I took it home to Jenny.
She sighed and she swore that she never would deceive me.
The Devil take that woman, for she never can be easy! (Chorus)
I went into me chamber; it was time to take me slumber.
I dreamt of gold and jewels. Aye, for sure it was no wonder.
Jenny drew me charges and filled 'em up with water
Then called for Captain Farrell to anticipate the slaughter. (Chorus)
Now early in the morning, just before I rose to travel,
A band of footmen at the door, the first is Captain Farrell!
I first produced me pistol, for Jenny stole me sabre.
But I could not shoot the water, so a prisoner I was taken. (Chorus)
Now if anyone can aid me, it's me brother in the army.
If I can find his station down in Cork or in Kilarny,
If he will just go with me, we'll go rollin' in Kilkenny.
He's sure to treat me better than me old misspoken Jenny. (Chorus)
Now some do take the life above the carriages a-rollin',
And some do take the life above the haulin' of the bowline.
Me, I take the life above the juicin' of the barley
And courtin' pretty women in the mornin' bright and early. (Chorus)
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POLLY WOLLY DOODLE                                                    22
Oh I went down South for to see my Sal,

Singin' Polly Wolly Doodle all the day,

For my Sal she was a spunky gal.

Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Fare thee well, fare thee well, fare thee well my fairy Fay,

For I'm off to Lou'siana  for to see my Susy Anna

Singin' Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Oh my Sally was such a maiden fair,

Singin' Polly Wolly Doodle all the day,

With her curly eyes and her laughing hair.

Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Oh a grasshopper sat on a railroad track

Singin' Polly Wolly Doodle all the day,

Was a-pickin' his teeth with a carpet tack.

Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 
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TATTOO (TAPS)                                                                     23 
General Daniel Adams Butterfield

(1831-1901)

Day is done, gone the sun, 

From the hills, from the lake, 

From the skies. 

All is well, safely rest, 

God is nigh.
Go to sleep, peaceful sleep, 

May the soldier or sailor, 

God keep. 

On the land or the deep, 

Safe in sleep. 

Love, good night, Must thou go, 

When the day, And the night 

Need thee so? 

All is well. Speedeth all 

To their rest. 

Fades the light; And afar 

Goeth day, And the stars 

Shineth bright, 

Fare thee well; Day has gone, 

Night is on.

Thanks and praise, For our days, 

'Neath the sun, Neath the stars, 

'Neath the sky, 

As we go, This we know, 

God is nigh. 
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As I was goin' over the Cork and Kerry mountains
I saw Captain Farrell and his money he was countin'
I first produced my pistol and then produced my rapier
I said stand and deliver or the devil he may take ya 

Musha ring dum a doo dum a da
Whack for my daddy-o
Whack for my daddy-o
There's whiskey in the jar-o 

I took all of his money and it was a pretty penny
I took all of his money and I brought it home to Molly
She swore that she'd love me, never would she leave me
But the devil take that woman for you know she treat me easy 

Being drunk and weary I went to Molly's chamber
Takin' my money with me and I never knew the danger
For about six or maybe seven in walked Captain Farrell
I jumped up, fired off my pistols and I shot him with both barrels 

Now some men like the fishin' and some men like the fowlin'
And some men like ta hear a cannon ball a roarin'
Me I like sleepin' specially in my Molly's chamber
But here I am in prison, here I am with a ball and chain yeah
