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My Dear Old Sunny Home Will. S. Hays

Where the mocking bird sang sweetly many years ago,

Where the sweet magnolia blossoms
grew as white as snow,

There I never thought that sorrow,
grief nor pain could come,

E’er to crush the joys and pleasures of my sunny home,

Oh I’m weeping, Lonely I must roam,
Must I leave thee, Dear old sunny home.
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The Journey Antonin Dvorak

Shaker Hymn, Simple Gifts

‘Tis a gift to be simple, ‘tis a gift to be free,
‘tis a gift to come down where you ought to be.

And when we find ourselves in the place just right,

‘twill be in the valley of love and delight.
When true simplicity is gained,

to bow and to bend we shan’t be ashamed.
To turn, turn will be our delight,

‘til by turning , turning we come round right.

Going Home % # 7%

William Arms Fisher % 3% }o3#

Going home, going home, I am going home,
Going home, going home, never more to roam.
Though the road’s been so long,

Now I’m going home.

To the place I belong, I am going home.
BEHm s LIS MET €
;Rfl/F &ﬁ/ﬂ’%ﬁ“ﬁl‘ij’i"
ot F ok > LSS E o
FHERA s LdeiR s FAATH A

AN

ﬂﬁi’?#%’iig» ’
A% B- % 3K %o

Dreaming of Home and Mother J.P. Ordway
Dreaming of home, dear old home,
Home of my childhood and mother,
Oft when I wake, ‘tis sweet to find,
I’ve been dreaming of home and mother.
Home, dear home, childhood’s happy home !
When I played with sister and with brother;
‘Twas the sweetest joy when we did roam,
Over hill and thro’ dale with mother.
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Where’er you walk lyrics W. Congreve
Where’er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade,
Trees where you sit shall crowd into a shade.

Where’re you tread, the blushing flow’rs shall rise,

And all things flourish.

Where’er you turn your eyes,

£# RS R A
SenghBE g TR AR 2 A5

785 iR » g i

BB PER B2 Feh3

PR R pirien piEe

EFWEF BFRE AT

L

BB AR kA e iR A ik

B H AR R /\j e

FORE A - o T - L—'/Fﬁﬂi}.m e TR
20 RaR ROER T R

B B] 55 AR

F BB ATk N AR A



LR % AR B
TR FY hiE A

£ KAk A R G g
= "L)%' - /\ - /\j /7:_ /Ei

ERASE TR

N

<

Summertime lyrics by G. & I Gershwin
Summertime And the livin' is easy

Fish are jumpin' And the cotton is high
Oh, your daddy's rich

And your ma is good lookin'

So hush, little baby Don't you cry

One of these mornin’s

You're goin’ to rise up singin’

Then you'll spread yo’ wings

An’ you’ll take to the sky

But till that mornin’

There’s a nothing can harm you

With Daddy and Mammy standin’ by

Yo’ Daddy, yo’ Mammy,

They’re standin’ right close by, standin’ by
Summertime.
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Evening Prayer Music from “Hansel and Gretel “
Engelbert Humperdinck

When at night I go to sleep,

Fourteen angels watch do keep.

Two my head are guarding,

Two my feet are guiding,

Two are on my right hand,

Two are on my left hand,

Two who warmly cover, Two above me hover,
Two to whom is given to guide my steps to heaven.
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Elegie #.8c by Louis Gallet

O,doux printemps d’autre fois, vertes saisons,
Vous avez fui pour toujours!

Je ne vois plus le ciel bleu;

Je n’entends plus les chants Joyeux des oiseaux!
En important mon bonheur,

O bien-ame, tu t’en es alle!

Et c’est en vain que revient le printemps!

(O sweet spring days long ago, Blooming and
bright,You have fled forever. I no longer see the
blue sky. I no longer hear the bird’s joyful singing.
And, taking my happiness with you, you have gone
on your way my love! In vain spring returns!)
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She's Like the Swallow  Newfoundland
She's like the swallow that flies so high
She's like the river that never runs dry

She's like the sunshine on the lee shore

She loves her love, but she’ll love no more
‘Twas down in the meadow this fair maid bent,
A-picking the primrose just as she went.

The more she picked the more she pulled,

She gathered her apron full.

She climbed on yonder hill above,

To give a rose unto her love.

She gave him one, she gave him three, -

She gave her heart for company.

She took her roses and made a bed,

A stoney pillow for her head.

She laid her down, no more did say, but let her
Roses fade away.

She’s like the swallow that flies so high,
She’s like the river that never runs dry,
She’s like the sunshine on the lee shore,
She loves her love, but she’ll love no more.
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Ching-a-ring Chaw Minstrel Song
Ching-a-ring-a ring ching ching,

Ho a ding-a-ding kum larkee,

Brothers gather round, Listen to this story,
'Bout the promised land,

An' the promised glory. You don't need to fear,
If you have no money,

You don't need none there,

To buy you milk and honey.

There you'll ride in style,

Coach with four white horses,

There the evenin' meal,

Has one two three four courses.

Nights we all will dance

To the harp and fiddle,

Waltz and jig and prance,

And “Cast off down the middle!"

When the mornin' come,
All in grand and splendor,

Stand out in the sun,

And hear the holy thunder!
Brothers hear me out,

The promised land's a-comin'
Dance and sing and shout,

I hear them harps a strummin'.
Ching-a-ring-a ching ching ching,
ching a ring a ching ching ching,
Ring, ching ching ching CHAW!
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