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ADDRESS.

The object of this little work is to furnish a collection of sorgs

adopted to the circumstances and capacities of children -Both music

and words will be found to be very- simple, and of such a character

as experience his proved interesting to those for whom they are

designed

.

A few of the mi l' jdies have been selected from German work*,

mostly from those of Nakgkli, who has been styled the apostle

of musical education, and a few arc common or popular tunes.

.Great care has been taken to preserve purity of sentiment in

the poetry, s«ine of \»hich has been imitated from the German,

and uritten expressly for the work. Every piece is believed

to be of such a character, as is at once calculated to please

tht mind, and to improve the heart

-

The arrangement of the music is such, that while it answers

for the Piano Forte, it may in most cases be sung in one,two,

or three equal parts: the base part being sung an octave high

er than written. To all the children in the kingdom, this

little «urk, designed at once for their amusement and their

instruction, is dedicated

by their sincere friend

LOH'EL *tf.4S0.V.
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2
Before all tongues in east or west^

I love my native tongue the best;

Though not so smoothly spoken,

Nor woven with Italian art;

Vet when it speaks from heart to heart.

The word is never broken.

Before all people east or west,

I love my countrymen the best,

A rare of noble spirit: —

A sober mind, a generous heart,

To virtue trained, yet fi « e from art.

They from their sr«s inherit.

4
To all the \»orH U' u mj hand.

My HK»xT I |^i\e my natixe L>nd.

I seek he i jfood, her glory;

I honor every nations name.

Respect their fortune and their fame.

But I love the land that bore me.





So the teacher turned him out.

But still he lingered near,

And waited patiently about,

Till Mary did appear;

And then he- ran to her, and laid

His head upon her arm,

As if he said—I m not afraid—

You'll keep me from all harm

.

3

What makes th'lamb love Mary so.'

The eager childr en cry—

'O Mary loves the lamb, you know,'

The teacher did reply:—

And yoir each gentle animal

In confidence may bind,

And make them follow at your call,

If you are always Jcilld.



10 THROl'CH THE BUSHY FIELDS TO RVJf.
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soft twi _ 1ightThrough the meadows arid the grove .With iny

nimble feet to rove, Is my de _ light, Is my de _ light.

From the lofty hill to see
Sky serene and rolling sea,
And clouds of ^hite:

And some pretty smitf to sing
While I hear the echo ring,

Is my delight.

When so happy and »<> ifay

Moiigst the lovely flou 'i » I sti a\

,

All fail and bright;

Then to pluck a rote f NT y>u
Fre^h and sparkling vith the dew

Is my delght.

In the bower i,f shudy ti< is.

Shaken by a gentle bni'i ,

When fades the light,

Little Rubin then to hen.
Sinking praibes without fear,

I> my delight

.
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ALL ARE HERE.

/ ^ /" ^ i y ^ ^ V * ' t
s £ s v

C'h'criJy,cheerily, sound the merry strain Happily, hap_ pi-Jy.

V S S. ^

V f V
Hmr we meet again Hereto stand Here \»e standWin > athomehasdordtiusLA

Ml*) has loiterdhy theway?And •u h- • f >r i .die p I y D< >wemissfh unocirbai

Cheerily, cheerily, sound thd mtrrj strain.

Happily, happily, now we meet again,

All are here; |
All who love the morning's piime.
All who feel the worth of time,

80 we'll Bound the merry chime,

All are here? all are here!
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D.C.in chorus.

pret _ ty brunch: Brunch on the tree, Tree in the ground,

2
Solo 1

.

Wh it is there on the branch?

Solo 2.

A very pretty bough.

Coro.

J
Bough on the brunch,

-< Branch on the tree,

I Tree in the ground,

Out in a beautiful field, .fre.

a

Solo 1

Whut is there on the bough?

Solo 2.

A very pretty nest:

Coro.

^Nest on the bough.

jBough on the brunt h.

1 Brunch on the tret

\Tno in the ground,

Out in a beautiful field, «£i

4
Solo 1.

Whut is there in the nest?

Solo 2.

A very pretty egg

:

Coro.
[Egg in the nest,

Nest on the bough,

Bough on the branch,

Branch on the tree,

Tree in the ground,

Out in a beautiful field, Sec

A

Solo 1.

What is there in the egg f

Solo 2.

A very pretty bird:

Coro.

Bird in the v^u; .

Eifg in the nest.

Nest on the bough.

Bough on the brunch.

Branch on the tree,

Tree in the ground.

Out in u beautiful field, *c.
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We oft have run about the fields

And culled the flowers fine;

We'll ne'er forget these hours, when they

Are auld Imif syne.

For auld lan£ syni-, Sec.

3
We oft have t heer'd each others task,

From morn till day's decline,

But im-inmu ni£ht shall never rest

On add lang syne-

For auld lanjr »}ne,£c.

4>

Th<n t ike the hand that now is warm,

Within a hand of thine;

No distant day shall lost the ifrasp

Of auld lanjr syne.

For auld lang syne, Sec.



SEE) THE ST.4RS ARE COMIJfG.

'No, my child the splendor of those stars is given,

Sure hell let me know Has a glorious aim;

Why those stars he lighted Thine it is to worship,

Oer our earth to glow." Thine to love his name'.'



SUMMKli MORJs'lJfG. 17

_h js _N __
r

How beauAifidtheinoriiing,\Vliensummordaysarelong; O

we will rise betimes andhear,Thewildbirds happy song— For

When the sun poursdownhisrayThe bird -will reuse to sing1

; She'll

see k the cool and silent shade,And sit with folded wiin

Up in the morning' early— Up in the morning early,

Tis nature's gayest hour! And we will bound abroad

While pearls of dew adorn the grass,And fill our hearts with melody.

And fragrance fills the flowers— And raise our songs to G >d.





full and free, List _ en while our song1 we sing,

&J3

Oft we wander to thy brink,

Faint und thirsty from our play;

And we gather as we drink,

Strength and vigor for the day.

Many joys to thee we owe,

Silver fountain, cool and clear,

In thy cheerful stream we throw
Every care and every fear

.

S
Often on thy border green,

Plucking flow i s,wo sit and rest;

Mlu ii we rise, ourselves are seen,

Pictured on thv trlassv breast.

We are passing,like thy wave,

Onward to our final home:

We shall slumber in the grave

But there is a heaven to come.
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throhgh the waving corn.

# ; * * 4

The buglehorn,The I Ogle horn/The

:—*——

1

3
—T» ¥

f 1

C

The- bkj i.> clear

The flowers, appear

On every bide »o gay,

The brook flows by,

So nrrrrlj

Along its. pebbly way.

The bugle hoi n, JL <

The. echoes, flow

As. on we go

Through forest a Je mil lawn.

And far and near,

Again we heai

The winding bugle horn .

The bugle horn, Ac.
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2

Behold! a happy band appears,

Away, away to school.

The shout of joy now fills our ears,

Away, away to school.

Our voices ring^our hands •'we-waveJ

Our hearts rebound with vigor brave,

Away to school, away to school,

Away, away to school.

3

No more we walk,no more we play,

Away, away to school,

In ktudy now we spend the day,

Away, away to school.

United in a peaceful band,

We're joln'd in heart, we're joind in hand

,

Awuy to school, awjy til hrhoul

»

Away, away to nehool.
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Tis noon, 'tis noon, 'tis noon,
Blue- rise the hilts before me,
Blue smiles the azure o'er me,
And radiant blossoms pour me,
The balmy breath of June.

Tis, noon, &c.

a
Tis. niifht.'tis niafht, 'tis ni^ht,

The world now hushed and still,

Dim towers the shadowy hill,

tarth s guardian spir its fill

Their ways with softer lii^ht.

'Tis ni^ht, Jte.



THE GARDEN".

from the German.

We'll (father the lily and jessamine fair.

And twine them with ruses to f^rland our luir.

3
We'll cull all the sweetest to make a bouquet,

To *fi\e to our teacher this warm summer day.

4-

Then hie to our school room with j 'y and with giee.

And sing- our sweet ballads. >o b*ffj are we.



THK BIRD'S -VEST.
27

v v U
a pretty nest, I must not, in my pijy,Steal the

<2

My mother. I know.
Would sorrow so,

Should I be stolen jway

.

So I'll bpejk to the birds.

In my softest words,
Nor hurt them in my pl-»y-



28 THE PLEA S fJVG SPRIXG.
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And well I know the cold deep snow
And winter storms are past

;

Now merrily to school 111 go,

Nor fear the chilling blast.

I love the sun the gentle wind,
And bird, and flower, and bud,

And well I love my teacher kind,

But best I love my God.



snowy fleece, so soft and clean. Sleep, baby! sleep!

Sleep, baby. sleep.

1 would not, would not weep;
Th«- little lamb he newer cries.

And bright and h ippy ait his ey<

Si'eep, baby! sleep!

Sleep, baby! sleep.

Near where the woodbine* creep

Be always like the lainb,so mild,

A sweet, and kind, and gentle child!

Sleep baby! sleep!

Sleep, b-iby. sleep!

Thy tot shall angels keep:
While on the grmma the lamb shall feed

And nevei soffei h ant or need.

Bleep, baby! sleep
'



THE LITTLE VALLEY. 3J

from the German

.

2

Skies are bright above thee,

Peace and quiet love thee,

Tranquil little dell;

In thy fragrant boweri,

Twining wreaths of flowers,

Love and friendship dwell .

s

May our spirits daily

Be like thee, sweet valley.

Tranquil and serene;

Emblem to us given

Of the vales of heaven,

Ever bright and gi een.



CHILDREN GO TO AND FRO.



ss
Full Chorus.

t t / t t v ^,w ' v y
'

' -J ' ^

merrily, merrily Followme,full of glee, singing merrily.

Eirds are free,

So are we,

And we live as happily,

Work we do.

Study too,

Work is done,

Plays begun,

Now we have our laugh and fill

Happy da}»,

Pretty plays,

Learning daily something new; And no naughty naughty ways;

Then we laugh, and dunce,and *ing, Holding fast each others hand.

Gay as birds or any thing. We're a cheerful happy band.

Follow me, Sec. Follow me, Sec.



V <s V ' \ \f ^± * v v ' /
out among the f'lowers,Andmakesome pretty bowers.,

cull the sweetest posies,The vi _ o _ lets and roses.

Cho?

Come, come, come,
The summer now is here,
Come ramble in the bushes,
And hear the merry thrushes.

Come come come,
The summer H"» is here.

Come, come, come,
The summer now is here,
Come out among' the flowers,

And make some pretty bowers.
Come i ome roine,

The summer now is here.



„1/0R„V AMID THE MOUNTAINS^ 36

1
Gush _ ing" streams and foun _ tains,

Now the glad sun breaking

Pours a golden flood;

Deepest vales awaking
Echo "God is good."

4.

Wake, and joii

Man , with soul endued 1

He whose smile is o er us.

God, oh God is good.

Hymns of praise are ringing

Through the leafy wood_
Songsters sweetly singing

Warble"God is good I"

the chorus,



36 BUGLE SOXG.

hoard the pealing horn: Frombush and brakeThe echoeswake,And

Each heart beats high
And fleams each eye,

At every welcome tone;
Like mist that flies
From morning skies,

All sorrow now IS gXine !

How bright the trees;
How fresh the breeze.'
How gulden bright the day:

The sparkling rill

Goes murmuring still.

Through woodlands far (llMy

Oh. sweet the sound
When woods around
Hive heard the pealing horn;

From bu»h and brake
The echoes wake,

And hail (he \». Iconic mofn .'



HASTE THEE, HWTER, HASTE AWAY. 37

Haste thee, winter, haste away,
Let me feel the spring-tide ray;
Let the fields be green again;
Quickly end thy dreary reign.

Haste thee, winter, haste away,
Far too hug has been thy stay.

3
Haste thee, winter, haste away,
Let the spring come, bright and gay;

Let thy chilling breezes flee,
Dreary winter, haste from me.

Haste thee, winter, haste awjj,
Far too long has been thy sta^ .



38
h'l.\-TFR SO.VG.



Silent "is the in _ sect hum, Nowthe wintry time has come.
ft

c2

Short and gloomy are the days;

Oft the storm roars round our dwelling;

How the snow fills up the ways.'

List the winds, of sorrow telling",

Telling of the shivering poor,

O what hardships they endure'

a

Come around the pleasant fire,

See how sprightly it is burning .'

Evening lights the tall church spire;

All are to their homes returning:

Let us try to spend it well,

Till we hear its closing bell.

4
Soon the spring of life will end:

Fast our youthful days are flying .'

To the grave our footsteps tend,

Where the frozen snow*, are lying.

Father when our age is past,

O receive our souls at last

.





^ V

How ,
? nit to look

In the murmuring' hiook.

And hear its soft sound.'

How happy are ««!

H >w nimble and free

We run uer the ground.

3
Now gone is the light,

Quickly comes the dark night.

All still is the vale:

We'll go to our rest,

Nor wake till red-breast

Renews his soft tale.



PLEASURES OF WJfOCKN'CK.



Bliss is hov' ring- smiling ev _ ry where.

2

Innocence unseen is ever near;

In the toll tree top it lingers,

In the nest of feathered singers;

Euocence unseen is ever near.

3
Pleasure echoes —echoes —fur and near;

From the green bank deck'd with flowers,

Sunny hills and pleasant bowers;—
Pleasure echoes —echoes —far and near.

4
Up—and weave us now a flowery crown;

See the blossoms all unfolding,

Each its beauteous station holding;—

Up—and weave us now a flowery crown.

b
Go ye forth and join the May-day throng;

Sings the Cuckoo by the river,

In the breeze the young leaves quiver;—
Go ye forth and join the May-day throng.
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2
She clothes the groves in glittering green,

She smiles on hill and plain;

And mantling all her paths is seen,

A rosy blooming train.

Then sound the merry tabor, &c.

3
Her gentle breath inspires the air,

And breathes soft music round,

It gives the flowers a fragrance fair,

The groves a silvery sound.

Then sound the merry tabor, Ac.

She strows her flowers along the heath,

And up the mountain side,

A glittering carpet spreads beneath,

And fairy footsteps glide.

Then sound the merry tabor, Ac.

~o

Beneath her soft enchanting hand,

Old wrinkled fare retires;

She mildly moves her magic wand,

And harmless joy inspires.

Then sound the merry tabor, &f-









2

Bee his steeds now proudly prancing,

Through the city gates advancing,

While the rising sun's all gliding rays,

Over mount and valley blaze
:||:

Up and down the hills they fly,

Now the plains before them lie.

C'li< k, clack, click, &c.

3

Then when night comes faintly darkling,

And the peaceful stars are sparkling,

Lo the goal is near _ the glad steeds bound,

Soon the rattling streets- resound;
;J :

Now the post horn pours its blast,

While the sounding lash falls, fast.

CLitk, clack, click, «Src.
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The birds, the birds now sing1

,

And meadows, meadows ring;

With joyons sound'

Of praise around,

Sister awake, with joy arise,

Shake drowsy sleep from off your eyes.

8
Awake! awake, tis dawn,

The night, the night has

And now comes day

^

. .

"
> RK PKAT TWICE.

' With golden ray;
j

Rise, and come forth, on natur e gaze,

Nor idly waste your precious days.



be

2
Evening winds ire breathing

Through the forest ^reen,

Crimson cloudsare wreathing

In the *ky serene.

S
See the stars appearing'

All around so briffht.

Emblem ever cheer intj

Of eternal li^ht .










