






The Man on the Flying Trapeze-Continued

CHORUS

3.

I oncewent to seeif my love wasat home.
I found thereherfatherandhermotheralone;
WhenI askedfor my duck they soonmadeit known
That shehadboltedaway;
Shepackedup herbox and elopedthatnight
With him with the greatestof ease;
He loweredher down from a two pair back
To the groundwith his flying trapeze.

CHOHUS

4.

Onenight I went out to a popularhall,
Wasgreatlysurprisedto seeon the wall
A bill in large letterswhich did my heartpall
To seethatshewas playingwith him;
He taughthergymnasticsanddressedherin tights
To swingwith the greatestease.
He madeherassumea masculinename
And now shefloats on the trapeze.

LAST CHORUS

Oh, shefloats throughthe air with the greatestof ease;
You'd think hera manall the flying trapeze.
Shedoesall thework while hetakeshis ease,
And that'swhat'sbecomeof my love.

The Marines' Hymn

1.

Fromthe Halls of Montezuma
To the shoresof Tripoli,
We fight our
On the land ason thesea.
First to fight for right andfreedom
And to keepour honorclean,
Weareproudto claim the title
Of United StatesMarine.

2.

Our flag's unfurledto everybreeze
From dawnto settingsun.
We havefought in every clime andplace
Wherewe could takea gun.
In the snowof far off Northernlands
And in sunnyTropic scenes
You will find us alwayson the job­
The United StatesMarines.

3.

Here'shealthto youandto our Corps
Which we areproudto serve.
In manya strife we'vefought for life
And neverlost our nerve.
If the Army and the Navy
Ever look on Heaven'sscenes
Theywill find the streetsare
By United StatesMarines.

40

Copyright 1929 by the United StatesMarine Corps. Used by permission.
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·41 The Minstrels Sing of an English King

Oh, the minstrels sing of an English king of many years ago;
Oh, he ruled his land with an iron hand, but his mind was weak

and low.
He loved to chase the bounding stag throughout the royal wood,
But his favorite occupation was pulling something good.

From "Sound Off!" by Edward Arthur Dolph, copyright 1929, and used by
permission of Farrar & Rinehart,. Inc .• publishers.

42 The Monkeys Have No Tails in Zamboanga

Oh, the monkeys have no tails in Zamboanga,
Oh, the monkeys have no tails in Zamboanga,

Dh, the monkeys have no tails,
They were chewed off by the whales,
So the monkeys have no tails in Zamboanga.

Dh, the carabao has no hair in Mindanao,
Dh, the carabao has no hair in Mindanao,

Oh, the carabao has no hair--
Holy smoke! But he is bare!
So the carabao has no hair in Mindanao.

Oh, we won't go back to Subic .any more,
Oh, we won't go back to Subic any more,

Oh, we won't go back to Subic-
The mosquitoes there are too big~

So we won't go back to Subic any more.

From "Sound Off I" by Edward Arthur IMlph, copyright 19211. and used by per­
mission of Farrar & Rinehart, Inc" publishers.

[36 I

The Mountain Battery
1.

Stand up! Stand up! Attention I
You red-leg mountaineers.
With your gun and your pack
And your box of tack,
Noncoms and cannoneers.
Baptized in Mindanao
Beside the Sulu Sea
With a tow and a tow
And a tow row row
F~om the mountain battery
WIth a tow and a tow
And a tow row row
From the mountain battery.

2.
For when we are commanded
To open up the ball
We slap our guns together
And beside them stand or fall.
To right and left before us
Our shrapnel bursts we see
With a tow and a tow
And a tow row row
From the mountain battery
With a tow and a tow •
And a tow row row
From the mountain battery.

3.
I'd rather be a soldier
With a mule and mountain gun
Than knight of old with spurs of gold
Or Roman,Greek, or Hun.
For when there's trouble brewing
They always send for me
To start the fun

(Continued on next page)
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The Mountain Battery-Continued
With a mountain gun
From the mountain battery.
To start the fun
With a mountain gun
From the mountain battery.

4.
Here's to pack and aparejo,
To cradle, gun, and trail,
And that damned old fool, the artillery mule,
Who ne'er was known to fail.
Then fill your glasses, fellows,
And drink this toast with me--
Here's a how and a how
And a how, how, how
To the mountain battery.
Here's a how and a how
And a how, how, how
To the mountain battery.

From "Sound Off!" by Edward Arthur Do!ph, copyright 1929, and used by per·
mission of Farrar & Rinehart, Inc~, pubhshers.

44 My Buddy
l.

Life is a book that we study,
Some of its leaves bring a sigh,
There it was written, my Buddy,
That we must part, you and I.

CHORUS
Nig'hts are long since you went away,
I think about you all thru the day,
My Buddy, my Buddy;
No Buddy quite so true,
Miss your voice, the touch of your hand,
Just long to know that you understand,
My Buddy, my Buddy;
Your Buddy misses you.

(Continued on next page)

My Buddy-Continued
2.

Buddies thru all of the gay days,
Buddies when something went wrong,
I wait alone thru the gray days,
Missing your smile and your song.

CHORUS
Copyright MCMXXII by Jerome H. Remick & C".

My Wild Irish Rose 45
My wild Irish rose,
The sweetest flow'r that grows,
You may search ev'rywhere,
But none can compare
With my wild Irish rose.
My wild Irish rose,
The dearest flow'r that grows,
And some day for my sake,
She may let me take
The bloom from my wild Irish rose.

Copyright MDCCCXCIX by M. Witmark & S"ns. Copyright renewed.

[Parody]

My wild eyed cadet,
He ain't learned nothing yet,
He noses her down
When close to the ground,
My wild eyed cadet;
He slips in his banks,
If he lives we'll all give thanks.
I hear drums beating low
And men marching slow
Behind my wild eyed cadet.

[391



Ohl Susanna 48

46 The New River Train

1.

o baby, remem1Jer what you said,
o baby, remember what you said,
Remember what you said,
You would rather see me dead
Than riding on that New River Train.

2.

o baby, you can't love two,
o baby, ~'ou can't love two,
You can't love two
The way I love you,
o baby, you can't love two.

3.

o baby, yo;.]. can't love three,
o baby, you can't love three,
You can't love three and
Get along with me,
o baby, you can't love three.

4.

o baby, you can't love four,
o baby, you can't love four,
You can't love four and
Have a key to my front door,
o baby, you can't love four.

Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen
Nobody knows the trouble I've seen,
Nobody knows but Jesus;
Nobody knows the trouble I've seen,
Glory Hallelujah!

l.

Sometimes I'm up, sometimes I'm down;
Oh, yes, Lord!
Sometimes I'm almost to the groun';
Oh, yes, Lord!
Nobody knows, etc.

2.
Although you see me goin' long so;
Oh, yes, Lord!
I have my troubles here below;
Oh, yes, Lord!
Nobody knows, etc.

3.
What makes old Satan hate me so?
Oh, yes, Lord!
'Cause he got me once an' let me go;
Oh, yes, Lord!
Nobody knows, etc.

I came to Alabama wid my banjo on my knee,
I'm g'wan to Louisiana, my true love for to see.
It rained all night de day I left, de weather it was dry,
De sun so hot I froze to death, Susanna don't you cry.
Oh, Susanna, Oh, don't you cry for me,
I've come from Alabama wid my banjo on my knee.

41
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Prom "Let's Sing," copyright 1933 by Amsco Music Publishing Co., Inc. Used
by permission.
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49 The Old Gray Mare, She Ain't What
She Used To Be

The old gray mare, she ain't what she used to be, '
Ain't what she used to be, ain't what she used to be;
The old gray mare, she ain't what she used to be
Many long years ago.
Many long years ago, Many long years ago,
The old gray mare, she ain't what she used to be
Many long years ago.

From "The American Songbag," compiled by C,!r1 Sandburg; copyright 1927.
Used by permission Harcourt, Brace & Co., pubhshers.

50

r421

Old Joe Clark
1.

Old Joe Clark, the preacher's son,
Preached all over the plain.
The highest text he ever took
Was high, low, Jack, an' the game.

CBORUS
Round an' around, Old Joe Clark,
Round an' around we're gone.
Round an' around, Old Joe Clark,
An' bye-bye Lucy Long.

2.
There was a house in Baltimore,
Sixteen stories high,
An' every story in that house
Was full of chicken :pie.

CHORUS
3.

I went down to see my gal,
She met me at the door,
Shoes and stockin's in her hand
An' her feet all over the floor.

CHORUS

Old King Cole
(Fighting Infantry)

1.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his privates three.

CBORUS
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

2.
Old King Cole waS a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe, •
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his corporals three.

CHORUS
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
.There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

3.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his sergeants three.

CHORUS
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;

(Continued On next pa8e)
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Old King Cole-Continued

"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

4.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his shavetails three.

CHORUS
"We do all the work," said the shavetails;
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer,." said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

5.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
Re called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his captains three.

CHORUS
"We want ten days' leave," said the captains;
"We do all the work," said the shavetails;
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

(Continued on ne."t page)

Old King Cole-Continued

6.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was' he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his majors three.

CHORUS
"Where're my boots and spurs 1" said the majors;
"We want ten days' leave," said the captains;
"We do all the work," said the shavetails;
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

7.
Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his colonels three.

CHORUS
''What's my next command 1" said the colonels;
"Where're my boots and spurs?" said the majors;
"We want ten days' leave," said the captains;
"We do all the work," said the shavetails;
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

(Continued on next page)



From "Sound Off!" by Edward Arthur Dolph. copyright 1929. and used by per­
mission of Farrar & Rinehart, In~, publishers.
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Old King Cole-;Continued
8.

Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he.
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his generals three;

CHORUS
"The Army's gone to hell," said the generals;
"What's my next command?" said the colonels;
"Where're my boots and spurs?" said the majors;
"We want ten days' leave," said the captains;
"We do all the work," said the shavetails;
"Right by squads, squads right," said the sergeants;
"One two, one two, one," said the corporals;
"Beer, beer, beer," said the privates,
"Merry men are we.
There's none so fair as can compare
With the Fighting Infantry."

The Old Plantation
(Kuu Home)

1.
Old plantation, how I love you;
'Neath your trees I seem to roam;
My heart yearns just to return
To myoId plantation home.

2.
Old plantation nani oe,
Home pume hana i kea 10 ha,
I ka 0 lu 0 ka niu
I ka poli oke ona ona.

On, Brave Old Ar~y Team 53
The Army team's the pride and dream of ev'ry heart in gray.
The Army line you'll ever find a terror in the fray.
And when the team is fighting for the Black and Gray and Gold,
We're always near with song and cheer and this is the tale we're

told.
The Army team [whistle] Rah! Rah! Rah! Boom!

CHORUS
On, brave old Army team!
On to the fray.
Fight on to Victory
For that's the fearless Army way.

Copyrigbt MCMXI by Carl Fischer. Copyright renewed. By permission Sha­
piro, Beru::;tein & Co., Inc.

Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit-Bag 54
Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile,
While you've a lucifer to light your fag,
Smile, boys, that's the style.
What's the use of worrying '!
It never was worth while,
So, pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile!

Copyright 1915 by Francis, Day & Hunter.

[Parody]

Wrap both your elbows up around your neck
And scratch, scratch, scratch.
Don't stop a second-if you do, by heck,
Your troubles start to hatch.
What's the use of sulphur salve?
It never was worth much;
So wrap both your elbows up around your neck
And scratch, scratch, scratch.

Copyright 1906. Miller Music. Inc•• New York, N. Y. Used by permission.

[46 ]

Parody words from "Sound Off '" by Edward Arthur Dolph, copyright 1929.
and used by permission of Farrar & Rinehart, Inc., publishers.
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56

[48 ]

Pop! Goes the Weasel

All around the cobbler's bench,
The monkey chased the weasel;
The monkey tho't 'twas all in fun,
Pop! goes the weasel.
I've no time to wait or sigh,
No patience to wait till by and by;
Kiss me quick, I'm off, good-bye!
Pop! goes the weasel.

The Raw Recruit
1.

I ain't been long in this yere Army,
I'm what they call a raw recruit,
Guess I'll stay, it's better than farmin',
Get three meals and pay to boot.

2.
The very first thing in the morning,
Fellow with a horn makes an awful noise,
Then that guy they call.first sergeant
Says, "Get up an' turn out, boys."

3.
Then you go down to the stables
With your brush and currycomb.
There you groom as long as you're able,
Cease grooming, fall in, march back home.

4.
Then you go down to the bathhouse,
Place like that I never saw before.
Water runs in through a hole in the ceiling,
Runs right out through a hole in the floor.

(Continued on next page)

The Raw Recruit-Continued

5.
They tried to learn me a soldier lesson,
Marched me up and turned me around.
Give me a gun an' I put it on my shoulder,
One, two, three, an' I put it on the ground.

6.
They put your name on a piece of paper,
Fellow over there gives you your pay.

. Take it to the squad room, put it on a blanket,
Fellow yells "CRAPS!" an' takes it all away.

7.
Then they try to talk by signals,
Fellow waves a flag to one far away.
Just one thing I'm tryin' to get over­
How he knows what he's tryin' to say.

8.
Then if you should get your leg broke,
Doctor won't charge you one red cent.
"C. C." pills is all you need-
Your leg ain't broke-just badly bent.

From "Sound Off!" by Edward Arthur Dolph. copyright 1929, and used by per.
mission of Farrar & Rinehart. Inc., pUblishers.
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}'rom "The American Songbag," compiled by Car! Sandburg; copyright 1927.
Used by permission Harcourt, Brace, & Co., pubhshcrH.

57 Red River Valley

1.
From this valley they say you are going,
We will miss your bright eyes and sweet smile,
For they say you are taking the sunshine
That brightens our pathway awhile.

REFRAIN
Come and sit by my side if you love me,
Do not hasten to bid me adieu,
But remember the Red River Valley
And the girl that has loved you so true.

2.'
For a long time I have been waiting
For those dear words you never would say,
But at last all my fond hopes have vanished,
For they say you are going away.

REFRAIN

3.
From this valley they say you are going;
When you go, may your darling go too?
Would you leave her behind unprotected
When she loves no other but you?

REFRAIN

[50 I

She'll Be Comin' 'Round the Mountain 58
1.

She'll be comin' 'round the mountain when she comes,
She'll be comin' 'round the mountain when she comes,
She'll be comin' 'round the mountain,
She'll be comin' 'round the mountain,
She'll be comin' 'round the mountain when she comes.

.2.
She'll be drivin' six white horses when she comes,
She'll be drivin' six white horses when she comes,
She'll be drivin' six white horses,
She'll be drivin' six white horses,
She'll be drivin' six white horses when she comes.

3.
Oh, we'll all go to meet her when she comes,
Oh, we'll all go to meet her when she comes,
Oh, we'll all go to meet her,
Oh, we'll all go to meet her,
Oh, we'll all go to meet her when she comes.

4.

Oh, we'll kill the old red rooster when she comes,
Oh, we'll kill the old red rooster when she comes,
Oh, we'll kill the old red rooster,
Oh, we'll kill the old red rooster,
Oh, we'll kill ~he old red rooster when she comes.

From "Let's Sing," copyright 1933 by Amsco Music Publishing Co., Inc. Used
by permission.
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Copyright MCMXVn by Jerome H. Remick & Co.

59 Slum and Gravy
Sons of slum and gravy, will you let the Navy
Take from us the victory?
Hear a warriors' chorus, sweep that line before us,
Carry on to victory!

. Onward! Onward! Charge against the foel
Forward! Forward the Army banners go!
Sons of Mars and Thunder, rip that line asunder,
Carry on to victory!

59 Sons of Randolph
Sons of Randolph soaring with your motors roaring,
Challenge fate with mockery.
Through the heavens hurling, streaming comets swirling,
Starward fling your courses free.
Upward! Upward! Rout the mighty Thor!
Onward! Onward! You power birds of war!
Down the wind's blaspheming dive, your engines screaming,
Ride the wings of destiny!

60 Smiles
There are smiles that make us happy,
There are smiles that make us blue,
There are smiles that steal away the.teardrops
As the sunbeams steal away the dew.
There are smiles that have a t!?nder meaning
That the eyes of love alone may see,
And the smiles that fill my life with sunshine
Are the smiles that you give to me.

Song of the Signal Corps 61
1.

In the time of war, no matter where you are,
There you'll find the Signal Corps!
When the long lines me weary mile by mile
They're the ones who are.at the fore.
When there's big news coming and buzzers humming
When Springfields rattle and the big guns roar,
With a flash and flare, over land and air,
Comes the word: that's the Signal Corps.

2.
In the time of peace, our duties never cease,
There is drill and work to· spare.
In the field we go with our radio,
And we talk thru the empty air.
From our short wave stations, we call the nations,
From Greenland's mountains to the South Sea shore.
Ev'ry day we say, we're in the Corps to stay.
"See the world with the Signal Corps."

3.
When the doughboys hike on the hard turnpike,
We'll be there to show the way;
When the big guns roll toward their far-off goal
We will follow them, day by day; .
If you take a notion to cross the ocean,
We're there with radio on sea and shore,
For the sun can't set on our short wave net!
That's the boast of the Signal Corps!

Used by permission Mrs. Dawson Olmstead. Copyright 1927.
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62 A Stein Song
l.

Give a rouse, then in the Maytime
For a life that knows no fear!
Turn nighttime into daytime
With the sunlight of good cheer,
For it's always fair weather
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table and a good song ringing clear;
For it's always fair weather
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table and a g'ood song ringing clear;

2.
Oh, we're all frank and twenty
When the spring is in the air;
And we've faith and hope aplenty,
And we've life and love to spare;
And it's birds of a feather
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table and a heart without a care;
And it's birds of a feather
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table and a heart without a care.

3.
For we know the world is glorious,
And the goal a golden thing,
And that God is not censorious
When His children have their fling;
And life slips its tether
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table in the fellowship of spriJ;lg,
Then life slips it's tether
When good fellows get together,
With a stein on the table in the fellowship of spring.

Tammany

1.
I'm a young disbursing officer,
I'm working night and day.
Ev'rybody's shouting
"When do we get our pay?"
I wired the Chief of Finance,
"From work I'm almost dead."
The wire did no good at all,
For this is what he said:

CHORUS
Pay those lads! Pay those lads!
Don't you know it's up to you
To pay those soldiers P. D. Q. ?
Pay those lads! Pay those lads!
Pay'em! Pay 'em! Pay 'em! Pay'em!
Pay those lads.

2.
The Regulars were pretty bad,
The C. C. C.'s were worse,
But the See-Lectees and National Guard
Surely make me curse!
I try and try to sleep at night,
But toss upon my bed,
For what the General said to me
Keeps ringing thru my head.

CHORUS

63

Copyright 1930, pl.iblication of Oliver Ditson Co.
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Used by permiooion.
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Copyright MCMXIV by M. Witmark & Sons.
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Parody words from "Sound Off I" by Edward Arthur Dolph, copyright 1929,
and used by permission of Farrar & Rinehart, Inc., publishers.

[1917 PARODY (Contributed by Bernard J. Murray.)]

There's a long, long nail a-grinding
Into the sole of my shoe,
And it digs a little deeper
Every mile or two;
But there's one sweet day a-coming,
A day I'm dreaming about,
The day when I can sit me down
And pull that darn nail out.

65

[57 I

Where Do We Go From Here?
1.

Paddy Mack drove a hack
Up and down Broadway,
Pat had one expression
And he'd use it ev'ry day;
Any time he'd grab a fare,
To take them for a ride,
Paddy jumped upon the seat,
Cracked his whip, and cried:

CHORUS
"Where do we go from here, boys,
Where do we go from here'?"
Anywhere from Harlem to a Jersey City pier.
When Pat would spy a pretty girl,
He'd whisper in her ear,
"011, joy! Oh, boy! Where do we go from here'?"

Z.
One fine day, on Broadway,
Pat was driving fast,
'When the street was blown to pieces
By a subway blast;
Down the hole poor Paddy went,
A'thinkin' of his past,
Then he says, says he,
"J think these words will be my last:"

CHORUS
3.

First of all, at the call,
When the war began,
Pat enlisted in the Army
As a fighting man;
When the drills began,
They'd walk a hundred miles a day,
Tho' the rest got tired,
Paddy always used to say:

. CHORUS
Copyright 1917 by Ll'O Feist. Inc., New York, N. Y. International copyright

SEcured. U·sed by permission.

There's a Long, Long Trail

There's a long, long trail a-winding
Into the land of my dreams,
When the nightingales are singing·
And a white moon beams,
There's a long, long night of waiting
Until my dreams all come true;
Till the day when I'll be going
Down that long, long trail with you.

[1917 PARODY (from Calnp Taylor Field Artillery Camp.)]

There's a long, long trace a-winding
Al'ound the hocks of my team,
And the martingale is twisted
Round the off brake beam.
I've got the off horse saddled backwards,
I've got the crupper round his neck;
It's all so darned peculiar,
But we'll get there yet, by heck!
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From "Legion Airs," copyright 1932 by Leo Feist, Inc., New York, N. Y. Used
by permission.
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[ 581

Yank~e Doodle

1.
Fath'r and I went down to camp,
Along with Captain Good'n,
And there we saw the men and boys
As thick as hasty puddin'.

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

2.
And there we saw a thousand men,
As rich as Squire David;
And what they wasted ev'ry day,
I wish it could be saved.

CHORUS

3.
And there was Captain Washington
Upon a slapping stallion,
~4.-giving orders to his lllen;
I guess there was a million.

CHORUS

4.
I saw a little barrel, too,
The head was made of leather;
They knocked upon't with little sticks,
And cal1ed the folks together.

CHORUS

(Continued on next page)
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Yankee Doodle-Continued
5.

And there I saw a swamping gun
Big as a log of maple, '
Upon a mighty little cart,
A load for father's cattle.

~~'i..'0"R~';.>,

6.
And every time they shoot it off
It takes a horn of powder,
And makes a noise like father's gun,
Only a nation louder.

CHORUS

7.
It scared me so I hooked it off,
Nor stopped as I remember,
Nor turned about till I got home,
Locked up in mother's chamber.

CHORUS

You're in theA~ Now
'You"re in 'the Army novv...

You're not behind the plow;
You'll never get rich
A-diggin' a ditch,
You're in the Army now.
You're in the Army now,
You're in the Army now,
You'll never get rich
On the salary which
You get in the Army now.

[ 59]
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13. Caissons Go Rolling Along, The -:_-_-_-_-_-_-_~-_-_~~------------- 12
13. Parody, Field Artillery Song :----------- 13
14. Carry Me Back to Old Virginny - ----------- 14

i~: g£~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~---~--~-~~~~::::--~~~~~:-~:-~:-:-~:-:-~~~~~~: i:
18. Columbia, the Gem of the Oc~~;-------------------------------- i~

;g: ~r:i~~_?~:_~~:~~~~~~~~:~~~~:~:~~:~::~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~:~:~~~~. ;~
21. Drink to Me Only with Thine Eyes ~~~~:~~::::~~:-------- 21
22. Arms for the Love of America (Army Ordnance S~~;)-- 21
23. For Her Lover Who Was Far Away -
24. For Sev'n Long Years____________ ---------------- 23
25. God Bless America :::_----------------------------- 23
26. God of Our Fathers ----------------------------- 24
27. Good Night, Ladies_~:::::::::~:~:~:~~~~~~~~~----------------- 25
28. Home, Boys, Home ~--------_-- ---------- 25
29. Home on the Range, A ::::~~:~__:~~--------- 26
30. Honey Dat I Love So Well -------- 27

3
31. II'U TeU You Where They W;;~~-_~~~~~~~-_~-_-_~-_::::-_------------· ~~

2. n'fantry, The ---.------__________ ------------ 30
33. It's a Long Way to Tipperary--_~~~~~:~::~~~~~::~~~:::::::::::: 30
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Number Title Page
34. I've Been Workin' on de Railroad____________________________ 31
35. J uanita________________________________________________________________ 31
36. K-K-K-Katy . 31
37. Last Round-Up; The______________________________________________ 32
38. Let Me Call You Sweetheart__________________________________ 33
39. Man on the Flying Trapeze, The ,______ 33
40. Marine's Hymn, The . 35
41. Minstrels Sing of an English King, The . . 36
42. Monkeys Have No Tails in Zamhoanga, The_______________ 36
43. Mountain Battery, The___________________________________________ 37
44. My Buddy .___________________________ 38
45. My Wild Irish Rose . 39
46. New River Train, The____________________________________________ 40
47. Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen_. • 41
48. Oh! Susanna .. .__________________________ 41
49. Old Gray Mare, She Ain't What She Used To Be, The____ 42
50. Old J oe Clark . 42
51. Old King Cole (Fig-hting Infantry) . 43
52. Old Plantation (Kuu Home), The_____________________________ 46
53. On, Brave Old Army Team______________________________________ 47
54. Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit-Bag --_ 47
55. Pop! Goes the WeaseL___________________________________________ 48
56. Raw Recruit, The__________________________________________________ 48
57. Red River Valley . 50
58: She'll Be Comin' 'Round the Mountain . 51
59. Sons of RandolpL___________________ 52
60. Smiles --- . 52
61, Song of the Signal Corps___________________________________________ 53
62. Stein Song, A____________________________________________ . 54
63. Tammany 55
64. There's a Long, Long Tr-a.iL -_______ 56
65. Where Do We Go From Here? . 57
66. Yankee Doodle ~ ._____________ 58
67. You're in the Anny Now . 59

The appearance of the above songs in a IJublication of the .united States does
not by reaSon of that fect authorize any use or apP1'Opriation of anI! material
under copyright u,itllout the coment of the proprietor of that copyright.
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