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FOREWORD 

The primary object of this Melody and Words Editi ,n of 
the " News Chronicle " Song Book is to provide all members 
of the Armed Forces and Civil Defence Units with a 
collection of favourite songs in a form that is at once 
convenient and inexpensive. 

In every instance the songs and hymns appearing iu this 
book are arranged simply ; some for four-part harmony, 
others in purely melodic style. All of them may be sung with 
the greatest ease and accompanied by almost any musical 
instrument. 

The publishers hope that this latest addition to the " News 
Chronicle " series of Songs and Music Books (whose sales 
exceed If million copies) will be found both timely and 
stimulating, and that it will do much to further popularise 
the desirable recreation of making music during those many 
periods when a happy diversion is most needed. 
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•  
glo - Mons cry, The 

a a 
glo - Mons cry, the hounds all join 

Old English Air 
Arr. by HA C 

Ii  
1. The dusk - y night sides 

Henry Fielding 
Lively 

e ft 1' 

-r 
down the owsky, and ush - ers in the morn;_ The hounds all join in 

i`q  

will - hunt -ing we 

J r1 

6' = • ,  
hunts-man winds his horn,_ 

!CHORUS  

rr -r-  
-hunt-ing we will go,_ a - hunt-ing we will go, a 

r c  
,o will go 

dr  

Then 

go, win go, 

a - hunt - ing we will bPigo.- 

• 
-at• 

the hunts-man winds his horn._ 

A- HUNTING WE WILL GO 

2 
The wife around her husband throws 

Her arms, and begs him stay, 
My dear it rains, it hails, and snows, 

You will not hunt to-day 
But a-hunting we will go, &c. 

3 
A brushing fox in yonder wood, 

Secure to find we seek , 
For why, I carried sound and good, 

A cart load there last week 
And a-hunting we will go, &c. 

Away he goes, he flies the rout, 
Their steeds all spur and switch , 

Some are thrown in, and some thrown 
out, 

And some thrown in the ditch 
But a-hunting we will go, &c 

5 
At length his strength to faintness 

Poor Reynard ceases flight ; (worn, 
Then hungry homeward we return, 

To feast away the night. 
Then a-feasting we wilt go, les 



ALL THRO' THE NIGHT 
Welsh Air 
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While the moon her watch is keeping, 
All through the night, 

While the weary world is sleeping, 
All through the night, 

O'er my bosom gently stealing, 
Visions of delight revealing, 
Breathes a pure and holy feeling, 

All through the night 

2 
Love, to thee my thoughts are turn- 

All through the night, (mg, 
And for thee my heart is yearning, 

All through the night, 
Though sad fate our lives may sever, 
Parting will not last for ever, 
There's a hope that leaves me never, 

All through the night 



-•:` 161 1• 
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at Ann - ie Lan- rie Gave me her o - mise true, Gave 

r r  

_ lay_ me doml and doe 

r • 

bon- nie Ann - ie_ Lau - rie 

r  

; 

Which ne'er for-got will be, And for 
"si• 

there 

ANNIE LAURIE 
William Douglas Lady John Scott 

Moderately quick 

1. Max-well-ton'ebraes are bon-nie, Where ear-ly fa's the_ dew, .LE 

.73 
-45N-art si 1  -et. 

2 

Her brow is like the snowdrift, 

Her throat is like the swan , 

Her face it is the fairest 

That e'er the sun shone on ; 

That e'er the sun shone on, 

And dark blue is her e'e, 

And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

d lay me doon and dee 

3 

Like dew on th' gowan 

Is th' fa' o' her fairy feet, 

And like the winds in summer sighing, 

Her voice is low and sweet, 

Her voice is low and sweet, 

And she's a' the world to me 

And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

I'd lay me doon and dee 

8 



0  
I  

mind? Should sold ac-quain - tance be for - got, And 
kind - ness yet, For 

; r  

thine; We'll talc,  a cop o' 

J -sr' -el 

•.....•1 • 
days .• of auld long syne 21 For sold_ lang_ 
auld  Lang_ syne. 

-st -sot  ...... 

-r 
. 

syne, my dear, For sold long_ 
-ot• J` r  r 

ci •  

r' • 
sync; 

1 

AULD LANG SYNE 

cbert Barns Scottish 

-e r 
1. Should auld ac-quoin- tance be for-got, And nev-er bro't to 
2. And here's a hand, my trust- y frien', And glen a hand o' 

-4/1 J .  

i71P-1°L r r r  If' 

CHORUS 

- • At-  .1.  
tak' a cup o' kind - ness yet For auld_ lung— syne. 
4J- --,strs  -at J 41, 1` 1 .1  

4 



BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG CHARMS 

Rather slowly % 
 Irish Air 

1. Be - lieve me, if all those en- 
2. It_ is not while beau-ty and 

Fr S,  
h • ; ; r ;  

Of • 0 

- dear - ing young charms, Which gaze on so fond - ly to - 
youth are thine ewn, And thy cheeks nn- pro -fan'd by a 

7h p  
) bb • 

• •  • 
a 9 

-day, 
tear, 

 

Were to change • by to - mar - row, and 
That the fer - your and faith of a 

 

fleet in my arms, Like_ fai - ry gifts, fa - ding a - 
soul can be known, To which time will but make thee more 

-way,-Thou wouldst still be a - dor'd as this 
dear! ' No, the heart that has tru - ly lov'd 

 

)  

 

;  

 

mo - meat thou art, Let thy love - Ii - ness fade as it 
ne - ver for - gets, But as tru - ly loves on to the 

5t't 
4v,.*  
will 
close 

• 
And, a - round the dear ru - in, each 
As the sun - flow - er turns on her 

4065 . 
wish of my heart Would en- twine it - self ver - dant-ly 
god when be sets The same look which she turn'd when he 

5 

D S. 

1 
still 
rose._ 

r • 
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THE BLUE BELL OF SCOTLAND 
Roth& Air 

In moderate time Arr. by EL A 0 

Oh where and oh where is your Highland !addle gone 1  
Oh where and oh where is your Highland laddie gone 
He 's gone to fight the foe for King George on the throne, 
And it's oh ! in my heart I wish him safe at home 

2 
Oh where and oh where did your Highland laddie dwell 
Oh where and oh where did your Highland laddie dwell 
He dwelt in merry Scotland, at the Sign of the Blue Bell, 
And it's oh ! in my heart I love my laddie well 

3 
Oh how, tell me how, is your Highland laddie clad " 
Oh how, tell me how, is your Highland laddie clued 
His bonnet's of the Saxon green, his waistcoat of the plaid , 
And it 's oh ! in my heart that I love my Highland lad. 

4 
Suppose, oh suppose that your Highland lad should die 
Suppose, oh suppose that your Highland lad should die I 
The bagpipes should play o'er him, and I'd lay me down and cry ; 
But it 'a oh I in my heart that I feel he will not die. 

6 



In moderate time mf 
Irish Air 

Arr by H A C 

2 1. :1 I art—el 
1. In Dub-lin's fair ei-ty, where 

s• c r 
first set my eyes on sweet Mol-ly Ma so pret-ty, I 

• 
yr • 

As she wheeled her wheel-bar-row through streets broad and 

• • • I • 

C.> 
S. S. S. • .1"  

r r lc 1 - 
"Coo-Ides and rims- sels a live, a - live 

r e  • 

J• .r 

.• 
girls are 

-lone, ,  
nar-row, 
CHORUS 

Cry-ing " Coe -kles and mus-sels a - live, a - live o"' 

P 

• 
• 

COCKLES AND MUSSELS 

2 

She was a fishmonger, but sure 'twas no wonder, 
For so were her father and mother before ; 
And they each wheeled their barrow through streets broad and narrow, 
Crying " Cockles and mussels alive, alive 0 I " 

3 

She died of a fever, and no one could save her, 
And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone ; 
Her ghost wheels her barrow through streets broad and narrow, 

Crying " Cockles and mussels alive, alive 0 " 
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CAMPTOWN RACES 
Words and Melody by S.C.Fuster 

Arr by H.A.C. 

kk 

• • 
1. De Camp-tow n la - dies 

e . 
Doo doh! 

.1% • al%  a 
Doo dah! De Camp-town race track 

2Xp - on the Lomonds I lay, I lay, Up • on the Lomonds I lay, I 1.13, I 
D.S vt F rue 

r •  J. 
look - ed down to bonnie Loch Le•ven,And saw three bon - me perch-es play 

3 
The great Argyle he goes before. 
He makes the cannons and gull, to roar, 
Wi' sound of trumpet, pipe, and drum 
The Campbells are corairC,0-ho' 0 hoi 

The Campbells, &c. 

4 
The Campbells they are a' in arms, 
Their loyal faith and truth to show, 

banners rattling in the wind 
The Campbells are comin',0-ho 0-ho 

The Campbells, &c. 

sing dis song, 

Lively  
OiJd  

THE CAMPBELLS ARE COAHN' 

Rather quickly Scotti.h Song 

• ••••••MINNIN MIR •••=•. "-'...1• M bamomonol,m 
• =Ow 

1.The Campbells are com-in; 0 - ho, 0 ho! The 

Can-p-bells are com-in; 0 • ho, 0 ho' The Camp-bells are corn-in' to 
Fine,  

bon-nie Loch Le -ven, The Camp-bells are com - in' 0 • ho, 0 - ho' 

five miles long, Oh.- doo-dab day! I came down dab wad my 



1  1 
a,a  • )J  

hat caved in, Doti -dab! Doo -dah! I go back hometvid z 
C7,)  

pock et full of tin, 
CHORUS 

Game to run all 

doo • dab da;! 

• • • 

Ovine to run all day! 111 

r• ; 
PS 

ts ki  

;; e. 
•  

bet Inc mon ey on de bob tail nag_ Some bo-dy bet on de bap 
iLrs  Ars j% it* 

.
1%  

kt- 
2 

De long-tail filly and de big black hoss, 
Doo-dah Doo dah 

Dey fly de track and dey both cut 
Oh doo-dah day t [across, 

De blind boss stick in a big mud-hole, 
Doo dah I Doo-dah 

Can't touch de bottom mid a ten-foot 
Oh ! doo-dah day I [pole, 

Gwine to run, &c. 

3 
Old muley cow come on to de track, 

Doo dah I Doo dah t 
De bob-tail fling her ober his back, 

Oh i doo-dah day ! 
Den fly along like a rail road car, 

Doo-dab I Doo-dah I 
Runnm' a race wid a shootin star, 

Oh I doo-dab day I 
Gwine to run &c. 

4 
See them flyin' on a ten-mile heat, 

Doo-dah ! Doo-dah ! 
Round de race-traok den repeat, 

Oh ! doo-dah day I 
I win my money on de bob-tail nag, 

Doo-dah I Doo-dab I 
I keep my money in an old tow bag, 

Oh doo-dah day ! 
Gwine to run, &c. 

9 
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charm - ing In 

•  
•  

9 0 

ev 'ry high de - gree; 

.1-  • 
•  

IV ; • ;  
She looked so neat and 

• 

Dash-ing a -way with the smooth-ing iron, Dash-ing a - way with the 

loa.2-a D.S.II Last verse I 

• 0 

DASHING AWAY WITH THE SMOOTHING IRON 
Somerset Folk-Song 

Moderato F6 Collected and Arranged by Cecil J. Sharp 

1.'Twas on a Mon-day morn - ing When 

I be • held my dar - ling, She looked so neat and 

nim ble, 0, A - wash - ing of 

° ;*.N.P.1'.1`J`  
her lin - en, 0, 

P- PPP:j' 

smooth-ing iron,She stole my heart a - way.— - Way._ 

Cbpyribbt, 1909, by Novell° and Company, Limped. 

2 
Twas on a Tuesday morning, 
When I beheld my darling ; 
She looked so neat and charming 
In every high degree ; 
She looked so neat and nimble, 0, 
A-hanging out her linen, 0, 
Dashing away with the smoothing iron, 
Dashing away with the smoothing iron, 
She stole my heart away. 

3 
'Twas on a Wednesday morning, &c. 
A-starching of her linen, 0, &c. 

4 
'Twas on a Thursday morning, So. 
A-ironing of her linen, 0, &c. 

5 
'Twas on a Friday morning, &c. 
A-folding of her linen, 0, Ste. 

6 
'Twas on a Saturday morning, &c. 
A-airing of her linen, 0, &c. 

7 
'Twas on a Sunday morning, &c. 
A-wearing of her linen, 0, Ste. 

(The lines in Italics are repeated in every verse.) 

12 
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DRINK TO ME ONLY WITH THINE EYES 

Ben Jenson Old English Air 

71 

; ; ; 

P.1`.1•J  

bb 

r ; ; 
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1 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiss within the cup, 

And I'll not ask for wine , 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise 

Doth ask a drink divine. 

But might I of Jove's nectar sip 

I would not change for thine. 

2 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much hon'ring thee 

As giving it a hope that there 

It could not wither'd be, 

But thou thereon didst only breathe 

And sent'st it back to me . 

Since when it grows, and smells, I 

Not of itself but thee. [swear, 

48 



vv.2.3.4. Ear - ly one 

EARLY ONE MORNING 
Rather slowly ,p 

English Air 
Araby H.A.C. 

VJ ,,bh n  
.ts  

 

.J• 

 

  

just as the sun was- ri - sing, 

sing_ in the val ley be - low. 

D.S. 

o • 

(e.);  

h •  
morn - 

• •  • 
heard a maid 
CHORUS 

e r 
Oh! don't de ceive 

; 
• of%  oh 

; 

ff  
; ; 

me, oh! nev er 
J; `  ; 

leave me, 

4bhb n f 
cf. 411 • I_ .77  

How could you use a poor_ maid-en 

..1` .1% J-7-7  
cc r• ; r cc b  hL 

2 
Remember the vows that you made to your Mary, 
Remember the bow'r where you vowed to be true. 

" Oh ! don't deceive me." &c. 

3 
Oh gay is the garland, and fresh are the roses 
I've culled from the garden to bind on thy brow 

" Oh ! don't deceive me," &c. 

4 
Thus sang the poor maiden, her sorrow bewailing, 
Thus sang the poor maid in the valley below. 

" Oh ! don't deceive me," &c. 

14 
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Wheear'as tha been sin' ah saw thee? 
Wheear'as tha been sin' ah saw 

J  
r  r ''r#r r- 

Wheear 'as tha been sin';  ate saw thee? 
thee? 

'see  ct:  

.1 .1' .1 
r r r 
Ilk - ley Moor baht 

J J 
r Gr 

GI 1 

On 

r  

On Ilk - ley Moor baht 'at, On Ilk-ley Moor baht 'at 

r  

ON ILKLEY MOOR BART'  T 
North Country Song 

In moderate time Arr. by H.A.C. 

A 

fa  

• •P•  -15' 15' - 7F-., 
1. Wheeai 'as tha been sin' ah saw thee? On Ilk - ley Moor baht 

IA  , j -01-• ..t•  -el .._ rl 
Fi 0 '40 j (7.'.."":  .s. r rcrr i i _ r_.r 

2 The 's been a coortin', Mary Jane. 

3 Tha'll go and get thi deeath o' cowld. 

4 Then we shall ha' to bury thee. 

5 Then t' worms'll come an' ate thee oop. 

6 Then t' ducks'll come an' ate t' worms. 

7 Then we shall go an' ate t' ducks. 

S Then we shall all 'ave eaten thee 



• . ; ; r [::r y, c', 
add some-thing more to Phis won-der-fulyear; To_ bon-our we call you,not 

h  
7 11 

• 
J 

press you like slaves, For who are so free as the sons of the waves? 
CHORUS 

6 6" 5P  

job, a 

J 

HEART OF OAK 
DI,  Boyce 

With spirit Arr.by 

  

J  

 

4 • • P. 

 

1. Come, cheer up, my lads, 'tis to glo - ry we steer, To 

rit. atempo 

al ways are rea dy; Stea-dy, boys, stea- yl We'll 

2 We ne'er see our foes but we wish them to stay, 
They never see us bat they wish us away ; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them ashore, 
And if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 

Heart of oak, &c. 
3 Still Britain shall triumph, her ships plough the sea, 

Her standard be justice, her watchword " Be free," 
Then cheer up, my lads, with one heart let us sing, 

Our soldiers, our sailors, our statesmen, and King. 
Heart of oak, &c. 

18 
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to hang him - self; With a fal ial lal la la 

r 

la. lal lal la la la la la la la la fal lal lal 

• 1-c ; ; r ;  

HERE'S A HEALTH UNTO HIS -MAJESTY 
Traditional John Savile 

IngOr011ay Arr. by H A C. 

 

it  

 

  

  

Here's a health un - to His Ma - jes - ty. With a Con - fu - sion to his en - e nlies,  

1L 

----; r •  

  

    

 

fal lal lal la Is la la. And he that will not 

'4 it.; 4 ar  • JP I r r 

pledge his health, I 

r  
wis

l
h hi

i

t

chn 
thee 

-r • ; r 
wit nor wealth, Nor 

.N 4  
r  

19 
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hornet__ sweet, sweet home! There's 

1 •  

r 

Home! 

a 
b e") 

r 
no ____ place like home,_ there's no place like 

41% .„L 4,1 
ro - • 

(4• r  

home. 

HOME, SWEET HOME! 
Sir Henry Rowley Bishop 

Rather slowly Arr by H.A.C. 

Ph 1 
_.• fLJ J • . J. 

% eon express. 

?)bb b 

2. An 
1. 'Mid 

.1 JJT 
pleasures and pal-  aces 
ea - ile from home, splen-dour 

• 
bk 

r • dr  r •I • - 
though we may 
daz - ales in 

o 
,.11 

roam, Be it 
vain, 0 

• a a • V • • • O 
• 

ev er so hum _ ble, there's no_ place like home! A 
give_ me my low - ly thatched cot - tage a - gain! The 

(h hbb 

b  
b 

r- r • V • 

charm from the skies seems to 
biAs singing gai - ly, that 

• 

  

• • ; • • 
C? 

seek _ through the world, ne'er is met with else - a here. 
them, with the peace of mind dear. er than all. 

CHORUS 

D.S. 

20 
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hal -  low us there, Which, 
came at my call, Give me 



OH! THE NOBLE DUKE OF YORK 

Are by H AC Quick march time 

• • • .1" I  J 
1. Oh! the no -ble Duke of York, he 

a a G, 

4 AO a 

had ten thou-sand men, He marched them up to the top of a hill,Andthen 

I, • do a cc 
a ccr r; 

41 

marched 

4#  
up, 

a a a 

them down a - gain. And— when they were up they were 

a a a e, • a 

And when they were down they were down, And 

4s  r cc r r 
when theywere on ly half way up they were nei-ther up nor down. 

S 

2 
Oh ! the noble Duke of York, 
He had ten thousand men, 

They beat their drums as they marched up the hill, 
And they beat them down again 

For when, &c 

3 
Oh ! the noble Duke of York, 
He had ten thousand men, 

They blew their horns as they marched up the hill, 
And they blew them down again 

For when, &c. 

4 
Oh ! the noble Duke of York, 
He had ten thousand men, 

They waved their flags as they marched up the hill, 
And they waved them down again. 

For when. &c 

tt, 41J a a 

r a c 
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morn-ing, So eak:ly, hi the morn-ing, Be fore E re bak of day. 
,J% f_tN _4

1% p .p  
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SO EARLY IN THE MORNING' 
American Song 

moderato Arr. by ELA.0 

517  n  
r 1'  

% cz.f 

.14  
1. South Ca ro - na's a sal - try clime, Where we 

t, 17 )l )  

use I to Ivor' in the sura-mer time; Has- sa be-neath de 

shade would lay While we poor nig - gers toiled all day. 

CHORUS 

2 

When I was young I used to wait, 

On massa's table lay de plate ; 

Pass de bottle when him dry, 

Brush away de blue-tailed fly. 

So early in de morning, &c. 

3 

Now massa 's dead and gone to rest, 

Of all de massas he war best ; 

I nebber see de like since I was born, 

Miss him now he 's dead and gone. 

So early in de morning, &c. 

22 
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THE LASS OF RICHMOND HILL 
Leonard McNally 

Lightly  

bb 

%  

I. On Rich-mond Hill there lived a lass, More sweet than May- day 

Tn r  r 
James Hook 

Arr by H A C 

1-7 

is 
es. .t• ; C ; f ; 

4°1'  
sis  tf. • 

morn, Whose • charms all oth- er 
; 

maids sur-pass, A rose with-ont a 

.ts a 
•  

a • is  
thorn. This lass so neat, With smile so sweet, Has wan my right good 

tr. 

(Pb r-); 
will, I d crowns re-sign To call her mine; Sweet lass of Rich-mond Hill! 

a's $ 

D. S. 

• 

Hrl;  

tr 

Sweet lai.ss o Rich-mond Hill! Sweet lasso 

.r% APP J. .N  

CHORUS a. i
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is  !  
Rich-mond Hill! 

r. 
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crowns  
▪ W1.2"  

call her mine; weet lass of Rich-mond 

.1° .N N  

; ; ; r•  
(8: 4  

2 

Ye zephyrs fair that fan the air, 

And wanton thro' the grove, 

Oh I whisper to my charming fair, 

" I die for her I love." 

This lass so neat, &c. 

3 

How happy will the shepherd be, 

Who calls his maid his own , 

Oh ! may her choice be fixed on me, 

Mine's fixed on her alone 

This lass so neat, Ac. 
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LITTLE BROWN JUG 

Lively f 
ark  17 J-1 

1. My wife and I lived 

 

a " al  

     

    

•  

 

 

a • 

  

all a - lone In a lit- tle log hut we called our own; 3' 

• 
• 

• 
She loved gin, and I loved rum—I tell you what, we'd lots of fun. 

CHORUS 

R A Earitburn 
Arr by H A C 

J`• • •  
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Ha! Mt! ha! You and me, Lit-tle brown jug, don't I love thee! 

41N  nIN  1 atiN  st%  J 
; 
*IN •N  

G G 1  
• 0 I 

G 

Ha! a! hal You and me, Lit- tle brown jug, don't I love thee! 

i•  

••1 .JN  el AP -et% 4-1% _st%  v[N  
; on  

; ; ; ; 5 L' 5 G Gr  
2 

When I go toiling to my farm 
I take little brown jug under my arm , 
I place it under a shady tree— 
Little brown jug, 'tis you and me 

Ha 1 ha ! ha! &c. 

3 
If I'd a cow that gave such milk 
I'd clothe her in the finest silk , 
I'd feed her on the choicest hay, 
And milk her forty times a day 

Ha ha ! ha &c 
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nia I Bri - tan- nia, rule the waves,_ Rule, 

Ja  

r ; ; ; ; 
2 

The nations not so blest as thee, 
Must in their turn to tyrants fall, 
While thou shalt flourish great and 

free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

I 

I 
3 

Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 
More dreadful from each foreign 

stroke, 
As the loud blast that rends the skies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

Brit - ons nev- er, nev- er, nev - er shall be slaves. 

A  
• • 

RULE, BRITANNIA 

• • 017-1 ; 07%  
first  at Heav'n's corn- mend, A - 

Thomson 

0 • 

Dr. Arne 
Arr.by H.A.0 

1.W en Bri - tam 

it7 • C. 
- rose from out the zure main, a - 

• ° 
• - rose,a-rose, a-rose from out the a - zure main,main, This was the char-ter the 

#  
). o f f —J7  .P .  ,. , • C • 'GI 

char-ter of the land, And guar-dian an - gels sang the strain, 
CHORD'S 

4 
The muses still with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coast repair, 
Blest Isle with matchless beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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In march time 

WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME 
English Air 

Arr by 14 A C. 

• N  • .`J • • • ♦ •  • • 

,  

I  
1. When John-ny comes march ing home a-gain, Hur Hur 

will shout, The 

• 

la - dies they will all turn out; And we'll 
r - •  r 

boys 

• " ark  al'''.  • 
- rah! We'll give him a heart - y wel- come then, Hue - 

J 
- rah! Hur - rah! The men will cheer, The 

yb  

t'  r• 
• • • • 

all feel gay When 

2 
Get ready for the Jubilee, 

Hurrah i Hurrah ! 
We'll give the hero three times three, 

Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 
The laurel wreath is ready now 
To place upon his royal brow : 

And we'll all feel gay [home. 
When Johnny comes marching 

3 
Let love and friendship on that day, 

Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 
Their choicest treasures then display, 

Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 
And let each one perform his part 
To fill with joy the warrior's heart , 

And we'll all feel gay [home 
When Johnny comes marching 

• if . #.1% • • a I 

John-ny comes march- ing home._ 

Devonshire Folk Song 
WIDDICOMBE FAIR 

Melody and Words from"Song of the West' 
collected by Rev. S Baring-Gould. 

jtt J •i 1I  • 
1. Tom Pearse,TomPearse,lend me your grey mare, All a-long,down 

(5)# alt 
out a-long lee, For I want for to go_- to Wid di-combe Fair 

By permission of Messrs Methuen if Company, Limited 
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CHORUS 

' With Bill Brew-er, Jan Stew- er, Pe -ter Gur-ney, Pe-ter Da -vy, Danl 

••• r 
• •  I I 

5. 5, 

?) 4116' • • 
Whid - don,•  Her -ry Hawk, Old 

#  

♦ ;  
ar • 

Un cle Tom Cub - leigh and 

.1"  ; E  

at • • 

s. 
• • • 

all, — Old Un - de Tom Cob - leigh and all. _ 

2 And when shall I see again my grey mare ? 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

By Friday soon, or Saturday noon, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

3 Then Friday came and Saturday noon, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

But Tom Pearse's old mare have not trotted home, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

4 So Tom Pearse he got up to the top of the hill, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

And he seed his old mare down a-making her will, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

5 So Tom Pearse's old mare her took sick and died, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

And Tom he sat down on a stone and he cried, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

6 But this isn't the end of this shocking affair, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

Nor though they be dead of the horrid career, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

7 When the wind whistles cold on the moor of a night, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

Tom Pearse's old mare doth appear ghastly white, 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 

8 And all the long night be heard skirling and groans, 
All along, down along, out along lee. 

From Tom Pearse's old mare and a rattling of bones. 
With Bill Brewer, &c. 
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E. Falconer 
Moderato 
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M. W. Balfe 

J J Lr r J 

Robert Burns 
Ratherslowly .  

4 r r 

YE BANKS AND BRAES 

56,,rf  

• d% ID I- 
1. lit banks and braes o' 

. Of"; 
tr;  • 
• • JJ • • • • GJ• -1 1 

can., ye bloom sae fresh and fair? How can ye chaunt,ye lit - tle birds,And 

. r  
• 
ry fu'__ o' care? Yell break my heart, ye 

a • 

crest. 

war - bling birds, That war - bles on the flow'r - y thorn, Ye 
Lr •  

I:. DS. 

• • • r• • a a • rD r7 
mind me o.!_, de - part - ed joys, De - part - ed nev - er to_ re-turn. 

2 
Oft ha'e I roved by bonnie Doon, 
By morning and by evening shine, 
To hear the birds sing o' their loves, 
As fondly once I sang o' mine , 
Wi' lightsome heart I stretched my hand, 
And pu'd a rose-bud from the tree, 
But my fause lover stole the rose 
And left, and left the thorn wi' me. 

KILLARNEY 

I. By Kil-lar - ney's_ lakes and fells, Em -'raid isles and_ 

Scottish Air 

bon- nie Doon,How 

C  
wea - 



• a -e7 
wood- land dells, and___ 

• ar;  
ev 'ry - where, 

rrr r 

fJ  ••  r c • 

a D.S. 

mf 

t5  
wind - ing bays, Moon - tain paths 

Foot-prints leaves on tea- ny Strands, 
„selociaPa  tempo  

• a 

sure- lye there I An- gels fold their wings and rest 

fr-JID 
Cresc. 

IN .0 • r 
of. the_west, Beau-ty's - ney! Heav'ns re-flex, XII- 

Interlude after verses 1,52 

- lar - ney! 

• 

But her home is__ 

- 
a • •  • • 

In that E - den 
rr. 

.1'c  ; 

;  

(!))4 Mem-'ry ev - er fond - ly strays. 

. .1'
' • 

Boun- teousna-ture loves all lands, Beau-ty wan-ders 
all. 

'vs 

—J` 

• 

No place else can charm the eye 
With such bright and varied tints, 

Ev'ry rock that you pass by 
Verdure broiders or besprints. 

Virgin there the green grass grows, 
Ev'ry morn springs natal day ; 

Bright hued berries daff the snows, 
Smiling winter's frown away 

Angels often pausing there 
Doubt if Eden were more fair— 

Beauty's home, Killarney 
Heaven's reflex, Killarney 

3 
Music there for echo dwells, 

Makes each sound a harmony, 
Many-voic'd the chorus swells 

Till it faints in ec,stacy. 
With the charmful tints below, 

Seems the heaven above to vie , 
All rich colours that we know 

Tinge the cloud wreaths in that sky. 
Wings of Angels so might shine, 

Glancing back soft light divine— 
Beauty's home, Killarney 
Heaven's reflex, Killarney ! 
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Adapted from Longfellow 
Quickly 

an  

6- • • .1. J` 111 at.  
fall-ing fast, p-i - dee, Up- i - da, When through an Al - pine 

dr 

snow and ice 
r  .1' .1- 
ban - ner with this strange de - vice: 

J`J's 

us_i 
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wimp 
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D.S. al Fine 
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I i% • • 
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Arr.by 

1.1; shades of night were 
P.  

J- . • 
vil-lage passed, p-i- dee- i - da, youth who bore 'mid 

• 

- dee- i - da, - ge - - ra. 
iN 
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UPIDEE 

2 
His brow was sad, his eye beneath, 

Upidee, Upida, 
Flashed like a falchion from its 

Upidee-i-da, [sheath, 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accent of that unknown tongue : 

Upidee, Jo. 

3 
" 0 stay," the maiden said, " and 

Upidee, Upida, [rest," 
" Thy weary head upon this breast," 

Upidee-i-da, 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
But still he answered with a sigh : 

Upidee, &c. 
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Hann.by H. A.0 
Fine 

14  

rr r r 
on this farm he had some chicks, E - 1 - E - I - 

J.  

r • • r  

r  ri  

r r 
1. And 

r  

- 0! With a chick, chick here, and a chick, chick there, 

D.C. al Fine 

Here a chick, there a c chick, Ev -'ry- where a chick, chick. • 

-•N -ab  
-0N; !I% ; ccc I 

OLD MACDONALD HAD A FARM 

1. Old Mac- don- ald had a farm, E- I - E - I - 0! 

2 

And on this farm he had some ducks, 

With a quack, quack here, &c. 

3 

And on this farm he had some turkeys, 

With a gobble, gobble here, &c.  

4 

And on this farm he had some pigs, 

With a oink-oink here, &c. 

5 

And on this farm he had a Ford, 

With a rattle, rattle here, &c. 
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- 0, Sol-o-mon Le - vi, Tra - la-la - la - la._ 

r Cr 

Tra-la-la-la-la-la - la.-- 

J'PJ•j•  
#r 6r 

m• 
Fine 

.  

Tra-la-la-la-la-la - la-la-la - Fcx,, 

•••  5. 

- 
Poor Sol-lie Le - vi, Tra - la - la - la- la, My 

ei:St  C rr ; 
la - la, My 
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and- ed 

J J  
- ster-ettes 
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d o - ver-coats so 
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fine For all the boys that trade with me at Hun-dred and for - ty - 
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LAND OF MY FATHERS 
English Words by 
W G.Rothery * 

James James 
Arr.by RA.C. 

J J  

r rrr p 
1. The land of my fa- there, how fair is thy_ fame, En 

.1 4jJ J J .aL  

r  
*By permission of Novella cr Company, Limited 
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Wales, Wales, Sweet are thy hills and thy vales, Thy 
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ind are proud mem2ries a - bout thy dear name, The lays of thy_ 

r r r iijr r.) JJJ ebb r  

min - strels, thy war-riors' re - nown, Give hon- our and grace to thy 

.)  

r r r r rr 

e r' rir O'l— tsk-i-1. 1 
speech,thy_song, to thee be - long, 0 may they live ev-er in Wales. — 

2 
The lords of great Snowdon in brave days of yore, 
For thee fought for freedom by Mona's green shore, 
Their courage undaunted inspires all our lays, 

Our harps e'er resound to their praise. 
Wales, Wales, &c. 

3 
No more on thy ramparts is heard through the night 
The trumpet's loud summons to haste to the fight ; 
The contest is over, yet proud my heart thrills 

When I gaze on thy vict'sy crown'd hills. 
Wales. Wales, &c. 



English Air 
Arr by H A C 

• •  1-;%  
56 Quickly 
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drunks his wine 'mid 

CHORUS 
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Fare 

f.rs  

• • • • rte. 

laugh- ter free, And Dry- er, never thinks of me. 

II 
for I must leave thee, not 

*IN *IN *IN  
V  

thee 

Or%  

C  
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let the part-ing grieve thee, And re mem ber that the best of friends must 

41:` L .h h dt• 

• 

1» • • or*  of: .71 
town, in the town, And there my dear love sits him down, sits him down, And 

•  
• 1 0 • • • .1" f st" & 

a - dieu, a - then, I 

0- 0- 0- 0 

par ,must part A - dieu, kind fr.ends, 

J' .J_  
• 

THERE IS A TAVERN IN THE TOWN 

I There is a tan-ern in the 

A - dieu, kind friends,a-dieu,a. dieu, a they, a-dieu , I 
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weeping 
c wil-  o? 

w tree, And may 

.1. AN 

And may the 
2 

He left me for a damsel dark, 
Each Friday night they used to spark, 
And now my love, once true to me, 
Takes that dark damsel on his knee 

Fare thee well, &c 

•  
1 

world go well with thee 

3 
Ohl dig my grave both wide and deep, 
Put tombstones at my head and feet, 
And on my breast carve a turtle trove, 
To signify I died of love 

Fare thee well, &c 

the world go ',tell wrth thee 

_•1% .h • 

••  r r 
can no long er 

.1 .1 
stay with 

J, 

•FD 
you; I'll hang my harp on a 

r r  ;;  

r cc 

PPJ . J .1%J• 
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can no long-er stay with you, stay with you; 

Alfred Tennyson 
Larghetto 

PP  

r. car 

SWEET AND LOW J Barnby 

• 
c c c 

Wind of the w est- ern sea, _ 
Fa-ther 7111 come to thee soon,_ 

P-) 
;6 

1. Sweet and low, sweet and low, 
2 Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

- ; r c c "C');#;"N  0:  1J  • 
Low, low, breathe and blow, Wind of the west - ern sea; 
Rest, rest, on mo - filer's breast, Fa-ther come to thee soon,_ 

Pe‘  
: r -c • 
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moon and blow, 
moon and blow, 
out of the west, 
of the west, 

J  
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I. itr c r......____r • 
Blow him a - gain to me, ..._ 

Un - der the sil' - ver izion,_ 

I 
o
rs ..1• g_t%  4 .„P .i:----sJ- ..- 
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1.  10- ver the roll - ing wa - ters go, Come from the dy - ing 
0 - ver the wa _ tees go, Come from the 

2 iFa -ther will come to his babe in the nest, Sil - ver sails all 
( Fa - thee will come to his babe, Sil - ver sails out 

mf 
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Virile
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my lit - tle one, while my pret- ty one, sleeps 
Sleep, my lit- tle one, sleep, my pret ty one, sleep  

)4- -et di'  J. ,J• PP  
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MARCHING THROUGH GEORGIA 
Words and Melody by H.C. Work 

In march time Arr. by H.A.C. 

te 
1. Bring the good old bn-gle, boys, well 
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sing an- o ther song. Sing it with a spi rit that will 
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start the world a long, Sing it as we used to sing it 
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WM. M".  ANL AY aam...immu rraar 

fif - ty-thou=sand strong, While we were march-ing through Geor . gia. 
CHORUS 

r r . e t ' . 
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Hur- rah, bur - rah, we bring the gc- i.leel Hur- rah, hur -rah, t i2 e 

I :  

e 

hat makes you free! So we sang the cho - rim from At - 
p 

; 
sts  

r ; 5 
D. S. 

) J% —ON J` J r 
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lan - to to the sea, While we were march-ing through Geer - g
r-
m. 

P.snrs  
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flag 

2 
How the darkies shouted when they 

heard the joyful sound ; 
How the turkeys gobbled which our 

commissary found; [from the ground, 
How the sweet potatoes even started 

While we were marching through 
Hurrah, hurrah, &c. [Georgia. 

3 
Yes, and there were Union men who 

wept with joyful tears, 
When they saw the honoured flag they 

had not seen for years , 
Hardly could they be restrained from 

breaking forth in cheers, [Georgia 
While we were marching through 

Hurrah, hurrah, &c 

4 
"Sherman's dashing Yankee boys will 

never reach the coast," 
So the saucy rebels said, and 'twos a 

handsome boast; [with the host, 
Had they not forgot, alas, to reckon 

While we were marching through 
Hurrah, Hurrah, &c [Georgia. 

5 
So we made a thoroughfare for Freedom 

and her train. [the main; 
Sixty miles in latitude, three hundred to 
Treason fled before us, for resistance 

was in vain, 
While we were marching through 

Georgia. 
Hurrah, hurrah. do 



POLLY - WOLLY- DOODLE 
Moderato 

2. Oh I went down smith for to see m Sal, Sing 

. .• ss1 .1.  
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Pol. ly-wol-ly - doo-dle all the day; My 

4.s-P-4st%  /%4 -4sLiP 

f r  

Sal - ty am a 

J•  
r r rr  

;CC; CC;: f 
spunk- y girl, Sing Pol. -don-dle all the day. 

..1%.PP.P.-N •P  
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Fare thee well, Fare thee well, Fare thee Fare - well, Fare - well, 

(b r r r r 

well, my fa' fay, For lin goin' to Louie - - an- na For to 

4

1  

.fs f t•  
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Our boys will shine tc night, Our boys will shine, Our boys will 

;  ; r  c  

shine to-night, All down the line; 

-IP /14 it-et%  di -et%  i/61- 
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Our boys will shine tonight, Our boys will 

;r  ; r 

GGGG  
see my Su - sy an-na, Sing Pol ly -wol- ly- doodle all the day. 

°N 'N 41. .r%  .1%  J% _.11 .1%  J%  'N FJ:  

~GCC CGC r C GGGCG G 
2 Oh, my Sal, she am a maiden fair, 

Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day, 
With laughing eyes and curly hair, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day. 

8 I came to a river and couldn't get across, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day, 
I jumped on a nigger and thought he was a hose, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day. 

4 A grasshopper sitting on a railway track, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day, 
A-picking his teeth with a carpet tack, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day. 

OUR BOYS WILL SHINE TO-NIGHT 

r' • e e 
shine,Vhen the sun goes down and the moon comes up, Our boys will shine. 

e ,  
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MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME 
S.C.Foster 

IJk  
c r 

bright; 

: f  

r r r 
By'm by hard times comes a-knocking at the door,Then my 

ft,,p 
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mea-dow's in the bloom,While the birds make mu-sie all the day. 
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Rather slow J44 
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1.The sun shines bright in the old Ken tuck -y home, 

.4'1,1% „Ls 

ity r- 
summer, the, darkies are gay; 
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T he corn-top's ripe and ti e 
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young folks roll on the lit-tle cab-in floor, All mer-ry, all hap-py and 
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We willwills gone song fort"
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la - dy, 0 weep no more o - day! • J. J. A 
r c  r. ; p 

old Ken-tuck- y home, good-night! , 

A N  

Weep no more, my , 

2 
They hunt no more for the possum and the coon, 

On the meadow, the hill, and the shore; 
They sing no more by the glimmer of the moon, 

On the bench by the old cabin door. 
The day goes by lire a shadow o'er the heart, 

With sorrow where all was delight; 
The time has come when the darkies have to part, 

Then my old Kentucky home, good-night ! 
Weep no more, &c. 

3 
The head must bow, and the back will have to bend, 

_ Wherever the darkey may go; 
A few more days, and the trouble all will end, 

In the field where the sugar canes grow , 
A few more days for to tote the weary load,— 

No matter 'twill never be light , 
A few more days till we totter on the road, 

Then my old Kentucky home, good-night 
,Weep no more, &e. 



S C.F. S C Foster 
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from the cot - ton fields 

; I ;N  
Gone are 

;  r 
he their gee - till vole - es call - ing "Old Black J oe'.' 

4". AP ` _d• r• A` 
;  r r 

e24  

OLD BLACK JOE 

1.Gone are the days when my heart was young and gay; 
s§ _et Ri°  ,ch _&N 

V 
Gone from the earth t a bet ter land I inow, 

l- 
_,er• 

I A  

CHORUS 
er% 1.1 

I'm cum-ing, cum-ing, For my head is bending low; I 

.1" Ai• p .14 _,,§ r• JP itt• 
; ; ; ; ; ; ; ; 
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plant that grows in oar Isle, 'Twas Saint Pa - trick him - 
.r• r r r  a 

r 

e  
- self sure that set it; 

r r  r r  
And the sun on his la -bour with 

r r r 

~~ c cc  
hear their gen - tle voic es call ing, "Old Black Joel' 

J 

2 
Why do I weep when my heart should feel no pain ? 

Why do I sigh that my friends come not again ? 
Grieving for forms now departed long ago, 

I hear their gentle voices calling " Old Black Joe." 
I'm coming, &c. 

c r 

3 
Where are the hearts once so happy and so free i 

The children so dear that I held upon my knee ? 
Gone to the shore where my soul has longed to go, 

I hear their gentle voices calling, " Old Black Joe " 
I'm coming, &c. 

THE DEAR LITTLE SHAMROCK 
Andrew Cherry 

In moderate time 
W. Jackson 

 

rr 

 

r r r 

 

r c; 

   

    

(.There's a dear lit-tle 

'D "rrr  
plea-sure did smile,And with dew from his eye oft-en wet it. 
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mire land,Andhe called it the dear lit tle Shamrock of 

CHORUS 

oti f P P  
The dear Truck, 

f 

J •  
Ire-land. 

m dear ht-tle Shamrock, the 

PPJ  

J P J 
r r ; r 
dear lit - tle, sweet lit - tle Sham-rock of 

.1 4. 1 A A 

D S. 

1 

Ire land. 

b 
lib (1) 

bb r -r r r • 
It shines through the bog, through the brake,through the 

2 
That dear little plant still grows in our land 

Fresh and fair as the daughters of Erin, 
Whose smiles can bewitch, and whose eyes can command, 

In each climate they ever appear in ; 
For they shine through the bog, through the brake, and the mireland, 
Just like their own dear little Shamrock of Ireland. 

The dear little Shamrock, &c. 

3 
That dear little plant, that springs from our soil, 

When its three little leaves are extended, 
Denotes from the stalk we together should toil, 

And ourselves by ourselves be befriended. 
And still through the bog, through the brake, and the mireland, 
From one root should branch, like the shamrock of Ireland. 

The dear little Shamrock, &c. 
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Bring back, bring back, 0 bring back my Bon-me to me. 
a-51. A. A. -e91- 1 1 1 1 .1- 

C r 

MY BONNIE 
H J Ft.+or 

• at'  

o . cean,- 

r ;-r 

1. My Bon - nie is o - ver the

j 

J F 

r  o ; cean,_ 0 bring back my Bon-me to me 

.
j 1 J J 1 1  JJ1 A  .  

P 

J. 
r 
!I 
 r 

MI . J•  
rrrf-r 

Bring back, bring back, Bring back my Bon-nie to me, to me, 

A • A• A • .4. J A•  
r r rrr r  r p  

r r r 

1 (7 • •  
r 

r 

CHORUS 

A • 

Ii 

2 
/ blow, ye winds, over the ocean, 
And blow, ye winds, over the sea, 

U blow, ye winds, over the ocean, 
And bring back my Bonnie to me 

3 
Last night as I lay on my pillow, 

Last night as I lay on op bed 
Last night as I lay on my pillow, 

I dreamed that my bonnie Ail,  dead 

ti  



ABIDE WITH ME 
F Lyte "EVENTIDE" W. H. Monk 

o ,-1 cJ 

PP  
• 

,J r)  

rr rr rrrr.  

 

Abide with me I fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me abide 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, 0 abide with me! 

2 
Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see : 
0 Thou Who changest not, abide with me 

3 
I need Thy presence every passing hour; 
tl hat but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power 2 
W it 0 like Thyself my guide and stay can be? 

hrough cloud and sunshine, 0 abide with me 

4 
I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless ; 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is death's sting ? where grave, thy victory 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me! 
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Stanzas from JERU SALEM Blake's"Prophetic Books" 
Slow but with animation 

r 1%r j  r E.1 

Hubert H. Parry 
(SOLO) 

1-3 
naf  

.TN .1% • 

c  *• 

of_ God On Eng-land's 

f  pots crese. 

l—j‘  C  •• 

r • c  eJ  
.•  

4" 
green? 

sP)1,f%  

plea- sant pas - tures seen? And did the Conn - ten-once Di 

• 
And was the 

J` 

Bring me my bow of burn-ing 

,4 ) 
gold! Bring me my ar- rows of de - sire) Bring me my 

r r c 

)  
I will not cease from men - tal fight; Nor shalt my 

Copyright, 1916, by C Hobert H Parry 
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Fire! 

p 

.1' pi,  r c c 
spear! 0 clouds on fold! Bring me my Cha - ri of of 

J  
feet in an - cient time Walk up-on Eng-land's moon -tains 

Jet  l .) 

r. ; ; 

Ho ly Lamb 

-  

jj 
4 
 • • 
- vine Shine forth up . on our cloud- ed hills? And was Je - 

poeo Mt. 

144 r C.11t—r LT-11 

en • ea-lem build- ed here A-mong those dark Sa-tan is mills? 
(All available voices) 

J  
of  

r c 

Reprinted from Cornea Edition 40009 by permission of the Executors of the 
late Sir Robert Parry. and of the Publishers. J Cartoon & Sons, Ltd 

And did those 



sword sleep 

Mt. -- 
6 St • . 

lem 

in my hand Till we have built de ru 6a 

.14' I • •  
- r r 

In Eng-land's green and plea -sant 

a b t_t 

P r ~~  55ff 

f°P  

Arthur Sullivan 

a 
S Baring-Gould 

170  

bb r ('r a  f'fl a I 

-r-  r :1101  
A•st. pw  AAAA  

K 

r r 

'Tr1r 

J  

a  

PrPF' 13 " S a PP 
t4  

allargando 

ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS 
"ST. GERTRUDE" 

CHORUS 

6 6 a a 
7 7 T7  Tr 
On-ward, Chris-tun 

.J  
ebP P 

of- 
7 77 1"- 

sal - diers, Mareb-ing as to war, II 

By pro-mission of Nordic, d Company, limited 
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With the Cross of de sue 
A A 

Onward, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 

With the Cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 

Christ the royal Master, 
Leads against the foe, 

Forward into battle 
See His banners go! 

Chorus. 

2 
At the Name of Jesus 

Satan's host doth flee, 
On then, Christian soldiers, 

On to victory: 
Hell's foundations quiver 

At the shout of praise, 
Brothers, lift your voices, 

Loud your anthems raise 

Chorus. 

Go - ing on be - fore. 

.,J-• j.  

„ r  
3 

Like a mighty army 
Moves the Church of God. 

Brothers, we are treading 
Where the saints have trod 

We are not divided, 
All one body we, 

One in hope and purpose, 
One in charity. 

Chorus. 

4 
Crowns and thrones may perish 

Kingdoms rim and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 

Constant will remain: 
Gates of hell can never 

'Gaunt that Church prevail ; 
We have Christ's own promise, 

And that cannot fail. 

Chorus. 

C,  

r• 

6 
Onward, then, ye people 

Join our happy throng, 
Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph song: 
" Glory, praise, and honour 

Unto Christ the King " 
This through countless ages 

Men and angels sing. 

Chorus. 
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FIGHT THE GOOD FIGHT 

C Wealcy 
"PENTECOST" 

William Boyd 

„  
1- 

By permission ojNoretlo d Company, Limited 

1 Fight the good fight with all thy 3 Care care aside, lean on thy guide, 
nrght , [thy right ; His boundless mercy will provide , 

Christ is thy strength, and Christ Trust, and thy trusting soul shall 
Lay hold on life, and it shall be prove 
Thy joy and crown eternally. Christ is its hie, and Christ its love. 

2 Run the straight race through God'il 4 Faint not nor fear ; His arms are 
good grace, [face; near; [dear; 

Lift up thine eyes, and seek His He changeth not, and thou art 
Lite with its path before us lies ; Only believe, and thou shalt see 
Christ is the way,andChrist the prize. That Christ is all in all to thee. 

ALL PEOPLE THAT ON EARTH DO DWELL 
'OLD HUNDREDTH" 

1 j 

r (J• r 

W Eetlaa 

jj,4  
P P r err P f7  r) I 17  17  

Genevan Psalter 



All people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful 

voice : [tell ; 
Him serve with fear, His praise forth 

Come ye before Him and rejoice. 

2 
The Lord, ye know, is God indeed; 

Without our aid He did us make : 
We are His flock, He cloth us feed ; 

And for His sheep He doth us take. 

0 enter then His gates with praise ; 
Approach with joy His courts 

unto , [always, 
Praise, laud, and blesS His Name 

For it is seemly so to do. 

4 
For why ? The Lord our God is 

His mercy is for ever sure; [good, 
His truth at all times firmly stood, 

And shall from age to age endure. 

Mrs C F Alexander 

THERE IS A GREEN HILL 
`HORSLEY" NV• Iforsley 

1 
There is a green hill far away, 

ithout a city wall, 
Where the dear Lord was crucified 

Who died to save us all. 

2 
We may not know, we cannot tell, 

What pains He had to bear, 
But we believe it ,as for us 

He hung and suffered there.  

3 
He died that we might be forgiven, 

He died to make us good , 
That we might go at last to heaven, 

Saved by His precious Blood. 

4 
There was no other good enough 

To pay the price of sin; 
He only could unlock the gate 

Of heaven, and let us in 

5 
0, dearly, dearly has He loved, 

And we must love Him too. 
And trust in His redeeming mood, 

And try His works to do. 
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WHEN I SURVEY THE WONDROUS CROSS 
"ROCKINGHAM" 

I Watts E. Miller 

1'1  
e)) h 3 

r 

,4  

When I survey the wondrous Cross 
On which the Prince of Glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss. 
And pour contempt on all my pride, 

2 
Forbid it. Lord, that I should boast, 

Save in the death of Christ, my God : 
All the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to His blood. 

3 
See from His head, His hands, His feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 

Or thorns compose so rich a crown I 

4 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

That were a present far too small : 
Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
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