ANSWER Te

“DEAR HEART, WE'RE GROWING OLD.”

’

SONG® AND CHORUS.

!

e Ta.
“ Leaves may fall and roses wither, ‘
Tresses lose their shining gold, }ﬁ
% Bwt, dear heart, you're fair as ever,
And to me you're never old.”

Werds and Music by

H. M. ESTABROOKE.




“Tread softly, the Angels are calling
Our dariing, our bightest and best:
T hear their sweet voices fallin

L‘lm-n: Snmy, .em 0 come thou here |
Lightly, xxgiuy the Angels are near.
Elegant Lithograph Title, 40 ots.
This song, by the astfior of * Fairy Wedding Waltz,” has
me.of the most beautiful and sympathetic melodics ever

Far fiom the Hearthstone.

BALLAD.
Words and Music by M. J. MESSER.

Far from the hearthstone my Willie is roaming,
Far through the forest he chases the deer;

Lonely and sad do I sit in the gloaming,
‘Waiting and Tistening his bugle to hear.

The stars are obscured that should show him his pathway,
The snow in the foreat lics drifted and white ;

My check pales with fear and with wild thoughts of danger,
May God bless my darling, and keep him to-night.

Far from the hearthstone my Willie is roaming,
Night's darkest shadows fall o’er my poor heart;
‘Waiting in vain, all in wait for his coming,

Tears from my eyes all unconsciously start.
Hark ! from the forest that clear note resounding,
Breaks like sweet music upon my strained ear ;
Once more, and nearer, the bugle call sounding,
Willie, my darling, my love, thou art here |

She's Dreaming of the Angels.

SonG AND CHorus.
Words and Music by H. . ESTABROOKE.

Chorus- —Whuper softly, whisper
For our darling’s drummg nw.
: And the angels oer ber
b o bt

softly, {m our darling’s
ﬂdmg farewell now to life,
Leaving all its care and sorrow,
Allits bm(rM.ll ’-\nd strife ;
Folded are the tin e
Diramed the bright and sughiog eyes
While the angels bear her g
T e e Doy e oy

"Tis trug, Dear Heart, we're fading.

Answer to “Dear Heart, We're growing old”
By H. M. ESTABROOKE.

00, a thousand fold,
And though time.our Tocks may silver,
Sill to me you're never old.
Chorus, — Leaves may fall, and roses wither,
Tresses lose lh:xr shining gold,
But, dear heart, you're fair as ever,
"Knd 10 me you're never ald.
Down the vale of life togeter
We have wandered ma

oo
Al ts mingled hopes and fears
Weary would have seemed the ]mln\
Long the time, dear heart, and col
Withost t love like yours to cheer e
Kitoms =0 growing olg. «
Glorat-Teares may au, and roses wither, &c

e you're never old.
Chorwon—Leaves may &l d roses withr, &

Far You We are Praying at Hom,

Sonc AxD Corus.
‘Werds asd Musio by E. M. ESTABROOKE.

Youre leaving the home of your youth, my by,

The journey of Jife to beg
To uer alone in a l(nft. m
{ from without and withiy

s
But always remember, where'er you go,
For you we are praying at home.
Chorus.—For you we are praying at home,
Foryou, e are praying a home,
s 0, You may aweys know
We're praying, yes, praying at hom.
“There's many a gilded sloon, my boy,
aspre
ot eTien 0 tﬁe gkt mybor,
you journey life’s pa
And ot will the empter Fai oo ‘you throw
o'er the world as you roam,
Bat alwvays remember, wherclor you g
For you we are praying at home,
Chorus—Far you we are prayiog at home, &e.
Oy mever gt the way vy e,
Tu honor is m nlrm\v lnd ! bos,
, my boy,
T e s ey e en e —
‘Then follow i it well, for our tears would ﬂow,
ol
\nd always remember, where'er you go,
Foryouve e praing st o
- For you we are praying at home, &c.

Kiss Me, but, don't say Good-Bye,

Sona anp Crorus.
Words and Music by JOHN T. RUTLEDGE.

How can you leave me, to sail the blue s
Taking with you all the sunight from me?
Leaving me here in my sorrow to weep,
While you are sailig far o'or the decp,
e e
1d you thus Jeave me, your heart s!onde-t pride?
Can you then leave me alone here o'
he o,y dariing, bt dou's aay gockiye.
Chpm.—Don't say good-bye, don’t say good-by
on't leave me here in my sorrow o sigh ;
Tomk o your darling will mm ‘you each day,
Kiss me, but don't say good-b;

You will forget me when

Turning to winter my lie’s sunmy May s
Leaving love’s blossoms to wither and fall
Take me, I'll come at affection’s sweet

Don’t leave your flower alone here to pmra‘m

Take me, love, with you, and claim me as thine;
Don't fet the roses of love slawiy die,

‘me, but don't say good-bye.

We will be happy together each day:
Love's brighies yoses will never 4
Swectly we'll vander down lf's rﬁenu: stream,
g the years one long blissful sweel dream.
Tatem 0 take me, and don't lea
!'o];!‘:l;e tome we:hd be lonely and drear.
204 the ad pting tarfo mine exe
Kl-l yes kiss me, but don’t say good-bye.

Wmlyn-.w Bicdasisn & O,

There's a mystic, golden share,
Where the surges evermare
in music on the strand, soft and low;
AndT hear the Censtlen by,
Tean see the headiands dirsy—
s the golden siore of swet ong ago.
ere are countless h Keln,
Thers are shades of yanished
se sounding su toand fro;
There are buds and gariands fai v
Bound with threads e
the golden shore of Sweet Long Ago. .

Parted from owr Dear Ones,

Soxg AxD Duert.
Words and Music by M. KELLER.

TENOR.
Sitting at our cheriah'd fireside,

In their play would round us the 3
What a bustie they wer o malking oS
‘What a laughter (hey have raised;
0, these leumg hours will never
'rom my my erased.
Sopr. hnny,
o) co:n: Tesen :h:r;\- now, dear ]{ Jebem
nd still hear their merry gle
Evav Alknk(ul to kind. |.¢:,an -
esig e
They have Jeft l P 2
ey their nagive country;
Dbetter luck abroad ; i

ren bless.
They propose that we should meet them
In their new, adopied h
tus go, then, and be hap
Yes, dear children, we slull come.

Huldy Aun, how is your lother ?

Comic Sonc.

Words by SIDNEY BURT.
Musio by JOHN J. BRAHAM,

My name’s Tommy Thomas, Live on & farm,

1170 3 swecthear] by oame Huldy Ao+
Her faher'sa iy of daddy's, and s0

T go there whenever [

e fst time I setfoot on her fathers step,

T didn't dare go a step farther,
Until she came out Zod said ® Toominy, come i

Said I, * Huldy Aun, how is your mother ?*"

Cho—* Huldy Aun Hankinson, how do you do?
T aica e e
1 thoughtl was thinkiog—I wanted to say—
ly Ann, how is your mother

Says she ite  fine evenin'’; come over a2

ga T 8“ M 1 rode on Old Dap
Then ¥ senty e bespds here but soon she

Aud brought out the cidet and appies,
‘Then went on witl mk, wh!lu 1 sat there and looked

et ot oot oo e e
Batwhen [ tn:d 4 talking all 1 could say

m, how is your mother?””

ight l nuwumych:nee, for a kiss T will
e s my chieeks seemed to burn up,

Bt she tured up her nose when 1 made my appeal
nd went n a peei’ @ o

“Then T mu oney” 5255 T, = Oh, no you wont, Mistr,
f you dare to, 'll call my hig broher.

snu 't ook ke she meant it 30 1 gave her a byse

3 “*Hush, or you'll wake up my mother |




'TIS TRUE, DEAR HEART, WE'RE FADING.

SONG AND CHORTUS.

Words and Music by H. M. ESIABROOKE.

Author of “Dear Heart, we're growing old.”
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