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THE'BEST AND MOST TAKING OF ALL. - ,

THE SAME OLD STORY QVER AGAIN."

By Mail, 40 cents.

~IF YOU WANT TO PLEASE THE LITTLE ONES
GET THEM “BABY FEET,’ THE

PRETTIEST OF ATLTI.

BY MAIL, 40 CENTS.

“SHOULD BE FdUND IN EVERY HOME,”

4 “THE BEST LITTLE WIFE IN THE WORLD.

BY MAIL, 40 CENTS.

THE GREATEST SUCCESS OF THE DAY!

“HOW LONG WILL WE BE REMEMBERED, DEARY"

By Mail, 40 OCents.



To s
Mrs GEORGE S.KNIGHT.

NIE, BABy
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Words by GEO. COOPER. Music by T. B. KELLEY.
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Copyright 1883 by T.B. Kelley.
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1. 1 have a .lit - tle treas-ure sweet,And dear-er none could he! The
2. She climbs up-on my knee each night,When cares of day are done; She
3. At  morn she bids me sweet good bye, And pats her lit-tle hands; When
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pat - ter  of  her ti - ny feet, Is mel - o - dy to me! Her
kiss-es me with ‘fondde - light, And laughsin echild - ish fun. And
sun-set gol - dens all the sky, To wel-come me she stands! Her
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dimpled arms are round methrown, I smooth each sunny curl; She
then she mnes- tles on my breast, And, while Ismooth each curl. She's
kiss-es  make my life so ‘dear, Tho stormsmay round me whirl; She
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SONG AND CHORUS.
Papa's picture in the locket mother wore solong ago,
How I love this simple keepsake surely nonecan ever
know:
Iiis sacred by the mem'ries that forever to it cling,
And for sweete-t recollections that its beauties ever

bring.

Oft my heart is tonched with saduess ns T dream of
bygone days,

And the loviug one who kissed me in my happy
childish plays,

Who is now in heaven yonder, so in joy Tlike to show

Papa’s picture in the locket mother wore so long ago.

Cmorus.—Papa’s rictlue in the locket, just alittle bit
of gold,

Mother wore it till he left herin those happy days of
old.

'Tis a dear and cherished token of the moments passed

away,
Papa's picture in the locket that T call myown to-day.

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.
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SONG AND CHORUS.

Nestled in the trundle bed,
Mother's baby blossoms lie;
Sweet and low each golden head,
While the starry hours go by;
With sweet songs and tender words,
i Into dreamland they were led,
With the vespers of the birds,
Nestled in the trundle bed.

Crorus.—Mother sings above them there,
Bending o'er ench golden head,
Angels keep my blossoms fair,
Nestled in the trundle bed.

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.
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|
| SONG AND CHORUS.
| 1 sat last night in the old arm chair,

Where my mother, dead and gone,

Sat many a year by the fire-lights’ glare,
All the day from mornin«'s dawn:

A pictar: rose from the embers’ beam,
Full of tenderness and grace,

And fancy bronght unto me a gleam
Of my mother's dear old face.

CHorus.—'Tis many a year since she left me here,
Yet no other fills her place,
And many a day, God's blessing Tsay
On my mother's dear old face.

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.

| ﬂ@ﬂarling 3]armerai Hother.

i SONG AND CHORUS.
| Dear and darling name of mother
That I e.er love to hear,
In the whole world there's no other
| - Falls 50 sweetly on my ear.
Other tender words are spoken,
Friendship, love, the heart's own guest,
But there's not so sweet a token
As & mother's name 5o blest.
Crorus,—Dear and darling name of mother,
Sweet as ever swect can be,
In the whole world there's no other
Half as precious unto me.

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.
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Popular Songs by T. B. BRelley.
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and Bold,

| SONG AND CHORUS.

. Years ago when but a child, in the church; grasses
Darling one. dto-dny I trod thro’ the bloom of golden gt e >
ot

Down the mendows, where the blossoms seattered lis i i
O'er the brook, and by the mill, with my po.t heari | O%! I found a pretty flower in the springtide's sunny

in a thrill, . R
Dreaming of the dear, detightfnl days gone by. "Mid the moss that lay npon her breast:
; In my treasnres lnid away, 1t has been for manya da

Faded lenfletsoverhead whisper'd thereand softly said s ; o i o0

** Yonth and beauty fude awny and soon grow old,” | A4 10 touch it petals has defiled;

And I thought with just a tear, 'tis the saddest of the | For the "““Q“J’f the earth have to me not half the
worth

Of this violet T plucked when but a child.

year,
Darling, when autumn leaves turn red and gold.

Crorvs.—But while you are close to me, while your
sunny face I see,

And your little hand within my own I hold;

It is little that I care for the lonely days just there,

Darling, when antumn leaves turn red and gold.

Croxvs.—Mem'ry bells are ringing dreams of long ago,
And an angel face 5o sweet and mild,

Always b wver: gently near. as I look with falling tear
On this violet I plucked when but a child.

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KeLLey
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SONG AND CHORUS,

From the world's busy scene I've a denr little nest
Where I haste when the duy's toil is o'er;

For its there that I find sweetest ¢ mfort and rest
When T enter its low, humble door.

Now of course I delight in my home warm and brigh-,
And the room by the fire-glow impearled;

i But for these I'd not care were I not welcomed there
Tender words no more can_ greet you, : 2 Tittlo wite 1
Littlo Tost Angel Achres. greet y By the best little wife in the world.

it AngetiAtiise swodk avuakl Crxrus. —Such a dear litile wife, she's the joy of my

Copyright 1831, by T. B. KELLEY.
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1 SONG AND CHORUS.

| Angel Achree yon are sleepin

! Undler the white and the gold;

| Where the sweet blossoms bloom over
Many a face white and cold.

| Kisses of mine cannot reach you,

| Sweet though they ever may be,

|

life,
"r":{ewere you taken from me, And in life’s busy eares as I'm whirled,

| Itis many a day that I loving y say,
| She's the best little wife in he world,

ave me alone, my dearest O'hone,
Beautiful Angel Achree,

Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY. Copyright 1879, by T. B. KELLEY.
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BALLAD.

Dreaming in the moonlight, sweetest dreams of love,
Dew-drops kissing blossom, bud and spray:
| Stars so faintly twinkling in the blue above,
Whilo the zephyr mi the lenflets play.
| Happy birds are sleeping in their cradle nest,
Hid away in shady, greenwood bowers;
But love’s bird is singing of its own and best,
Dreaming in the moonlight's silent honr,
| But love’s bird is singiny of its own and best,
| Dreaming in the moonlight's silent hour.

SONG AND CHORUS.

Lips that kissed me long ago,
Crimson as the roses blow,
Sweeter than the dewy flower
Where the bees sip hour by hour,
Buck from dear departed days.
Over mem'ries’ pleasant ways,
Still wherever I may be
Comes a golden dream of thee.
Crorvs.—Lips that kissed me lon% ago,
Sweet lips, sweet lips of the roses blow;
Still, wherever I may be,
Comes a golden dream of thee.

‘ Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.

i | ﬁ)xe Hiss, Just e Kiss far

sad-bye.

Copyright 1882, by T. B. KELLEY.
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SONG AND CHORUS.
Lying there so quiet, baby’s fast asleep,
TWith his tiny mands sos0ss his breast:
Whisper, lest we wake him, while weat him peep,
Sleeping there so cosy in his nest;
On his 1 ttle face no sorrow can be seen,
And his little cheeks are red as rose;
Slumbering so calmly, quiet and serene,
Lingering in dreamy, sweet repose.

Cuorus.—Little tootsey wootsey, mother's sugar plum,

SONG AND CHORUS.

| One kiss to remember thee, darling,

1 One clasp to your warm, 1ving heart;
One touch of your hand and n sweet smile,
To gladden the days we're apart,
A dream of this moment will linger
With me where my footsteps wil' hie,

| So cling to me closer, and give me

| One kiss, just one kiss for goodbye.

| Cmorvs.—One kiss to remember thee, darling,

‘ Creep closer, and ask me not why;

Papa's little darling, only child;
Come near to me dearest, and give me ‘We were qn!y dreaming, chubby’s now awake,
One kiss, just one ki-s for goodbye. Cradle isn’t empty, baby suil
Copyright 182, by T. B. KELLEY. Copyright 1881, by T. B. KELLEY.

Any of the above sent to any address upon receipt of price, 40 cents.

Where they laid my sister down to rest; ‘

SONG AND CHORUS. 1
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