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Adapie

sad Arvanged by FatherReo,

Si - mon Greenhorn,went to town, A - looking fine and gay
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New York Ci-ty- that great re-nown. 1d of - ten heard folks say
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Dad-dys leave I got ‘’tis  true,
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1 went down to New York town To

Ri - tu, - tu,

— 'l%ia—“ﬁﬁ—‘:h; ==

. tn, And Y-Ill kee Doo- (?‘ .| - - tion!

& Pronounced Ewacuation,




AN

i€

I

2

When in the City I fiest arrived,
I felt myself quite flusterd,
To see all round that great biz town
So many people muster’d;
But howsomever in a crowd
1 got myself a station,
And then awaited patiently
To sce the Evacuation,
Ri fu, ete.

Hurrah! for this great nation!
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At length a soldiers sr.'nhpvring horse
Got frightend at a d:uniy_

He pelted in -‘l‘muug the crowd
Quite frolicsome and handy;

He tilted me p off my soles,

I popped on an elevation,

And got a seat for nothing at all,
To see the Evacuation.

Ri tu, ete.

Oh! what a happy station!

4

1 sat myself down quietly,

2 Nohody seemed to rout me;

gently cast my eyes apon
The ladies round about me:
They all did look quite weary worn
And in a perspiration:
It melted all the red and white,
On this famous I‘I\;u'u:llilm..
Ri tu, ete.

Ever of them,
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“Now thinks? says I unto myself,
“I’ve seen all that I ean see;”

But to find out my great mi

ake,
1 paid dearly for m)‘/ fancy__

Ten dollars- and my pocket- hook,
Upon examination;

My watch, that never went before,
Went on Evacuation!

Ri tu, ete.

1’d like a police-station!

Eug' at Claytons.




THE LITTLE RED HAT.

Words by GENEVIEVE MchOUD Music by ANDREW LE ROC.

by HAMILTON §. GORDON.

Copyright, 1

Complete Copy, 35 cents.

. 1 met a little maid one day

passed by,
from her

N et oy et aarect)

Chorus.
Oh, the little hat of red
On the saucy, curly he
Sweetest maid, I'm not aftaid
My heart to give to you
Through the crooked road of life,
With 1fs pleasure and its stri
Here m vow 1 promise now,
That I'll be ever true.
. One windy day we met at
hie little maid T
hat blew off in the bl
rescued it politely,
ft look xlm‘p within her

st,

Assured me that 1'd win the
her hand so lig]

LITTLE NELLY LOOKS AFTER
THEM ALL.

By CHARLES GRAHAM.

Copyright, 1895, by HAMILTON §. GORDON cuglish copyright secured.

Complete copy, 40 cents.
 girl in our street 'tis a

wbout sixteen ye: :
look Tor fn,

easure to meet,

.
She will care fn\ (]n young ones alone,
And the neighbors know well

come at her call,

ow

0 be a fine lady,

ay with the children to play
y looks after them all

and she is not so slow,
: would.

275 yOu must v
to sta
[ hl\r just as well.
aiting each ¢ Iu‘
what

Tust to he it
n's dear lxwwl lmh Nell—Refrain.

The child

Jomplete copy of any song or piano piece in this songster 1 ailed on receipt of 25
$1

Any five pieces
Play it and your friends will applaud.
LA CONTESSA. Air de Ballet.
DON. N. LONG. Price, 40 cents.
Hamilton S. Gordon, 139

Fifth Avenue,

MOTHER IS MY BEST GIRL.

Words and Music by CHARLES HARVEY.

Copyright, 1896, by HAMILTON RDC

Complete copy, 40 cents.

English copyright secured.

1. I've never lac \Uui for

othearts yet and may I pardoned be,
For 1
My

all n somewhat fond of me,
et sbotride with Fleasarewha it happens that T meet,
.\mplnﬂmw little maid, whose charms are fresh and sweet
But when there are 2 s any man to knc
fair maid his most sincere affections to bestow?
d the question easily and yet I am no churl,
There's one Llo: bove them all, "tis Mother, my best g
Chorus.
and Kitty and Jenny and Mamie and Annie and Maud,
Although are many, by me they are neve
You think I'm in love with each 1 ich sets my
I flirt with them all, but not one or Mother 1s

2. T never have a quarrel with the girl T love th
Aud that's wherein I find that cl

There's M

1as the call,

BubT s slwiys bappie whan 4s
She greets me in the hallway with ion's sweetest ki
And words of loving welcome that I'd sorel to miss,
When we walk out fogether I am prouder than an e

nd feeling like telling every one my Mother's my

There was a
Sl T loved Hiod il
Lsat and brooded day and ni

my poor heart was br
d me, T knew not what to
t, but mother'd

n quite in two,

caled my \\'-yunwlw I
’\n»l m is \\11\ of all the girls, she is the un- most dea
Although I flirf with all the rest and call each one a pes
Yet all the time I know full well that Mother's my best girl.— Cho.

WHILE THE CITY SLEEPS.

Words and Music by EDGAR SELDEN.

e and cheer,

Copyright, 1895, by HAMILTON 8. GORDON.  English copyright secured.

Complete copy, 40 cents.

1. When nightfall settles o'er the town,
zhts begin to glow,
y workers of the
st and homeward g

And vice and virtue
While the city sleey
Refrain.
While the city sleeps,
Tts mighty ‘uho throbs slow,
Still the strife of life goes on,
; the high and low.
A with tears are dimmed,
Tre the gray dawn pee
Hearts are bro
While the city
2. Up in a dingy attic room
A starying woman wee|
Beside a cradle where

wrecked,

n
Wile he s axlly e o
To hoast of conquests made!—Refrain.

¢ chimes upon the air,
r run
& pamae him, b e
Yet he heeds not their cr
He dashes on,
am ¢
alls, they find
‘Beneath the u..‘l‘nvm

wild despair

5 cents. Any three Lieces, your choice, 65 cents.
, your choice, $1.00.
Buy it for your friend, it brings good luck.
FOUR-LEAVED CLOVER MARCH.
J. JAY WATSON. Price, 40 cents.
New York City. ‘
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