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How sweef the answer / Thumas Moore
How sweet the answer Echo makes

‘T'o music at night,

When, roused by lute or hom, she wakes,

And Lar away, o'er lawns and lakes,

Gogs answering light.

Yet Love hath echocs truer far,

And far more sweet,

Than e'er beneath the moonlight's star,
Of horn or Tate, or sott goitar,

The songs repeat.

"Tis when the sigh, in youth sincere,
And only then

The sigh that's breathed for one to hear,
Is by that one, that only dear,

Breathed back again!

Down by the sally gardens /! W.B. Yeats

Down by the sally gardens

My lave and 1 did meet;

She passed the sally pardens
With little snow-white feet.
She bid me take love easy,

As the leavcs grow on the ree;
But [, being young and foolish,
With her did nat agree.

In a field by the river

My love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder
She laid her snow-white hand.
She bid me take lifc easy,

A the grass grows on the weirs,
But [ was young and [bolish,
And now am full of tears.

L. V. Beethoven /Robert Burns (1759-1796)

Constancy

Tho' cruel fate should bid us pant
As far's the pole and ling,

Her dear idea round my heart
Would tenderly entwine,

The' mountains frown, and deserts howl,
And oceans roll hetween:

Yet, dearcr than my deathless soul,

I still would love nuy Jean.

Behold, my love

Behold, my love, how green the groves,
The primtose banks how fair;

The balmy gales awake the tflowers,
And wave thy flowing hair,

The lav'rock shuns the palace pay,
And o'er the cotlage sings:

I'or Wature smiles as sweet, 1 ween,
T Shepherds as 1o Kings.

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string,
In lordly lighted ha':

The Shepherd staps his simple reed,
Blythe in the birken shaw.

The Princely revel may survey
Our rustic danee wi' scorn;,

But are their hearts as light as ours,
Beneath the milk-white thom!

The shepherd, in the flowery glen;
In shepherd's phrase, will woo:
The courtier tells a finer tale,

But is his heart as true!

These wild-wood Nowers T've pu'd, to deck
That spotless breast o thine:

The courtiers' gems may wilngss love,

Bur, 'tis na lave like mine.




Chauncey Olcott
My Wild Irish Rose

If you'll listen, I'll sing you a sweet little song,

OF a flower that's now droaped and dead,

Yet dearer to me, yes, than all of its mates,

Tho' cach holds aloft its proud head.

"Twas given to me by a wirl thal [ know,

Singce we've met, faith, ['ve known no reposc,

She is dearer by far than the world's brightest star,
And I call her my wild Irish Rose.

My wild frish Rose,

The sweeatest ffow'y that grows,

Yau may search ev'rywhere,

- But pone can compare

With my wild frisk Rose,

My wild frish Rose,

The dearest flow'r that grows,

And some day for my sake,

She may fet me take

The Bluom from my wild frish Rose,

They may sing of their roses which, by other names,

Would smell just as swectly, they say,

But [ know that my Rose would never consent
‘To have that sweet name taken away.

Her glances are shy when e'er | pass by

The bower, where my true love grows;

And my one wish has been that some day [ may win

The hearl of my wild frish Rose.

My wilid frish Rose

The pretty Girl Mitking Her Cow

T'was on a bright moming in Summer
When | first heard his voice spakin' low
As he said to a colleen beside him
"Who's that pretty girl milking her cow?™

Och many times olten ye met me
And told me that 1 should be
You darling, Acusghla,

A Lana Mavourmeen, Asuilish machree

Purty girl, purty girl,

With no on there t shaw her how
The purt, purt, purty girl is now
Milking her cow

I have nod the manners or graces
Of the girls in the world where yve move
And | have not their beautiful faces

But oh, 1've a heart that can love

And if it please ve, I'll dress me in satin
With jewels, jewels in me brow
But och, don't be after forgettin'
¥ our purty girl milking her cow

Purty girl, purty cow,

I'm sutc this song would have never been wrote
Il the prewty girl hadda been milking her goat
But the goat wasn't feeling well anyhow

S0 the pretty girl was milking her cow.

Her cow, her cow...

La, la, la, Ia, la, la...

La la lala 1, la,lala la, la, Ia
A purty girl milking her cow!




