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"SUNSHINE"

Words and Music I=Jx ‘vV. R. WILLIAMS,

AUTHOR OP

s Sweet Tillle Taylor,” %S nuﬂuhﬁhlnml."
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1. There’sa neat lit-tle, sweet lit-tle orea -fure;...... I met her a shorttime a-
9, Now it goes with-out say-ing,she’s I - rxish;...... A heart that is in the right
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Copyright, Mpocoxevin, by Will Rossiter.
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T Per - fec -tion in form and in fea-ture. ...... I'm proud to gay I am her :
place,...... So kind fo the low and the low- |, (A el Her good-nessjust beamsin  her I !
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beau........ With blue eyes and ecurls that are gold-en,......... Te love her I'm sure i8 no |
1 7. And when we drive 0 -ver fo mar-kef,........ It's then,that I wish she wers
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erime;.... Bhe'sall hearts de-light, so gay and eo bright, That ev'-ry one ealls her “Sun-shine.”. . .. .. ..
mine;.... Everyone by the way, SBeems anziousto say “Good morning, God bless you,Sunshine 1”. .. ... _T
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“Ganshine.” right, MpcccXcvil, by Will Rossiter,

aend for “sumasows SWEETHEART,” the beautiful story song.




“THAT NIGGER TREATED
ME ALL RIGHT.”

Words and Music by
Arr. by LEWIS REITERMAN. Walter Hawley.
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1. My ba-by gone and left me and my heart's done broke, He took all my mon-ey put my clothesin soak, He jl _
2. Last summer we wasrid-ing on a  pie - nic boat, Just to make it pleasant,why we took a float; But |
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e-ven stole my chickens and my sweet po-ta-to pie, And gived em to a-noth-er gal, now dataint no lie, But I
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certainly must remember how good he's been to me. Took me to the circus all the fun-ny things to see; And

Mis - ter nig-ger tried to walk all o - ver me. He grabbed him by the collar and chucked him in the sea; Just
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gays, ‘altho' youseshady, vousemy on-ly colored lady,” Den dat nigger went and shook me, but 1 know he loved his baby.
den dey started bit-ing, and the worst kind of fighting, In  less than half a min-ute we was found without a light, s
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Dat nigger treated me  all  right, Deed, he cort'nly treated me out o'  eight. I
i Dat nigger treated me all right, Deed, he cert'nly treated me out o  sight. _i\ He
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gaw the ze-ber-ee and the monkeys drinking tea, And all the oth-er an - i-mals in that me-na- ge-rie; Yes, dat

| o start-ed in to kiss dis here dainty lit-tle miss, Right then I wasmightysureI had him on my list, For dat
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That Nigrer Treated me all right. 2—a.
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nigger treated me  all right;, If you dared to in-sult me he would fight. Of
nigger treated me all  right, If you dared to in-sult me he would fight. L

S=c=ars

f
N
b1
i
L TS

=
4l
jih |
_I__.,'k ﬁ
shh
b

I
1
&

g'!
. 2

:n. : . i E""'

—¥
y Ist. Eﬂdd D-Et

— i e e s N o i i ]

o s o — a1 “';r;:r:, A — B - S—"| | S — — |
.._‘F -""_i_#.-_. o' 7 I;' '—'—-—| "n-—-——.—'— i g— & I _:“E'- L _-_-'E" S x 1]
. . . . -
course he stole my cloes,and wreck'd dis darkie's heart, Still, dat nigger treated me all right, Dat i

know he stole my cloes and crush'd dis darkie's heart, Still, dat nigger treated me all
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3. We went out one evening to a watermelon patch,

We came across a hen eoop, so we lifted up the lateh;

Inside was some chickens dar a roosting on a stick;

Goodness me! I can't see how dat nigger was so thick., i

Here come the farmer, had a gun long as dat: '

Done pulled the snapper and away went my hat. 4

Oh my! I wanted chickens, but dat farmer raised the dickens,

But I was glad to get away without those lovely pickens, :

Coorus. Dat nigger treated me all right, deed, he certainly treated me out o* sight., 1

‘When he come from that hen coop round his neck he had a hoop, |
"T'was filled with hens and roosters, So we had some chicken soup.
Yes, dat nigger treated me all right, if you dared to insult me, he would fight.
He robbed me of my clothes and tampered with my heart, .
But dat nigger treated me all right.

4. Now I want to tell you how we first fell in love,
He called to see me, his little turtle dove,
My mammy didn’t like it, so we planned to elope;
Dat man got a plank and a long piece of rope;
Well, just at midnight, when everything was still,
Here come my baby a driving up der hill.
- - Of course we didn’t tarry, so assisted by my Harry,
The plank was fixed for me to slide, then we was gwine to marry.

Cuorvs. That nigger treated me all right, deed, he certainly treated me out o’ sight.
I was quiet as a snail, T was seared and I was pale,
I slid down upon that plank, but in the middle was a nail; !
Yes, dat nigger treated me all right, when I got off dat plank I was a sight; i
I tore my bestest cloes, T was bleeding at der nose, i~
And dat nigger treated me all right, =
That Nigger Treated me all right. 3—3
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“SHE'S ONLY

SWEET SIXTEEN.

Words and Musie by
Harry M. Graves.
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1. There's & sweet, win - ning shy 1lit - tle fai- ry,....... Whom I met not a
% 1 am  not quite as old as I might be,....... But I know how to
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long time 8 - g0, ceeeresns And her im-age is ev - er  be - fore mé,....|
Iove fond and true,........ S0 DIve made up my mind soomn to mar - ry..... t
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No mat-ter wher-e'er I my £05....000. She wis-its me oft in the
This maid -en with bright eyes of  blue;...... I don’t think she knows how I
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day-time..... And in dream-land.....,. she plays fai - ry queen, And she makes a
love her,...... But o'er my heart...... she mnow reignssu- preme, And some day TIl
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Bhe's Only Bwect Bixteen. &
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She iz young, she is  fair, Bhe has eyes of bltie, e eness
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ILL BE BUSY ALL NEXT WEEK

 Words by jonn Gilroy
Copyright MCMII by Sol Bloom

" An ebony-tinted maid of affectation
Iz loved by a gent of tawny hue;
she gave to him a standing invitation,
¥ Saying: ©Call, and I'll be always in for you.”
After she had spent most all his monsey
¥ He said: * Don't leave me in this world alone:
Could I call to’ses you once next week, my honey? ™
v I'his excuse she offered in regreiful tone:

Music by Harry Linton
Int. copyright secured

CHORUS.

Monday T'll be busy all the day,

Tuesday I'm golng far away,

Wednesday is the day that T study French,
Thursday i8 for music, then you would intrench,
Friday I must paint a little bit,

Saturday in the dentist's chair I =it,

Sunday 18 for church, salvation T must seek,
I'm sorry, I'll be busy all next week.

He easily hid from her hiz occupation,

Till into jail they threw this maiden dear,
For counterfeiting coins of this great nation,

As the money that she took from him was queer.
She was tried in court by judge and jary,

She thought the tawny gent wonld come to speak,
But he sent this note that drove herina fury:

“Good-by; my gal, I'm busy all next week."”

HQTIC E ! ?gllttl’;::gﬁ!}ﬂ; :;iglet:gégﬁﬂ]l yvour atfention tothe
I'LL BE BUSY ALL NEXT WEEK

is the lafest success, and isone of the moat ]_'I-DF'I,I.L'I:’ and grentest el
erf in América teday. "We have made a special armangement with tlie

piibiligher of thiz song to furnish you complete ¢oples at 25 cents each
i o i and send this eoipon.

e — =
| COUPON

THIS COUPON and 25 cents (In stamps) if sent
to WiLL ROSSITER, 66 FIFTH AVENUE, Chicago,
Hlinols, Is good for one complete original copy of
“I'll Be Busy All Next Week,""

Your Name

Town _
| stat |
WHEN A GOON OPENS |

A DEPARTMENT-STORE

Words by Ed. Gardenier Muszic by Jack L. Ottenheimer
Copyright 1903 by Sol Bloom  International copyright secured

‘What dis coon can do will prove to you
Dat I'se forgot more dan some wise folks know:
I'se hit upon a plan which will beat de baker man
When 1t comes to making cakes or raising dongh.
Dis quiet little scheme ain't no pipe dream,
Mo one's ever worked it ont before:
A sky-scraper T will buy over ninety stories high,
Den I'll open up a coon department store, -

CHorus.
When dis coon opens his department store,
Tl be dm.nf cakewalks "long d-:l')rulhhad floor,
Sell ev'rything on earth for double what it's worth;

Fagtime music furnished by a ragtime band;
Dollar goods 1"l mark a dollar ninety-four,
I'l have salesladies colored black hnd tan,
A-yelling “cash” all day, why, de coons can't keep away
n dis coon opens his departhent store,
Downstairs qpurts nigs can p]g dere gigs,
ere pipes with Cld Tem gin;

And lnbricate

Dream-books at half ,,me' rabbits' feet and loaded dice,
And poker decks all marked to let you in,
Fine razors will be dere for evining wear,
Corset sale for sizes fifty-four;
Don't :;;n': how much is spent for coons always have a
(slcent,
When 1 open up a coon department store,

For tho complete shest music of thie song send 25 conts to
WILL ROSBITER, CHICACD; ILLINCGIS:

RING THE BELL
AND LET THE CAR GO ON

Words by 8. B. Cassin Music by Al. Johns
Copyright 1902 by Sol Bloom  Int. copyright secured

Car is very crowded, hanging on the straps,

Some are rather Jagey and some are not, perhaps;
Fellow tells another how he made a pile,

Twem;,- million dollars out of stes] and ila, i
Opposite a couple, evidently new,

Say when they are married what they're going to da;
Then the tired conductor yells out at the door:

"“Last four seata for smokers, room here for lots more,™

Caorus.
Ring the bell and let the car go on,
Rather walk to Harlem than be sat upon,
Some are all in earnest, a)ome are on the “con,™
Ring the bell and Iet the car go on.

Ladies come from shopping. bargain.counter day,
Goods marked down from Gfty, forty-nine, they say,
Paid two fares to gat there, just for that odd cent,
Eain or shine they ramhble, nothing can prevent.
Farty from the races said he'd won a bet,

If his horse had come In—skate is running yet.
Passengers are grinning, langhing all about,

Till a sage old fellow rustles, then he’ll shout:

Fat man in the corner says the story's thin,

Colored chap a-dozing, full of nigger gin, y
Baby squalliog murder, wants to see its pop,

Car stops at the next strect, kid will never stop,
Lady comes in smiling, doggie in her lap,

“Hiss me, gently, Fido, pretty little chap.™

Then the way s;‘:e pets it, jars a fellow's nerves,

Till a man unmarried angrily observes :

For tha complete sheat mualo of this song send 25 conts 1o
WILL ROGSITER,; CHICACD, ILLINDIS,

MOZART LINCOLN

Waords by John Gilroy Music By Ben M. Jerome
Copyright 1603 by Sol Bloom  International copyright secured

Mozart Lincoln, a colored bard, to write a song hit he tried real
hard L]

He 'n.rrr::ia; a ballad in cakewalk time, made ginger-bread and pork-
chops rhyme,

On a shelf his song was laid, with a bunch of junk it stayed,

Cne night he an organ play, with reflection Mo’ did say:

CHorus,

I've heard that melody, I know that tune,

I've heard that strain before, whistled by some coon,

Each vamp is familiar, I know ev'ry note—

Where have I heard that thing before? Why, it am the one I wrote

Classic concert at Steinway Hall, “A night with Wagner,”" it was
called

The folks assembled in great crowds there, Mo' Lincoln showed
them each their chair. -

As an usher he was fine till they played the strains divine,

The masterpicce of Wagner's came; in excitement Mo' exclaimed:

For the complete sheat musio of this song send 25 cents to
WILL ROSBITER,; CHICAGD, ILLINDIS, -
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HIAWATHA

Worcks ]:%]Imrﬂ- ¥ Daa Music by Neil Moret
Copyright MCMIIT Ly the Whitney-Warmner Pub. Co., Detroit

0, the moon is all a-gleam on the stream where 1 dream here of -

o, my pretty Indian maid ;
the rustling leaves are singing high above us overhead.
In the glory of the bright summer night, in the light and the
shadows of the ferest glade |
I am ﬂ'nit!ng here to Kiss your lips so red.
There's a flood of melodies on'the breeze from the trees, and of
o theéy bréathe so tendearly,
While the weodlands all around are resounding your name,
O, my all in life is you, only you, fond and troe, and your own
forevermore I'll be,
Hear, then, the song I sing with lips aflame.

BEFRADN.
I am your own, your Hiawatha brave,
My heart is yours, you know, dear one, I love you so;
O, Minnehata, gentle maid, decide,
Decide and say you'll be my Indian bride.

In the tresses of your hair lies a snare, and it's thers where my
heart a willing captive is:
O, my woodland gueen [pray you'll hold it ever in your citre.
In my little birch canoo, love, with you, just we two, down the
stream of life In wadded bliss -
I would drift, sweatheart, with yon my lot to share,
When the birds upon the wing in the spring gaily sing of the
green and golden summer-time,
When the snows of ea:]i,.' winter robe the woodlands in white,
Then your Hiawatha free I will be; and to thee ev'ry thought of
mine will &'er incline,
Heed, then, the vows I pledge to thee this night.

NOTICE! }El]‘t tiﬁaﬂﬁ: grlﬂfn I'.:'.ls{_‘:.]ll your atlention to the
- 'in'n i
HIAWATHA

ia the latest snecess, and 1s one of the most 'pnimtnr and gpreatest sell-

ers in America today, We have made p special arrangement with the
I‘-uh]irrhur of thia nunlf lo furnish you complete coples at 3o cents sach
f yous i1 d and send this coupon,
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THIS COUPON and 20 coents, in Hamr:. ifsent
to The Whitney-Warner Pub. Co., Detroit, Mich.,

is good for one completa original copy of this
song "‘Hiawatha'™ and Illustrated music catalog.
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GONTRARY MARY

Words by M. E. Rourke  Musie by Ellis R. Ephraim
Copyright MCMIII by Sol Bloom Int. copyright secured

When first I saw my Mary dear my heart was captared, quit

Ej’ eyes llm;jﬂmmaﬂ]:hggd I:Hu:!;lm of night, g
utin on which T theught, by accident, a

O i critian bl Ka Sule thosas pe

So when I later learned that she had never had a bean,

By ev'ry means my love I tried to show;

I #ﬂ.}kﬂ_ﬂ with her throngh shady lanes all through the month of
nne

I sang this song beneath the siiver moon:

_ Cmorus.
Mary, now, please to sit on my knees, da,
Nobad I'H!l‘ you only ’ﬂi'uu.n'rn:m:rr:]ir aht-w% you;
Don't Wnl'l‘ill'i':nh:ﬂ love’s vocabulary,
Mary, my Mary, how I love you! -
But Mary was contrary and Miss fir
A beeline made for somewhere cmm:q
Became an actor Jady and was on the road to e,

'F._— T e e T — = = e T, E P . F — ——

The daily papers helping on her game.

There's nothing now that Mary wants that Mary hasn't got,
Except my love, and Mary wants it———not |

For there are many otherg now whom Mary wounld prefer
To sing this little song of mine to her.

For the complete shaet music &f thia song send 28 canta to
WILL ROGSITER, CHICACD, ILLINDIG.

VAGATION TIME
WAS ONLY MEANT FOR COONS

Words and music by A. L. Robb and J. Fred Held
Copyright 1903 by Sol Bloom  Int. copyright secured

Ben Hamilton was awfal lazy, lkewize awful black,

And if his fire went out he'd sit and wait tll it came back:

If you safd: “Go to work” to him, he'd take it on the run;
He understood that phrase in ev’ry language "neath the sun,
He never read a want ad in the papers in his life,

The only tools he handled were a fark, a spoon and knife;
His lile was one long dream of bliss and lasted many moons,
His motto was, “Vacaiion time was only meant for coons.”

Cronus.
And New Vear's day's the first day of vacation,
St. Patrick™s Day I always ::’Iimgn tren,
Abe Lincaln's day I celebrate my freedom,
And Labor Day i3 sleeping time for me,
Thanksgiving Dday I'm thankfe] I ain't working,
Emancipation Day's for ragtime tones,
To my Hebrew friends I'm true, 1 keep Rosh Hashonah too,
Vacation time was only meant for coons,

He soon got tired of all remarks about his laziness,

And so he wrote & want ad and dispatched it to the press:
He'd like a job at creasing pants and he'd make good all right,
He'd pat them in between the ticks and sleep on them all night.
A jobas janitor in some good chicken-coop would do,

Night watchman in a watermelon patch wounld suit him, too,
He'd work if he had recommends from his last boss, he said,
That's why he's on vacation, his last boss is twelve years dead.

CHORUS,
And New Year's day's the first day of vacation,
5t. Patrick's Day I always climb a tres,
Abe Lincaln's Day I celebrate my freedom,
And Labor Day is sleeping time for me,
Thanksgiving Day I'm thankful I ain't working,
Emancipation Jgay'a for ragtime tunes,
And my jné,r it knows no bounds when Yom Kippur comes
annmmnd,

Vacation time was only meant for coons.

For tha comploto sheet music of thissong sond 25 cente to
WILL ROSBITER,; CHICACO, ILLINOIE,

ELLA

Words by Matt C. Woodward Music by Ben M. Jerome
Copyright 1903 by Sol Bloom  International copyright secured

The weather was wet, thats how I met my Ella, Ella,

Thanks to the sky and the lending of my umbrella, umbrella;

1f ﬂ“]!:“E had been out, I do not doubt, she'd never have done
the thing,

But her hat had a feather that balked at bad weather, and so she
came under my wing.

Crorus.
Ella! Ellal Now's the time to tell "er;

Wet or fing, she must be mine, and I muast be her ~feller™;
Ella! Ellal Be my darling, do;
I'm right in tune for a honeymoon with just such a girl a5 you.

“The weather is fine, a ride for mine,” says Ella, Ella,
“Automobile is the right kind of wheal,” I tell ‘er, T tell "er;
As we haven't a horse, my arms, of course, round Ella are
bound to glide; e
The words that I utter canse Ella to futter and snuggle up close
to my side.
For the complate sheet musio of this song send 28 cen
WILL mfﬁjmmﬂu m.i'ﬁnm.* o o




BEDELIA

Parody by Edwards & Ronney

¥ou have heard of all the star fakers that roam this mighty land,
But the last one that has come to us you'll say he beats the band;
He can make a thousand dollars where the others make a dime,
He's the best that ever came across the line,

And he sticks to it and gets it all the time,

Crosus
3, Dowie, you are a la-la, O, Dowie, you know your book.
They laughed at you in New York, but six millions from them
ou took.
Rockefeller and J. P. Morgan—you've beat them both a mile;
O, go back, back, back to Zion, and no one will be crying
for you, Dowie, O, Dowie dear.

©, Bedelia worked at honsework for 2 gentleman so grand;

He ence told her he was pretty as he took her by the hand,
Then said he: “My sweet Bedelia, will you kiss me, little dear?”
But he did not know his wife was standing near,

So be kissed her once or twice, but had no fear.

Crorus.
0, Bedelia, I'd like to steal you,” that was all the poor jay said;
The next thing that he remembered was that he awoke in bed;
There stood his little wifie, a2 poker in her hand.
“Say Bedeliaeliaecliz, T would like, my dear, to steal you,” said
his wifie, "and I will land.”

Bend postage (4 cantsl for our FREE book of lllustrated
mali=order bargaine. Wil Roasiter; 58 5th Ave., Chloago, Ul

I'M GOIN’ BACK T0 OLD MISSOURI

Words and music by M. P. Gallagher
Copyright 1903 by Geo. M. Krey

Z have travelled far away from my old Missouri home,
Where a8 a lad spent many happy hours.

But my thoughts they wander back as thra other lands T roam,
Te the corn-fields, the hamming birds and Aow'rs.

My dear mother at the window would watch the children play;
Her smiling face is ever with me still.

And she said: “My boy, God bless you,” as T wandered far away
From the littlé cot that stood beside the hill.

Cuonus.
I'm going back to old Missouri, where the yellow corn does grow,
To see my tear old mother, whom I left long years ago.
For I know she will be walting with a welcome at the deor.
The fields of c¢orn and dear old home I lotig to see once more.

Many j'tlaﬂ have come and gone since I've seen that dear old
place:

I've been in many lands and diff 'rent climes;

And 1 am ever longing to see my mother's face,
And hear the songbirds warbling in the vines,

For 1 am trav'ling homeward and hope ere long to see
The loved ones that 1 left so long ago.

. I can almost scent the perfume of the fields so dear to me,

In Missouri where the yellow corn does grow.

| For tha compleate sheat musie of this song send 29 cents to
Coorge M. Krey, | 384 Broadway, New York.

THE SONG THAT | HEAR
IN MY DREAMS

| Words and music by Walter Rolfe
! Copyright 1902 by Walter Rolfe

A crowd of good fellows, on pleasure bent,

| Were seated together one night,
i ‘When one of their number arcse and sang
- The latest song for their t

Tt started discission on sougs o all Kinds;
Each there had a style he liked best;

Somie llked the songs about home and love,
And others the songs of jest, -
From his seat in a corner a youth arose;

“You've chosen your fav'rites,” said he,

“But where is the song that will live as long
As this ona that’s so dear to mel™

LCBorUs,
It's the that I hear in my dreams,
And the best that T sver I:Ld;
It will live in my mem'ry forever;
T treasure it ev'ry word.
It's “Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye, mother is neay
Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye, nothing to fear.”
It’s the song that was sung by my mother dear;
It's the song that T hear in my dreams.

The crowd stopped to listen and, as he sang,
In many an eye there gleamad tears,

The singer had touched them with that sweet song
That many had not heard in years,

And visions of childhood and mother, so dear,
Came back with that old cradle song.

One touch of nature had thrilled the hearts
Of ev'ry one in that throng.

“Sing it over again, Jack," they asked him, then,

For though it was simple and plain,

No song of the night gave them snch delight
As they joined in the sweet refrain.

For the complete sheet musie of this song send 25 cents to
Coorge M. Krey, | 384 Brondway, Mew Yark.

TWO EYES OF BROWN

Words by Edward Madden Mus=ic by Stephen Howard
Copyright 1903 by Sol Bloom  International copyright secured

Lovers have likened their sweethearts to ev'ry Bow'r that grew;
sSome to the rose and the lily, and some to the viclet blue;

Bat I know a maiden that's sweeter than any flow'r e'er grown,
With a look that is tender and loving in two little eyes of brown.

Crorus,
Two eyes of brown that look so shyly down,
Twao lips as rod and as aweet as a rose, full-blown,
Two dimples fair, smiling "neath aubumn hair,
And one little miss I'm longing to kiss,
With her two eyes of brown.

Roses are emblems of passion, each breathes a fragrance rare;

Modesty sweet has the violat, the lily means purity fair;

But search s'er the hills and the valleys, there'll ne'er a flow'’r be
foun

To compare with the beauty that's hidden in two lttle eyes of
brown.,

For the complate sheet musio of this song send 25 cants to
WILL ROBESITER, CHICACOD, ILLINDIS,

CLARINDA

Words and music by Leon Berg
Copyright 1903 by Sol Bloom  International copynght secured

In the moonlight's gleam, on the silv'ry stream,
Drifting slowly in & shell,

Sat & maiden fair in her lover's care,
Who had stories sweet to tell,

“Won't you kiss me, dear?” she could often hear,
Till ber raby Tips met his.

On his mandolin he would play a strain,
And sing to her like this:

CHorUs.
You are my sweet Clarinda, I love you dear and true:
My childhood's dreams of fairies are realized in yon.
At morn, at noon, at -nilghr.timc our face 1 seem to ses;
You are my swest Clarinda, and you belong to me,

And the maid so coy, filled with tears of joy,

Gently whisperad, “I'Tl be thine.
In your eyes of blue I read you are trus,

nd you always will be mine.

All the stars above know of our sweet love,

They have heard your wooing strain,
Dearest, play again on your mandolin

That most enchanting strain.” '

For tha cemplate sheat music of this song sand 25 centa to
WILL ROSSITER, OHICAGO, ILLINGIS,
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JUST BECAUSE
- 'M FROM MISSOURI

Words and munsic I’m{eridi
ﬂ.ﬂ]{]‘ﬁ;ﬁt MCMILI by Buck & Camey

Talk about your Jonahs and hoodao men,
Or the coons who quarrel for love,

I'm worse off than any crazy old has-been

. Down below or t?lﬂiﬁuw-

If I had a pass to Peter’s golden gate,
Gabriel never'd blow his horn;

Just becanse T came from old Missouri siate,

 Where unlucky folks are born.

CuonuUs,
ust becanse I'm from Missouri, ev'rything goes wmni
ard luck finds me in the morning, sticks the whole day long.
Anything good couldn't find me ever,
So good-by to me, amen, forever.
Just becausa I'm from Migsouri,

All the money that T get is just like brass,
Even if it once was gold;
If my luck don't change then 1'1l Blow out the gas,
If the weather ain't too cold, )
Ev'rybody seems to point at me and say:
“There goes that Mizsonr coon."
So I must go on until the Judgment Day,
And it 'can't come none too soomn.

" TI EI Will Rossiter wishes to-call your atiention 1othe
__,Q__E_ fnct thot thiz grent songs,

JUST BECAUSE I'M FROM MISSOURI
{s the latess spocess, and 15 one of the most ninr anidl grentest sell-

et in A.merfn.-n tadmy, Wehave winde q gpecial arrongement with the
blisher of: this song to farnish you complete coplen at 25 couts ench
f yois fll in and send this conpoin

COUPON
' THIS COUPON and 25 cents {In stamps] If sent
BUCK & CARNEY, 50 Dearborn Strect, Chicago,
llinois, is good for one compiete original copy of
“Just Because I'm from Missouri.”
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THE ARROW AND THE MAID

Words by Arthur A. Penn Music by Edw. Hutchison
Copyright MCMIII by Frank H. Buck

Once it fell upon a that little Cupid la:
Fast ulumﬁnﬂ the trees; )
And a malden passing by decided she would try
 Just a peap, her mind to ease;
She had never been in love, yon know, but often longed to be;
So she picked up one of Cupid’s darts and wondered whether she
Would ever feel italittle point within her beating heart,
Or whether she and Love would walk forevermore apart,
Crorus.
Love, you're just the same to-day with your tricky lttle way.
You ﬂm; maiden’s heart right through, your darts they
fiy so etraight and trae.
En}ﬂnp{d. bend your little bow, keep on shooting all you know,
And for ev'ry arrow you let ily you'll ind a maid.

While the maiden still there came a little thrill
In her heart; for Cupid "woke. ! )
Then she tarned to ren away and, much to her dismay,
‘Threw the dart so far it broke,
But Cupid did not hesitate, he took another one, :
Mﬁml rl’nnught he pulled the string, and then the deed
The maiden gave a lttle gasp, she knew that she'd been hit,
And after that, why, troubles didn't worry her a bit.
- For the compiste shast music of this sonz send 25 cants 0
ek & Carnes, 50 Danroorn St GESBOL .
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MY LOVE OF BYGONE DAYS

Words and music liy Richard Stakl
‘Copyright MDCCCXCVID by Thiebes-Stiertin Music Co,

In o vine-clad cottage, near where breakers roar,
Lived o pretty lassie in the days of yore,
Watuha'ﬂg for her loved one far across the aca;
And fond recollections bring this melody:

Crorys,
Thou art mine forever, I'll forsake thes never,
Years may come and go, love, both may seck diff'rent
But I will be steadfast, dark clounds can't fore'er last,
And I'll claim my love of bygone days.

!'rTa.nE trigdd to win her, but her heart was true.
Looking at a picture, whispers,*1 love you,”
Patiently she waited many years in vain, _
And each night in silence sang this same refrain:

In a vineclad cottage o lonely woman knits;
Through the open doorway a shadow sudden fiits.
Kneeling down beside her she looks into his eyes,
Waiting for his answeér a trembling volce replies:

CrHorus.
Than art mine forever, 111 forzake thes never,
Many years have passed since, both have gone diff'rent ways;
But T have been stendfast, all dark clouds have gone past,
And I claim my love of bygone days.

For the camplate shast musia of this song sand 25 conts to
Thisbes=Stiorlin Music Co., 5t Louis, No.

MY ROSE

FPoem by Futh McEnery Stuart Music by E. 3. Kroeger
opyright MCMIIL by Thiebes-Stierlin Music Co.

Oh, my rose aln't white; an' my roze ain't red,

An® my rose don't grow on de vines en de shed;

But she libs In de cabin where de roses twines,

An' she wrings out de clo'es in de shade ob de vines,

An® de red rose falls an® de white rose sheds,

Till dey kiver all de groun' where my brown rose treads;
An' de batterfly comes, an' de bumblebes, too,

An' de hommin®bird hums all de long day troo.

An' dey sip at de white, an’ dey tas's at dared,
An' dey fiy in an' out ob de vines roun” de shed;
While I'comes erlong an® I gathers some buds,
An' makes some remarks "bout wrenchin' an' suds.
But de birds an' de bees an® de rest 6b us knows
Dat we all hangin® roun’ dea ter lonk at my Rose.

For the completa aheat musglc of this song send 25 cants ta
Thisbes=Stieriln Musle 8o., 8. Louis, Mao.

WHEN SPRING COMES BY

: By Alexander Henneman
Copyright MCM by Thiebes-Stizrlin Music Co.

Alasg, for you, that dull care holds aloof from common joy.
Begonel all woe, for Spring unfolds delights without alloy.
Metfry and gay, merry and gay, the springtime cometh nigh;
Merry and gay, merry and gay, the springtime cometh nigh.
How sweet and clear the skylark trills,
When Spring comes dancing -ﬁ'd-rr m]:.i]&il;ﬂl o
Comes gail 2 Sing nonny, lidey, O
L Comes ﬂtﬂ; by. $in,g.high-£h lidey oh-high!

Of you, sweet friends, if one there be whose heart at joy is
WL,
Oh, think what peace encircled thee when thou wert blithe and

young. Sl :
Merry and gay, merry and » the springtime cometh nigh;

For the complete sheet m;m of this aong send 25 conts to.

Thiobes-Stierlin 1usic Cou




THE ORICINAL SONGC

ON A MOONLIGHT
WINTER'S NIGHT

Words by C. P'. McDonald. Music by W. C. Powell.
Copyright MCMII by Victor Kremer Co. Int. copyright.

There’s a time of the year when the air's ersp and clear,
When eur hearts are light,
When the nights they are long, and the world's filled with SONE,
Un a winter's pight ;
When lovers are singing and sleighbells are ringing, °
And stars shine out from above,
Then yon hasten to Jessie, or Julie, or Bessie,
And tell her of your love.

CHORUS,

On a moonlight winter's night,’on & moonlight winter's night,

Sletghing with your little girl makes your heart beat light ;

When she tells you that to love but you is her heart’s one sweet
delight,

And life is oné enchanted dream on a moonlight winter’s night,

When the frost's on the pane and you meet her again,
With a joy sublime,

When the snow's on the ground and you hear the sweet sound
“Sweetheart, I am thine.”

With a smile that's entrancing she sets your heart dancing
And drives away all your blues,

For she says, “Yes, you love me, you're my littla dovey,
And I)Ii-'d- only ‘oo’s.™

il R Iter wiah
NOTICE] ¥ Rosiiar nishes focall your stieation tathie
““ON A MOONLICHT WINTER'S NIGHT"

is the latest sucoess, ad is one of the most salng and greatest aells
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TRIXIE

Words and music by J. Fred Helf,
Copyright MCMII by Sol Bloom. Int. copyright secured,

"Weath Dixie sun, where sweetest flowers grow,

There isn't one as sweet as one 1 know,

It’s just begun to bloom and Bossom, though,
For she's just sweet sixteen.

You'd love her, too, if you could see her eyes,

A fairer blue than sunny summer skies,

So kind and true where tender love lights rise,
When I whisper to my queen:

CHORUE.

Oh, Trixie, Trixie, dearest litle dusky maid in Dixie,
You know I'm worrisd with your tricksy ways.

Oh, Trixie, Trixie, can you see that I am in a fixie,
rixie, you're the one I picksey.

Answer quicksey don't say nixie,
Trixie, you have tricksy ways.

‘When others seek and scheme with every arnt
Of love to speak to her, my own sweetheart,
Into her cheécks the crimson blushes start,
But she just turns awar, =
Then comes 1o me and in her sweetest tone,
She vows to be just mine and mine alone,
And tenderly her sweet lips meet my own
As in coaxing tones T say;

For the complete sheet mualo of this song send 25 cents &
WILL ROSSITER, CHICAGO; ILLINOQIS,

MARY, MY MARY

Words and music by Harry Lewis Rogers.
Copyright MCMII by American Music Co.

The idol of my heart when but a simple country boy,

Was pretty lttle Mary with her ways demure and coy.

We wounld wander thru the meadows as the Evening srha.:!um:liaﬁi
I would tell her of my love and hers to me she'd tell.

HE'THE_'.* in our dreams were we, naught of sorrow conld we see,
Thinking of the days when she my little bride would be.

CHORUE,

Mary, my Mary, just to hear your volce again,
Sounded to me like angels singing a grand Amen.
Mary, my Mary, just to see your face once more,
Darling, I love you so, my Mary dear,

I returned to our dear village after three long years had passed,

Just to'claim the dearest, sweetest girl to be my own at last,

But I'Lhr: grief awaiting me seemed more than my poor heart conld
ary

For when I had reached her home I found them moumning there,

She had waited long for me, waiting still she seemed to be,

As 1 know she'd wait for me thra all etemity.

Far the complete shaet music of this song send 25 cante 4
WILL ROSSBITER, CHICACO, ILLINOIS.

MY HINDOO QUEEN

Words by James O'Dea. Music by Edw. Hutchison
Copyright MCMII by Sol Bloom. Int. copyright secured.

Where the temple bells are ringing, in old India far away,

Where the birds are sweetly singing in the palm trees allrt'h-e day,

In a blue and white da lives the lady 1 adore,

She’s a gem serene and a native queen with a thousand slaves or
IOTET.

CHOR S,

@e is my bright-eyed Hindoo Queen,
Star of t{mt eastern land serene;

Sweeter than any European and just eighteen;
Soon I will eross the briny sea,

Soon an the palm trees’ shade 1'11 bhe,

Just to roam again with thee, my Hindoo Queen,

W"’i. the gouthern stars would plisten In that loveinspiring
T

To her tales of love 1'd listen 'neath the Indian morn ashine,
Native princes come to woo her with their presents rich and rare,
But true to me she will always be, for her heart is in my care,

Fortha complote shest mucio of this song sond 25 cents ba
WILL ROSSBITER; CHICAGO, ILLINGIS:
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| MUST HAVE BEEN A-DREAMING

Words and music by Cole & Johnson
Copyright MCM by Morse Music Co.

Last night 1 took dinner with the king of Spain;
51,81 Senor; 24 B1-Senor, si; i Sénor.

I was right up with him on o social plane;

Si, &1 Senor, 81, 8i-Sinor, 81, 51 Senor.

And he presented me to the nobility,

The King of Ttaly, the Duke of Kankakee;

But when the king crowned me his favorite prandes,
I heard somebody say: “Wake up, wake up.”

CHFR T,
I must have been a-dreaming while all this was a-seoming, [ing
Kase I woke up with a-screaming, and my eyes they was a-gleam-
My forehead was asteaming, perspiration was a-streaming,
I must have been a-dreaming, dreaming all the time.

Last night to the preat Waldorf hotel T went,

Ei, sl Senor, si, si- Senor, 81, 81 Senor.

There they all mistook me for a Spanish gent,

81, 51 Senor, si, 81 Senor,. 8, 51 Senor.

The nice things thereto et I heard could not be beat,
Bo 1 took o seat to give myself o treat.

I called for chicken meat; they threw me in the street,
When someone said: “Why, that's a coon,” I "wolke.

Last night I was rated as a millionaire,

Sl sl Senor, 51, 51 Senor, &l 51 Senor,

Money wos as common to me as the air,

Si, 51 SenoT, &b, 8i Senor, 51, 81 Senor.

1 bought the Poris fair and moved it over here,
Because 1 didn’t care to travel ovier there,

To save the wear and tear I thought I'd have it near,
Just then my landlord said: “Get up, get up.”

For the complate sheet music of thisasong send 28 cents to
WILL ROSSITER, 58 FIFTH AVE., CHICAQOD, ILL.

WON'T YOU GOME HOME
BILL BAILEY?

Parody by Chris Lane

I had a girl named May, one day she went away

With a circus troupe, left me in the soup,

"I'was acaseof loop the loop.

This little beauty chewed tutti-frutti,

No more she'd split the wood, she split with me for geod.
Dn the road with a show she said she'd go

And dothe split,.  Ohl Ohi

There's no mistaking, she was awful taking.

CHORUSE,
She went with Barnum and Balley, she wore pink tights.
The boys said she was a peacherino,
She did her bareback acting in a lowneck dress.
They billed her as Madame Porle.and-Beaneo.
She loved the living skeleton; married him one day;
She went upstairs and then he called her down,
Wow she's in the side-show and posing as Sapho,
When Barmnum and Bailey come to town.

One night in a rube town she threw the skelzton down,
He Imf her pinched; she had him cinched
And they both were nearly lynched
For peace disturbing ont on the curbing. 3
They locked her up in jail; no one to go her bail.
She &mrpad me a line ﬂﬁ{:ng Baby Mine
L

Would 1 please pay her
And not grgﬁt her, she said in her letter.
CHORIE,

Oh, Bill, come bail me out. Oh, Bill, come bail me cut.
Remember that I'm my mother's danghter.

We'll live on bread and water, you got the bread,
She said: “1'll supply all the water.”

Now that they've got me in this Irish clubhouse
1 know that they'll put me up the spout. ]

But when no one's about 1'll get the measles and brauk out,

. Oh, Billy, won't you bail me out.

— LA L]
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TIM TOOLAN

Waords and Music by J. W, Kelly
Copyright 1593-4 by Will Kossiter, Chicago, Til.

15T VERSE.
When thé police force paraded for their semi-annual drll,
Tim Toolan was the straightest man in ling,
And the Germana were compelled to say, though much against
their will,
That Toclan was a hundred carats fine.
His form compact, his step exact,
"Twas plain to see he had no equal there,
Hi= noble stride, which others tried,
Wonuld stamp him a8 a model anywhere;
At the judge's command he was brought to the stand;
The serpeant for him led the way;
And the first prize wos won when the judge said: *“Well done;
Mistér Toolan's a hero to.day.”

CHORUS.
Then we cheered long and loud for Tim Toolan,
*Twas a tiger and three times three,
Ev'ry cheer from the crowd was for Toolan,
The stodt man that came frem Tipperary.

20 WERSE,
When Tim Toolan tired of the force he started a cafe,
His op'ning was a “recherche™ affair,
But he walted till the men down at the gas-works got their pay,
And subpenasd ev'iryone to bring them there.
They drank all night until daylight,
And then they started in to dance and sing;
Their songs were long, their voices strong,
"Twas easy work to make welkin ring.
wWell, then,” Toolan said, “boys, in the midst of our joys,
There is one thing I cannot pass by,
That's a welcome,” says he, “to come irf and see me,
If you haven't a cént when you're dry”
30 VEREE,
The liqguor bosiness suited him and in & year or two
He had money he could either sell or lend;
And no candidate for office could successfully pull throngh
Unless ke had Tim Toolan for a friend.
At last he ran for alderman,
The best man in the ward he Ead] to “bate™;
Eoth man and child went fairly wild,
And worked like béavers for their candidate,
When the votes were all cast and election had passed,
Not a vote in the ward went astray;
The majority was more than ‘twas ever before,
And oorhero had carried the day,

For tho complate sheet music of this song sond 28 canta td
WILL ROSSBITER,; 66 6TH AVE.; CHICACD, ILL.

ONE WORD FROM YOU

Words and missic by C. M. Willlams Copyright MCMI by Will Rossiter

We mest again, dear neart, we meet again,

But not as we were wont in days gone by,
I gare into your eyes and breathe your name,

ut all in vain, your lips make o reply;

I can't believe that you are false lo me,

That you have cast aside a love 50 true,
Oh, tell me "tis not 50, that I but dream,

One word is all I ask of you.

CHORUS,

One word from you would end my heart’s repining,
One word from you would all my fears dispel,

One word from you would drive away the shadows,
And cheer my heart far more than tongue can tell;

One word from you would be as balm from heaven
Sent from above to heal my heart anew,

One word from you wounld make my life worth living—
One word is all I ask of you.

One ago to-night we said “Good-Bye,”
wﬁﬁﬂgmm vows that we would constant be,

Your image in my heart since that sad day
Has been my guiding star on land and sea;

"Tis often said that “A love,”
Bat I return with heart still fond and true,

Oh, tell me that your love is still the same,
One word is Hﬂk of you.

For the complete shest music of this song send 25 cents to
WiLL ROBSITER, 60 8TH AVE., CHICAGOD, ILL.
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EV'RY MORN | BRING
HER GHICKEN

Words by Harry J. Breen Music by T. Mayo G
Copyright 1903 by The American Advance Mnaic:::ﬁ. e

A coon who was a waiter in a swell hotel uptown,
Got a job one night at a banqguet for to pass the things aronnd,
Some high-class artists were engaged to help the thing along,
And this coon paid strict attention when he heard a certain song.
sSome fellow sung of violets he brought his girl each night,

his coon kept on a-humming it till Ee: thomght he had it right.
He said: “The music's pretiy, but the words will never do,”
So he wrote these lines to #'himeelf, and he sang when he got

through:

Crorus,
Ev'ry mom I bring her chicken that at daybreak I have stole,
Then at J.;::: I bring her parsley, and at night they're cooked and
0
Un the table we have violets just to make things sweet.

0, O, those flowers | they are so fragrant; but the chicken’s there
Lo eat.

This coon said: “ That's the kind of words just suited to this
sang,

For when you go to gee your gal, bring somethin good along,

There's no use to look for vinlets before the break of day,

Especially if there's chicken in a hen-coop on the way.

1f {":]I'_Iu must gather dowers, why gather some green peas,

Or bring some sweet potatoss—it will make her feol at case,

You needn't roam at daylight for your violets pure and sweet,

If you've got a dime, just buy them from a peddler on the street.

H ﬂT f G E I Wil Rossiter wishes tocall yvour sttention vo the
- raars fact that this great song,

EV'RY MORN | BRINC HER CHICKEN

Is the latest success, and s one of the most ;ﬂ;ulnf nnd greatest sell.
ers in Americn today, . We hive mnde n'specin arrangement with the
rumuhur.n‘r this mrlu_f; to farnish you complete. coples at 25 cents cach
f you fill in and send Lhis conpon.

COUPON
THIS COUPON and 25 cents (In stamps) if sent
toWILL ROSSITER, 58 FIFTH AVENUE, Chicago,
lllinois, is good for one complete original copy of i

‘Ev'ry Morn I Bring Her Chicken."" -

Your Name
Town
FRIENDSHIP, LOVE AND TRUTH

By Hi.nff L. Hamilton
Copyright MCMIII by Harry L. Hamilton

I was in an humble cottage, not so very long ago,
Where an old gaf.hﬂimd Man Was passing away;
And thchfrtanda at gathered near him, their kind sympathy to
show,
All knew that the end was to come that day.
An old ﬁﬂn.iblnm bung o'er his bed, while three links were plainly
B wn
And Ihanr:i::ed. ;ﬂm tne letters F L T.
To me they were fascinating, but their meanings were unknown
Till a stranger very kindly said to me : '

Crorus.
The letter F stands for a
That has been tried and foand truég
The L is for Love everlasting;
It's strength has been proven, too;
The letter T stands for Truth always,
. A trath that is always hﬁ%:l;
Now Friendship, Love and Trath rule the world,
When or where'er right is might.

"T'was just as the sun was setting, in a country far Rway,
That a bloody battle raged 5o E&I‘t{! and strong;
And two brave young captains, meeting in the thickest of the

fray,
Fought with hatred, for epch t the other wrong.

| “Here's my hand; 1 can’t kill you, sir,” one then excitedly said,

“For you wear an emblem that is dear to me.”
And th:LL n‘i!g::tth-ulr comrades wondered, when they carried in
Why each captain wore the emblem “F L T.*

For the complete sheet music of this song sand 28 cents to
Harry L. Hamilton, Rook laland, INinois.

TURN OUT THE GAS

Words and music by Emest B, Lydick
Copyright 1903 by E. B, Lydick All rights reserved

When I was just a little boy my heart was full of love,

I went tosee a maiden sweet, a perfect little dove;

And when beside the girl T sat my knees they shook with fear,
I felt still more embarrassed when she whispered in my ear:

CHorus,
Tarn out the gas, no nesd of it barning,
Turn out the gas, for caresses you're yeamning,
Turn out the'gas, it's the right way to spark,
For the flower of love blooms the best in the dark,

I tried to talk but conldn't think of anything to say,

And then she placed her hand in mine in such a tender way,
My brain began to whirl around like wheels were in my head,
Her brother peeped in at the door, and this i3 what he said :

My heart had leaped into my throat, and beat with wildest
bonnds, r

I couldn't touch that little jet for half a thonsand pounds.

And when she saw I headed not advice of little olf,

She 'rose with just the sweetest blush and turned it out herself.

23 For the complote ahest music of this song send 25 conts 1o
Lydick, Turnor & Go., Plttablrg, Pa.

SOMEWHERE IN THIS WORLD
TO-NICHT

Words by Jeff. T. Branen Music by Andrﬂi?hﬂ,}‘mm:d
Copyright MCMIII by R. P, Guptill English copyright secured

Down the tide of time my bark is slowly drifting
To the harbor of content not far below,

Where two lovers, side by side, will ]E{: drifting with the tide,
For another bark is waiting there, I know.

All the shadows of a blighted past are shifting,
And the heavens orice again are all aglow;

Vet the luster of the skies can't ontshine two loving eyes
That are haunting me where'er [ go. *

CronuUs,
Somewhere in this world she's waiting,
Somewhere waiting still for me.
Her sweet face, forever smiling,
Nightly in my dreams I sae;
Fate alone in time will lead me
Down life’s winding path aright,
To the one who still awaits me
Somewhere in this world to-night,

Many faces T have seen with smiles alluring;
Many maidens I have kpown both kind and true;

I have looked with steadfast gaze into eyes that fairly blazed
With the light of love imbedded in their biue.

But the faces I have known are not enduring;
For in fancy I cai: See but one, it seems;

And no malden I conud meet ever won a heart complete
Like the face that haunts me in my dreams,

-For the complote shaot musioc of this song send 25 cants to
WILL ROBBITER,; CHICACD, ILLINOIS,
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