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PREFACE,.

I presenting this little work to the public, the
compiler is bat filling up a blank that has long
existed for a California Song Book; and in 8o
doing we have but few promises to make—but
will say that it is our intention te enlarge and
gregtly improve the California Songster. And
in the meantime, if any of the many sojourners
in the mouniains, while breathing the pure air,
and contemplating nature from the lofty Siera
Nevada, kindle the spark of enthusiasm in praise
of his eountry, please send them along, and we
will render unto Ceesar those things that are Ce-
sarg—or in other words, give every man the
eredit of his own work.

And now, trusting to a generous public, the
Compiler leaves it in the hands of those better
able than himself to judge.

San Fraxcreco, Arnui, 25Tn, 1855,
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Heigho ! Yieigho !
Half his life’s already told,
He:ﬁ’o-.' sigho |
When lie’s dead and buried too,
at shall we poor maidens do }
I'm sure I cannot téll—ean you ?
Heigho! heigho!

¥ RORY 0'MORE.
L oung Rory O'More courted Kath
He was bold as 2 hawk, she soft alea?e?l:“’

He wish'd in his heart o,
pretty Kathleen to'pl
And ha&ught the best way to do that Ewu to

e,
Now Rory, be aisy, sweet Kathleen wox
1 r ;] 1(1 *
g‘e%roof on her lip, but a smile in he?o:ye;;ry
it y:ut l.:-wks don’t know in troth what T'm
L.
Faith yon* 'd till Py i
e ysqlgav:uhza;i till I've put on my cloak in.
Uh, Jewel, says Ty, that same is th o
You ve threatened my heart for this m:.:;n: 'day
FAnd its glad that I am, and why not to ba sure,
or ’tis all for good luck, says bold Rory O’More,

Indeod,l}’kh:n, says Kathleen, don’t think of the

For I gave a premise to so i

! oth

';he ground that I walk on, he 'lal:::g {gﬂmb? botnd,
aith, ng:: gﬂry, I'd rather love you than the

Now, Rory, 1 °ry out, if you don't Jet me gy,

T E

————
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Sure Pm ‘dreaming each night that P'm hating

“you o, S .

Oh, says Rory, that same I’'m delighted to hear,

For dreams always-go by contraries, my dear;

Oh, jewel, keemeaminsithat same till you die,

And bright morning will give dirty night the
black lie,

And ‘iis pleased that I am, and why not to be

#ure i
Since tis all for good luck #aid Rory O'More,
Arrah, Kathleen, my darling, you've teazed me

enough,

And D've thrashed for your sake Dinny Grimes
and Jim Duff,

I’ve made myself, drinking your health, quits a

baste,

So, I think after that I may talk to the priest.

Then Rdr{. the rogue, stole his arm around her
neck,

So soft and so white without freckle dr speck,

And he looked in her eyes that were beaming
with light,

And kissed her sweet lips—don't you think he
was right ?

Now Rory, leave off, pir, you'll hug"ln‘a no more,

That’s eight times to-day that yon've kissed me
before,

Then here goes another, says he, to make sure,

For ehéri;a lick in odd pumbérs, says Rory

"More.

Young Kate left her daddy and mam in the lurch,

And oﬁ'hwitll: Young Rory she trudged to the
ehure

When tied and made one he eried out with such

L
K oss, Wi we Hifvs e bosatihl boy.
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MINER'S UP§ AND DOWNS,

A pilgrim from way down east
tog;!m;n Nevadg’a strand ;
A tear was in his hither eye,
A pickaxe in his hand.

The pilgrim stood, and looking down,
As one who is in doubt,

He sighed to see how fast
His boots were wearing out.

Thrice have T left this cursed spot,
But mine it was to learn

The fatal truth, that dust we are,
Fo dust we shall return.

Onee more returned, at close of day,
To a cheerless, dismal home,

He vows if be was back in Maiue,
He pever more would roam.

Now hunger makes his bowels yearm,
For yams, or Irish roots ;

But these he looks in vain to find,
Then tries to fry his boots.

The night is passed in 'ha;‘:py dreams
Of youth and childhood’s Joys;

Of times when he got flogged at schosl
For pinching smaller boys.

But morn dispels these fairy scenes.
And want arouses pluck;

He shoulders pick and pan once more,

Again to try his luck. -

2 :m_——-_-_zherf'_wﬁl .l
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He digs in dark, secluded depths,
The spots where slugs abound ;
And oh, what rapture fills his breast—
His pile ot lart is “ov nd.

His wardrobe ehanged—behold him now
In affluence and pride,

Surrounded by the forms he loves,
With joy on every side.

Pressed closely to his heart, he holds
His wife and children dear;

The latter shouting gaily,
While the former drops a tear.

Why are washerwomen the greatest naviga-
tors? ~ Because they are continually crossing the
line, and running from pole to pole.

How many eggs can you buy for a shilling
Eight or ten. .

Why, I bought a million for a dime.

Where? How? In the market?

Yes—1I bought 2 shad, and it was full of "em.

Why were the Jews of old like bad debts } Be-
cause they killed the prophets, (profils.)

‘Why is 2 man in prison like a leaky boat? De-

- esuse he wants bailing out.

What is smaller than a muequeto's mouth?
Why, that what he puts into it.




HONEYMOON DIFFICULTIES.

Two months have fled since we were wed—
My dark-eyed wife and 1,— |
On l{a{. 51::] night she shone so bright,
~_ Nor did she even sigh. I
Tl!aljny so sweet I thought complete ;
I did not dream of pain,
Until my dear let drop a tear,
Which fell like wintry rain.

She had been told that I had gold,
And wealth of large amount ; I
But 'twas untrue—what should she do3—
‘The foolish, false account !
‘Her flowing tears alarmed my fears—
Bach moment she grew worse ;
I tried in vain her grief to soothe
About that sordid purse.

She felt so sad that such a lad
Should all her charms possess,
And wished to heaven the ties were riven,
That did me sweetly bless :
But ’twas too late to undp fate,
So she must surely toil !
"T'o earn vhe bread on which she fed,
By burning midnight oil.

Said I, “My dear, shed not a tear
Abont such false alarms ;

I love you more than all the ore,—
So come into my arms.

CALIFORNIA BONGSTER. 36

My love, you must not rage and rip
u{lhout &u sordid ore;
T kissed her little pouting lip,

And since she’s cried no more.

THE DARE-EY'D SAILOR.

*Tis of a,comely young lady fair

Was walking ozt for to take the air,

She met a sailor upon the way, !

So I paid attention to hear what they did say.

Fair maid, said he, why roam alone,

For the night is coming, and the day’s far gone!

She said, while tears from her eyes did fall,

It's my dark-ey’d sailor that’s proving my down-
fall

.

These two long years since he left this land,

A gold ring he took from off my hand,

He broke the token, here is half with me.

And the other is rolling at the bottom of the sea.

Cried William, drive him from your mind—

As goad a sailor as him you will find ;

Love turns aside, and eold does grow,

Like a winter's morning when the hills are elad
with snow.

"These words did Pha:be’s fond heart inflame
She eried, on me you shall play no game;

She drew a dsgqar and then did e1y, !
For my dark-ey’d sailor a maid I'll live and die.

_.__'*_d'
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His coal black eyes and his curly hair.
Andﬂmemg tonguoe did my hsayrt en;nam;
Genteel he was, 0o rake Jike you,

‘To advise a maiden to slight the Jacket Blue.

But a tarry sailor I will never disdain, _
But always 1 will treat the same,
T'o drink his health here's a piece of coin,
But my dark-ey'd sailor still elaims this hoart of
mine. |

When William did the ring unfold,

She seemed distracted midst joy and woe ;
You're welcome, William, I have lands and gold,
For my dark-ey'd sailor, so manly, true and bold,

In a cottage down by the river sido,

In unity and love they now reside,

So girls he true while your lover's away,

For a cloudy morning oft brings a pleasant day,

——

. Why is a gentleman engaged to a you lady,
like a ‘man going to France T B vl o
ing to Havre (ﬁgwe her.) e v

Why is Ireland likely to become the richest
country in the world? " Because its capital isal-
ways Dublin, (doubling.)

Why is a vain young lady, like a confimed
drunkard? Because neither!::’f them i:uw
with a moderate use of the glass

SAN FRANCISCO BOATMEN.

A Boatman 1s 2 merry blade,
He's ready atyour call, sir;

But when he finds he’s poorly paid,
You can’t budge him at all, sir ;

He's brave, gallant, and full of fun,
And libezal to & fault, sir,

And when a spree he’s onca begun,
He don’t know where to halt, sir,

A pretty girl a Boatman loves,
And if she sinf's or dances,
"The fascinating [ittle doves
Just suit the Doatmen’s fancies

They sometimes send the girls bouguets,

But never tell the givers,
And for a shawl he sometimes pays
To send to Clara Rivers. .

Thus many a wealthy merchant here
‘Were Boatmen once, I know it,—
And [ have owned a boat myself,
And wan't ashamed to row it;
The warmest heart I ever knew
That heart a Boatman boasted,
And oft around the flowing bowl
1 hear that Boatman toasted,

The Boatmen whe have come to-night

With kind, familiar faces,

Round friendship’s altar shed that light

‘Which death alone erases ;
So when around the social bowl
We come at beauty’s call, sirs,

syt
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‘With goblets full we)l toasi those lads—
‘The boatmen of Whitehall, sirs,

THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME.
I'm lonesome since 1 eross'd the hills,
Auad g’er the moor that's sedgy :
With hea thoughts my mind is filled,
Since I have parted Madgy.

Whene'er 1 turn to view the place,
‘The tears doth fall and blind me,
When I think on the charming grace

Of the girl I left behind me-

The hours I remember well,
hen next to sec doth move mae,
The burning flames my heart doth feel,
Siunce first she own'd she loved me,

In search of somo one fair and gay,
Sevaral doth remind me ;

I know my darling loves me well,
Though T lef} }ier behind me,

The lavish bees shall
_And the dove become a ranger ;
© fallen water cease o roar,
fore I'll ever change her,

make no hone .

5 Each mutya) Promise faithfolly m
By har whof teurs durh tliﬁd :;g,e'

the hours T pass awa
‘the girl I loft behind ma’

d her image full retains

th aﬁr ulwaken'd :
: my jewel again,

y beart is breaking,

er I chance to go that way,
he has not resign’d me

? my mind and stay,
gl'ﬂyl left behind ma,

theatres we have great plenty
the Metropolitan and one cm'tlw hill,
one dov_m on Sansom street,

ged by your presence,
ed by your hand,

d your kindness cherished

and fivorite band.

gest gun of Musie

& you all admire,—
PH. and Backus,

ght they are certain fire.

3
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The Old Hall for excitement,
11as forever something new—
There’s fun for the funny man,
And pleasure for the blue,
Now, all kind folks that are 1n doubt,
You have o cure for Nature's ills;
From all things down unto the i
Go one and all and get your El]-“

BUCKWHEAT CAKES
A PARODY BY TOM BAR.

They’re ali my fancy painted them,
- They’re lovely, :h); re divine !
But they're destined h’n another’s mouth,
€y never can be mine !
I love them as man never loved,
et dare not touch or take ;
Ohi‘my hoart, my heart ig breaking,
or the love of Buckwheat Cake!

The dark brown cake is laid upon

4 Plate of spotjess white ;

And the eye of him who tastes i
ow flashes with delight,

The cake was b, ttered
Of it T can't pm:a i T

b, my heart, my heart ; breaki
Forthe love ogﬂuokv:lam:t Clh.l

ity take,
his gl:grt was broken,
¢ of Buckwheat Cake!

OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.

: night,

I%:i':g]‘hain has bound mz2,
'ry brings the light
Z{p around me :

the tears of boyhood's years,
e spokeny
yes that o:]::;:,(:l?w dri,t{:lmed and gone,
cheerful hearts now broken!

ight,
ﬂ’atﬁ%ﬂ has bound me,

remember all
frends s linked together,
aves o wintzy weather,

ke :m.wm w slogs, >




CALI W BONGEYEN
'ﬁumn Mn']unl ball "ml”,
Whiiee lighin nry heil, wivgg ariands degg,
Ane ali g le G o R !

wfiily nigrh,

Thus 1l

ahi LU

. sw to her billoinry_‘b'raagl,
1 }.]‘ﬁpd'thnt secketh its mother's nest ;
. P Chaia Iy logad me, - And a mother she was, and is to me ;
Sad 'y Irings he light ot :
8] Viher duys atound g : 4

on the open sea !

e
- TR 5z 4. He oft bath seid that T was fair
e seal yhe *a! the o - ' ) i Mﬁl “utm y
he bige, the fr, I. h, l-:-- .‘- \ .’.‘;T;,. t He enilg'd for me in summer time
A Ithogyg A mark, Withant 4 bo wd 2 e sweetest flower ﬂiSP blUWSi ;
¢ Hnheth gy Earth's “-“."-‘ t: "..uu.! suend ; L lned‘wilh cate the msin m
Epliyg o ith (ke eloads o : ul‘:q"‘ the shics, mmdif[;rpm“ﬂa -
r like & eradipg ere tn::" } . But ihqﬂgh hB_kH it at mym
o He never said he loved.
'“l llll_”l\" 0! Poi on the sng ! He seemed to feel when at m’ﬁ.‘
:""’: :': ln-!‘t' Wealf ver be : Th& rapture qfdaligl‘l . 1]
4 ,n' blue abaye, and the blye befow, \ His eyes were [it W‘lﬂl‘g’ym
fa SUenop W h"-'"hul-'. v 1 ooy ‘vhe“ mjne wase ‘l . and h tg
h :tilﬂ'n Hhurufd COMO iy awgke the dcop He wmhsdmeinﬂlﬂ feat.i\ra h
B magtay 4 [ ahat) o ie and aleep. - _He trembled if [ moved,
But softly thongh his whisper fell,
I lo:}:-. oh! how I love " ride - He vever said he loved,
0 the fieres foarn o , T it
hingler?, ™ warn gra0o8 e L - He left his home for sunny climes,
Int]oy 16kt PaT. ~ Full many-
nd 1), u;.;l,::,;: lh: DSt tong,

A World beiow,
5 the Say “Weat blasts de blow.

LY e o
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Wfome banques ha))
08e lights 3¢ fled, whose T
And al] by he deprtpd 1 P

Thus in 1}, still
re slumpe;’. cliin hpg buving

ad Mmem’ty bringg (s, -

Of other days aroyng

earth's

1€ a eragjeq Sreg

PE3E tune,
world beiow,
S lasts do bi
” - ——-, =

¥ might,

ud

shall ride and aleep,

dl.*surh:ul.

lighig
e !

Wide regions rourd ;
e

¥ 1t mocks the <lies,
ture Jjes

nd :he'blue below,
r 0 H
awake the deepy

never was on the dull tame :
%ti‘t,l— 10:’? the great sea more and more,
And backwards flew to her h:llcwy‘hrmt,.
Like a bird that sceketh its mother's nost ;
And a mother she was, and is to me ;
For I was born on the open sea!

HE NEVER SAID HE LOVED.

He oft hath said that T was fair

_As lily or as )\

Ie cinligd for me in summer time

Sweetest flower that blows ; ;
He wined with care the virgin wrealh,
 And smiled if T ¥
But though he Taid 1t at my feet,
€ never said he loved,

He seemed to fee] when at my feet
The rapture of delight,
s eyes were lit with Joyon, ness,
Wiien mine were glad and bright,
He watched me in the festive hall,
He trembled if [ moved,
But sofily thongh his whisper fell,
He vever said he loved.

- He left is hmfoi s;mny :.hmeu,
Q! ad pas X
m&m"&nnzd my sn&ﬂlml.
faded all at lasg,
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. Had crowned hi
i A star was shinin b ey rumud;
y And then he u& t;:t lll‘l:r:d.

JOEN CHINAMAN,

John Chinaman, J i
But five short ::r': Progges

Bat wish o't though ;

For then 1 though_t you honest, Joha,

‘ot dreumj make
citizen as u';gﬁ??‘ uﬁd
s ]

any in the State,

I thou
ght you'd i
e el open wide your ports,
To bacter l":::-rtb o 3

ee coat,

nd a eollar b
h L}
Around yourgdun’:; fh:;i‘t?’ A%

I imagi
Zined that ru
Y, the truth, ohn,
4 speak When underJo:

He came,—the weslth of other lands

ago,
welcomed Icln'uadrom Canton, Johp—

s and puppies, John,

ﬁmm Jast “’.'I' h

h slimy pot-pies, John

| you di{inl:‘ srl:ill. :

v’e been deceived in you
ronr lh;zlﬂg clan, Ae

d is all you're after, John,
2as you can.

fHE FALEE ONE.

¢ him not, T sought him not—
as my father's guest :

im not one smile more kind
those 1 gave the rest!
‘beside me at the board,
‘choice was not my own,
never heard a voilce,

half so sweet a tone.

know I of the world,

Their wares eir crapes and teas,
i of wood and tin, s of Han's, careir :dl A
tought yoy’ ght each smile was kindly mean
And dony:“}?‘::" your queue off, Jonn ch word of prali‘ae srinuirl:;o fooa
olce e ol en

and believed,
tle dream'd how oft before,
‘sweet voice had deceived.

E anather now, -
a the same sweet tono
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He breathes to her thess winning words,

1 once thought all my own:
Oh, why is she so beautiful,

I cannot blame his chajoe—
Nor can 1 doubt she will be won

By that beguiling e,

BAN FRANCIBCO.
BY J. BWETT,

Gi? full of people,

n a business flurry ;

Evarybody'n motto,
Hurry ! hurry ¢ hurry!

E“H nook and corner
Filled to overflowing;

Like a locomotive,

Everybody going !

Everybody active,
Fogyism dead—
L are “ Young Americas,”
Bound to “ go shead "
%lmd';i 0 o e
LCloudy day or sunn
Citizens a]] tf;ivin v

Bargains 1o m money.
Englishmen and French,

- érman, Dutch and Danish,
'lhﬂhring Chinese,

L e
eﬂ(huno: : Just now ;
o mo. s
E"F:.{t as he cgv:le dash on,
Never minding clothes,

Etiquette or fashion.

ree  Celestial angels”

e band i haad,
ity they have fallen

: of Erin,

Takes a running fight,
%shrot_hgr ddy.

Gentlemanly gambler,

Wealthy city broker,

Taking brandy smashes
a game of rokﬂ' i

Gambler very cool,

_ Broker very dry, .

Stocks are se}"og?“’;

Broker getting /igh!
Steamers leave to-day

~ For Atlantic States,

.. Y oning tekoe s
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Miners in red shirts
B Shooting home like
ags of yellow * duast

ining rapged .

- ing ragged pocketa. 3 " £ LOVE TO ROAM.

; ui?:- the W, : oam o'er the dark sea foam,

= .up in 4 tninute, \ rill winds whistle free,

l'go{r i::;i ael}l(c“‘fﬁem d in & mountain land,

: within it ; the woods for me.
L“]‘g"v:qb::dmoti e, Heams oer the mountain streams,

Y going, forth we
: stag on ﬂ;es:'n’nuutain crag,

City ins hurry,

illed to overflowing. the bounding roe.

Yo ho. vo ho, &¢

e mark in the forest dark
> wolf we track,

——
od cheer is the wild boar here,
Mr. Ce ould the hunter Jack?
: Cesar, 1 took Sam to de rendevou’ 8¢ ai::h:::_:l:n bl:‘u;l?;:g game,

glade, in the forest shade,

oder d i
r ay: to have him ’listed, but dey woulds®
forth we go-
- # Yo ho, yo ho, &o.

Bt take him

~ecause dey said dat his
| | &n;;ldg: uiodb his foot, dat wlm!egew“t aotwmml"?“
| n’t tell which way he ﬁs gdw. s :
Mr. Crow, |
a » you're a ro
Wwhat kind of [ines bring ﬁ:i::::t' mmw "

Why,
shoul thjth]a- Steamboat and railroad MI

—

why js that whiskey-jug of yount
a favorite vegetable ?
is 'pa's uips, (parsnips.)

—

Why is th 4
cause they aﬁe’:’?:n-haune like the moon? B
A surrounded with stais. “an idteresting book with & leaf torn
4 Vhy is a fidd] ; arrelsome man ?
Bocaum it aint np oy & hndsoms young bit! : E‘;’, hoild both be bound to keep the

S Rk
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RUSHING PANIC IN SAN FRANRCI800,

We are all rushing through the world,
And some are rushi fast,
or some hy choice rm off the dock
That it may be their last.
'he most are rushing to get rich,
But find their sad mistake,
For if they get a cool thousand or two,
The bank is sure to break,

The lawyers they are quick to rush,
you can pay the foe,

But if you have no money got,
A yriaou You are stire to see,

The Justice he is sure to rash,
To cateh a thief so slily,

But then they want the stealings in,
With honest Haray Meigs in Chili,

The doctors at the rich will rush,
L Tg blister, bleed and cup,
; But if you have not got the cash,
It’s hard to make them up,
There’re sharpersthat rush iEr loaves and fishes;
or them you must Jook out,
or if you rosh them up to drink,
ey'll steal the rest no doubt.

There are man liticians rushin
ThBut find thaigsﬁ mistake, o o
6y now are rushing hack fi
It’s doubtful who tgﬁakz =

Lixere are many 100 who fain would rush
never rushed hefore,

6l
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Wk is rushing time,
Wmmr:::a? will soon be o'er.

- elles are rushing at the beaux,
N n;n?ljl:ge them by their c?‘at_,.r ik,

~ But when they come to see thei

~ It’s but a billy-goat. el
" The beaux are rushing at thel!

~ Sometimes with little tust 9,“
. But they in turn oft get deceiv'd,

And find the most is bustle.

-

Baukrupts are rushing at the act,

1 %o pautheir honest debts, L
By 'aigm‘{g blanks aud making o

That they have no assets. thoih:

And now this song is rushing

T'lL just rush off the stage, -

& ’lemh to hear it more I know,
ox’ rushing is all the rage.

——

; Tseed |
ming tother day;
o Iaﬁu:haotst'ge biggest l:me1 out of the |
mﬂ e;qoon;, how many was there left
'Why. three, of course. AR A
No, Pompey—there was only .
o m;l’lersmb‘. i t all run away.
"Case, hot him the rest a
‘Well, can you L:EI me which side of the coon had
~ the hair on? 2
i "wmtthe outside, to be sure !
Yes, I spec so.

n E

hen is & baby like a cannibal 7 When it eata
pap.”
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THE BILVER MO0

N.

As Ih strayed from my cot at ¢

eat?nm the heg_inning of Jun

a jessamine shade T espied a fajr maid,

oll o silver m " .
x moon, guide th '

But mover penBiaple's song is 1 tape

re wit p
By thy sweet silver hg]hth; Lﬁié;';'oir g

Roll on, &,

rose in full bloom s

By the sweet nil:':: ;ﬁ: i?ntg‘: zl::gtnb i
n.

Roll on, &e.

g
ut his grave 17 seek out until m,

And wee fe ornin
D e e a8 PP

1
ﬂowem th“ btl.ll'f ‘n‘? Wﬂlh with my tears,

weep oar th
Y thy sweet silyer Ii'ggt? ?ov:n;]::::r "

Roll on, &o,

——

Whoen 2
18 & sailor not S 8allor? Whon he's s board,

he ¢l
= 088 of the day

MINER'S LAMENT.
Arp—* Inise Dracoon.™

¥
picked and dog, ]
"And every honest scheme I've tried on, .
Il hunger made me eat at last

The mule I used to ride on.
With a whack.

11

But still I at work,
*Till the rain it torrents poured,

The Grizzly’s came and stole my grub,
And I was fairly floor’d,

*Till faint and sic{ I dropped my piek,
And off for Sacramenw started ;

1 found thie houses there ’tis true,

“ But the streets bad ali departed.

With a whae}

.
~ Then I got un due. t,
~_And to San Francieco came,
Where 1 found the rain and mud had wmade
~ The streets about the same.
man I found,

'hﬁ.mmmg "’"“i‘e’.i and grappling gess :

N
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THE SILVER moox,

1 As I st
t|: rayed from my cot at the close of the day

N:::?lu; the beginning of Tuge
And sy sadty e hade T oepied a fair ma
et n{ complained to the m, 11:“?“"
Wion ghee - 0D, guide the travelors v
'g e, navlgr mﬁt;ong is in tunas :P'ay,
Y thy sweet silyer light, ﬁ}:’ml;v:;:m g
: on,
Roll on, &e,

Hels fallen
asleep and ! "

Y the sweet silyer ﬁ;orlu iﬁ;: ll:c‘:f)f'o o
n.

Roll on, &,

But his
grave I'll sael out ynis ;
Weep for m lorer“ s:“g’g?:'m“g appears,
]

'l embrag
€ the eold
But ﬂqwer_g that b;ur“m"‘ rh
wl;::er again shal)
e :‘{l:a]" Iwin T hope to e g 3
By R Weep o'sr the grave 0(;:1_,
_ Woet silver light, bonn;rztt ot
.

Rou on, &0.

Vet
isa mt!lllﬂorf Whmhet"m

MINER'S LAMENT.
Az—* Trise Dracoon.™

«t come down from the mnes,
ore for months 1 dug and toiled,
ching for that yellow dust,

all my clothes were spoiled
picked and dug,and packed and Iugged,
And every honest scheme I've tried on,

Tl hunger made me eat at last
The mule I uzed to ride on.
With a whack.

1.

But still [ kept at work,
*Till the rain it torrents poured, g
The Grizzly's came and stole my grub,
And 1 was !';itlz floor'd,
»Till faint and sick I dropped my pick,
And off for Sacramentv started ;
1 found the houses there ’tis true,

But the streets bad all departed.
With a whac}

-

Then 1 gov us du-. t,
And to San Francisco came,

Where 1 found the rain and mud had wsde
The strasts about the same.

1n wand'ring round, & man I found,
‘With sounding lead and grappling geex

X " 7

y



# CALIFORNIA SONGSTER

Aﬁd I:mhad these w‘qrﬂ 1 read:
st appearance of Divier.”
2 With a whaek,

iv

Being hungry I applied
At our ? Fathers’ Hall,
And was told they'd nouni?f there to give;
ir wants required it all ; ° :
I then went in and took some gin,
But soon 1 felt a gentle tapping,
Which made me feel as though I had
A touch of spirit rapping. -
With a whack.

v.

'Tho’ the rapper wan% no spirit,
He appeared and seemed to think
‘The chosen spirits of sur State
Have alone the rignt to drink.
For soon he found beneath the ground
A filthy place, and there resigned me,
Where I{ry that night till morning light,
When they took me n&nnd fined me,
" 'ith a whack,

——ee

. WI? s walek J
Wea Jewtl,

‘Why isa th's shop like i
St J’meg‘l;mmi ghop like a chicken pot-

both contain fowl in pieces,
- Why is a ship that's loading like a locomotive ]
Because they both make the pur-go

liks a diamond? Because

SONGSTER. 55

. Y

I BOSE OF BUMNMER.

. ing alone;
s ‘8%’1?:'3 d ggone :

'kgl.dnl:l:::—;?rosabnd is nign, g
: blushes, or give sigh for sig

, thou lone one, to pine on the
sleep thou with

are sleeping; B

scatter ‘er thy bed,
; '. of 1?331:3:: l?ee:cenyllasa and

friendships dec::{r.o .

, when
ﬁE;i‘:ing circle the leaves

lie withered and fond ones aré

. HIGHLAND MARY. .
braes, and streams arou
e of Mo foir your flowers
s never drumilie +

nd




CALIFORNMIA

There simmer first unfaulds bn robes,
i

-

And thers the tarry
Fl'! , l.
_‘;fthara I to;tt the Ln farewasll

How swee

As underneath
her
o Je clasp'd her to n:'y
- golden hours on an
Tew oer me and

ull"o

bl :
How riefylhem&eas; oodee

VA80Mm
l!lll.‘l

gel wings
¥y dean:r

or dear to me as light and life,

Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wi’ mo
Oonony & vow, lgld‘ lock'd ?mbﬂﬂ.

ur parting
And pledgi 1 g

But 0!

Now green's

We tore

ourselves asunder.

A, fell death’s untimely frost,

That wraps my and

THE END.

=r__—

t my flower sae early :
sod, and eaulc[rs'th clay,

idy Faggarty. 9

o Bell, on the road to Clonmel.
o neat ﬂ]“:hm 3
: ﬂd‘ I'.B‘pt a ggoﬁlodgin’ bed,
the country he 1iv'd in.
e ‘mcgc?kd through life,
Pat mended his ditches;
¢ dress'd in o cont of the best,
as his old leather breeches.
fol de ra, 1al de zal, fal de ral, &c.

, at least, so it appears,

A hﬂﬂ TUun In;
‘. ﬁedhehc“fn his bedside

his beautiful son, in. grave,
cre he went to the J
care of his riches
30 use to pop into my shocs,
L a ﬂh{o ﬁ b‘l“.‘ec‘hﬂg_"

o1 Bo s, Inl de rol, fal de rol, &c.
> Enow left proyisions.so low,
: ata w‘mpln‘ﬂly i towT,
wn, he could not go to
soon bothered him grestly:
Ry

witches,
outside of the doo™,

ik, with 8 voice like & oty

e, e ateiag i

burst open the doorT,
i T




% MEWW.J ) "'

Now Paddy in dread
'That held J slipp'd into his bed,
And €here he agieed o gt themn sores

And cut out the botto '“'whe-
He cut them in au-ipm—:ntind .y : tripes,
And bojled them, i oula Toatir bogeant T
- thewt:&ck ol de ral, lal de ral, fal de ral, ke
A d,peswaestﬂr’d, onndinhthey-wui
Bmlﬁﬂboys all cried out, # Lord be thank'd
ShEtggm 8 wife was afraid of her life, 5
o Do ught it high time for to shank it,

Some
BT G b
at wag made‘%tllt of Paddy’s ougsmgl
They wollip'd the - B e
Says Patty, « v Lugeays Andy, «It's tough;”
Bty o You're ® judgo of muttons”
["Guirk, on the Foint ofhi:‘l.hl‘l,

Bays Darby, «
% : ei'l:a & ht:: # sure I thought it wasfat’
"Bel meﬁ' N‘po and he screeches:

M wers above, T w, 5
¥ teeth thmu_il:lm mrﬁm% to s]:mv!g;’
de ral, lal de ral, fal de ral, &c.

s?;s' Bryan, isi
“Make haste nsing ;
the :
R the Boly Baint Tackstones Ty porseira st
All the chair Joke they had, for mpomned{
d from that s'm%hgowls and diey S
H ylxght, g, they will knmk. out your

It ﬂley catch n
Whacl, gy ith 8 leather

breeches
dgnl'md"ﬁ'&ldelrgl,&e.
m— -— ¢

t
they emiled, for they thought Pat had
[boiled

1 Five Dollars. 7

s Bung by J. W. Conner.
| say Ehere was plinty of sphort,
very morningat our Police Court;
jasht weck one moming at ten,

shtruck wid surpriseat our fine policemen;
rtant an’ shtrutted about,

m an’ thin, an’ some short an’ stout;
ing fellows, an’ udthers quite coorse,
o of the city is our fine police force !

Chorus :

: hnﬁwg' that I think
jail those too fond of dthrink ;

1aff to
d was I wid all that I saw,
e T'1l vote for the Maine liguor law.

great complaint that appear’d on the

0'Toole sthruck n man wid his fisht;

3d *twas a very wrong thrick,

an always should use o note shtick.
#* in o loud voice, the policeman

1, thin yer honor, s himself can telllies!”
's that }" says ould Coon, * dthrunk, did ye
4 i away !’

w__s So, take

version to grog, that I think y
sind aff to jail those too fond of dthrink §
was I at all that I saw,

ine liquor law.

n future Il vote for the Main
d }13(!1-9“!

named Donal
L d Aberdeen,

some braw folksfrac ol
: on'd en’ wanst more set free,

hio nivver would spind &




.

8 MPES s, .
- Fined Five Do o) LS.
' ¥ -~ La O’'Brien. 21

“ Ah, mon,” says poor Scotty, * I'm quite ! : Y
m‘ncd ¢ pcean,

T ! ko
‘o refuse a gay laddie wounld be a muckle s blud and balls were in motion ;
. ghure, I niver tuk a notion—

o ::;m.. ML e nivor do for Larry O
B « : or y O'Bricn.
“"IEI:I‘::;;F:N fined five dollars,"—#So, along the shore, like & great manny
l snd fight, and thin make the spal-

Chorus: I've sich an aversion e
to grog, &o.
The nixt was a Frinchman, 2o jiver thought it clever
5 i ‘W‘h;: ¥es sare, certainem %m:?;’rw . Bk DNt o Tiver
am-?“ git dthrunk,” said ould Coonwid

“An’ dance like a mani
«Sacre bleu " sat maniac all thro h the town®
% to W;“Hldlho]:‘nnchm “" ,,....

L T ———

Monsieur, ye're Mmd Cﬂoon. “for ye sce it won’t pay,

away [ ve dollars,”— So, take s

mmm:rwﬁchm“ﬂ'ﬁmwmh_'
The ; '
last was a Chinaman, Chinka Ching Chee,

Artuh, thin, Larry, och! Larty,
and thund:r to the girl that wud tarry,
wud aiver do for Larxy O’ Brien.

nl&hlgmlﬂ was & bit of a milk-sop,

ho order’d me up to the tip top;

ime head it whirl'd round Jike o whip top—
4t wud niver do for Laxry *Brien.

ilor he wint up, and thin lowered me down
1 it roun’ me body, and it's thin they

me up ;
._tbeymminNd a hauling, and I kept 8

h!a i3
e ogEy s drkingsoms vy Song
e LEe000 a question, whin, as if in 8 'hvilins e vl i

e i 5 made the 1oil’s own squalling

Phe Iieemrm allied 'lnughmg, began for to dance! On't poor Lawrence O'Bricn.

An’ g; the tail ofr?“nd him, an’ seem'd in s fright, gmiw h! Larry,

v his cocoanut held him quite tight: ' : ‘ under to '11?5 girl that'-wud taxry,

wud niver do for Lazry O'Driea:

hile in that positi :

A Chig i (et position I heard the Jidgesay, (amy” She

ye're fined five dollars,”— 8o, towhim '} - all got & fightin’
. ] ot a N :

Tye sich an avers w%m:h g oo
© should si : , that I think we : 3
So B?etl‘:lgnwlm Ja tﬁgose too fond of dthrink; sowl, you nwear'lli_s:‘i;s:.nght in
t in future mw;d all that I saw, : : poor e Ly e obot, o el st
vote for the Maine liguor law. fiew s hot,
¥ ewryminnil.lwasbi}inginupot;




S thin, Larry, och| Larry,
ud and thunder to the Iﬂm
e e b tas OB T

Thin the captain gave orders for
But the. ddgmmdhw

0 “W and sich bailing—
nmdmm for L Enyo'i;m

Thhﬂ;? t her in the docks, upon their big square
And ahelookedﬁxall the world like a divil in the
Andwidtheiroah:mandtheirkokum,

And the sailors, divil choke "em,
FﬂpﬂﬁrhmaO'Bnen

thin, Laxry,
Bludnndtimn&ertothe 1 that waud tarry,
She wﬁdnimdnmrlg;O'B:ien.

“O'W rmmmﬁthnmpam and the sailors,
1a.m'l tf{cnmlors ;

. ] a t

e &0 ﬂg.m.poww}%?ﬁ; ey

. thin, IMY och!
thunder o the girl thn% “wud tarry,
| niver do for Larry O'Brien,

"m 'l_'nmnle Aunctioneer. 17

Well, here T am! ¢ And what of that?”
Methinks I hear you cry ;

T am come, and that is pat !

To see if you will buy.

A female nuctioneer I stand,

But not to seck for pelf;

For the only lot I've now on

Is ?Au;:l ti’ sell myae

‘m-going, go oing, 8011!8-

Who bids, who blg or me?

For I'm going, going. going, going,
“Who bids, who bids for me?

Thoug?ﬂ somemﬂLdeem me pert or 0,
deal in i
)E‘or where’s the girl, I'd like to know,
Would not become a wife ?
Indced, 1 really think I should,
In spite of all alarms ;
) So, bachelm. ray be so good
t to tal Emetoyou.rnrma,
Cho'ms— or T'm gomg. go ing, gomg.
ids, who bida for me?
And I’m gumg. gomg, ing, going.
bids, who bids for me?

Ye bachelors, my way towards you
Should not your thoughts mi

I’ve never yet been called a flirt,
Or coquette—no indeed !

My hem and hand I offer fair,

.And, aﬁvou buy the lot,

Tl yow all Couding I will spare,

When Hymen ties the knot ;

Ghom—And I'm going, going, going, going.
‘Who bids, who bids for me ?

For I'm going, going, mg, mg,
Who bi 5d.s who bids for %0
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Bacon and Parody on * Willie, we have
Brig : missed you*

Change of air— Comic Dustt B“d:nn 81,

1'1& ;ﬁ mig_ man from the 'I_'l;smehm'plon fight for

I never does nothing at all The man with the earpet b
Jonea's Bister The public dinner i
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Abraham’s daughter Norah M’Shane

Aggie Asthore Old Bob Ridley
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‘poet to ton
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Cltng to the Union B hat shicken
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Sketch of Ben. Cotton
Star spangled banner
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1

o
E
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Under tg: lglltow she’s

Vi I
Weﬂlmniﬁ i 25 we go
wmie"llsun gone :5 de
soldiers
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CALIFORNIA SONGSTER.

Adieu, adiew, my natlve Miner’s ups and downs
shore ! . Nevada eity

After many roving years  Oft in the &tilly night, |

A life on the ocean wave  Our city

Bruce’s address to his srmy Ramblin

3T Buckwheat cakes

boys of pleasure
ore

B&rg o

California, ho! Rushing panicln Sun Fran-

Californla legislature clBco

California over the left San Francisco

Fare thee well, thou lonely San Francisco boatmen 1
one Some love to roam ||

Far o'er the decp blue ges * The California widow

He never said he loved The dark-eyed sailor |
Highland ¥ The false one |
Honeymoon Hes The girl T left behind me
| I knew by the smoke The low-back'd ear |
1| Jolin d The sea |

naman
Life in California The silver moon

|| Love was oncealittleboy 'Tls the last rose of sam-
F |l Meet me by moonlight mer
1 Miner’s lament To Backus'® minstrela

| ST R T PO |
| BELLA UNION MELODEON SONGESTER.
\ Aunt Jemima's plaster Millie of the vale |

——

Bell Brandon Miller’s lament |

| Bonny, bonny Jesn My Mary Ann

| Captain Natural acoomplishments

| Cottage hz the sea Not nfarried yet! [
Der radish girl 0ld arm chalr |
Don't be augry, mother 0ld tom cat |
Dumb wife

Emma Jane

Oh whistle,an® I'll come &c ]
! | Erin is my home |

Paddy Haggarty
Pen n’;d Int’k

l | a Bver of thee Pull back L rl
| Exhibition falr Rat-catcher’s daughter I
Female Auctloneer Rosy Hannuh

Florence Fay

Go seek me there!
Hoops

Hope that breathes of

aprin

PN
I'll return to the land of

my fathers
I will and T won't
Jeunie I8 my darling
Hiss me quick, and ge!
Larry ©'Brien
Lock of gray hair

Shells of the ocean
Some one to love
Star of the evenlng
Styrian lover

Thod hast learped to love

snother

Thy dmlgl;:.ers, Columbis,

are foire
Use of money
Wandering maid
'Way down In Maine

Whisper what thou feclest

Coples malled to uny sddress free af_pi:;stnﬁe, gl{: ﬂ?ﬂ‘gﬂl of
or 81, i

25 eents In coin; ord of Any 25 cf. Books
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A life by the eabin fire Humbug steamship compa- !

Call me not back from the Sammy Slap, the bill-sticker || Fools of 49
Bemething to love me I || Gold Lake and Gold Bluff The national miner

echoless shore i
The Sonora filibusters |

All hail to Ulysses Linger in blissful repose f
i]lr. tf'w Sa beat E\:ﬁe tn;e lggli:ag:ve m]; long || i;il::ln:?tﬁinet - Hnies el |
national go: other kissed me inm | eenhorn unting after
Annie ]'.;ml:rie‘l:ls dreams” ¥ | | Australia and the Amazon Joa. uins, the hgl?ne thief i |
%nnie of ;he vale §mu Jane | J || Away up on !{::Yu‘b; - !\{g og cabin home, good-
acon an 5 apolitaine { ornia as it is and was e ]
Battle-cry of freedom Ne?tie is no more i| '[ ] California bloomer Proipccting dream | |
|| Ben’s opinion of the war  On the field of battle, mother | ||| California legislature Seeing the elephant |
{ ‘ B:gthu s faintingat the  Our 11311:;}:1, .rjﬂl:t Or Wrong |‘ | Coming l’l{:lld the Horn Tsitlrikmgbat le i |
oor Peaple Cross s e er
Brother, tell me of thebattle S8ambo, I have missed you | Em from Pike The lousy miner
| The miner’s lament i
{ i
|
|

Come in, and shut the door Sound on the Union | | Honest John and William
Daisy Deane Stand up for Uncle Sam, my || |, Relief When I went off to prospect
Dear motber, I've come boys 1] R e+ 3 .
- home % die %‘;e ioca ." Retail Prices of |
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JOHNSON'S NEW COMIC 80NGS, No. 2. ' | PUT8 GOLDEN SONGSTER, No.2.
An oft-told tale Miner’s lament, No. 3 | I A California ball Sacramento gals
Backbone Miner’s winter | | A miners’ meeting 8o would I
Darling Nelly Gray My log cabin home | A ripping trip Steam navigation thieves
Don't shoot New year’s calls | And thus he spoke Sweet Betay from Pike
Gentle Annie 0ld Zenas Calttioals Bk vobbers.  That is evén 8o
Gold—parod O ! home of my boyhood - A i The Hapoy mf
Good news from home Oh! P'm going home | T California mining localities The happy miner
Home agnin Poker Jim | '. California sf compang The last good bye
I couldn’t gtand the press The abandoned elaim—paro- Hangtown The miner’s dream
Is it @ 8in? dy | He ought to know The mountain cottage
I wish I was a Mormonite The broken miner | . He’s the man for me Then hurrah for home!
John Chinaman in Call- The dying Californian [ i I am sad and lonely here  The sensible miner
fornia The miner’s lament | e think of {,ﬂ i Th d
Josh, John The miner’s lament No. 2 ; 1 aften B oy So ol Ram
Last cake—parody The miner’s love | home The snady old eamp
Life nmong the miners The miner’s song . I Loss of the Central Ame- The unhappy miner
Life in Californin Twenty years ago | rica The vocal miner
%?ggl’(; I:‘)L ;ng"] aldde‘ Wel met in the gay halls of On *board the steamer War in camp i
T owns easure : i i 't i
Melting accident Wpl.llie, we have missed you Paraptisin Eou Wl T
—_— e ——— LW | -
* "
| BIG. ABECCO S SENTIMENTAL SONGSTER. : : THE BALLY COME UP SONGSTER.
Annie of the val Our good old friends s s i
Be kind to the loved ones  Our good #hip salla to-night 3 | An original negro medley Nothing more
Be merry to-night Our Willie dear is dying! Be mine, dear maid Nuffin’ more
Blue vio Parthenia to Ingomir Broken-hearted I'll wander Oh fie, Miss Smart, oh fie!
Cora Lee Rock me to sleep, mother Dieu Vous le Rende Oh, she had such taking
Cottnge by the sea Secing Nellie home Do you really think she did _ ways
El)n th;guulnk of me at home %t}:m u:d [‘,:lf frei_‘tlu]n Fireman's ¢ One ni&ht while wandering
van e The cot where wag born i » :
Fuiry Belle The dearest spot on carth to Fireman's Shorp et
“':F of the free ! me Frisco,Bay b ikt
God is with the right Mhe falr enchantress Good bye, sweetheart, good Queér news from home
Happy bo thy drcams The moon behind the hill bye Sally, come up!
Hark! I hear an angel glng Then {ou’ll remember me | I never does nothing at all Bally 5l
1 have no mother now § The old play ground In happy moments The bold fireman
I‘ﬂgg:tng thee In sorrow, %’]I:em’i:‘ ight on the wave; Joe in the copper The little dog’s
S S R e Ladies, won't you marry ? _ The little old woman
ther The wife’s deeam Les amours de Mens. Chou- The lo: lons, WEATY ﬂni_
La Neapolitaine—serennde Thou art farf away croute The maids of dear Columbia
Let me kigs him for his mo- Viva I’ America Le sire de franc-boisy The poll tax man
thx? e;r in bligefyl gﬂwﬁhome axiy Daker sl hief
fyl repose en this eruel war is over i i i
Mother, oh, slng me to rest Who'll care for mother uov\? 7 Iﬁove :;ﬁ“t pght ;ﬁ wh‘::t‘lmugmt ter
My Iowiand_ home Willie’s on the dark blue gea AEY AN Th Fints it
My native home Yes, I would the war were Mary Jane b Sty i
No one to loye over My old friend, John ‘Twas a berry dark night
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Contents of Appleton & Co’s California Song Books.

THE JOHN BROWN SONGSTER.

Abraham'’s daughter Paddy’s secession
All we ask is, to be let alone Soldier’s tear
Ameriea the anchor and South Carolina gentleman
hope of the world Star-spangled banner
Battle hymn of the Repub- Still float, spangled banner |
lic \ Smiggy MceGuirrel :‘
Black brigade The army hymn |
Brothers, come and meetus The dying soldier to his |
Boys that wore the green sword |
Cling to the Union The flag of our Union |{
| |

My love he is a Zou-Zu,
only 19 years old

] Little Maec
‘ National song and chorus

The Uniom right or wrong

Viva "America

We'll conquer as weﬂo
ixie

Columbia for ever The goose hangs high il !

Columbia, land of Li The grave of \ﬁzs‘hlngmn (] [H

Columbia the gem of the The harp of old Erin and .
ocean banner of stars I

Fort Donelson The land of love and liberty

Hail Columbia The New York Fire Zouaves |

John Brown Three hunfired thousand I

Little log hut . _more f .

The Seventh | .
Marching along The sword of Bunker Hill | ‘ud

|| Off for a soldier We'll never give up 1
|| Old Put” on the Union Whack! row de dow
|| Our flag is marchingon  Willic has gone wid de |
|| Our heritage soldiers |
I | Our volunteers Yankee Doodle
|
L Retail Price of Appleton’s (California) Il

‘. PACIFIO SONG BOOK. . .
A handsome 18mo. yolume of 300 pages, beautifully

| bound in cloth, with'gold illuminated back, containing

all the Songs ever published on the Pacific coast. This |
book is in_fact a Hi of California in early times.
Nothing shows the character of a people more than their
ballads, and a more correct idea of life in '40 can be
g\ined from this volume than from all the California
uides, Annuals, &c. ever published. Price $1.50.

e "
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