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Introduction

Recently we were discussing atmospheric music for Tombstone. Of course, we agreed, the Big Country or Magnificent Seven themes are very evocative but they are not period pieces. So what music would people have listened to or known in the historical Tombstone, Arizona? This songbook presents some songs that we think fit this historical requirement. In assembling this, I (PAS) have only included songs that I knew the words or music to after growing up in England. So, whether it be from Junior Choice, The Good Old Days, Billy Bragg or my grandma’s knee – here’s where the popular culture of the Old West lives with us still. 

I am also interested in how the shadow of the Civil War hung over the West and how certain songs carried resonances of that conflict for many years. I have added notes on the allegiances associated with the songs – mostly discovered from the excellent resources noted in the reference section. The hyperlinks will also take you to musical resources for these songs.        



America 

J.P. Smith [Northern patriotic song]

My country, 'tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,
Of thee I sing.
Land where my fathers died
Land of the Pilgrims' pride
From ev'ry mountain side,
Let freedom ring.

My native country, thee,

Land of the noble free,

Thy name I love.

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart with rapture fills

Like that above.   

Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song.

Let mortal tongues awake;

Let all that breathe partake;

Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong.

Our Father's God! to Thee
Author of liberty,
To Thee we sing;
Long may our land be bright
With freedom's holy light;
Protect us by Thy might
Great God, our King!

The Battle Cry of Freedom

By George F. Root (1820-1895) [Rallying song of the North]

Yes, we'll rally round the flag, boys,
We'll rally once again,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom,
We will rally from the hillside,
We'll gather from the plain,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom. 

CHORUS:

The Union forever,
Hurrah! boys, hurrah!
Down with the traitors,
Up with the stars;
While we rally round the flag, boys,
Rally once again,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom. 

We are springing to the call
Of our brothers gone before,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;
And we'll fill our vacant ranks with
A million free men more,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom. 

CHORUS 

We will welcome to our numbers
The loyal, true and brave,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;
And although they may be poor,
Not a man shall be a slave,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom. 

CHORUS 

So we're springing to the call
From the East and from the West,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom;
And we'll hurl the rebel crew
From the land that we love best,
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom. 

CHORUS

Battle Hymn of the Republic

by Julia War Howe [Rallying song of the North]
Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;
He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; 
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword, 
His truth is marching on.

CHORUS 

Glory, Glory Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory Hallelujah,
Glory, Glory Hallelujah, 
His truth is marching on.



I have seen Him in the watch fires of a hundred circling camps;
They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;
I can read his righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps,
His day is marching on. 

CHORUS 


I have read a fiery gospel write in burnished rows of steel: 
"As ye deal with My contemners, so with you My Grace shall deal;
Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,
Since God is marching on." 

CHORUS 


He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men before His Judgement Seat;
Oh! be swift, my soul, to answer Him, be jubilant, my feet!
Our God is marching on. 

CHORUS 


In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me;
As He died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on. 

CHORUS 

Beautiful Dreamer 

S. Foster [Northern sentimental favourite]

Beautiful dreamer, wake unto me,
Starlight and dewdrops are waiting for thee.
Sounds of the rude world heard in the day,
Lulled by the moonlight have all passed away.
Beautiful dreamer, queen of my song,
List while I woo thee with soft melody.
Gone are the cares of life's busy throng,
Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me.
Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me.

Beautiful dreamer, out on the sea
Mermaids are chanting the wild lorelie
Over the streamlet vapors are borne,
Waiting to fade at the bright coming morn.
Beautiful dreamer, beam on my heart,
E'en as the morn on the streamlet and sea
Then will all clouds of sorrow depart
Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me.
Beautiful dreamer, awake unto me. 
Buffalo Gals
 

Buffalo Gals, won't you come out tonight, 
come out tonight, come out tonight? 
Buffalo gals, won't you come out tonight, 
And dance by the light of the moon? 

I danced with a gal with a hole in her stockin', 
And her heel kep' a-rockin' and her toe kep' a-knockin', 
I danced with a gal with a hole in her stockin', 
And we danced by the light of the moon. 

O yes, pretty boys, we're comin' out tonight, 
We're comin' out tonight, we're comin' out tonight, 
O yes, pretty boys, we're comin' out tonight, 
And dance by the light of the moon. 

I asked her if she'd stop and talk
Stop and talk, stop and talk 
Her feet covered up the whole sidewalk, 
she was fair to view 

I asked her if she'd stop and dance, 
Have a dance, care to dance 
I thought that I might get a chance 
to shake a foot with her 

I asked her if she'd be my wife
be my wife, be my wife 
Then I'd be happy all my life 
if she would marry me 

I danced with the dolly with a hole in her stocking 
And her feet kept a-rocking 
& her knees kept a-knocking 
O I danced with the dolly with a hole in her stocking 
And we danced by the light of the moon. 

Camptown Races 

By: Stephen Foster [Northern campfire favourite]
Shortened Familiar Version: (The original dialect has been adapted  - See Old Folks at Home for example of original dialect version) 

The Camptown ladies sing this song,
Doo-da, Doo-da
The Camptown racetrack's five miles long
Oh, de doo-da day

Goin' to run all night
Goin' to run all day
I bet my money on a bob-tailed nag
Somebody bet on the gray

Oh, the long tailed filly and the big black horse,
Doo-da, doo-da
Come to a mud hole and they all cut across,
Oh, de doo-da day

Goin' to run all night
Goin' to run all day
I bet my money on a bob-tailed nag
Somebody bet on the gray

I went down there with my hat caved in,
Doo-da, doo-da
I came back home with a pocket full of tin
Oh, de doo-da day

Goin' to run all night
Goin' to run all day
I bet my money on a bob-tailed nag
Somebody bet on the gray
Clementine

In a canyon, in a cavern, excavating for a mine,
Lived a miner, forty niner and his daughter Clementine.

CHORUS 

Oh my darlin', oh my darlin' oh my darlin, Clementine,
You are lost and gone forever, dreadful sorry Clementine.

Light she was, just like a fairy and her shoes were number nine,
Herring boxes without topses, sandals were for Clementine.

CHORUS

Led her ducklings to the water every morning just at nine,
Hit her foot upon a splinter, fell into the foaming brine.

CHORUS 

Ruby lips above the water blowing bubbles soft and fine,
But alas I was no swimmer and I lost my Clementine.

The Cowboy's Lament or Streets of Laredo (1876)
by Francis Henry Maynard 
As I walked out in the streets of Laredo,
As I walked out in Laredo one day,
I spied a young cowboy wrapped up in white linen,
Wrapped up in white linen and cold as the clay. 

"O beat the drum slowly and play the fife lowly;
Play the Dead March as you carry me along.
Take me to the green valley and lay the sod o're me,
For I'm a young cowboy and I know I done wrong." 

"I see by your outfit that you are a cowboy."
These words he did say as I boldly stepped by.
"Come sit down beside me and hear my sad story;
I'm shot in the breast and I know I must die." 

"My friends and relations they live in the Nation:
They know not where their dear boy has gone.
I first came to Texas and hired to a ranchman,
O I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong." 

"It was once in the saddle I used to go dashing:
It was once in the saddle I used to go gay.
First to the dram house and then to the card house,
Got shot in the breast and I'm dying today." 

"Get six jolly cowboys to carry my coffin;
Get six pretty maidens to sing me a song.
Put bunches of roses all over my coffin,
Put roses to deaden the clods as they fall." 

"Go gather around you a group of young cowboys,
And tell them the story of this my sad fate.
Tell one and the other before they go further,
To stop their wild roving before it's too late." 

"Go bring me a cup, a cup of cold water
To cool my parched lips," the young cowboy said.
Before I returned the spirit had left him
And gone to its Maker--the cowboy was dead. 

We beat the drum slowly and played the fife lowly,
And bitterly wept as we bore him along.
For awe all loved our comrade, so brave, young, and handsome,
We all loved our comrade although he'd done wrong.

Dixie's Land

by D.Emmett

[THE Southern patriotic song]

I wish I was in the land of cotton,

Old times there are not forgotten;

Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

In Dixie's Land where I was born in,

Early on one frosty morning,

Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

CHORUS:

Then I wish I was in Dixie! Hooray! Hooray!

In Dixie's Land I'll take my stand, to live and die in Dixie!

Away! Away! Away down South in Dixie!

Away! Away! Away down South in Dixie!

[Now rarely sung]

Old Missus married "Will the Weaver";

William was a gay deceiver!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

But when he put his arm around her,

Smiled as fierce as a forty-pounder!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

CHORUS

His face was sharp as a butcher's cleaver;

But that did not seem to grieve her!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

Old Missus acted the foolish part

And died for a man that broke her heart!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

CHORUS

Now here's a health to the next old missus

And all the gals that want to kiss us!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

But if you want to drive away sorrow,

Come and hear this song tomorrow!

   Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

CHORUS

There's buckwheat cakes and Injin batter,

Makes you fat or a little fatter!

Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

Then hoe it down and scratch your gravel,

To Dixie's Land I'm bound to travel!

Look away! Look away! Look away, Dixie's Land!

CHORUS

Grandfather’s Clock

My grandfather's clock was to large for the shelf,
So it stood ninety years on the floor;
It was taller by half than the old man himself,
Though it weighed not a pennyweight more.
It was bought on the morn of the day that he was born,
And was always his treasure and pride.
But it stopp'd short, Never to go again,
When the old man died..

CHORUS

Ninety years without slumbering
Tick, tock, tick, tock,
His life seconds numbering,
Tick, tock, tick, tock
It stopp'd short, Never to go again
When the old man died.


In watching its pendulum swing to and fro,
Many hours had he spent while a boy;
And in childhood and manhood the clock seemed to know,
And to share both his grief and his joy.
For it struck twenty-four when he entered the door,
With a blooming and beautiful bride.
But it stopp'd short, Never to go again,
When the old man died..

My grandfather said, that of those he could hire,
Not a servant so faithful he found:
For it wasted no time, and had but one desire,
At the close of each week to be wound.
And it kept in its place, not a frown upon its face,
And its hands never hung by its side;
But it stopp'd short, Never to go again,
When the old man died..

It rang an alarm in the dead of the night,
And alarm that for years had been dumb;
And we know that his spirit was pluming its flight,
That his hour of departure had come.
Still the clock kept the time, with a soft muffled chime,
As we silently stood by his side;
But it stopp'd short, Never to go again,
When the old man died..
Home On The Range

Oh give me a home, where the buffalo roam
And the deer and the antelope play
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day.

CHORUS 

Home, home on the range
Where the deer and the antelope play
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day

Oh! give me a land where the bright diamond sand,
Throws its light from the glittering streams,
Where glideth along the graceful white swan,
Like the maid in her heavenly dreams. 

CHORUS

How often at night, when the heavens are bright
With the light of the glimmering stars
I have stood there amazed, and asked as I gazed
If their glory exceeds that of ours.

CHORUS

The red man was pressed from this part of the west
He is likely no more to return
To the banks of Red River, where seldom if ever
His flickering campfires will burn.

CHORUS

I love the wild flowers in this bright land of ours,
I love the wild curlew's shrill scream;
The bluffs and white rocks, and antelope flocks
That graze on the mountains so green.

Home Sweet Home

[Northern/Southern campfire favourite]

'Mid pleasures and palaces though I may roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home; 
A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there, 
Which, seek thro' the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

CHORUS

Home! Home! Sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like home, there's no place like home. 

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain, 
Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again; 
The birds singing gaily that come at my call; 
Give me them, with that peace of mind, dearer than all. 

To thee, I'll return, overburdened with care, 
The heart's dearest solace will smile on me there. 
No more from that cottage again will I roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home.

John Brown's Body

by Anonymous

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave,

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave,

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave,

But his soul goes marching on.

CHORUS

Glory, glory, hallelujah,

Glory, glory, hallelujah,

Glory, glory, hallelujah,

His soul goes marching on.

He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,

He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,

He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,

His soul goes marching on.

CHORUS 

John Brown's knapsack is strapped upon his back,

John Brown's knapsack is strapped upon his back,

John Brown's knapsack is strapped upon his back,

His soul goes marching on.

CHORUS

John Brown died that the slaves might be free,

John Brown died that the slaves might be free,

John Brown died that the slaves might be free,

But his soul goes marching on.

CHORUS

The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down,

The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down,

The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down,

On the grave of old John Brown.

CHORUS

Oh! Susanna

S. Foster [Southern campfire favourite]

I came from Alabama wid my banjo on my knee,

I'm g'wan to Lousiana my true love for to see,

It rain'd all night the day I left,

The weather it was dry,

The sun so hot I froze to death.

Susanna don't you cry.

CHORUS

Oh Susanna, oh don't you cry for me,

I've come from Alabama wid my banjo on my knee.

I had a dream de odder night

When ebery ting was still

I thought I saw Susanna

A coming down de hill.

The buckwheat cake war in her mouth,

The tear was in her eye,

Says I'm coming from de South

Susanna, don't you cry.

CHORUS

I soon will be in New Orleans,

And den I'll look all round

And when I find Susanna

I'll fall upon the ground.

But if I do not find her,

Dis man I surely die,

And when I'm dead and buried,

Susanna, don't you cry.

CHORUS

Old Folks at Home

by Stephen Foster [Southern sentimental favourite]


Way down upon the Swanee River,
Far, far away
That's where my heart is turning ever
That's where the old folks stay
All up and down the whole creation,
Sadly I roam
Still longing for the old plantation
And for the old folks at home


CHORUS

All the world is sad and dreary everywhere I roam
Oh darkies, how my heart grows weary
Far from the old folks at home



All 'round the little farm I wandered,
When I was young
Then many happy days I squandered,
Many the songs I sung
When I was playing with my brother,
Happy was I
Oh, take me to my kind old mother,
There let me live and die
CHORUS:

One little hut among the bushes,
One that I love
Still sadly to my mem'ry rushes,
No matter where I rove
When shall I see the bees a humming,
All 'round the comb
When shall I hear the banjo strumming,
Down by my good old home
CHORUS:

Original wording …

Way down upon de Swanee ribber,
Far far away,
Dere's wha my heart is turning ebber,
Dere's wha de old folks stay.
All up and down de whole creation,
Sadly I roam,
Still longing for de old plantation,
And for de old folks at home.



Red River Valley

From this valley they say you are going

We will miss your bright eyes and sweet smile

For they say you are taking the sunshine

That has brightened our path for a while

Come and sit by my side if you love me

Do not hasten to bid me adieu

But remember the Red River Valley

And the cowboy who loved you so true

Won't you think of the valley you're leaving

Oh how lonely, how sad it will be?

Oh think of the fond heart you're breaking

And the grief you are causing to me

Come and sit by my side if you love me

Do not hasten to bid me adieu

But remember the Red River Valley

And the cowboy who loved you so true

As you go to your home by the ocean

May you never forget those sweet hours

That we spent in the Red River Valley

And the love we exchanged mid the flowers

Come and sit by my side if you love me

Do not hasten to bid me adieu

But remember the Red River Valley

And the cowboy who loved you so true

Swing Low, Sweet Chariot

Anon. [Emancipation spiritual]

CHORUS:

Swing low, sweet chariot 

Coming for to carry me home 

Swing low, sweet chariot 

Coming for to carry me home 

I looked over Jordan 

And what did I see, 

Coming for to carry me home 

A band of angels coming after me 

Coming for to carry me home 

CHORUS

If you get there 

Before I do 

Coming for to carry me home 

Tell all my friends I'm coming too 

Coming for to carry me home 

CHORUS

Sometimes I'm up 

And sometimes I'm down 

Coming for to carry me home 

But still my soul 

Feels heavenly bound 

Coming for to carry me home 

CHORUS

When Johnny Comes Marching Home

When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give him a hearty welcome then

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The men will cheer and the boys will shout

The ladies they will all turn out

And we'll all feel gay,

When Johnny comes marching home.

The old church bell will peal with joy

Hurrah! Hurrah!

To welcome home our darling boy

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The village lads and lassies say

With roses they will strew the way,

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

Get ready for the Jubilee,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give the hero three times three,

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The laurel wreath is ready now

To place upon his loyal brow

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.

When This Cruel War Is Over

Dearest Love, do you remember, when we last did meet, 

How you told me that you loved me, kneeling at my feet?
Oh! How proud you stood before me, in your suit of grey,
When you vow'd to me and country to be true throughout the fray.

CHORUS:

Weeping, sad and lonely, hopes and fears how vain!
When this cruel war is over, praying that we meet again.

When the summer breeze is sighing, mournfully along,
Or when autumn leaves are falling, sadly breathes the song.
Oft in dreams I see thee lying on the battle plain,
Lonely, wounded, even dying, calling but in vain.

CHORUS
If amid the din of battle, nobly you should fall,
Far away from those who love you, none to hear you call
Who would whisper words of comfort, who would soothe your pain?
Ah! The many cruel fancies, ever in my brain.
CHORUS

But our Country called you, Darling, angels cheer your way;
While our nation's sons are fighting, we can only pray.
Nobly strike for God and Liberty, let all nations see
How we loved the starry banner, emblem of the free.
CHORUS

The Yellow Rose Of Texas

[Rallying song of the South]

There's a yellow rose in Texas

That I am going to see.

No other soldier knows her -- 

No soldier, only me.

She cried so when I left her, 

It like to broke my heart,

And if I ever find her, 

We never more shall part. 

CHORUS:

She's the sweetest rose of color 

This soldier ever knew.

Her eyes are bright as diamonds, 

They sparkle like the dew.

You may talk about your dearest May 

And sing of Rosa Lee,

But the Yellow Rose of Texas 

Beats the belles of Tennessee. 

Where the Rio Grande is flowing 

And the starry skies are bright,

She walks along the river 

In the quiet summer night.

She thinks, if I remember, 

When we parted long ago,

I promised to come back again 

And not to leave her so.

CHORUS 

Oh, now I'm going to find her, 

For my heart is full of woe,

And we'll sing the song together 

That we sang so long ago.

We'll play the banjo gaily, 

And we'll sing the songs of yore,

And the Yellow Rose of Texas 

Shall be mine forever more.-

CHORUS

Oh, now I'm headed southward, 

For my heart is full of woe.

I'm going back to Georgia 

To find my Uncle Joe.

You may talk about your Beauregard 

And sing of Bobby Lee,

But the gallant Hood of Texas, 
He played hell in Tennessee!

      CHORUS
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� America J.P. Smith For nearly a hundred years, "America" vied with "The Star-Spangled Banner" as the unofficial national anthem. In Lincoln's day it was the one more commonly heard and was included in most Union Civil War "songsters." The tune is said, by American sources, to be German in origin and taken from a German songbook (1744) by Samuel Smith, who wrote the words in time for its first performance on July 4, 1831. It was moderately well known until the Civil War when, with patriotic fervour everywhere, it took the North by storm. It is in fact sung to the tune of God Save the Queen (the British national anthem). The same melody is the national anthem of Liechtenstein and has served as an anthem for Denmark, Germany, Russia, Sweden and Switzerland. It's now generally thought that Dr. Henry Carey composed the melody in its present form, although many of the musical phrases were present in various earlier melodies, leading to some confusion. The first public performance of the work is now believed to be when Carey sang it during a dinner in 1740 in honour of Admiral Edward Vernon who had captured the Spanish harbour of Porto Bello during the War of Jenkins' Ear. As far as we’re concerned it’s British! 





�Battle Cry of Freedom G.F. Root "The Battle Cry of Freedom" was introduced at a war rally in Chicago on July 24, 1862. Diaries and newspaper stories are replete with anecdotes about the inspirational effect of this song for the Union Army. On the other hand, Confederate troops dreaded the song. One Confederate Major wrote about the first time he heard the song, "I was on picket…(I)t seemed to me the whole Yankee Army was singing…I am not naturally superstitious, but I tell you that song sounded to me like the 'knell of doom,' and my heart went down into my boots; and though I've tried to do my duty, it has been an up-hill fight with me ever since that night."  (� HYPERLINK "http://www.civilwar.com/sound/BattleCry.rm" �listen to song� ). It became so popular that composer H. L. Schreiner and lyricist W. H. Barnes adapted it for the Confederacy, and it was used as the campaign song for the United States Republican Party in the 1864 election. Some readers will know the tune as Billy Bragg used it for “There is a Power in a Union” (1988).  





� "Battle Hymn of the Republic" (1861) was a marching song of the Northern army during the Civil War. It brought tears to Lincoln's eyes on various occasions. The original popular lyrics were "John Brown's Body." The tune is that of an old Methodist hymn, although some attribute the closing theme to Stephen Foster's "Ellen Bayne." It is often regarded as the northern counterpart to "Dixie".





� You should know this from “It’s a Wonderful Life”. If you don’t know that then go meet Bert & Ernie and the people of Bedford Falls ASAP. This song was published in 1844 with the title Lubly Fan. It was written by one of the first black-faced minstrels, Cool White (John Hodges). Allen and John Lomax believe it was a traditional tune, known before Cool White published the music. It was popular in minstrel shows throughout the United States and the location was changed accordingly to New York Gals, Charleston Gals, etc. Buffalo, therefore, refers to the city rather than the animal. 





� The words and music to the tune are usually attributed to Percy Montross circa 1880. According to a post to the UK Ballad Newsgroup, Montross based his composition on Down by the River Liv'd a Maiden by H. S. Thompson (1863). 





�"Dixie" (1859) was composed as "Dixie's Land" by Dan Emmet, an Ohio-born pioneer minstrel and composer, for Bryant's Minstrels of New York. "Dixie" became the unofficial national anthem of the Confederacy.





� Henry C. Work wrote many songs. This was one of his most successful ones. It was written in 1876 and in that year it was one of two most popular songs in America - the other being “I'll Take You Home Kathleen”.





� Home on the Range is the Kansas State Song. The lyrics were written in the early 1870s by Brewster Higley, who was a doctor in Smith County. The music was written by Daniel Kelley.





� "Home Sweet Home" was likely the most popular song of the nineteenth century around the world. It was written as part of the operetta "Clari" in 1823 in collaboration between Henry R. Bishop of England and John H. Payne of the United States. During the Civil War this was a nostalgic favourite of the soldiers on both sides of the conflict. Civil War accounts document an occasion when the opposing armies were encamped along opposite banks of the Potomac River and singing martial songs, patriotic songs, and sentimental songs. One of the armies took up the refrain of "Home, Sweet Home" and suddenly the melody rose from both sides of the Potomac --the two armies sharing a common emotion.





� The tune was originally a camp-meeting hymn “Oh brothers, will you meet us on Canaan's happy shore?” It evolved into this tune. In 1861 Julia Ward Howe wife of a government official, wrote a poem for Atlantic Monthly for five dollars. The magazine called it, Battle Hymn of the Republic. The music may be by William Steffe.


� "Oh! Susanna" was one of the earliest hits of the Christy Minstrels, one of the many minstrel groups that dominated the performing stage of nineteenth century America. Minstrel songs have proven to be among the most popular of all American songs. What made the minstrel groups and their songs unique was their innovative blend of Afro-American and European melodic and rhythmic influences. The musical instrumentation of minstrel performances featured the violin, the concertina or accordion, and the early banjo (minstrel banjo), which had quickly evolved from an African instrument made with a gourd into the quintessential American instrument. While the fashion of whites dressing up as blacks and performing a style of songs heard around southern plantations is frowned upon today, it did result in the popularization of many famous American folk songs. 


� Old Folks at Home by � HYPERLINK "http://history.sandiego.edu/gen/snd/foster.html" �Stephen Foster�, published 1851 by Firth & Pond as an "Ethiopian Melody" that was "sung and composed by E. P. Christy" although the song was composed originally by Foster and the performance rights were sold to the Christy Minstrels by Foster. An interesting bit of trivia is that Foster referred to the Pedee River instead of the Suwannee River in an original draft of the song. "Suwannee" had to be shortened to "Swanee" to fit in with the song's rhythms. On May 25, 1935, the Florida Legislature, in its 25th Regular Session adopted "The Swanee River (Old Folks at Home)" as the official state song, replacing "Florida, My Florida," which had been adopted as the State Song in 1913.  As printed in the program for the dedication of the New Capitol on March 31, 1978, "brothers" was substituted for "darkeys" in the chorus of "Old Folks at Home." Leon and Lynn Dallin, in Heritage Songster, used "dear ones." The Dallins also eliminated all attempts at reproducing dialect.





� This was originally In the Bright Mohawk Valley, a tune popular in New York. It spread throughout the South and cowboys in the Red River Valley localized it to become the tune we are familiar with.  BTW, the Howard Hawks western “Red River” (1948) is a great Western. John Wayne gives a good performance his character, Tom Dunson, ageing through the film and literally turning from a White Hat to a Black Hat. 





� The hidden content of "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot" was to encourage other slaves of the U.S. Southern states that the 'Chariot’ drivers (Underground Railroad ‘conductors’) would someday enable their safe escape to worldy freedom in the U.S. Northern states. Perhaps the best-known use of spirituals in the service of freedom during the slave period was the imbedding of “hidden” or coded messages in song lyrics for the purpose of clandestine (secret) communication on the Underground Railroad. One of the first public revelations by a former slave of this practice of secret communication through spirituals is found in the autobiographical writings of the noted Black abolitionist Frederick Douglass, in which Douglass revealed to his readers that some songs interpreted by outsiders as referring to life after death in Heaven, were actually understood within the enslaved African community as signifying a determination to reach freedom in the North, outside the reach and power of Southern plantation owners.





� This is generally credited to the Union Army bandmaster, Patrick S. Gilmore, who wrote it in 1863. It is similar to the Irish song Johnny I Hardly Knew Ye (a tale of a maimed soldier returning from war). Which version came first is debated.





� Also known as "Weeping, Sad and Lonely," this popular song tugged so strongly at the heartstrings of the common soldier, North and South, that officers had to forbid its singing in camp. It was published in many editions in the North and at least four in the South





� "The Yellow Rose of Texas" is a song still popular today that was first published in 1858 by Pond & Co. of New York for the black-faced minstrel shows. It became a favourite rallying and marching song of the Confederate soldiers; in particular, for General John Hood's "Texas Brigade."  and with the U.S. Cavalry on western outposts and along the cattle trails following the Civil War. In 1955 the tune was a hit record charting with three different artists in the UK charts.  This led to some novelty versions. The one by Stan Freburg is quite well known and that by Alan Sherman, “Melvin Rose of Texas”, remembered fondly by Heidi.  








