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The Rich Lady Over the Sea

There was a rich lady lived over the sea,
And she was an island queen,

Her daughter lived off in the new country,
With an ocean of water between.

With an ocean of water between.

With an ocean of water between.

The old lady's pockets were filled with gold,
Yet never contented was she,

So she ordered her daughter to pay her a tax,
Of thruppence a pound on the tea.

Of thruppence a pound on the tea.

Of thruppence a pound on the tea.

Oh mother, dear mother, the daughter replied,
I'll not do the thing that you ask,

I'm willing to pay fair price on the tea,

But never the thruppenney tax.

But never the thruppenney tax.

But never the thruppenney tax.

You shall, cried the mother, and reddened with
rage,

For you're my own daughter, you see,

And it's only proper that daughter should pay
Her mother's a tax on the tea.

Her mother's a tax on the tea.

Her mother’s a tax on the tea.

She ordered her servant to come up to her,
And to wrap up a package of tea.

And eager for thruppence a pound she put in
Enough for a large family.

Enough for a large family.

Enough for a large family.

The tea was conveyed to her daughter's own
door,

All down by the oceanside,

But the bouncing girl poured out ever pound
On the dark and the boiling tide.

On the dark and the boiling tide.

On the dark and the boiling tide.

And then she called out to the island queen,

Oh mother, dear mother, called she,

Your tea you may have when 'tis steeped enough,
But never a tax from me!

But never a tax from me!

But never a tax from me!



Yankee Doodle

Yankee Doodle went to town
Riding on a pony

Stuck a feather in his cap
And called it macaroni
Yankee doodle, keep it up
Yankee doodle dandy

Mind the music and the step
And with the girls be bandy.

Father and I went down to camp
Along with Captain Gooding

And there we saw the men and boys
As thick as hasty pudding.

Yankee doodle, keep it up

Yankee doodle dandy

Mind the music and the step

And with the girls be hand)y.

There was Captain Washington
Upon a slapping stallion
A-giving orders to his men

I guess there was a million.
Yankee doodle, keep it up
Yankee doodle dandy

Mind the music and the step
And with the girls be bandy.

And then we saw a swamping gun
Large as alog of maple

Upon a deuced little cart

A load for father's cattle.

Yankee doodle, keep it up

Yankee doodle dandy

Mind the music and the step

And with the girls be hand)y.

Star Spangled Banner

Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's early light,
What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's last gleaming?
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thro' the perilous
fight,

O'er the ramparts we watch'd, were so gallantly
streaming?

And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof thro' the night that our flag was still there.
O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

On the shore dimly seen thro' the mists of the deep,
Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses?

Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam,
In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream:

"Tis the star-spangled banner: O, long may it wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion

A home and a country should leave us no more?
Their blood has wash'd out their foul footsteps'’
pollution.

No refuge could save the hireling and slave

From the terror of flight or the gloom of the grave:
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave.

O, thus be it ever when freemen shall stand,
Between their lov'd homes and the war's desolation;
Blest with vict'ry and peace, may the heav'n-rescued land
Praise the Pow'r that hath made and preserv'd us as a
nation!

Then conquer we must, when our cause is just,

And this be our motto: "In God is our trust”

And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave!



