1890==
A little Moiden climbed an old man's knee,

Begged for a story, "Do Uncle please,
Why are you single, why live alone,
Have you no babies, have you no hone?"
I had o swcetheart, years, years agos
- Yhere she is now, pet, you will socm knowe
Iist? to the story, I'1l tell it alil,
I believed her faithless, after the balle
After the ball 1s over,
After the break of morn,
After the dancers leaving,
After the stars are gone,
Many a heart is aching,
£ ycu could read them all,
Many the hopes that have vanished
After the balle
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The oriole with joy was sweotly singing,

The little brcok was babling 1its tune,

The village bells with joy were sweetly ringing,
The world seemed brighter tnon a harvest moolie
And os within my arms I gently pressed you,

And blushing red you slowly turned awaj,

When the voice that I heard

Like the sound of a bird,

Seemed to whisper sweet music to mMCa
I ean heor the dull buzz of the bdee,
In the blossoms as you s@ng to me,
7ith a heart that beats true,

I'11 be waiting for you

In the shade of the cld apple Trece



