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ELLA BUSH

AS 1 walk’d out owe moonlight night,

[ met a fair maid—her eyes shone bright,
MHer face was so black, you couldn’t see it well,
And she was called de * Yaller busha belle”
Says I, “ young lady’ may I walk wid ye i
What do you tink was de answere she gib me 1
She says to me ha, ta,

Go away, black man, don’t you come a'neizh me,

Burn you we'de a chunk, if I don't blue die me !
Radiok a day, ra, di, ink a day—
Nigger see’d her eat a pumpkin all de day.

Dat she should be so dignified, I didn’t care to see,
Kase *m de ansom nigger (rom de elbow to de knee @
A% A Tife by the gally fir
N er bushs belle, o & 1ite DY 1O S i i

Spoken.) She says to me it "zacly de same tone

1 never see a yaller gal dat I could like so well,
So I splash my “fections on you, my

" of voice as before, only different,
o away, black man, &e.

So ina mimte I put up my cotien umberelle,

We did’nt walk much furder kazo down de rain fell %

Miss Dinah, now, 1 axes you to lean apon dis arm,
An’ 1 pledge my solemn appetits I don’t mean you
no harm,
So come, young lady, may I walk wid ye? ™
Dis time a different answere shegibme.
Spoken.) Yon see de rain was coming down
tolerably slick and she says-«= ;

Like a coon ina cage 1

A LIFE BY THE

GALLY FIRE

A home in de good old ship,

Whar de waves curl highar & higher

Like a nigger’s under lip:
_ 1 pine,
while on de sian still shore,

2% Give de pickle brine,
il An’ de black caboose once niore,,

A life by de gally hre,

A home in de good old shi

whavde wavce roll higher & E’igl'mr

Like a nigger’s under lip.

Co '/, black man, 141 go away with you now s
e g B s o In de ole caboose I stan

Hold up your umberella, or 1 get wet thro‘ now,
We walked along togeder, I don‘t no what 1 said,
But de subject ob matrimoney eum into my bead,
All dat passed between I'm not a.going to tell,
But de next day I got married to my

Yaller bushe belle.
s

' \Vent to a nigger parson, on purpos to be wed,

When he ask‘(j' de lady‘s name, wot do you tiok she
Go away; black man, &e. I8

gaid ©

" About twelve months after dat 1 t‘onght 1 go wild, i
When my yalier gal she gab tome a little male child ﬁ

Hle was as black as any erow, perhaps just a trille
biger,

Among de fire an’ pot,

%@E An’ dar 1 hab commat’,
" OFf wittals smoking hot,
I sit and toast my skin,
An’ work my old jaw bone,
% An’ when de storm begins,
1 sing him dis yar tune.
A fife by’the gally fire &e.

wid a slicc ob good fat bam,
Cooked brown as a nigger’s skin,

dlls My wittals chest 1 eram,

I “igve I neber saw sucha haudsome little nigger, S And like a shatk I grin,

Butyy Yaller Busha Belle, my young and lovely 2

voice--=

Afind de piccaninuy if you lub me truc NOW,
Ra. di, ink aday, ra, di, ink a day,
' ro iz nearly broke mv heari fo put bor inde

¢ An’ when eight bells hab struck,

ide, ;
She did"¢ live much longer, ‘cause de next day she 543 2
ied:. : W An’ sleep like & black sea duck. |

Spokon.) She says to mein a Werry lemeonchboly 3@
7 oness PR 2RIV BOBe

Good-bye back man, [,m going away {rom you ROW "

Away 1 .go to roos’, f

ole caboose,

Hodges, from PITTS, Wholesale Toy and Mor
ble Warehouse, Dudley Street, Seven Dials.
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