"SIMPLE GIFTS"  (Shaker Hymn)

'Tis the gift to be simple,

'Tis the gift to be free.

'Tis the gift to come down where you ought to be.

And when we find ourselves in the place just right,

'Twill be in the valley of love and delight.

When true simplicity is gained,

To bow and to bend we shan't be afraid.

To turn, turn, 

'Twill be our delight,

'Til by turning, turning we come round right.

"JOHNNY HAS GONE FOR A SOLDIER"
Sad I sit on Butternut Hill, 

Who could blame me cry my fill.

And every tear will turn a mill.

Johnny has gone a for a soldier.

Me, oh my, I loved him so,

Broke my heart to see him go.

And only time can fill my woe.

Johnny has gone for a soldier.  
