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through song something of the life and in-
terests of the people whose language they
are studying.

3) They help students to memorize
quickly the many repeated phrases and re-
frains so typical of folksongs. This mem-
orization is of real value in extending a
student's vocabulary.

4) They are songs that have lived
through the years and have musical as well
as language-learning values. Many of them
are known to us in translation, but they are
much more fun to sing in their original
language, and often contain beauty, mean-
ing, or humor in the text that is lost in
translation.

The Songs

The songs recorded in this Album from
Chantons en francais, Book One are listed
below. The French words, the melodies,
and chord indications for autoharp, guitar,
piano or chord organ, are all in the Stu-
dent's Book One. All of the pages of the
Student’s Book One are in the Teacher's
Book One. Opposite each of these pages in
the Teacher's Book is a piano accompani-
ment for the song, and the English trans-
lation. The page numbers of the song in
both the Student's and Teacher's Books are
given after the titles below.

3) It should not obscure the text, but
should permit the words to be heard easily.

4) The chord symbols above the notes
of the songs in the Student's Book provide
for an easy chord accompaniment with
autoharp, guitar, chord organ, or piano.

Many of the short songs have an extra
instrumental performance, so that students
may sing, dance, or dramatize the song
with an instrumental accompaniment im-
mediately after hearing it sung.

Keys

The songs in each book have been
written in keys that can be played on the
autoharp. They are also the keys which
provide the easiest range for voices of un-
trained singers. However, the written
keys and the. recorded keys of the songs
are not always the same. The reason for
this is that some songs sounded better in
the singers' voices in certain keys. In
case there is someone in your class who
plays guitar he will probably find also that
some of the songs are easier to play in the
keys in which they are recorded than in the
keys in which they are written.

The keys in which the songs were per-
formed are given after the titles of the
songs below.

®
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RECORD I - FC 7721
SIDE I, Band 1: ALOUETTE (The Lark)

Alouette, gentille alouette,
Alouette, Je te plumerai.

Je te plumerai la t@t',
Je te plumerai la tét',
Et la tet', et la tét',
Alouette, Alouette,

Oh, Alouette, gentille alouette,
Alouette, Je te plumerai.

SIDE I, Band 3:

Joli tambour,
Sire, le roi,
Joli tambour,
Sire, le roi,

JOLI TAMBOUR (The Handsome Drummer)

Et ri et ran, rapataplan, S'en revenaient de guerre.
Le plus jeune a dans sa bouche une rose.

La £ill' du roi était & sa fenétre.

Joli tambour, donnezmoi votre rose.

Je te la donne, mais tu seras ma mie.

demandez & mon pere.

donnezmoi votre fille!

tu n'es pas assez riche.

je suis fils d'Angleterre.

J'ai trois vaisseaux dessus la mer jolie.

Je te plumerai le bec,
Je te plumerai le bec,
Et le bec, et le bec,

Et la tet', et la tet’
Alouette, Alouette Oh.

Je te plumerai les patt‘s, Et les pett 8y
Et le bec, Et la t8t', Alouette, Oh!.

Je te plumerai le cou, Et le ccu,
Et les patt's, Et le bec, Et la tét', Alouette, Oh!...
Je te plumerai le dos, Et le dos, Et le cou,

Et les patt's, Et le bec, Et la t€t', Alouette, Oh!...

On peut continuer ainsi: le nez; les ail's; la queue

THE LARK

Lark, sweet lark, I will pluck you.
I will pluck your little head...
... your little beak...

..your little feet...

..your little neck...

...your little back...

You may wish to add: le nez (the nose); les ail's
(the wings); la queue (the tail).

SIDE I, Band 2: LE ROI D'YVETOT (The King of Yvetot)
11 était un roi d'Yvetot

Peu connu dans 1'histoire,

Se levant tard, se couchant t8t,

Dorment fort bien sans gloire;

Et couronné! par Jeanneton

D'un simple bonnet de coton, diton.

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!

Quel bon petit roi c'était 13! La, la.

I faisait ses quatre repas Dans son palais de chaume,
Et sur un 8ne, pas & pas, Parcourait son royaume.
Joyeux, simple et croyant le bien,

Pour toute garde il n'avait rien qu'un chien.

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!

Quel bon petit roi c'etait 1a! La, la!

I1 n'agrandit point ses états, Fut un voisin commode,
Et, modéle des potentats, Prit le plaisir pour code.
Ce n'est que lorsqu'il expira

Que le peuple qui l'enterra, Pleura.

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!

Quel bon petit roi c'etait 13! La, la!

On conserve encor'le portrait, De ce digne et bon
prince;

C'est l'enseigne d'un cabaret Fameux dans la province.

Les jours de f&te, bien souvent

La foule s'écrie en buvant Devant:

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!

Quel bon petit roi c'était 14! La, la!

THE KING OF YVETOT

There was & king of Yvetot, little known to history.

He got up late and went to bed early,

Sleeping very well, without glory,

And crowned by Jeanneton with & simple, cotton
bonnet!

He took his four meals in his little thatched palace,

And on his donkey he travelled,

Step by step, through his domain,

Joyous, simple and credulous, guarded only by his
doge s

He did not add anything to his kingdom,

But he lived very comfortably,

And, a model potentate, he took pleasure as his code,

And when he died those who buried him wept...

They still keep the portrait of this worthy, good
prince---

It is on the sign of a famous cabaret in the province.

On holidays he is well remembered---

The drinking crowd weeps before his picture...

L'un chargé d'or, 1l'autre d'argenterie.
Et le troisi®m' pour promener ma mie.
Joli tambour, tu auras donc ma fille.
Sire le roi, je vous en remercie.

Dans mon pays y en a de plus jolies.

SIDE I, Band 4:

THE HANDSOME DRUMMER

Three young drummers were returning from war.

The youngest had a rose in his mouth.

The king's daughter was at her window.

Handsome drummer, give me your rose.

I will give it to you, but you must be mine.

Handsome drummer, ask my father.

Milord, my king, give me your daughter!

Hendsome drummer, you aren't rich enough.

Milord, my king, I am a son of England's royal
house.

I have three fine vessels on the sea.

The one filled with gold, the other with silver.

And the third for me to sail.

Handsome drummer, you shall have my daughter.

Milord, my king, I thank you,

But in my country there are still prettier girls.

MALBROUGH S'EN VATEN GUERRE

(Malbrough Has Gone To War)

Malbrough s'en vaten guerre,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Malbrough s'en vaten guerre,

Ne sait quand reviendra.

Ne sait quand reviendra,

Ne sait quand reviendra.

I1 reviendraz' a Plques,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Il reviendraz' a Paques,

Ou & la Trinité.

La Trinité se paesse,

Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
la Trinité se passe,

Malbrough ne revient pas.

I1 reviendraz' & Paques,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
I1 reviendraz & Plques,

Ou a la Trinité.

La Trinité se passe,

Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
La Trinité se passe,

Malbrough ne revient pas.

Madame & sa tour monte,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Madame & sa tour monte,

Si haut qu'ell' peut monter...

Elle apergoit son pege,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Elle apergoit son page,
Tout de noir habille...

SIDE I, Band 5:

Beau page, ah! mon beau page,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Beau page, ah! mon beau page,
Quell' nouvelles apportez?...

Aux nouvell's que j'apporte,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Aux nouvell's que j'apporte,
Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer...
(3) ;
Monsieur d'Malbrough est mort,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Monsieur d'Malbrough est mort,
Est mortet enterre....

A l'entour de sa tombe,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
A l'entour de sa tombe,
Romarins l'on planta...

la cérémonie faite,

Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
la cérémonie faite,

Chacun s'en fut coucher....

(3)

IFALEROUGH HAS GONE TO WAR

A Duke of Marlborough actually served in the French
Army for five years. King Louis XIV decorated him

for his service. But whether he died in battle or

at home after an attack of apoplexy, there is some

question.

The melody of this famous song goes back to the
Middle Ages. It became very popular in France

and was liked by Marie Antoinette. In our country
it is sung to the words, "For He's a Jolly Good
Fellow", &nd "The Bear Went Over the Mountain."

Malbrough to war has gone; I do not know when he
will return.

He'll be back on Easter, or on Trinity Sunday.

Trinity Sunday is past... Malbrough does not return.

Madame mounts to her tower, as high as she can climb.

She sees his page coming, &ll dressed in black.

"Good page, what news do you bring?"

"At the news I bring your beautiful eyes will weep.

Sir Malbrough is dead---dead and buried.

All around his tomb they have plented rosemary.

The ceremony completed, everyone went home to bed."

IL ETAIT UN PETIT NAVIRE

(There Once Was A Little Ship)

Il était un petit navire,

Il était un petit navire,

Qui n'avait jajajamais navlgue,
Qui n'avait jajajemais navigue,
0-hé! 0-hé!

Il partit pour un long voyage,
Sur la M€-Mé-Mé-Méditerranée.

Au bout de cing ou six semaines,

Les vivres vin-vin-vinrent a manquer .

On tira(z)a la courte paille,

Pour savoir qui, qui, qui serait mangé.

Le sort tomba sur le plus jeune,

C'est donec lui qui, qui, qui fut de31gne

On cherche alors & quelle sauce,
Le pauvre enfant-fant-fant serait mange.

L'un voulait qu'on le mit & frire,
L'autre voulait-lait-lait le fricasser.

Pendant qu ainsi 1'on délibére.
Il monte sur, sur, sur le grand hunter.

I1 fit au ciel une priére,
Interrogeant-geant-geant 1'immensité.
\

0 Sainte Vierge, O ma patronne,
Crie le pau-pau-pauvre infortuné.

UNIVERSITY LIBRARY
UNIVERSITY OF ALBERTA




Si j'ai péch€, vite pardonne, On les prit, on les mit & frire, SIDE I, Band 8: DANSONS LA CAPUCINE

Empdcheles, les, les de me manger. Le jeune mou-mou-mousse fut sauvé. (Let's Dance The Capucine)
Au nfme instant un grand miracle, Si cette histoire vous amuse,
Pour 1l'enfant fut, fut, fut realisé. Nous allons la, la, la recommencer. LET DANCE THE CAPUCINE
Dansons la Capucine,
Des p'tits poissons dans le navire, Y'a pas de pain chez nous. Let's dance the Capucine
Saut®rent par, par, par et par milliers. Y'en a chez la voisine, There is no bieSi st ourlhouse
2 4
Mais, ce 'n Sat s pour nous. There is some at the neighbor's,
THERE ONCE WAS A LITTLE SHIP But it is not for us.

Dansons la Capucine,

Y'a pas de vin chez nous.
Y'en a chez la voisine,

Mais, ce n'est pas pour nous.

There once was & little ship that had never sailed. Let us dance the Capucine,
It left for a long voyage on the Mediterranean. There is no wine at our house,
After five or six weeks the food ran out. There is some at the neighbor's,
The sailors drew straws to see who should be eaten. But that is not for us.
The lot fell on the youngest of the crew. Dansong i SopE
Y'du plaisir chez nous.
They then wondered with what sauce the poor boy Ob plewr’ chsz 14 voiside
should be eaten. o pit thus h 2 There is happiness in our house.
One wanted him fried, another thought he would be 0 UJOUTE: RRaERay: They cry at the neighbor's,
better fricasseed. But at our house there is always laughter.
While they were deliberating he climbed up the
main mast.

Let us dance the Capucine,

He addressed a prayer to heaven, and looked out CIDE II, Band 1: CADET ROUSSELLE
over the vast sea. y
"Holy Virgin, my patron saint," exclaimed the poor Cadet Rousselle a trois maisons,
unfortunate one, Cadet Rousselle a trois maisons,
"If I have sinned, forgive me in a hurry, and prevent Qui n'ont ni poutres ni chevrons,
them from eating me!" Qui n'ont ni poutres ni chevrons;
At that very instant & great miracle was performed C'est pour loger les hirondelles.
for the boy. Que direzvous d'Cadet Rousselle?
Small fishes by the thousands jumped into the ship. Ah! Ah! Ah! oui uraiment, Cadet Rousselle est bon
The sailors caught and fried them, and the young enfant.
apprentice seaman was saved.
If you liked this story we'll start over again.... Cadet Rousselle a trois habits (Repeat)
Deux jaunes, l'autre en papler gris (Repeat)
Il met celuild quand il géle
SIDE I, Band 6: AS-TU VU LA CASQUETTE? Ou quand il pleut et quand il grele.
(Have You Seen The Hat?) Ah! Ah! Ah! oui uraiment, Cadet Rousselle est bon
enfant.
As-tu vu la casquette, la casquette,
Elle est fait, la casquette, la casquette, Cadet Roussell' ne mourra pas (Repeat)
Elle conduit, la casquette, la casquette, Car, avant de sauter le pas, (Repeat)
Si tu ne l'as pas vue, la voila, elle est sur sa t€te, On dit qu'il apprend 1'orthographe
Si tu ne l'as pas vue, tu la v'rras, la casquette, la Pour fair' luimén' son épitaphe. Ah! Ah! etc.
casquett’,
Cadet Rousselle a trois deniers, (Repeat)
As-tu vu la casquett' du Pér' Bugeaud? C'est pour payer ses créanciers. (Repeat)
Elle est faite de poil de chameau. Quand il a montré ses ressources,
Elle conduit, nos soldats, le drapeau. Il les remet dedans sa bourse. Ah! Ah! etc.
Si tu ne l'as pas vue, la viola il n'y en a pas deux
comm' ga. Cadet Rousselle a trois beaux yeux; (Repeat)
Si tu ne 1'as pas vue tu la v'rras, la casquett' du L'un r'garde 2 Caen, 1l'autre & Bayeux; (Repeat)
Pér' Bugeaud. Comme il n'a pas la vue bien nette,

Le troisidm', c'est sa lorgnette. Ah! Ah! etc.

HAVE YOU SEEN THE HAT?
CADET ROUSSELLE

Have you seen Father Bugeaud's nightcap?

If you haven't seen it, there it is on his head, Master Rousselle has three houses that have neither
There is not another like it! beams nor rafters.
They are lodgings for the sparrows.
It is made of camel's hair, the nightcap, What do you thirk of Master Rousselle?
If you really haven't seen it, Father Bugeaud's Ah! Ah, yes, truly, Master Rousselle is a fine
nightcap. fellow.

It leads our soldiers like a flag! Master Rousselle has three suits--two yellow and
one of gray paper,

Here is an amusing little incident from French history. He puts that one on when it freezes, or rains or

It happened one night during the campaign of Algeria, hails!

when a certain Marshall Bugeaud (1784-1849) was in

command . Master Rousselle will not die, for, before taking
that step (passing eway),

The Arabs launched a surprise attack while the gen- They say he is learning to spell in order to write

eral was asleep in his tent. At the sound of the his own epitaph.

warning bugle the general forgot he was wearing a

night cap, and rushed out to direct his soldiers in Master Rousselle has three coins to pay his creditors.

his night grab. When he showed them his resources, he put the coing
back in his purse.

When the skirmish was over, for the first time the

embarrassed general noticed he was "out of uniform." Master Rousselle has three fine eyes--one looks at

On the spot, his men put the incident to an old Caen, the other at Bayeux;

military tune. The general was affectionately known Since he does not see very clearly, the third is

to his men as "Father Bugeaud" and he probably enjoyed his spyglass.

the joke on himself as much as his soldiers did. Ah! Ah! etc.

SIDE II, Band 2: MA MERE M'ENVOIETAU MARCHE
(My Mother Sends Me to Market)

SIDE I, Band 7: BEAUX YEUX Ma mér' m'envoietau marche c'est pour des sabots
(Beautiful Eyes) acheter.
Mes sabots font dign'-don-daine, dign'-don'daine
font mes sabots.
Je n' suis pas marchand ma mére, pour des sabots
acheter.

Beaux yeux, beaux yeux, depuis que je vous admire,
Jje n'en suis pas plus heureux.

BEAUTIFUL EYES y
Ma mer' m'envoietau marche c'est pour un canard

acheter. \

Mon canard fait "Coin, coin, coin,"

Je n' suis pas marchand ma mére, pour un canard
acheter.

Beautiful eyes, because I admire you, I am very happy.




Ma mér' m'envoietau marche c'est pour un' poule Do you hear the thunder? It roars as it comes
acheter. near.
Ma poule fait "cluck, cluck, cluck," Take shelter by me as we go on. I see our little
Je n'suis pas marchand ma mére, pour un' poule cottage.
acheter. And here come Mother and sister Anne
To open the cattle shed.
Ma mér' m'envoietau marche c'est pour un beau cog
acheter. Let us take good care of the fine sheep, Mother.
Mon beau coq fait "co-co-ri-co," Give more straw for the litter of her little lamb.
Je n' suis pas marchand ma m}re, pour un beau coq Do not blush, shepherdess; my mother and I will go
acheter. To your father's house to ask for your hand.

Ma mer' m'envoietau marche c'est pour un' fifite
acheter.
Ma flfite fait "doo-doodle-doo,"
Je n' suis pas marchand ma meére, pour un fliite
acheter.
SIDE II, Band 5: MON PAPA
Ma mér' m'envoietau marche c'est pour un tambour (My Papa)
acheter.
Mon tambour fait "boum-boum,boum," Mon pape, ne veut pas que je danse, que je danse,
Je n' suis pas marchand ma mere, pour un tambour Mon papa, ne veut pas que je danse la polka.
acheter.

Mais malgré sa defense, Moi je dense, moi je danse,
MY MOTHER SENDS ME TO MARKET Mais melgré sa defense, Moi je danse la polka.

Sur les noix du galtas, Moi je danse, moi je danse,

My Mother sends me to market to buy wooden shoes...
Sur les noix du galtas, Moi je danse la polka!

My shoes go ding, dong, daine, Ding, Dong, Daine go
my wooden shoes.

I am no merchant, Mother, to buy wooden shoes. MY PAPA

My Mother sends me to market to buy a duck....

"Quack, quack," says my duck. My papa does not want me to dance the polka,

But in spite of his objection I will dance the polka.
i au nonercheghsbiodheT s lQRPuY A RNCE; I'1l1l dance the polka in the attic of the barn where

hen..."Cluck, cluck, cluck" says my hen. the walnuts are drying.

rooster "Co-co-ri-ku" says my rooster.

flute..."Doodle doodle do" says my flute. .
drum. ."Boom, boom, boom" says my drum. SIDE II, 3end 6: ?§E¥i§§ Tgogogfeep)
2

Trois canards déployant leurs ail's, Coin! Coin! Coin!

Disaient & leurs cannes fidél's: Coin! Coin! Coin!

Quand donc finiront nos tourments? Coin! Coin! Coin!

Quand donc finiront nos tourments? Coin! Coin! Coin!
Coin!

Meunier, tu dors, ton moulin va trop vite

Meunier, tu dors, ton moulin va trop fort.

Ton moulin, ton moulin, va trop vite

Ton, moulin, ton moulin, va trop fort!

SIDE II, Band 3: LA PERDRIOLE
(The Partridge)

Le premier
Le second
Le troisiém'
Le quatriém'
Le cinquiém'

)

) g

) Jour de mai, Que donn' raije d ma mie?
)

)

Une perdriole qui vole dans nos bois.
Cing moutons b&lant au pré,

Quatre pigeons volant en 1l'air,
Trois lapins grattant la terr',

Deux chiens courants.

Meunier, tu dors, et le vent souffle, souffle...
Et le vent souffle fort.

Meunier, tu dors, voici venir 1l'orage,

Le cilel est noir, il va bientdt pleuvoir.

Le cinquiém' jour de mai,

Que donn' raije 3 ma mie?

Cing moutons blant au pré,

Quatre pigeons volant en l'air,

Trois lapins grattant la terr',

Deux chiens courants,

Une perdriole qui vole dans nos bois. Three drakes spread their wings, Quack, quack, quack!
They say to their trusty ducks,

THE PARTRIDGE When will our troubles end? Quack, quack, quack!

Miller, you are sleeping, your mill goes too quickly,

On the fifth day of May what shall I give my ---goes too hard.
sweetheart? Five sheep bleating in the meadow,
four pigeons flying in the air, three rabbits
scratching the ground, two running hounds, one
partridge that flies in our woods.

Meunier, tu dors, le vent brise tes ailes
Et ton moulin, il se taira demain.

MILLER, YOU SLEEP

Miller, you are sleeping, and the wind blows hard.

Miller, you sleep, and here comes the thunderstorm.
The heavens are black, it will soon rain.

SIDE II, Band 4: IL PLEUT, BERGERE Miller, you sleep, the wind breaks our wings,
(It Is Raining, Shepherdess) And your mill will be silent tomorrow.

I1 pleut, il pleut, bergere, Soignons bien, O ma mere,
Presse-tes blancs moutons; Son tant joli troupeau;
Allons sous ma chaumiere, Donnez plus de litiére
Bergeré, viteallons! A son petitagneau.
J'entends sur le feuillage Ne rougis pas, bergere,
L'eau qui tombe a grand bruit, Me mére et moi, demain,
Voicz, vgici 1'orage, Nous irons chez ton pere
Voild 1l'éclair gui luit. Lui demander ta main.

SIDE II, Band 7: EN PASSANT PAR LA LORRAINE
(In Passing Through Lorraine)

En passant par la Lorraine, Avec mes sabots,
Rencontrai trois capitaines, Avec mes sebots,
Dondaine, Oh! Oh! Oh! Avec mes sabots.
Entendstu le tonnerre?
I1 roule en approchant; Rencontrai trois capitaines, Avec mes sabots,
Prends un abri, bergere, Ils m'ont appelée vilaine, Avec mes sabots...
A ma droite, en marchant;
Je vois notre cabane, Ils m'ont appelée vilaine, Avec mes sabots,
Et, tiens, voici venir Je ne suis pas si vilaine, Avec mes sabots...
Ma mére et ma soeur Anne
Qui vont 1l'etable ouvrir. Je ne suis pas si vilaine, Avec mes sabots,
Puisque le fils du roi m'aime, Avec mes sabots...
IT IS RAINING, SHEPHERDESS
Puisque le fils du roi m'aime, Avec mes sabots,
It is raining, shepherdess, hurry your white sheep! Il m'a donné pour &trenne, Avec mes sabots...
Let us quickly go to the thatched cottage, yonder.
I hear water noisily falling on the branches, I1 m'a donné pour étrenne, Avec mes sabots,
Here is the storm---there the lightning gleams. Un bouquet de marjolaine, Avec mes sabots...




Un bouquet de marjolaine, Avec mes sabots,
S'il m'épous', je serai Reine, Avec mes sabots...

S'il m'épous', je serai Reine, Avec mes sabots,
Serai Reine de Lorraine, Avec mes sabots...

IN PASSING THROUGH LORRAINE

In passing through Lorraine, in my wooden shoes,

I met three captains.

They called me ugly, in my wooden shoes!

I am not ugly in my wooden shoes,

For the King's son loves me.

He gave me a New Year's gift,

A bouquet of marjoram:

If he marries me I'll be Queen of Lorraine, in my
wooden shoes.

SIDE II, Band 8: J'AI PERDU LE "DO" DE MA CLARINETTE
(I Have Lost The "Do" On My Clarinet)

J'ai perdu le DO de ma clarinette,

J'ai perdu le DO de ma clarinette,

Ah? si papa, il savait ¢2, Tralala,

Ah, si papa, il savait ¢§a, Tralala,

Au pas, camarade, au pas, camarade, au pas, au pas,
au pas

Au pas, camerade, au pas, camarade, au pas, au pas,
au pas.

This is a fine hiking song, often sung by Boy Scouts
in other countries. The second stanza starts with:
"J'ai perdu le Re de ma clarinette,” and thereafter
each stanza takes the next syllable of the scale---
Mi, Fa, Sol, La, Ti, and finally back to Do. There
is no change in the stanze except the name of the
syllable.

I HAVE LOST THE "DO" ON MY CLARINET

I have lost the "do" on my clarinet, Ah, if papa
knew that!
Get in step, comrade! Get in step!

SIDE II, Band 9: EN REVENANT D'AUVERGNE
(Returning From Auvergne)

En revenant d'Auvergne, en revenant d'Auvergne,
Passant par la Limagne, passant par la Limagne,
En revenant d'Auvergne, d'Auvergne, mon pays,
Chantant la Savoyarde, dansant la Montagnarde,
Eh, gai Coco! Eh, gai Coco!

Eh, venez voir la danse du petit marmot,

Du petit marmot, du petit marmot.

Une vieille &dentée, une vieille édentée, une vieille
édentee

Me dit, "Mon p'tit ami,

Faismoi donc voir la danse, faismoi donc voir la
danse,

Faismoi donc voir la danse, la dans' de ton pays;

Chante la Savoyarde, danse la Montagnarde."

Eh, gai Coco! Eh, gai Coco!

Non, tu n'verras pas la danse du petit marmot!...

Une jeune fillette, une jeune fillette,

Une jeune fillette me dit, "Mon jeun' ami,
Montremoi donc la danse, montremoi donc la danse,
liontremoi donc la danse, la dans' de ton pays;
Chante la Savoyarde, danse la Montagnarde."
eai Coco! Eh, gai Coco!

2t j'lui montrai la danse du petit marmot!...

RETURNING FROM AUVERGNE

This is the song of a little itinerant singer and
vielle player (organ grinder), with his trained
woodchuck. Deems Taylor used this in his opera,
Peter Ibbetson.

Upon my return from Auvergne, my homeland,
Passing through Limagne, from Limagne to Paris,
Singing the Savoyarde, dancing the Montagnarde,
Hey, gay Coco! Hey! gay Coco!

Come and see the dence of the little marmot!...

When a toothless old lady says to me,

"My little friend, let me see the dance of your
country,

Sing the Savoyarde, dance the Montagnarde,"

Hey, gay Coco! Hey, gay Coco!

No, you'll not see the dance of the little marmot!...

When a young girl says to me,

"My young friend, show me the dance of your country,
Sing the Savoyarde, dance the Montagnarde,"

Hey! gay Coco! Hey, gay Coco!

I'll show her the dance of the little marmot!...

RECORD II - FC 7722

SIDE I, Band 1: LE CARILLONNEUR
(The Bell Ringer)
Maudit soistu carillonneur,
Que Dieu créa pour mon malheur!
Dés le point du jour & la cloche il s'accroche,
Et le soir encor carillon ne plus fort!
Quand sonneraton la mort du sonneur?
THE BELL RINGER
Curses on you, carillonneur---you whom God created
for my unhappiness! At daybreak you sound off the

bells, and at evening again---even louder! When
will they be played for your funeral?

SIDE I, Band 2: AUPRES DE MA BLONDE

(Beside My Fair One)
Dans les jardins d'mon pere Les lilas sont fleuris,
Tous les oiseaux du monde Viennent y fair'leurs nids.
Aupr®s de ma blonde, Qu'il fait bon, fait bon, fait bon,

Auprés de ma blonde, Qu'il fait bon rester.

Repeat the last two lines of the preceding stanza
before singing the new words of the next stanza.

Tous les oiseaux du monde Vienn ent y fair' leurs nids,
La caill' la tourterelle, Et la jolie, perdrix.
AUDrEB..veees

La caill', la tourterelle, Et la jolie perdrix,
Et ma jolie colombe Qui chante jour et nuit.(Refrain).

Qui chante pour les filles Qui n'ont pas de mari....
Pour moi ne chante guére, Car j'en ai un joli....
Dites-nous donc, la belle, Ou donc est votr' mari?....
Il est dans la Hollande, Les Hollandais l'ont pris....
Que donn'riezvous, la belle, Pour avoir votre ami?....
Je donnerais Versailles, Paris et Saint-Denis....

Les tours de Notre-Dame, Et 1l'clocher d' mon pays....
Et ma jolie colombe, Pour avoir mon eami....

BESIDE MY FAIR ONE

Refrain: How good it would be to stay with my fair one.

In my father's garden the lilacs are blooming.
All the birds in the world are making their nests.

The quail, the turtle dove, and the partridge,
And my fine dove that sings day and night.
She sings for the girls who are not married.

But she hardly ever sings for me because I have a
husband.

Tell me, pretty one, where is your husband?
He is in prison in Holland.

What would you give, pretty one, to have your loved
one back with you?

I would eive Versailles, Paris and Saint-Denis,

The towers of Notre-Dame and the belltower of my
hometown,

And my fine dove, to have my loved one back with me.

SIDE I, Band 3: L'APPRENTI PASTOURIAU
(The Apprentice Shepherd)

Quand j'étais chez mon pére, apprenti pastouriau,

Il m'a mis dans la lande, pour garder les troupiaux.
Troupiaux, troupiaux, Je n'en avais guere;
Troupiaux, troupiaux, Je n'en a vais biaux.

Mais je n'en avais guére, Je n'avais qu'trois agneaux
Et le loup de la plaine m'a mangé le plus biau. (Ref.).

I1 était si vorace, n'a laissé que la piau,
N'a laissé que la queue pour mettre h mon chapiau....
A

Mais des os de la bete me fis un'chalumiau
Pour jouer & la f€te, & la f&t' du hamiau....







