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STEPHEN C.  FOSTER

Hard Times Come Again No More

Let us pause in life’s pleasures and count its many tears
While we all sup sorrow with the poor:

There’s a song that will linger forever in our ears;
Oh! Hard Times, come again no more.

chorus
’Tis the song the sigh of the weary;
Hard Times, Hard Times, come again no more;
Many days you have lingered around my cabin door,
Oh! Hard Times, come again no more.

2

While we seek mirth and beauty and music light and gay
There are frail forms fainting at the door:

Though their voices are silent, their pleading looks will
say

Oh! Hard Times, come again no more.

3

There’s a pale drooping maiden who toils her life away
With a worn heart whose better days are o’er:

Though her voice would be merry, ’tis sighing all the
day 

Oh! Hard Times, come again no more.
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4

’Tis a sigh that is wafted across the troubled wave,
’Tis a wail that is heard upon the shore,

’Tis a dirge that is murmured around the lowly grave, 
Oh! Hard Times, come again no more.

1854

The Little Ballad Girl

Ho! little girl, so dressed with care!
With fairy slippers and golden hair!
What did I hear you calling so loud,
Down in that heartless, motley crowd?

chorus
’Tis my father’s song
And he can’t live long;

Everyone knows he wrote it,
For I’ve been down at the hotel door,

And all the gentlemen bought it.

2

Ho! little girl, let me light my cigar!
Where are you going tonight so far?
What are you hiding under your arm?
If I burn a sheet, will it do any harm?

3

Ho! little girl, what makes you cry?
Come, dry up the tears in that bright blue eye!
What is all this that is blowing around,
All soiled and scattered and strewn on the ground.
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