NEGRO CAMP- MREETING HYMNA

At this time of year, In half a dogen tiny
ngs In the groat pinoe forest of Now Jernay,

the solored folks nssomble at what are oalled
samp meatings by the white people, but * grove
ings " by the negroos—the only camp being
ihat formed by a few ragged canvas tents, in
which tho dencons and trustees of the churches
» keop atore”’ and sell refreshing food and bev-

';:::o plensant twillght of the woods and un-

dor tho only considerable bit of blue sky that

the foreat trece disclose, are seen tho wooden

hers’ booth, tho dusky band of ehoristers
miled in beneath the booth, and In front and
peside it the rows of raised planks that accom-
modate tho audionce. The troes that skirt the
soaring benr conts of whitowash on their trunks
o indicate tho confines of the eamp and warn
oftintruding teamsters who would hiteh thelr
porsoa too near the seats. Boetweon the forest
and worshippors the canvas booths are
stretehed, and in them are seen white-clothed
pmbles, rusty kitchen vessels emoking and
peaming over dilapidated stoves, and counters

y with frult and colorea eandies. The forest
Jo 80 big that the objects that make up the campe
seom foreshortened and small like the pictured
eanvas of n stage,

The honest purpose of the colored worship-
pers who maintain these meetings Is to gain
monoy for what is familiarly called *'de debs,”
lnasmuch a8, haviog no money, they are
sbliged to build thelr churches on borrowed
mpital or Iabor, and to struggle vear after year
gnder the burden, often to pay the mere inter-
ot on the lonn, Thoy sell or rent the stand-
keepers’ privileges in the camps, and from the
opening to the close of each day’'s services they
dun thelr visitors for money. Neither piety
por charity governs the white visitors, They
simply occupy the relationship of spectators to
performers, They pay for quaint preaching,
grotesque behavior, and the peculiar music
they expect to hear. At Rod Bank, during the
pecent meoling of the members of Zion's
Church, who have since juined the eamp of
their neighbore now holding at Ocean Grove
the local paper soberly upbralded the colored
people for singing too many ' white” songs,
and for singing their own hymns without the
proper degree of enthusiasm. On the other
hand, the dominie, Mr, Hinton, frequently in-
elted the singers to refute these accusations.
*(@ive us what money you kin spare,” he would
say, ''and we'll sing our best for you. Now,
mind (to the singers), eing with all yo’ might,
andsing the right songs. Be sure you sing the
right songs (meaning, of course, the songs that
are peculiar to his people).” While these songs
are being sung, the white people leave their
seats and surround the singers, standing on
tip-toe, and straining over one another to catch
the quaint wording of the verses and the varied
mannerisms of the singers., Bometimes, when
s well-known hymn is sung, the white people
join in the chorus, and send a mighty volume
of song rolling through the forest. * Roll,
Jordan, Roll,” {s such a hymn.
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preacher, you ougliter bin thar,Yaa, Rny Lord,»
A

git- tin in de king-dom To heah ole Jerdan roll.
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Roll, Jer-dan, roll, Roll, Jer-dan, roll, I
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die, To

want to git to heab'en when I

heali ole Jer - dan, roll,

By means of aceent marks and the other tech-
aleal guides, an attemopt has been made to make
possible an exact reproduction of the peculiar
swing and irregular emphasis that give to these
bymns their originality and charm. The words
that are sung to this atr by the colored folks of
Monmouth County are aa follows:

Oh, prencher, you oughter bin dar;
Yans, my Lord!

Asettin' in de Kingdom,

To heah ole Jerdan Roll

Roll, Jerdan, Roll;

Roll, Jerdan, Roll;

I want ter get to heben when I die,
To hiear oie Jerdan Roil.

There nre as many verses to this song as there
are suitable words to substitute for " preacher”
fn the first line, and the number of verses that
are thus made up is dependent on the temper
and endurance of the singers.

There is at lenst one other popular hymn with
words of thia cast iron character. Itie called,
“Ring thoss charming bells,” and when the col-
ored choir that sings itis in the humor, bysing-
ing half the verse with spirit and the other haif
in softly whispered tones, the effect is attractive
and tender to a degree,
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Martha's just goue along, Mary and-a Martha's

B

+ Just gone along, To ring those charming bells,Crying,
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Free grace, dy - ing love, Free grace, dy -ing love,
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Free grace, dying love,To riug those charming bells,
Mary and a-Martha's jess gone 'long,
Mary and a-Martha's jess gone ‘long,
Mary and a-Martha's Jess gone 'long,
To ring those chsrming bells,
Crying. Free grace, dying love,
Free grace, dying love,
Free grace, dying love
To ring those cliarming bells.

Baptis'—Methidis' Jess gone 'long.
Baptis'—=Methidis' Jess gone 'long,
Bapus'—Methidis' Jess gone 'long,
To rinz those charming bels.
Crying. Free grace, dying love,

Free grace, dying love,
Free grace, dying love,
To ring those charming bells.

Preacher an' the elder Jess gone ‘long,
Fiscopal 'n’ Quakers, jess gone 'long,
ke, &c., Ac., &c.
A very comienl song. the music of which was

loss Interesting than the words, ran as follows:

What kin' of collar do de angels w'ar?
Piccadilly collar,
Piceadilly collar I'm going to w'ar
When I go toghory,

What idoe of vocktie do de angels w'ar?

Long winte tie,
Long white tie I'm goin' to w'ar
When I go wglory.

“Keep yo' seats, my deahs,” eried Dominie
Hinton to the congregation in Morford's woods ;
“you kin hear jiss as distinctively whar you
are, (Give the singers room—it's hard singin’
In do woods!” A young mulatto woman, tall
and straight as an arrow, with regular features,
dep soft cyes, and hair soft and long, had
started a song never heard in Monmouth Coun-
ty hefore, 8he was the housemaid of a wealthy
New Yorker, and was newly brouglt from
6eorgin. The dominfe dislikes congregational
singing, and prefers to have his congregation
Inthelr geats upon thoe planks, but the clear
bell-like soprano voico of this new singer was
more powerful in attracting & throng around
the singers’ pon than the pastor's eommand
o keep still, At first no other voice
euzht up elther the simple body of the
Alr slic sang or #s electrioc chorus, but
the socond verse was sung by two or three
Yolunteurs, including what musicians call
Batiral sncond,” inthe volee of a slender col-
ored miniden; and hofore the closo of the third
Yerso nearly all the singers had eaught the
tfane. Tho negroes' fine ear for malody ennbles
them to eateh ntune quickly and to sing it with-
Out mnistinkes, 8o thut when tho Georgia sirlhad
begun the third vorso of her rather bold and
heroje *onig she found tho entire choir follow-
Ing her with porfoct harmony, The same num-

rof white poanle would have made sufficient
dincord, undoy such circumstunces, to drive
hair hearars out of the woonda, The words

IWhink wre probibly us old as the Soutbera for-
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osts In whioch they were learned) wore sung to

the following air;

& Oh, I'll be there, will be there, Oh
Iwill be there, will bLe there, With the palms of

vie « to - ry, palms of glory you shall wear,
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In 't!ut beau - ti-ful world on high. I
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look'd at my hauds and they were now, In that beautiful
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do in that beau-tiful world on high,

Oh, I'll be there, will be there—

Oh, I'll be there, will be there,
Wid de palins of victory,
Palins of glory
You shinll wenr—

In that beautiful worl’ on high.

T look'd at mv hands an' thay were new
In that beautiful world on {Ill'l ok

And I cried, **Oh, Lord, what shall T do"

In that beautitul world on high

Oh, I'll he there, will be there—

Oh, I'll be there, wiil be there,
Wid de palins of vietory,
Palms ot glory
You shall wear—

In that beautiful worl' on high.

De debbll tole me not to prn{
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In dat beautiful worl' on high " 0 T

Oh, I'll be dere, will be dere—

On, I'll be dere, will be dere,
Wid de palms of victory,
Palms of glory
You shall ali-wear—

In dat beautiful worl' on high.

I went 'long 8o right from de start,
In aat beautitul worl' on high,

Wid a hang.-down head an’ an aching heart,
In dat beautitul worl' on high.

Oh, I'll be dere, will be dere—

Oh, I'll be dere, will be dere,
Wid de palms of victory,
Palms of glory
You shall wear—

In that beautitul worl' on high,

When I get on-ah de mounting-top,
In dat beautitul worl' on high

I8ing and pray an' ah—never stop,
In dat beautiful worl' on high.

An educated woman in Red Bank says that
more than one of the colored women who have
worked in her kitchen have learnod not only the
muslic but the words of selections from Italian
operas they have heard her sing at her piano.
Every one who has heard them frequently is
able to vouch for the statement that these col-
ored folks have only to hear a tune once or
twice to learn it; but the writer's experience,
while obtaining the music for THE SUN, has
shown in aludicrous manner that they learn
the words of a song only as they learn its notes,
with a regard for the genecral sound, but with
no knowledge or concern about the smport or
construction of what they hear. Suddenly, in
meeting the other night, an aged negress began
a hymn the words of which were utterly unin-
telligible, The tune was simple, and nearly all
the men and women in the singers’ seats joined
init. The writer stood close to one after an-
other of them, and was amazed to hear from
every throat a chorus that sounded like this:

Hi-ding-ery-ding, Hi-ding-ery-ding,

Hidingery-ding, Hi-ding-ery ding,

Hiding ery-ding. Hi-ding-ery-ding,
Washed in de bl ob de lamb.

From an intelligent young colored woman,
whose head was carried very high in camp to
glve exprassion to her contempt for the poor
but clean and honest backwoods people, it was
learned that the words were originally written
thus:

I've been redeemed, I've been redeemed,

I've been redecmed, I've been redeemed,

I've been redecmed, I've been redeemed,
Washed in the blood of the Lamb.

The writer was puzzled over a line of one of

nl\lT verses as they sung {t. Its worda ran lika
this:

These, these are dey who want a convict sire.

““But I don’t understand that,” said the
writer.

**You don't hab to,” oneof thecolored singers
replied; ‘' you jess putdat down. Dere's a good
many tings which you ain't obligated for to un-
deratand. You jess sing 'em—da’s all.”

The original and ecorrect line was:

These, these are they who won conflicts dire.

Here is the song:
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Bweeping thiro’ the gates of the new Jﬁuulexn.
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Wash'din the blood of the Lamb....,
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Bweeping thro’ the gates of the new Jo - ru - salein,
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Just washed in the blood of the Lamb,

fweepin' thro' de gates

Ob de new Jerusalem,
Waashed in de blood ob de lamb,

Bweepin’ thro' de gates

Ob de new Jerusalem,
Washed in ae blood ob de lamb.

These, these are they who want a convict sire,

B s et nsy whe oo the Surscos Sre

Roos d:v.:n;':d tn’do bleod ob de Lamb. :
This was the only verse that any of the people
who sung the tune for the musician were ac-
quainted with, and no other was sung at
“meeting,” though this was repeated many
times. Perhaps it is as another of tha singers
said: ** No matter; coz de tune 'mits of any kin’
ob words.” It {s, indeed, a fact that nearly
every couplet that the negroes sing is brought
into requisition to the music of any tune that
they find popular when they are excited and
when what they mysteriously term * de powah”
inepires them to continue singing until their
enthusiasm loses its foree, or an independent
voice breaks in with a different and equally
popular air. Atsuch times the "' singers' pen"
is a study for a painter. The men lean back,
and with half-closed eyes and an ecstatic ex-
pression of face, shout the music with all the
force of their lungs, patting their knees with
their hands and the ground with their feet.
The women rock forward and backward. clap
their hands, strike their forsheads, and occa-
slonally scream from sheer excitement. Each

verse Is begun with a shout and ended with a
sustained note, Thus they sang ‘' Old Pha-
reeoh " oune day at Red Bank;
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Ol, didn't old Plarach git lost, git lost, gitlost,

Oh didu't old Pha-raok git lost i the Red ses.
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you miglit plain-ly see, Old Pla - rach and his
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Loet gut Lot

Oh, didn't ole Phareoh git los',
Git los', g1t loy', e

Ob, didn't ole Plinreoh gie los',
Inde Red Seat

Oh, down came a raging Pharcob,
That vou m'.ghlguull_v ey
Ole I'harce-o and hils host got les',

In de Red Bea.

Oh, didn't ole I'hareoh it los',
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Moses smote de water, an' de chillen all pass'd ober,

the Red sea,

iu

Moses siote de sea, An' Je sea gAve 'way,
f the tuncs obtained wag the most
l no‘l;mo:: &o I:n?l?w this year, m‘g Lus E‘un

enught up by the white folks, who whistle it In
the strects %‘ it In ih
Lowsa Somanh Mldotows anis Lome Breneh
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Oamp meot-ing, Oh, »

Camp meeting,
A
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migh-ty camp-meetivg in the promised land, When

- -
meeting in the promised land, l;y dear Redeemer
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tookme in, A mightycamp-meeting, In the

Oamp meeting | Camp meeti
0h?n mwl:‘t'y eamvpmeounz..
In de promuss lan'.

When I was sick and in mx sin,

.\l“xm: camp meetin' in de promuss land.
M/ dear Redeemer took me in,
Mighty camp meetin’ in de promuss land,

Iknow what Jesus aromlu‘d me,
Mighty eamp meeting, &e.

W.en 1die he'li set me free,
Mighty camp meeting, &c.

Jesus done jiss what he said,
Mighty eamp meeting, &e.
H:alde sick and rise de dead,
Mighty camp meecting, &c.

Never kin forgit de day,
Mighty camp meetin', &e,

When Jesus wash'd my sins away,
Mighty camp meetin’, &c.

"Twas jiss befo' de break ob day,
Mighty camp meetin’, &e,

When Jesus wash mv sing Away,
Mighty camp meetin', &e.

Remember de day—remember it well,
e A o DI
my ' sou u r he
Mighty e';omp meeu:f. &e.

When I git dere 'il be able to tell,
Illht‘ump meetin', &e.

How I shanned dat dizzermul hell,
Mighty eamp meetin', &ec.

Debbil'smad ‘n' I am (Ild
Mizhty camp meetin', &e.

He 108’ de soul he t'ought he had,
Mighty camp meetin', &e.

Thesoe songs aro written as they we /
the chorus almost invariably Mlnz’annr:b:?gfo
the verse. Tbhus with that swinging, old plan-
tation hymn, ** One Mo’ Ribber to Cross ;"
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wide river, One more river o cross. Al -
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tho’ you see me go alung su, One more river to cross:
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I bave my trials here below, One more river to cross.

It's a wide ribber, it's a wide ribber,
IV's & wide ribber—one mo' ribber to eross.

Altho' you see me go along so,
One mo' ribher to cross.

Ihave my trinls here below,
Onc mo' ribber to cross.

Litue while longer here below
One mo’ ribber to cross.
Then to :lor{ 1 will go,
Ope mo' ribber to cross.

1 was young when I begun
One o' ribber to cross,

But now my race 1s nearly done,
One mo' ribber to cross.

Lat the worl' say what it may,
One mo' ribher to erow;
While it talks I will pray,
One mo' ribber to cross.

1 hope to meet my mother dere,
One mo' ribber to cross;

You shall join my mother dere,
One mo' ribber to cross

We are all a-passing away,
One mo’ ribber to cross,

Jiss like a long summer's day,
One mo' ribber 10 crosa.

Thesa songs are always started by one parson
—usually a veteran in the church—whose shrill
voice is unexpectedly heard, perhaps before
the last period of the sermon s rounded, or
when a song hns been sung until the cholr has
tired of it. As a forest firs begzins and Krows,
8o these songs, started in a corner of the “ pen,’
are caught up by one ufter another of the sing-
ers. Bopranos abound among the women;
tenors and a peculiar falsetto among the men.
It is nlmost impossible in words, and quite out
of the rfueatlon with notes, to imitate the roll-
ing, swinging, recularly timed cadence oL the
singing, but the peculiar manner of treating
the words is seen in the following example:

Oh, when I come to die,

I wanttobeready, er when I come to die-e-e,
. IVa going to Jerusalem, just liker Joh n.
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Oh when I come to die I want

to be ready,
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When I come todie— IVs go-ing to Je- ru- sa-lem

just like John, It'oA Hal- le- lu-jah to the Lamb,

= 2
It's go-iug to Je-ru - sa-lem just like John, It's

A A
B
sus died for
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go-ing to Je. ma. sa.lem just like Johm,

Oh, when [ come to die,

I wart to he rendy,
When I come to dle,

Geing to Jerusalem, just like ah-John.
Haullelujer to de Lamb,

Goin' to Jerusalem, just like ah-John.
Jesus died fer ebbry man,

Goin' to Jerusalem, just like er-John.
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Jeo - ev' - ry man, e

Knock me down, I'll rise agen,
Golng, &c.

And fight o' Jesus, jist de same,
Going, &e.

Oh, brudder, hab yo' got yo' shield,
Going, ke,

To meet Gollah in de ficld,
Going, &c.

Tell you what's a mortal fack,

nx. &c.
lv-". werry bad ting to ebber turn back,
Going, &e.

De debbil he's at de foot of de stalr,
Goling, &e.

I takes my chance in de middle of de alr,
Golng, &e.

The next hymn is unlike any of the others. It
is sung in low, hushed tones—a not unpleasant
affectation with these people when they dosire
to exhibit a hearty appreciation of a melody:
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Oh come, come, come to the wildwood, Oh
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come to the church in the vale,
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spot is  s0 dear to my child - hood, As the
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. tle brown church in the vale,

Ah, come, come, come, to de wildwood.
Oh, come Lo the chiurch in de wale,

No spot is so dear to my ehildhood
Asthe little brown eliurch in de wale.

Then, to the same musie:
How sweet hfle bell dey are tolling

To lsp out @er eare an de wale;
How sweet bRle bell in de willows,
None that lliove so well

Chorus: Oh, come, come, coime, to de wild wood, &e.

It proved a hopelss task to attempt to fin
out evlm "1o lisp out her care in tB& vuloﬁ
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t, or what It was meant for, but the write
i'i"'“' grfod that it " didn’t mlgino dmmn?a.s

!'Hmr wonder,” na the next hymn is “'tﬂ'
loeona Iy tondor as to its tune, and more intel~
igibly wordod:
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How can 4 be, How I wxn-dcr. Bure 'tis
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death has sent for me. How 1 won-der "Tis that
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Jo - pus IAI my Meud.AIlowl voxdor He'll go

1 won-der, How
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can it be, How I wonder, Bure 'tis death has
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. sent for me, How 1 won ~der.
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with me to the end. How

How can it be——how I wonder!
ure, 'tis a-denth has a-sent {or me=
How I wonder)
"Tis that Jesus is my friend—
How I wonder!
He'll ‘o with me to the end—
Tow I wonder!
Bure, 'tis death has sent for me—
How I wonder!

The verse ns with the next to the last note
in the fifth bar, and is followed by as many
other verses as the vocalist desires to sing, the
character of tha verses being like this:

Didn't Jesua tell you once befo’
How I wonder |
“ﬂ? in peace and sin no mo’
ow I wonder!

Dere's bissa one thing T ask ob you,
How I wonder )

To keep yo' Baviour in yo' view,
How I wonder |

Oh. sinner. you may stand an' gaze,
How I wonder

1Jub iny SBaviour's name fer to pralse,
How I wonder |

He nits nll»on his ah.dazzerling throne,
How I wonder |

An' ah-claims de kingdem fer his own,
How I wonder |

Bometimes the most ridiculous verses are
sung to the most plaintive tunes, as was the
gu:orlth th'eol.n.l Virginian song, ' Swing Low,

w ar

Alﬂn‘Iow.tAwutolnﬂog Go- ing zor to

car -7y me home, Bwing low, sweet chariot,
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Go-ing for t0 car- ry me home,
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I's in the dark, I could not see, Go-ing for to
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CAr - ry me home. Je - sua bro't a light to me,
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to car - ry me home,
Bwing low, sweet chariot,
Goin' for to carry me a-home,
Bwin' low, sweet chariot,
Goin' fer to car’ me home.

I'nin de dark, I could not see,
Goin’ fer to car’' me home;

Jesus brought a light to me,
Golng fer to carry me home.

Bwing low sweet chariot
Ouin‘. ete.,

Bwing low sweet chariot,
Going, ete.

Bometimes up an' ah-sometimes down,

OMnr. ete,
Bat all ah dewhile to hebben boun’,
Going, ete.

Debbl! tought he would spite
Gol ete. FPERS Snte

ng, e
By eutting down my apple tree,
Golng, ete.
Wt b AlAte cpten wreane AT RLL,
Going, ete.
For I had apples all de fall,
Going, ete.

To this old Engliah chant are sung the fol-
lowing verses, It will be saan that anything
between the words of an entire chapter of the
Bible and a monosyllabic ejaculation can be
sung to this:
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to the water when you're dry, Oh Lord, how long,

This time another year I may be gone,
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In some lonesome graveyard, Oh Lord, how loug.
1 been tempted, I been tried,
Oh, Lord, how long?

Been to de water a ot baptized,
Oh, Lord, how lour P

. This time another year
1 may be gone
In sume lonesome graveyard,
Oh, Lord, how long?
Rather pray my life aw
O, Lord. ete, oy

Than lose ob heben bhalf g day,
Oh, Lord, ete.

Png fer me. I'll pray fer you,

Oh, Lord, ete.

Dat's de way good Christiansdo,
Oh, , ete.

'F you git dar 'fore 1 do,
h, Lord, how loug?
Tell 'em I'm a comnin', too,
Oh, Lord, how long?
This time another year
I may be gone
In some lonesome graveyard,
Oh, Lord, how long !
8till another example of this indifference to
the character of the music is seen in the hymn
below. Frequently in one evening the rame
words are sung over and over aguin to the vari-
ous tunes:
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If you get there be-fare I do,
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Hallowed be thy name, Tell ’em I'm a -
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com - ing too, Hallowed be thy name,
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our Father, whoart in heav-en,
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Our Fa-ther, Hallowed e  thy name,

Now, my brudder, I'll say farewell,
Hallowed be thy name;

Two to helbenand you'll go to hell
Hallowed be thy name,

Our Father who art in hebben,

Our Fathier—=hallowed be thy name.

They say that John was nothin' but a Jew,
Hallowed, &e.

The good book says e was a preacher, too,
Hallowed, &e. b

A peculiar song that has the same tune for
verss and chorus s " Meet ma at the Gather-
:nc."’ ;l;ue Monmouth County darkics never
ire of it:
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wil yAnu meetme at the gath'ring, Will you
=
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meet me at the gath'ring, Will you meet me
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st tho gath'ring, I mect you on that day.
Will you meet me, &c.
Brother sces a.mote in 's hrother's eye,
'N'enn't see the beam i 's own;
You ko home, sweep out your do-o-or,
'N' leave yo' brudder alone,
Repeat chorus,

At the olose of the meeting in Horfot;'d'l
w .lwhonta ﬂ""“dd:d yorth gud l\?‘?d
rom his coat- ke grimy copy of the
Lgodywd Ban ovphvmn %ook. and was sing-
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an aged womnn, with high-pitehed voloe, set
the old butseldom sung hymn of ** Petor, James,
and John” in opgon tion. Bhe had not ro-

ntod the words “ James and John' before the

rong in the singers’ reats wrested the merry
melody away from her and sent it rolling ns
loud as the tones of n gront orgirn over the
hom‘l:.ol the congregation, to lose Itself in the
WOoOous:

e
b .wg

Yes, ho raid to Pe-ter, Jamnes and John, James

ing " Happy Day” In g muddied A{I lonely way,

and ;l;h.njnﬁ:,—he sald 0 Pe - ter, James and

John, Jamesand Johu, Yes, he sald t0 Pe - ter,

James and John, Go down and proph-ecy, We will

EESEEEErE s

byre, bye and bye, We will stand
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storm, We will an-chor bye and bye,

Yes, he aald to Peter, James, and John,
ames nnd John:
Yes, ho sald to Peter, James, and John,
ames and John;
Yes, he said to Peter, James, and John,
Go down and prophecy,
We will stand the storm; we'll anchor by and by,

y and by:
We will staud the storm: we'll anchor by and by.
We wiM loose A man and let him go,

ot him go;
We will loose A man and let him go,
«t him go;
We will loose a man and let him go,
Godown and prophecy.
We will stand the storm, &c.

We are passinz by a sinful crowd,
Binful crowd:
We are passing by a sinfal erowd
Binful crowd;
We are passing by a sintul crowd,
o down and prophecy.
We will stand the storm, &e.

We will turn around about to sea,
About 1o sen;
We will turn around about to sea,
'Bout to sea;
We will turn around nbout to sea,
Go down and prophecy.
We will stand the storm; we'll'anchor by and by,

and by;
We will ou’nd the {wrm: we'll anchor by and by.
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