Old Black Joe

Stephen Collins Foster
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Gone are thedays whenmy  heart was young and gay; Gone are my friends fromthe  cot-tonfields a-way;
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Gone from theearth to a bet-ter land, I knows, 1 hear their gent-le voi-ces call-ling, "Old Black Joe!'" I'm
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coming, I'mcoming, Formy headisbendinglow; I  hearthose tle voi-ces call-ing, "Old Black Joe!"

Gone are the days when my heart was young and gay,
Gone are my friends from the cotton fields away,
Gone from the earth to a better land I know,

I hear their gentle voices calling "Old Black Joe".

I'm coming, I'm coming, for my head is bending low,

I hear their gentle voices calling "Old Black Joe".

Why do I weep, when my heart should feel no pain,
Why do I sigh that my friends come not again.
Grieving for forms now departed long ago.

I hear their gentle voices calling "Old Black Joe"
I'm coming . ..

Where are the hearts once so happy and so free?
The children so dear that I held upon my knee
Gone to the shore where my soul has longed to go,
I hear their gentle voices calling "Old Black Joe"
I'm coming . ..

Oram lejart, tovatiint az életem.

Szaz hu barat kiinn az ultetvényeken,

Ott varnak ram, ahol minden szép és jo,

Es hivogatnak csendesen: jojj Old Black Joe.

O, megyek, mar megyek, hajam hamvas, mint a hé.
S mar hivogatnak csendesen: jojj Old Black Joe!

Miért sirok hat, szivem megnyugvasra var!
Szép ifjusag, soha nem jossz vissza mar!

Var ram az éj, halkan cseng egy tiszta szo:
Mar hivogatnak csendesen: j6jj Old Black Joe.
0, megyek, ...

Mind sirba hullt, aki itt oriilt velem,
Lanyok, fiuk, akik iiltek térdemen.

Tl a folyén var egy part oly biztato:

Ott hivogatnak csendesen: j6jj Old Black Joe.
0, megyek, ...
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