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Some "Chromatic" notes needed...a fun challenge!



& ##55 ..˙̇em
all.

..˙̇ œ œ .˙G
I

˙̇ œA

broke her

jœ
.Ḋ
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2After The Ball

Low lights were shining in the grand ballroom,
Softly the fiddle was playing a tune.
There came my sweetheart, my love, my own;
"I wish some water, leave me alone."

When I returned, dear, there stood a man,
Kissing my sweetheart, as lovers can;
Down fell the glass, pet, broken, that's all;
Just as my heart wasAFTER THE BALL.
Chorus:

Long years have passed, child, I've never wed;
True to my lost love, though she is dead.
She tried to tell me, tried to explain;;
I would not listen, pleadings were vain.

One day a letter came from that man;
He was her brother, the letter ran.
That's why I'm lonely, no home at all;
I broke her heart, pet, AFTER THE BALL.
Chorus:
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