The Music of Westward Expansion



Name:




Directions:
For each of the following thesis statements, please provide evidence from the song.

A. “Fools of ‘49”  Thesis:  Those who went west looking for gold were often disappointed.

1.

2.

3.

B. “The Old Chisholm Trail” Thesis:  Life was not easy for cowboys on a cattle drive.
1.

2.

3.

C.  “Orange Blossom Special” 
Thesis:  This instrumental piece shows the importance of a new invention.

1.

D. “Starving to Death on a Government Claim”

Thesis:  Homesteaders faced challenges that were unique to prairie life.

1.

2.

3.

BONUS:  What immigrant group do you think most likely created this song based on the music? 
Fools of ‘49

When gold was found in forty-eight, the people said 'twas gas, 

And some were fools enough to think the lumps were only brass.

 But they soon were satisfied, and started off to mine, 

They bought a ship, came 'round the Horn in the Fall of ‘49
Chorus: Then they thought of what they had been told, 

When they started after gold: 

That they never, in this world, would make their pile. 

The poor, the old, the rotten scows were advertised to sail 

To New Orleans with passengers, but they must come and bail. 

The ships were crowded more than full, but some hung on behind, 

And others dived off from the wharf and swam 'till they were blind. 

Chorus

With rusty pork, and stinking beef, and rotten wormy bread, 

With captains, too, that never were as high as the mainmast head, 

The steerage passengers would rave & swear they'd paid their passage 

They wanted something more to eat besides the lowly sausage. 

Chorus

And they begun to cross the plains with oxen, holler, and haul, 

And steamers, they began to run as far as Panama, 

And there for months the people stayed, that started after gold; 

And some returned disgusted with the lies they had been told. 

Chorus

The people died on every route, 
They sickened and died like sheep. 

And those at sea, 'fore they were dead, 
Were launched into the deep. 

And those that died, crossing the plains, fared not as well as that. 

For holes was dug and they was dumped along the terrible Platte. 
Chorus

Yippee Ti Yi Yo, Get Along Little Dogies 

As I rode out one morning for pleasure,

I spied a cowpuncher a riding along;

His hat was throwed back and his spurs was a jingling, 

As he rode out he was singing this song. 

Chorus: Yippee Ti Yi Yo, get along little dogies 

It's yer misfortune and none of my own 

Yippee Ti Yi Yo get along little dogies 

You know that Wyoming will be your new home 

Early in the springtime we’ll round up those dogies 

Smear on those brand and bob off their tails 

Round up the horses and load the chuck wagon 

Throw them little dogies up on the long trail. 
Chorus

Your mama was raised way down in Texas 

Where the gypsum weed and sand spurs grow 

We'll fill you up on prickly pear cholla 

Till you are ready to line up and go

Chorus 

Some say we go on the trail for pleasure,

But that’s where they get it most awfully wrong
If it hadn’t been for the trouble they give us
I wouldn’t be sitting here singing this song

Chorus 

Old Chisholm Trail

Oh come along, boys, and listen to my tale,

I'll tell you about my troubles on the ol' Chisholm trail.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

I started up the trail October twenty-third

I started up the trail with the U-2 herd.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

On a ten dollar horse and a forty dollar saddle,

I started up punchin’ them longhorn cattle.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

With my seat in the saddle and my hand on the horn

I’m the best dang cowboy that was ever born

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Oh, it's cloudy in the west, and a lookin' like rain,

And my danged old slicker's in the wagon again.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Oh the wind began to blow and the rain began to fall,

And it looked like we were gonna lose 'em all.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

No chaps, no slicker, and it's pouring down rain,

I swear I'll never night herd again.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Well I crippled my horse and I don’t know how

Ropin’ these longhorn U2 cows
Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

I went to the boss to draw my roll,

The boss had figured me out nine dollars in the hole.

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Well me and the boss we had a little spat

So I hit him in the face with my ten gallon hat

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Well the boss says to me “I’ll fire you

Not just you but the whole dern crew.”
Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

So I'll sell my horse and I’ll sell my saddle 

You can drive all your longhorn cattle
Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea youpy yea

Come a-ti yi youpy youpy yea

Little Joe the Wrangler 

Little Joe the Wrangler will wrangle nevermore

His days with the roundup they are o'er

Was a year ago last April when he rode into our camp

Just a little Texas stray and nothing more

Was late in the evening when he rode into our camp

On the little Texas pony he called Chaw

With his brogan shoes and overalls a tougher looking kid

You never in your life before had saw

His saddle was a Texas kack built many years ago

An OK spur on one foot lightly swung

With his packroll in a cotton sack so loosely tied behind

And a canteen from his saddle horn was slung

He said he had to leave his home his pa had married twice

His new ma whipped him every day or two

So he saddled up old Chaw one night and lit a chuck his way

He said he'd try to paddle his own canoe

He said if we would give him work he'd do the best he could

Though he didn't know straight up about a cow

So the boss he cut him out a mount and kindly put him on

He sorta liked this little kid somehow

He learned to wrangle horses and learned to know them all

And get them in at daybreak if he could

And to trail the old chuck wagon and always hitch the team

And help to cook each evening rustle wood

We had hardly reached the Pecos the weather it was fine

We were camped down on the south side in a draw

When a northern commenced blowing and we doubled up our guards

It took every one of us to hold them in

Little Joe the Wrangler was called out with the rest

Scarcely had the little fellow reached the herd

When the cattle they stampeded like a hailstorm on they fled

And everyone was ridin' for the lead

Amid the streaks of lightnin' there was one horse up ahead

He was tryin' to check the leaders in their speed

It was little Joe the Wrangler with a slicker o'er his head

He was ridin' Old Blue Rocket in the lead

At last we got them millin' and kinda quieted down

And the extra guards back to the wagon went

But there was one a missin' we could see it at a glance

Was our little Texas stray poor Wrangler Joe

Next morning just at daybreak we found where Rocket fell

Down in a washout twenty feet below

Beneath his horse his life was gone his spur had run its knell

Was our little Texas stray poor Wrangler Joe
Starving to Death on a Government Claim

My name is Frank Bowler, an old bachelor I am
I'm keeping old batch on an elegant plan,
You'll find me out west in the County of Lane
Starving to death on my government claim.

Oh, my house it is built of the national soil
The walls are erected according to Hoyle,
The roof has no pitch, but is level and plane
And I’ll always get wet if it happens to rain.

So hurrah for Lane County, the land of the free
The home of the bedbug, the louse and the flea
There’s nothing to make a man hard and profane

Like starving to death on a government claim

How happy am I when I crawl into bed
And the rattlesnake rattles his tail at my head;
And the gay little centipede, void of all fear
Crawls over my pillow and into my ear.
And the nice little bedbug, so joyous and bright

He keeps me up scratching full half of the night

And the gay little flea with toes sharp as a tack

Plays “Why-Don’t-You-Catch-Me?” all over my back

So hurrah for Lane County, where blizzards arise

Where the winds never cease and the flea never dies;

Where the sun is so hot if in it you remain,

'Twill burn you quite black on your government claim.
Now don’t get discouraged, you poor hungry men

We're all here as free as a pig in a pen;

Just stick to your homestead and battle your fleas

And pray to your Maker to send you a breeze.
Now a word to claim holders who plan for to stay

You chew on your hardtack till you're toothless &  gray
But as for me, I'll no longer remain

And starve like a dog on my government claim.

So farewell to Lane County, goodbye to the West

I’m going back home to the girl I love best;

I'll stop in Missouri and get me a wife

And live on corn dodgers the rest of my life.

