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Once I could laugh and play,
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When in life's ear - ly day,

˙ ˙

œ œ œ œ œ œ
Then I was far a - way
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Down a - mong the cane - brakes.
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Down a - mong the cane - brakes on the
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Miss - is - sip - pi shore.
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Oh! those hap - py days, those
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hap - py days are o'er.
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Oh! those hap - py days will

œ œ œ œ œ œ

œ œ œ ˙
come back no more!
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