
Dashing Away With the Smoothing Iron
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’Twas on a Mon day mor ning When I be held my dar ling;
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She looked so sweet and charm ing in ev ’ry high de gree;
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She looked so neat and nim ble, O, a wash ing of her lin en, O!,
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Dash ing a way with the smooth ing iron, Dash ing a way with the smooth ing iron,
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Dash ing a way with the smooth ing iron, She stole my heart a way.


