: 3

0 HER BRIGHT SMILE HAUNTS ME 5TILL
1. GENERAL SCOTT. AND CORPORAL JOHNSON.  ®eawtow. <&
& THE FLACS TOME BATK TO TENNBSSEE ' f@cs it oo g
1. WE ARE COMING FATHER ABRAHAM _
g LasaNe bl BUDURENER CSeiE s T T WY o
5 ENERal cirepls CRMP SONE - - .o 0w g,
li. BY THE SAD POTOMAC SHORE.
7. MEET ME K? ?HE THRONE OF GRACE . Thait for Tour vaices
3. SAVIOUR.BREATHE AN EVENING.BLESSING.-  bue
9. THE PIOKETS LAST WATCR . . .=

0 WHAT A WORLD THIS MIGHT BE.
J1. MOTHER'IS THE BATTLE QVER?
12. MY MOTHER.. j 5 -
I3 DO THEY THlNK OF ME AT HOME.. B e s, " Frurgt Tagt B4 ARK

RIteey i e e
I'u/hITh&ﬂ by the anpnﬁerj wirmﬂilﬁm'ncn 128 anhard wlaﬂ‘

\-’/\__/

e —_—

'ms ,anT pnd‘[ palﬂ fo any part on receipt nf price.s -

1nta
J \___' B> —
T e N




V)

BY THE SAD POTOMAC SHORE.

Aundante non troppo.

Com.by

D. A. Warden.

2. Full de-ter-mined on the cross-ing, And each® man his ~“knap. sack toss - ing,
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1. Down a-long the sad Po - to . mac, Fearful, tur_- bid, grand Po - to - mac,
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O'er his shoulders“star_ted for ~ward, Towardsthe dread Po_to _ mac ~ shore. Once beyond the
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Bold-ly marchedthemen of bat_tle, While the flaunting flags they bore. Marched they on-ward
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mad_dend ri - Ver, Where tall pop - lars bend and quiv -  er, And wh\mn- notl‘i Lol T
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glor_ious vic - tory— On  the sad Po - to - mac shore, Do you won_ der why they
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_ hind them,

And the

en- e - my be - fore, This was death And noth _ ing more, ’
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hoped thus, On the wild Po _ to - mac  shore!l Hoped for vie tory Noth _ ing m
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Colonel, oer that swelling water,
Why thus lead your men to slaughter,
Where the hand of death is waiting
Your stern edict to ignore

the untutored

Survly stranger,

Could at once have seen the danger
That awaited brave
On the south

There was no retreat behind you,

Your arimy,

Potomac shore.

Aud a strenghten’d foe before,

This was death_which all deplore.
i

them with your number,

But you fought

in death now slumber

While your braves
Many of them were left lying —
Dying with the arms they bore,
Surely this was sorely trying,
With
With
But to die there
Still there fate was ynlll'si brave Colonel,
On that wild Potomac shore, X

still  the

brave men around you dying,
no arm to lend you succor,

in their goreé,

Aund

we prize thee, more.
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Now beside those turbid waters,

Sit there_ Fathers_ others _ Daughters

Watching waii,ing for some loved one,

With their
Where the waters, foaming_hissing,
Plaiuly speak your boy 1is missing,
O' how terrible that word is

To  those watchers by the shore.

hearts bereaved and sore.

So they turn their eyes so tearful,
And gaze toward the southern shore,

void — and nothing more.
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