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BY  THE SAD POTOMAC SHORE.  
Com.by D.  A.  Warden.  

Andante nol i  troppo.  • 
2. Full de-'ter_iniiied on tin- cross-ing, And each man his naj)- sat "ss  

Fearful, tur- hid, grand Po - to _ mac, 

O'er his shoulder, "star.ted for .ward, Towardstlie dread Po.to _ mac shore. O n c e  beyond the 



hind them, And the en _ e _ my he _ fore, 

hoped thus, On the wild Po _ to .mac shore? 

Colonel ,  o 'er  that  swel l ing water ,  
Wliy t l ins  lead your  men to  s laughter ,  
Where the hand of  death is  wai t ing 
Your s tern edict  to  ignore 

Surely t l ie  untutored s t ranger ,  
Could a t  once have seen the danger  
That  awai ted your  brave army,  
On the south Potomac shore.  

There was no retreat  behind you.  
And a  s t renghtend foe before ,  

Thi  s  was death_which a l l  deplore .  

But  you fought  them with your  number,  
While  your  braves in  death now s lumber  
Many of  them were lef t  lying — 
Dying with the arms they bore,  

Surely this  was sorely t rying ,  
With brave men around you dying,  

With no arm to lend you succor ,  
But  to  die  there  in  their  gore.  

St i l l  there  fa te  was yours  brave Colonel ,  
On that  wild Potomac shore,  

And we pr ize  thee,  s t i l l  the  more.  

Now beside those turbid waters ,  

Si t  there-Put  hers-  others-  Daughters  
Watching-  wai t ing for  some loved one,  
With their  hear ts  bereaved and sore .  

Where the waters ,  foaming—hissing,  
Plainly speak your  boy is  missing,  
O!  how terr ible  that  word is  
To those watchers  by the shore.  

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

There is  void — and nothing more .  
P v  i v» ,  -  o  O r* Po r  teT '  


