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The Drunnner B07 of Shiloh. 

On Shi!olh's dark and bloody ground, the 
dead e.nd wounded Jay ; 

Among them was a drummer boy, who 
beat the drnm that day. 

A wounded soldier held him up, hl11 drum 
was by his side ; 

He clasped hie hands and rw!aed hda eye■ 
and p1,ayed before he died. 

"Look down u,pon the battlefield, Oh, 
'.l.'hou, our Heawn!y friend I 

Have mercy on our sinful souls I" tho
soldlors cried, "Amen I" 

For, gn,tlhered round, n llttle irrou11>, 
each brave man knelt and Ol"led; 

They listened to the drummer boy, who 
prayed before he died. 

"Oh, mother!" said the dying boy, "look 
down from Heaven on me; 

Receive me to thy fond embrace ; Olh, take 
me home to thee ! 

l've loved my country as my God; to 
serve t!hem both I've tried." 

He smiled, shook hands; death seized tille 
boy who prayed before he died. 

f!lach soldier wept, then, like 'l child-; 
stout hearts were they an.d brave. 

l'he flag his winding sheet-God's book 
the key unto his grave. 

They wrote upon a single board thes• 
words : "'Dhis is a guide 

l'o those that mourn the drummer boy 
who prayed before he died." 

Ye angels round the throne of grace, look 
down upon the braves 

\Vlho fought and died on S·hiloh's pl,n;ins, 
now slumbel"ing in their grav.es. 

How many homes made desoJate, how 
many hearts have sig,hed; 

flow many like the drummer boy h1we 
prayed before they died? 

Sweet lllarle. 

!'ve a secret in my heart, sweet Marie--
A. tale I would impart, love, to tihee. 

Every daisy in the dell 
Knows my secret, knows it weill-

f,.nd yet I dare not tell, sweet MarJe. 
When I hold your hand in mine, sweet 

Marie, I 
A feeHng most divine comes to me-

All -the world is full of spring, 
Full of warblers on the wing, 

And I listen while they sing, sweet Mariie. 
CIIORUS. 

Come to me, sweet Marie, 
Sweet Ma,rie, come to me, 
Not beca_µse your face is fair, 
Love, to see ; 
But your soul so pure and sweet 
Makes me falter at your feet, sweet ' 

¥arie. 

In the morn when I awake, sweet Marie, 
Seems to me my hea1'1: would brealr, 
L<Yve, to thee. , 

l,;very wave that shakes tlle shorf! 
8eems to say it o'er and o'er, 

S<iems to say that I adore sweet Marie. 
W1ben the sunset tinits the west, sweet 

Marie, 
And I sit down to rest, love, with thee, 

IDvery star tlm,t studs the sky 
Seems to stand and wonder why 

'11.h<iy're so dimmer than your eye, sweet 
Marie. 1 
rarman. 


