GRS
NG " Theen, by o Matkers sacred fear, -
ay e

By 2l voat memoy stowld revere, (q)

Zroaegh Do, compianions ye /)@’ﬁﬂ—
Ok lomrades 77U no {I[Zf.i farme .”’
A — ~

j
oy

A : . ' ...“ \_/ -
'«" . ,_77—
| e - |
; e oy MIVER & BEATHAM_ZZrimure

- ' " Surcessars m £ Bewreen

FIRTH, POND & CO.¥ewiork Mmmﬁr_p/pa(lﬂfﬁmjmnl7I@$Z’Zzllinrﬁam;hmﬂprl;alf/)pit[hl/{’ JOHN HMELLOR ﬂl&!ﬁwylr.




POETRY AND MUSIC BY

VOICE.

Andante mosso..

STEPHEN C. FOSTER.

I

nSVL

...

PIANO 4 4
- - 4 4
1 o & T & &
=EE = E=EE
| 1 I ‘
h ||k1 n! T I n T Ih' h I !’r
0 N B N— P o—p—9 — ._o*ﬁ
1 > D — ! T =
(74 T "4 boil 1 .

Oh! comrades,fill no glass for me To drown my soul in li- quid flame,
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Entered according to Act of Congressinthe Year 1855 by Miller & Beacham in the Clerks Office of the District Courtof Md.
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I know a breas't that once was light
Whose patient sufferings need iny care,
I know a hearth that once was bright,
But drooping hopes have nestled there.
Then while the tear drops nightly steal
From wounded hearts that T should heal,
Though boon companions ye may be__

Oh! comrades, fill no glass for me.
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When I was young I felt the tide
Of aspirations undefiled,
But manhood’s years have wronged the pride
My parents centered in their child.
Then, by a mother’s sacred tear,
By all that memory should revere,

Though boon companions ye may be

Oh! conirades,fill no glass for me.
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