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Introduction
The men and boys who served during the Civil War were heroes and yet, they
were ordinary people for their day. They came from farms and cities. They were
brick layers, farmers, stevedores, glass blowers and firemen. And they were
husbands, sons, lovers and brothers. A handful were women.
They saw horrors that this country hasn't seen in 136 years. American service men
wouldn't see anything to compare with Andersonville or Elmira for eighty-one
years. They would never again see a day as bloody as September 17, 1862. Over six
hundred thousand of them would die of gunfire, bayonet and the myriad of diseases
that ran rampant through camps on both sides and all theatres of the great conflict.
Like most other units, the 12th United States Infantry suffered what would be
considered inordinate casualties today. When the regiment was formed in May of
1861 at Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn, New York, it numbered 1070 men and officers.
Three and a half years later, when the unit was withdrawn from combat, there were
124. There had been several recruiting drives in the interim but the numbers speak
for themselves. In that the Regulars of the 12th were no different from their
Volunteer counterparts. The 12th is still serving with the United States Army.
The men swore, drank, fought and they sang. I have tried to put songs
representing as many facets of the Civil War as possible. It is intended as first and
foremost a songbook. Secondly, it is a brief glimpse into the horror and majesty that
was the American Civil War.
This book is dedicated to the men and women of the 12th regiment of Infantry. I
would like to acknowledge my Pards in the re-enacting community, especially in
Company A, 12th US Infantry "Sykes' Regulars" and our Commanding officer,
Larry Allen, a good mentor and a true friend. I would also like to thank the men and
women affiliated with the 4th US Infantry, Company I including Dave Childs, Brian
Webster, Col. NJANG and Frank and Jennifer Pullano.
To the 25th Massachussets Volunteer Infantry, thanks for the nights around the
campfire. I'd also like to acknowledge Don, Martha and Stephanie Jeffery of the
157th New York Volunteer Infantry and lastly but never leastly my wife Peggy for
puuting up with an old Infantry bummer like me.
Neil K. MacMillan
Syracuse, NY
January 10, 2001
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The Battle-cry of Freedom
Words and Music by George F. Root
No song personifies the patriotic fervor felt in the Northern states during the Civil War better than this classic
song by George Root. There are those who will tell you that patriotic songs weren't sung by the troops and
perhaps they are right sometimes, yet the fact remains that enough men during the war sang this song to make it
one of the best known songs of that era. It remains a favorite marching and campfire song for Civil War
reenactors and one of the first Civil War songs I learned how to play on the guitar.

G
Em
C
Yes we'll rally round the flag boys, we'll rally once again,
G
D7 G
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
G
Em
C
We will rally from the hillside, we will gather from the plain,
G
D7 G
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
Chorus:
G
The Union forever, Hurrah boys, hurrah!
G
A7
D7
Down with the traitor and up with the stars.
G
Em
C
While we rally round the flag, boys rally once again,
G
D7 G
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
We are springing to the call for three hundred thousand more,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
And we'll fill the vacant ranks of our brothers gone before,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
Chorus:
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We will welcome to our number the loyal, true and brave,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
And although they may be poor, he shall never be a slave,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
Chorus:
So we're springing to the call from the East and from the West,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
And we'll hurl the rebel crew from this land we love the best,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom.
Chorus:

5

6

Weeping, Sad and Lonely
Charles Carroll Sawyer and Henry Tucker
The Civil War saw many touching and lachrymose songs borne of the brutal four year conflict. None better
show the anguish of the loved ones who waited to see if their soldier would come home or the uncertainty they
felt as the war dragged on than this song by Sawyer and Tucker. If it seems too melodramatic today, then
perhaps we are a little poorer for not being able to show our feeilings that openly.

C
F
C
G7
Dearest love do you remember, when we last did meet,
C
F
C
G7
C
How you told me that you loved me, kneeling at my feet?
G7
C
F
G7
Oh, how proud you stood before me, in your suit of blue,
C
F
C G7 C
When you vowed to me and country, ever to be true.
Chorus:
F
C
F
G7
Weeping , sad and lonely, hopes and fears how vain.
C
F
C
G7
C
When this cruel war is over, praying that we meet again.
When the summer breeze is sighing, mournfully along!
Or when autumn leaves are falling, sadly breathes this song.
Oft in dreams I see thee lying on the battle plain,
Lonely, wounded even dying, calling but in vain.
Chorus:
If amid the din of battle, nobly should you fall,
Far away from those who love you, none to hear you call.
Who would whisper words of comfort, who would soothe your pain?
Ah! The many cruel fancies ever in my brain.
Chorus:
6

7

But our country called you, Darling, angels cheer your way,
While our nation's sons are fighting, we can only pray.
Nobly strike for God and liberty, let all nations see
How we love our starry banner, emblem of the free.
Chorus:
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Santy Anno
Traditional
This song originated in the days of the California gold rush when the war with Mexico was still fresh in the
minds of the sailors who braved the hazard of sailing the horn to take greenhorn prospectors to California. By
the Civil War, older sailors in both navies would have known the song if the soldiers didn't. It is a favorite tune
of mine.

Em
D G
D
G C
D
We're sailing down the river from Liverpool, Heave away Santy Anno!
Am
D
Bm
Em Bm
Em
Around Cape Horn to Frisco Bay, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
So heave her up and away we go, Heave away, Santy Anno!
Heave her up and away we go, all on the plains of Mexico.
She's a fast clipper ship and a bully good crew, Heave away Santy Anno!
A Down-east Yankee for her captain too, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
There's plenty of gold so I been told, Heave away, Santy Anno!
There's plenty of gold so I been told, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
Back in the days of forty-nine, Heave away, Santy Anno!
Those were the days of the good old times, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
When Zacharias Taylor gained the day, Heave away, Santy Anno!
He made poor Santy run away, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
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General Scott and Taylor too, Heave away, Santy Anno!
Made poor Santy meet his Waterloo, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
Santy Anno was a good old man, Heave away, Santy Anno!
Till he got in to war with your Uncle Sam, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
When I leave the ship I'll settle down, Heave away, Santy Anno!
And marry a girl named Sally Brown, all on the plains of Mexico.
Chorus:
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Dixie's Land
Daniel Decatur Emmet
"Dixie's Land is arguably the best know song of the Civil War. It is safe to say that more people know the
second verse of this unofficial anthem of the Confederacy than know the second verse of "The Star Spangled
Banner." Composer Daniel Decatur Emmet, a staunch Unionist, so despised what his song became that he grew
to hat his best known work. The song was a favorite of Abraham Lincoln and he requested it be played the night
Robert E, Lee surrendered.

C
I wish I was in the land of cotton,
F
Old times there are not forgotten.
F
C
Am,
G
C
Look away, look away look away, Dixie's land.
C
In Dixie's Land where I was born in,
F
Early on one frosty morning.
F
C
Am
G
C
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Chorus:
C
F
D7
G
Then I wish I was in Dixie, hooray, hooray!
G C
F
C
D7-G
In Dixie's land I'll take my stand to live and die in Dixie.
GC
G
C
Away, away away down south in Dixie.
GC
G
C
Away, away away down south in Dixie.
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Old missus married Will the Weaver,
William was a gay deciever.
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
But when he put his arm around her,
Smiled as fierce as a forty pounder,
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Chorus:
His face was sharp as a butcher's cleaver,
But that did not seem to grieve her.
Look away, look awy, look away, Dixie's land.
Old missus acted the foolish part,
And died for a man who broke her heart.
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Chorus:
Now here's to the health of the next old missus,
And all the gals that want to kiss us.
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
But if you want to drive away sorrow,
Come and hear this song tomorrow.
Look away. look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Chorus:
There's buckwheat cakes and injin batter,
Makes you fat or a little fatter.
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Then hoe it down and scratch your gravel,
To Dixie's land I'm bound to travel.
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie's land.
Chorus:
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The Minstrel Boy
Words: Thomas Moore, Music: The Moreen
Born of the many struggles fought by Irish men and women to gain their freedom from England, "The
Minstrel Boy" has served as a bazttle tune and marching song where ever the sons of Erin served as soldiers.
This was no less true for the irishmen who served on both sides of the Civil War. In a day when signs declared
"No Irish need apply," no ethnic group except the Germans put more men on the field to serve America during
the Civil War. Although best known as a Marching tune, the song is best served as a ballad. It tells of past glory
and the fervent hope for a better future.

C
Am G Am
The minstrel boy to the war is gone,
Am F
GC
G C
In the ranks of death you'll find him.
C
Am G Am
His father's sword he hath girded on,
Am
F G
C
G C
And his wild harp slung behind him.
Am Em Am
G
Em
"Land of Song," said the warrior bard,
Em
Am
F G
C
Though all the world betrays thee,
C
Am G Am
One sword at least, thy rights shall guard,
Am
F G
C G
C
One faithful harp shall praise thee.
The minstrel fell but the foeman's chains,
Could not bring that proud soul under.
The harp he loved never spoke again,
For he tore its chords asunder.
And said, "Tyrant's chains shall never sully thee,
Thou soul of love and bravery.
Thy songs were meant for the pure and free,
They shall never sound in slavery.
12
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The minstrel boy shall return again,
When we hear the news, we will cheer it.
The minstrel boy shall return again,
Torn perhaps in body, not in spirit.
And then may he play his harp in peace,
In a world as heaven intended.
When all the words of war shall cease,
And every battle must be ended.
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Lincoln and Liberty
Jesse Hutchinson
Written as a campaign song by Jesse Hutchinson, Lincoln and Liberty used the tune for the old Irish drinking
song "Rosin the Beau" which follows it in this book. The song helped propel dark horse candidate Abraham
Lincoln into the White House. Stauch abolitionists, the Hutchinson family, renowned singers, made this their
signature song. It remains a favorite with Union reenactors today.

C
F C
Am-G
Hurrah for the choice of the nation, our chieftan so brave and so true,
C
F C
G
C
We'll go for the great reformation, for Lincoln and liberty too.
C
F
C
Am-G
We'll go for the son of Kentucky, the hero of Hoosierdom through,
C
F C
G
C
The pride of the Suckers so lucky, for Lincoln and liberty too.
They'll find what by felling and mauling, our railmaker statesman can do,
For the people are everywhere calling, for Lincoln and liberty too.
Then up with the banner so glorious, the star spangled red, white and blue,
We'll fight 'til our banner's victorious, for Lincoln and liberty too.
Our David's good sling is unerring, the slavocrat giant he slew,
Then shout for the freedom preferring, for Lincoln and liberty too.
We'll go for the son of Kentucky, the hero of Hoosierdom through,
The pride of the Suckers so lucky, for Lincoln and liberty too.
Come all you true friends of the nation, attend to humanity's call
Come aid in the slaves liberation, and roll on the liberty ball.
And roll on the liberty ball, and roll on the liberty ball,
Come aid in the slaves liberation, and roll on the liberty ball
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We'll finish the temple of freedom, and make it capacious within,
That all who seek shelter may find it, whatever the hue of their skin.
What ever the hue of their skin, whatever the hue of their skin,
That all who seek shelter may find it, whatever the hue of their skin.
Success to the old fashioned doctrine, that men are created all free,
And down with the power of the despot, whereever his stronghold may be.
Whereever his strong hold may be, where ever his stronghold may be,
And down with the power of the despot, whereever his stronghold may be.
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Rosin the Beau
Traditional
You'll notice that I didn't provide the chords. As I noted, Jesse Hutchinson used the tune of Rosin the Beau for
Lincoln and Liberty. A favorite of Irish soldiers, the song was well known before the Civil War. It is the story of
a stout hearted fellow not averse to taking a wee drop of the creature now and again. it is a favorite of Major
Allen's and mine.

I've travelled the world all over, and now to the next one I go,
I know that fit quarters are waiting to welcome old Rosin the Beau.
To welcome old Rosin the Beau, me lads, to welcome old Rosin the Beau,
I know that fit quarters are waiting, towelcome old Rosin the Beau.
When I'm dead and laid out on the counter, a voice will be heard from below,
Saying "Send down a hogshead of whiskey, to drink with old Rosin the Beau."
To drink with old Rosin the Beau, me lads, to drink with old Rosin the Beau,
Saying "Send down a hogshead of whiskey, to drink with old Rosin the Beau."
Get a half dozen stout fellows, and stand them all up in a row,
Let them drink out of half gallon bottles, to the memory of Rosin the Beau.
To the memory of Rosin the Beau, me lads, to the memory of Rosin the Beau,
Let them drink out of half gallon bottles, to the memory of Rosin the Beau.
Then get me some bottles of porter, put one at me head and me toe,
With a diamond ring scratch upon them, the name of old Rosin the Beau.
The name of old Rosin the Beau, me lads, the name of old Rosin the Beau,
With a diamond ring scratch upon them, the name of old Rosin the Beau.
Then take that half dozen stout fellows, and let them all stagger and go,
Dig a bloody great hole in the meadow, and in it toss Rosin the Beau.
And in it toss Rosin the Beau, me lads, and in it toss Rosin the Beau,
Dig a bloody great hole in the meadow, and in it toss Rosin the Beau.
'Tis a gay round of pleasures, nor will I leave behiond a foe,
And when my companions are jovial, they will drink to old Rosin the Beau.
They will drink to old Rosin the Beau, me lads, they will drink to old Rosin the
Beau,
And when my companions are jovial, they will drink to old Rosin the Beau.
16
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My life is now drawn to a closing, as all will some day be so,
But we'll drink a full bumper at parting, to the memory of Rosin the Beau.
To the memory of Rosin the Beau, me lads, to the memory of Rosin the Beau,
But we'll drink a full bumper at parting, to the memory of Rosin the Beau
I've lived for the good of my nation, and my sons are all growing lo,
And I hope that the next generation, will resemble old Rosin the Beau.
Will resemble old Rosin the Beau, me lads, will resemble old Rosin the Beau,
And I hope the next generation, will resemble old Rosin the Beau.
I hear the old tyrant approching, that cruel remorseless old foe.
But I lift my glass high unto him, have a drink with old Rosin the Beau.
Have a drink with old Rosin the Beau, Me lads, have a drink with old Rosin the
Beau,
I lift my glass high unto him, have a drink with old Rosin the Beau.
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Marching Through Georgia
Henry Clay Work

One of the more prolific and better known composers during the Civil War, Henry Work wrote this piece to
commemorate Sherman's march to the sea. It is a rousing tune that speaks of the Union's ultimate victory. Work
may well have written this immediately following the Civil War. It remains a favorite among reenactors.

G
C
G
Bring the good old bugle, boys, we'll sing another song,
G
D
D7
Sing it with a spirit that will start the world along
G
C
G
Sing it as we used to sing it, fifty thousand strong,.
D
D7
G
While we were marching through Georgia.
Chorus:
G
C
G
Hurrah, Hurrah, we bring the jubilee!
G
D
D7
Hurrah, hurrah, the flag that sets you free.
G
C
G
So we sang the chorus from Atlanta to the sea,
D
D7
G
While we were marching through Georgia.
How the darkies shouted when they heard the joyful sound,
How the turkeys gobbled which our commisary found.
How the sweet potatoes even started from the ground,
While we were marching through Georgia.
Chorus:
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Yes and there were Union men who wept with joyful tears,
When they saw the honored flag they hadn't seen in years.
Hardly could they be restrained from breaking out in cheers,
While we were marching through Georgia.
Chorus:
Sherman's dashing Yankee boys will never reach the coast,
So the saucy rebels said and 'twas a handsome boast.
Had they not forgot alas to reckon with the host,
While we were marching through Georgia.
Chorus:
So we made a thoroughfare for freedom and her train,
Sixty miles in latitude, three hundred to the main.
Treason fled before us for resistance was in vain,
While we were marching through Georgia.
Chorus:
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Lorena
Words: Rev. H. D. L. Webster, Music; J. P. Webster
A favorite of Confederate soldiers, "Lorena" speaks of past love and the longing it generates in the heart.
Maybe that's why reenactors like it too.

G
G7 C
D7
G
The years creep slowly by Lorena, The snow is on the grass again.
G
G7
C
D7
G
The sun's low down the sky, Lorena, the frost gleams where the flowers have been.
G
Em
Am
B7
Em
But the heart throbs on as warmly now, as when the summer days were nigh;
D7 G
G7 C
D7
G
Oh! The sun can never dip so low, as down affection's cloudless sky.
A hundred months have passed, Lorena, since last I held that hand in mine.
And felt the pulse beat fast, Lorena, though mine beat faster far than thine.
A hundred months 'twas flowery May, when up the hilly slopes we climbed,
To watch the dying of the day and hear the distant church bells chime.
We loved each other then, Lorena, more than we ever dared to tell.
And what we might have been, Lorena, had but our lovings prospered wellBut then 'tis past the years are gone, I'll not call up their shadowy form;
I'll say to them "lost years sleep on! Sleep on! Nor heed life's passing storms."
The story of the past, Lorena, Alas! I care not to repeat,
The hopes that could not last, Lorena, they lived but only lived to cheat.
I would not cause e'en one regret to rankle your bosom,
For "If we try, we may forget," were words of thine long years ago.
Yes these were words of thine, Lorena, they burn within my memory yet;
They touched some tender chords, Lorena, which thrill and tremble with regret.
'Twas not thy woman's heart that spoke, thy heart was always true to me:
A duty stern and pressing, broke the tie which linked my soul with thee.
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It matters little now, Lorena, the past is in the eternal past;
Our heads will soon lie low, Lorena, life's tide is ebbing out so fast.
There is a future! Oh thank God! of life this is so small a part!
"Tis dust to dust beneath the sod; but up there, 'tis heart to heart.

21
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Soldier's Joy
Traditional
Using the tune of an eighteenth century Scottish fiddle tune, "Soldier's Joy" has been a favored marching and
campfire song of both armies. I learned this song after hearing it performed by the 2nd South Carolina String
Band. The joy the song is talking about is what the Civil War soldier called "Oh be Joyful", you know, booze.

C
I am my mother's darling boy,
C
G7
I am my mother's darling boy,
C
I am my mother's darling boy,
C
G7
C
Sing a little song called "Soldier's Joy!"
There's a grasshopper sitting on a sweet potato vine,
There's a grasshopper sitting on a sweet potato vine,
There a grasshopper sitting on a sweet potato vine,
Along comes a chicken and he says. "He's mine!"
Rock that cradle, Julie,
Rock that cradle, Julie,
Rock that cradle, Julie,
Don't let that baby cry!
Rock that cradle, Julie,
Rock that cradle, Julie,
Rock that cradle, Julie,
And keep that baby warm!
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I'm going to get a drink don't you want to go,
I'm going to get a drink don't you want to go,
I'm going to get a drink don't you want to go,
Oh, that soldier's joy!
It's twenty-five cents for the morphine,
It's fifteen cents for the beer,
It's twenty-five cents for the morphine,
Going to drink me away from here!
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Listen to the Mockingbird
Traditional
This song although not generally thought of as a Civil War song, must have been rather well known. Union
forces serving under Ulysses S. Grant invented a parody about the siege of Vicksburg using the music for this
song. The theme of lost love and death is quite typical of the Victorian era. The tune was later used in the Three
Stooges' movies.

D7
G
D7
G
I'm dreaming now of Hallie, sweet Hallie, sweet Hallie,
G D7
G
C
D7
G
I'm dreaming now of Hallie, for the thought of her is one that never dies.
G D7
G
D7
G
She's sleeping in the valley, in the valley, in the valley,
G D7
G
C
D7
G
She's sleeping in the valley and the mockingbird is singing where she lies.
Chorus:
G
D7
G
Listen to the mockingbird, listen to the mockingbird,
G D7
G
The mockingbird is singing over her grave.
G
D7
G
Listen to the mockingbird, listen to the mockingbird,
G C
D7
G
Still singing where the weeping willow waves.

Ah well I yet can remember, I remember, I remember,
Ah well, I yet can remember, when we gathered in the cotton side by side.
It was in the mild mid-September, in September, in September,
It was in the mild mid-September, and the mockingbird was singing far and wide.
Chorus:
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When charms of Spring are awaken, are awaken, are awaken,
When charms of Spring are awaken, and the mockingbird is singing on the bough.
I feel like one so forsaken, so forsaken, so forsaken,
I feel like one so forsaken, since my Hallie is no longer with me now,
Chorus:

25
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The Siege of Vicksburg
Traditional
One of the many Civil War parody songs, this one was likely invented by a bored soldier during the siege. It is
sung to the tune of "Listen to the Mockinbird."

It was at the siege of Vicksburg, of Vicksburg, of Vicksburg,
It was at the siege of Vicksburg, where the Parrott shells were whistling through the
air.
Listen to the Parrott shells, listen to the Parrott shells
The Parrott shells are whistling through the air.
Listen to the Parrott shells, listen to the Parrott shells,
The Parrott shells are whistling through the air.
How well we do remember, we remember, we remember,
How well we do remember when the Minie balls were whistling through the air.
Listen to the Minie balls, listen to the Minie balls,
The Minie balls are whistling through the air.
Listen to the Minie balss, listen to the Minie balls,
The Minie balls are whistling through the air.
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Kemo Kimo
Traditional
This plantation song took the tune of an 18th century marching song called "The Frog in the Well." Kemo
Kimo is well suited as a march. The lyric of the first verse are considered offensive toward Blacks today.
However, the song must be viewed in it's historical context if we are to do justice to the slave who made up the
lyrics. He or she would have made a hell of a song plugger.

G
D
Em
In South Carolina the Darkies go, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
G
D
G
That's where the white folks plant the tow, sing song, Kitty can't you ki' me oh!
G
D
Em
Cover the ground all over with smoke, sing song, Kitty can't you ki' me oh!
G
D
G
And up the Darkies heads they poke, sing song, Kitty can't you ki' me oh!
Chorus:
G
Kemo kimo, there oh where?
G
C
G
D
With my hi, my ho and in come Sally singing;
G
Sometime penny winkle, lingtum, nipcat,
G
D
G
Sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!

Sometimes things just go all wrong, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
Cotton grows short instead of long, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
What you gonna do if it don't rain at all, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
Crops grow short instead of tall, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
Chorus:

28
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There's milk in the dairy nine days old, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
Frogs and the skeeters getting mighty bold, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
They try to sleep but it ain't no use, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
They hop all around in the chicken roost, sing song kitty can't you ki' me oh!
Chorus:

There was a frog who lived in a poo, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
And sure he was the biggest fool, sing song Kitty, can't you ki' me oh!
For he could dance and he could sing, sing song Kitty can't you ki' me oh!
And make the woods all around him ring, sing song Kitty can't you ki' me oh!
Chorus:

29
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Johnny is Gone for a Soldier
Words: Septimus Winner, Music: Traditional
Like many songs of the Civil War, this is a song of parted lovers. "Johnny is Gone for a Soldier' predates the
American Revolution and was well known in the United States by the beginning of the Civil War. I learned the
words below from Mark Slayton of the 25th Massachusetts Volunteer Infantry. A good friend and better guitar
player than I am.

Em
Bm
Em
I trace these gardens o'er and o'er,
G
Em
Meditate on each sweet flower,
Em
C
Thinking of each happy hour,
C
Bm
Em
Johnny is gone for a soldier.
Chorus:
Shool-a, shool-a, shule agradh,
Time can onnly heal my woe,
Since the lad of my heart from me did go,
Johnny is gone for a soldier.
Some say my love is gone to France,
There his fortune to advance,
And if I find him it's but a chance,
Johnny is gone for a soldier.
Chorus:
30
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I'll sell my frock, I'll sell my wheel,
Buy my love a sword of steel,
So in the battle he may reel,
Johnny is gone for a soldier.
Chorus:
I wish I were on yonder hill,
It's there I'd sit and cry my fill,
So every tear would turn a mill,
Johnny has gone for a soldier.
Chorus:
I'll dye my dress all over red,
And o'er the world I'll beg my bread,
So all my friends may think me dead,
Johnny is gone for a soldier.
Chorus:

31

32

Sweet Evalina
Traditional
Another song with the very common motif of unrequited love. One hopes the poor chap found someone who
actually loved him for his qualities instead of his wallet. Do we love like that anymore? I would like to think so
but often wonder. Perhaps that is why "Sweet Evalina" endures around reenactor's campfires.

C
Way down in a meadow where the lily first blows,
C
G7
C
Where the wind from the mountain ne'er ruffles the rose;
C
Lives fond Evalina, the sweet little dove,
C G7
C
The pride of the valley, the girl that I love.
Chorus:
Sweet Evalina, dear Evalina,
My love for you will never, never die;
Dear Evalina, sweet Evalina,
My love for thee shall never, never die.
She is fair like the rose, like the lamb she is meek,
And she never was known to put paint on her cheek;
In the most graceful curls hangs her raven black hair,
And she never requires perfumery there.
Chorus:
Three years have gone by and I've not got a dollar,
Evalina still lives in the green grassy holler;
Although I am fated to marry her never,
I'll love her for sure forever and ever.
Chorus:
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Evalina and I one fine evening in June,
Took a walk all alone by the lihgt of the moon;
The planets all shone, for the heavens were clear,
And I felt round the heart oh most mightyt queer.
Chorus:

33

34

The Girl I Left Behind me
Traditional
This was the song the Regulars marched to war to. In the years following the Civil War cowboys adapted the
words. This is the older version. These words were featured in the 7th cavalry songbook. The song deals with
love and the hope for glory and honor. It is still a favorite marching song among reenactors portraying
Regulars.

C
F
C
The hours sad I left a maid, a lingering farewell taking.
C
F
G7
C
Whose sighs and tears my steps delayed, I thought her heart was breaking.
C
D7 G7
In hurried words her named I blessed, I breathed the vows that bind me.
C
F
G7
C
And to my heart in anguish pressed the girl I left behind me.
The to the East we bore away, to win a name in story.
And there where dawns the sun of day, there dawns our sun of glory.
The place was in my sight, when in the host assigned me,
I shared the glory of that fight sweet girl I left behind me.
Though many a name our banner bore, of former deeds of daring.
But they were of the days of yore, of which we had no sharing.
But now our laurels freshly won, with the old ones shall entwine me.
Singing worthy of our size each son, sweet girl I left behind me.
The hope of final victory, within my bosom burning.
Is mingling with sweet thoughts of thee, and of my fond returning
But should I ne'er return again, still with thy love I'll bind me.
Dishonors breath shall never stain, the name I leave behind me.
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Tom Dooley
Traditional
"Tom Dooley originated in the mountains of western North Carolina. This fast paced tune deals with
unrequited love and murder. Tradition has it that the song was written by Dooley (or Dula) while he awaited
hanging for the murder of Laura Foster a couple of years after the Civil War. Dooley fought with distinction in
that war. The song remains a favorite among reenactors.

G
Hang your head Tom Dooley,
G
Hang your head and cry.
G
D
Killed poor Laura Foster,
D
G
You know you're bound to die.
You took her on the hillside,
As God almighty knows.
You took her on the hillside,
And there you hid her clothes.
You took her by the roadside,
Where you begged to be excused.
You took her by the roadside,
Where there you hid her shoes.
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You took her on the hillside,
To make her be your wife.
You took her on the hillside,
And there you took her life.
Take down my old violin,
And play it all you please,
At this time tomorrow,
It'll be no use to me.
I dug a grave four feet long,
I dug it three feet deep.
And throwed the cold clay over her,
And tramped it with my feet.
This world and one more,
Reckon where I'd be.
If it hadn't been for Grayson,
I'd a-been in Tennessee.
Hang your head Tom Dooley,
Hang your head and cry.
Killed poor Laura Foster,
You know you're bound to die.
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Kathleen Mavourneen
Words and music by: F.N.W. Crouch
Another song of parting so treasured by our Victorian ancestors. Crouch's "Kathleen Mavourneen" was
featured in the movie Gettysburg. We know Armistead, Hancock and Reynolds stood around the piano sadly
sining this song as they prepared to fight a conflict none of them were ready for. Crouch aptly summed up the
feelings of a young man parting from his love perhaps forever.

C
F
C
Kathleen Mavourneen, the grey dawn is breaking,
C G7
C
The horn of the hunter is heard on the hill.
C
F
The lark from her light wing the bright dew is shaking,
F
C
G7
C
Kathleen Mavourneen, what slumbering still?
C Am
E
Am
E7
Oh, hast thou forgotten how soon we must sever?
E7 Am
F
D7
G7
Oh! hast thou forgotten this day we must part?
Chorus:
G7-C
F
It may be for years and it may be forever,
F
C
G7
E
Oh! why art thou silent, thou voice of my heart?
EF
C
G7
C
It may be for years and it may be forever,
C
F
C
G7
C
Then why art thou silent, Kathleen Mavourneen?
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Kathleen Mavourneen, awake form thy slumbers,
The blue mountains glow in the sun's golden light.
Ah! Where is the spell that once hung on my slumbers,
Arise in thy beauty, thou star of my night.
Mavourneen, Mavourneen, my sad tears are falling
To think that from Erin and thee I must part.
Chorus:
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Just Before the Battle, Mother
Henry C. Work
Another song from Henry Work, "Just Before the Battle, Mother" deals with homesickness and duty. A well
loved song during the Civil War, it remains popular with reenactors. There is a Confederate version of the
song, however, the Union version endures.

G
C
D7
G
Just before the battle, Mother, I am thinking most of you.
G
C
D7
G
While upon the field we're watching, with the enemy in view.
G
C
A7
D7
Comrades brave around me lying, filled with thoughts of home and God.
D7 G
C
D7
G
For well they know that on the morrow, some will sleep beneath the sod.
Chorus:
G
C
A7
D7
Farewell Mother, you may never, press me to your heart again.
D7 G
C
D7
G
But oh, you'll not forget me Mother, if I'm numbered with the slain.
Oh, I long to see you mother, and the loving ones at home.
But I'll never leave our banner, 'til in honor I can come.
Tell the traitors all around you, that their cruel words we know,
In every battle kill our soldiers, with the help they give the foe.
Chorus:
Hark! I hear the bugles sounding, 'tis the signal for the fight.
Now may God protect us Mother, as he ever does the right.
Hear "The Battle-cry of Freedom," how it swells upon the air,
Oh yes, we'll rally 'round the standard, or we'll perish nobly there.
Chorus:
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Tenting Tonight
Words and Music: Walter Kittredge
No war in America's history was more fervently embraced than the Civil War. It is also true that it wasn't very
long before the bright-eyed illusions of the soldiers on both sides were quickly dashed. This song reminds me
very strongly of the battle of Cedar Creek. I dedicate this entry to Frank and Jennifer Pullano, friends and
comrades.

G
C
G
We're tenting tonight on the old camp ground,
G
D7
G
Give us a song to cheer.
G
C
G
Our weary hearts, a song of home,
G
D
D7
G
And friends we love so dear.
Chorus:
G
C
Many are the hearts that are weary tonight,
G
D7
Wishing for the war to cease.
G
C
G
Many are the hearts that are looking for the right,
G
D7
G
To see the dawn of peace.
G
C
D7
G
Tenting tonight, tenting tonight, tenting on the old camp ground.
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We've been tenting tonight on the old camp ground,
Thinking of days gone by.
Of the loved ones at home who gave us the hand,
And the tear that said goodbye.
Chorus:
We are tired of war on the old camp ground,
Many are dead and gone.
Of the brave and the true who've left their homes,
Others have been wounded long.
Chorus:
We've been fighting today on the old camp ground,
Many are lying near.
Some are dead and some are dying,
Many are in tears.
Chorus:
Dying tonight, dying tonight, dying on the old campground.
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Goober Peas
Traditional
A favored song among Confederate soldiers. "Goober Peas" is a nonsensical song about the lowly peanut.
For some Rebels, it was the only fare available in the waning months of the Civil War and they were quick to
lampoon the legume in song. Its upbeat tune guarentees it a place around reenactors campfires 136 years after
the great conflict ended.

C
F
C
Sitting by the roadside on a summer day,
C
D
G
Chatting with my mess mates, passing time away.
C
F
C
Lying in the shadows underneath the trees,
C
F
C
G7
Goodness how delicious, eating goober peas!
Chorus:
C
F
G7
C
Peas, peas, peas, peas, eating goober peas,
C
F
C
G7
C
Goodness how delicious, eating goober peas!
When the horseman passes the soldiers have a rule,
To cry out at their loudest, "Mister, here's your mule."
But another pleasure enchantinger than these,
Is wearing out your grinders eating goober peas.
Chorus:
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Just before the battle the general hears a row,
he says, "The Yanks are coming, I hear their rifles now."
He turns around in wonder and what do you think he sees,
The Georgia militia eating goober peas.
Chorus:
I think my song has lasted almost long enough,
The subjects's interesting but the rhymes are mighty rough.
I wish this war was over, when free from rags and fleas,
We'd kiss our wives and sweethearts and gobble goober peas!
Chorus:
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Sweet Betsy From Pike
Traditional
This song predates the great conflict and was well known by both Union and Confederate soldiers. I always
associate this song with the lesser known western campaigns of the Civil War.

C
G
C
Oh don't you remember Sweet Betsy from Pike,
C
Am
G
Who crossed the wide mountains with her lover Ike.
C
F
C
With two yoke of oxen and one spotted hog,
C
G
C
A tall shanghai rooster and an old yellow dog.
Chorus:
C
G
C
Hoodle dang fol do di, Hoodle dang fol de day.
C
G
C
Hoodle dang fol do di, hoodle dang fol de day.
Well the Shnghai ran off and the oxen all died,
That morning the last piece of bacon was fried.
Well Ike got discouraged and Betsy got mad,
The dog wagged his tail and looked wondrously sad.
Chorus:
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The wagon broke down with a terrible crash,
And out on the prairie rolled all sorts of trash.
A fwe little baby clothes drawn up with care,
Looked rather suspicious but all on the square.
Chorus:
The Indians came down in a wild screaming horde,
And Betsy was scared they would scalp her adored.
Behind the front wagon wheel Betsy did crawl,
It was thewre she fought Indians with musket and ball.
Chorus:
The alkalai desert was burning and bare,
And Ike went in search of the death that lurked there.
"My dear old Pike County, I'll go back to you.",
Said Betsy, "You'll go by yourself if you do."
Chorus:
It was there in the desert that Betsy gave out,
And down in the sand she lay rolling about.
While Ike in great horror looked on with surprise,
said, "Betsy get up you'll get sand in your eyes."
Chorus:
Sweet Betsy got up with a great deal of pain,
And hoped she would go to Pike County again.
Thenm Ike gave a sigh and they fondly embraced,
And traveled around with his arm round her waist.
Chorus:

47

48

They crossed the wide prairie, they climbed the high peaks,
They camped in the mountains for weeks upon weeks.
They fought with the Indians with musket and ball,
And reached California in spite of it all.
Chorus:
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All Quiet Along the Potomac Tonight
Words: Ethel Lynn Beers, Music: John Hill Hewett
A nameless soldier dies in the midst of war on a static front. It rates barely a paragraph in a local newspaper.
Such was the case several times for the Army of the Potomac and the Army of Northern Virginia. It wasn't
unusual eighty years later during the second world war. Beers and Hewett tapped into the feelings of sorrow,
lonliness and resentment felt by those who endured the danger on picket duty not because they were warning of
an imminent attack but because an officer or non-com on the other side ordered their pickets to shoot at
anything that moved or the opposing picket loosed a shot out of boredom or anger.

G
D7
G
D7
G
All quiet along the Potomac tonight, except here and there a stray picket,
G
D7
G
D
A7
D
Is shot as he walks on his beat to and fro, by a rifleman hid in the thicket.
D D7
G
C
A7
D7
'Tis nothing a private or two now and then, will not count in the news of the battle.
D7
C
D7
G
C
G
D7
G
Not an officer lost only one of the men, moaning out all alone the death rattle.
G
D7
G
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
All quiet along the Potomac tonight, Where the soldiers lie peacefully dreaming.
And their tents in the rays of the clear Autumn moon, and the light of their
campfires are gleaming;
There's only the sound of the lone sentry's tread, as he tramps from the rock to the
fountain,
And he thinks of the two on the low trundle bed, far away in the cot on the
mountain.
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
His musket grows slack, his face dark and grim, grows ghentle with memories
tender,
As he mutters a prayer for the children asleep, and their mother may heaven defend
her.
The moon seems to shine as brightly as then, that night when the love yet unspoken,
Leapt up to his lips and wityh low murmured vows, were pledged to be ever
unbroken.
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
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Then drawing his sleeve roughly over his eyes, he dashes off the tears that are
welling,
And he gathers his gun up close to his breast, as if to keep down the hearts swelling;
He passes the fountain the blasted pine tree, and his foot step is lagging and weary,
Yet onward he goes through the broad belt of lilght, toward the shade of the forest
so dreary.
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
Hark was it the night wind that rustled the trees? was it the moonlight so
wondrously flashing?
It looked like a rifle "Ah, Mary goodbye!" and his life blood is ebbing and plashing.
All quiet along the Potomac tonight, no sound save the rush of the river;
While soft falls the dew on the face of the dead, "the picket's off duty forever."
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
All quiet along the Potomac tonight!
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Beautiful Dreamer
Words and Music: Stephen C. Foster
One of Stephen Collins Foster's best loved songs, it is not often associated with the Civil War but certainly
would have been known and sung around hearth and campfire alike. Foster penned many of the Civil War's
most beloved songs before his untimely death in 1864.

C
Dm
Beautiful dreamer, wake unto me,
G7
C
Starlight and dew drops are waiting for thee.
C
Dm
Sounds of the rude world heard in the day,
G7
C
Lulled by the moonlight have all passed away.
G7
C
Beautiful dreamer, queen of my song,
Am
D7
G7
List while I woo thee with soft melody.
C
Dm
Gone are the cares of life's busy throngs,
G7
C-E7-Am
Beautiful dreamer awake unto me.
F
C
G7
C
Beautiful dreamer awake unto me.
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Beautiful dreamer, out on the sea,
Mermaids are chanting the wild Lorilei.
Over the streamlet vapors are borne,
Waiting to fade at the bright coming morn.
Beautiful dreamer, beam on my heart,
Even as morn on the streamlet and sea.
Then will all clouds of sorrow depart.
Beautiful dreamer awake unto me.
Beautiful dreamer awake unto me.
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Kingdom Coming
Henry Clay Work
Rarely heard today, "Kindom Coming" was Work's parody of how slaveholders dealt with the coming
emancipation. It is mostly heard as an instrumental due to the racist tone of the lyrics. I include it as a
historical piece and I do sing it at reenactments.

C
G
Say Darkies hab you seen de massa wid de mustache on his face?
G C
G7
C
Go long de road sometime dis mornin', like he's gone to leab de place.
C F
C
G7
He seen a smoke way up de ribber where de Linkum gumboats lay,
G7 C
G C
He took his hat an' leff berry sudden and I 'spec he's run away.
Chorus:
C
F
Oh, de massa run ha, ha!
F C
G
De Darkey stay ho, ho!
G
C
G C
And it must be now de kingdom comin' in de year of Jubilo!
He six foot one way, two foot de udder an' he weigh tree hundred pound,
His coat so big that he couldn't pay de tailor an' it won't go half way round.
He drill so much dey call him "Cap'ain" and he get so drefful tan,
I spec he try an' fool dem Yankees for to tink he's contraband.
Chorus:
De darkies feel so lonesome libbin in de log house on de lawn,
Dey move dar tings to Massa's parlor for to keep it while he's gone.
Dar's wine and cider in de kitchen and de darkies de'll hab some,
I spose dey'll be as confiscated when de Linkum sojers come.
Chorus:
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De oberseer he make us trouble and he dribe us round a spell,
We lock him up in de smoke house cellar, wid de key trown down de well.
De whip is lost, de han'cuff broken, but de massa'll hab his pay,
He's old enough big enough, ought to known better dan to went an run away.
Chorus:
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I'm a Good old Rebel
Traditional
The unknown author of this song summed up his frustrations and hatred in this ditty which uses the tune of the
song "Joe Bowers." Vestiges of this frustration still exist for some south of the Mason-Dixon line one hundred
thirty six years later. I include this song because it represents the bitterness felt by some. The author originally
dedicated this song to "The honorable Thad Stevens" a pointed political barb aimed at the radical Republican
comgressman who was instrumental in punishinmg the south after President Lincoln was assassinated by John
Wilkes Booth.

D
A
D
Oh, I'm a good old Rebel, now that's just what I am,
D
E7
A
For this fair land of freedom, I do not give a damn!
A G
D
Bm
I'm glad I fit against it, I only wish we'd won,
Bm D
A
D
And I don't want no pardon for anything I done.
I hates the constitution, this great republic too,
I hates the freedman's buro in uniforms of blue.
I hates the nasty eagle with all his brag and fuss,
The lying' thievin' Yankees, t hates 'em wuss and wuss.
I hate the Yankee nation and everything they do,
I hates the Declaration of Indepence too.
I hates the glorious Union, 'tis drippin' with our blood,
I hates their striped banner, I fit it all I could.
I followed old Marse Robert for four year, near about,
Got wounded in three places and starved at P'int Lookout.
I cotched the roomatism a-camping' in the snow,
But I killed a chance of Yankees and I'd like to kill some mo'.
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Three hundred thousand Yankees is stiff in Southern dust,
We got three hundred thousand before they conquered us.
They dies of Southern fever and Southern steel and shot,
I wish it was three milliion, instead of what we got.
I can't take up my musket and fight 'em now no more,
But I ain't a-gonna love 'em now that is sartin sure.
And I don't want no pardon for what I was and am,
I won't be reconstructed and I do not care a damn!
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Roll Alabama, Roll
Traditional
Swift and deadly, the C.S.S. Alabama was the Confederacy's best known commerce raider. The famed vessel
earned a place for herself and her captain Rapheal Semmes in naval legend. Sunk June 19, 1864 by the U.S.S.
Kearsarge, she sailed to Davy Jones' locker and into legend in this marvelous sea chantey.

G
D
G
D7
When the Alabama's keel was laid, roll Alabama, roll!
D7 G
Em
C G
D7
G
'Twas laid in the yard of Jonathan Laird, Oh roll Alabama, roll!
'Twas laid in the yard of Jonathan Laird, roll Alabama, roll!
'Twas laid in the town of Birkenhead, Oh, roll Alabama, roll!
Down the Mersey wys she rolled then, roll Alabama, roll!
Liverpool fitted her with guns and men, Oh, roll Alabama, roll!
From the western isles she sailed forth, roll Alabama, roll!
To destroy the commerce of the North, oh, roll Alabama, roll!
To Cerbourg port she sailed one day, roll Alabama, roll!
To take her count of prize money, oh, roll Alabama, roll!
Many a sailor lad he saw his doom, roll Alabama, roll!
When the Kearsarge it hove in view, oh, roll Alabama, roll!
'Til a ball from the forward pivot that day, roll Alabama, roll!
Shot the Alabama's stern away, oh, roll Alabama, roll!
Off the three mile limit in sixty-four, roll Alabama roll!
The Alabama went to her grave, oh, roll Alabama roll!
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Jacob's Ladder
Traditional
This traditional African-American spiritual couches the slaves desire to be free in religious terms. Much as
the Jamacan Rastafarian movement of the twentieth century would, the slaves in the United States during the
early 19th century compared themselves to the enslaved Isrealites of ancient days. Although not commonly
heard around the campfire, I include it because it is a splendid representation of the songs sung by AfricanAmericans while in bondage.

D
We are climbing Jacob's ladder,
A7
D
We are climbing Jacob's ladder,
D
G
D
We are climbing Jacob's ladder,
D
A7 D
Children of the Lord!
Every rung goes higher, higher,
Every rung goes higher, higher,
Every rung goes higher, higher,
Children of the Lord!
Tell me do you want your freedom,
Tell me do you want your freedom,
Tell me do you want your freedom,
Children of the Lord!
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Every new man makes us stronger,
Every new man makes us stronger,
Every new man makes us stronger,
We have worked in dark and danger,
We have worked in dark and danger,
We have worked in dark and danger,
Children of the Lord!
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Cumberland Gap
Traditional
These days "Cumberland Gap" would be called Bluegrass or Mountain music. During the Civil War, it
reminded soldier of home even if he wasn't from the Appalachian mountains. Good fiddle players were admired
in both armies and if this song was better known to the Confederate boys who faced the Union in battle, it
certainly wasn't unknown to the Union boys who fought in West Virginia and Kentucky regiments for the starry
banner.

C
Am
Me and my wife and my wife's pap,
C
F
C
We all live down in Cumberland Gap.
Chorus:
C
Am
Cumberland Gap, Cumberland Gap,
C
F
C
Way down yonder in Cumberland Gap.
Cumberland Gap is a noted place,
Three kinds of water to wash your face.
Chorus:
The first white man in Cumberland Gap,
Was Doctor Walker an English chap.
Chorus:
Daniel Boone on Pinnacle Rock,
He killed Indians with his old flintlock.
Chorus:
62
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Lay down boys and take a little nap,
Fourteen miles to the Cumberland Gap.
Chorus:
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Tramp, Tramp, Tramp! (or The Prisoner's Hope)
George F. Root
Neither side in the Civil War had experience dealing with prisoners of war. For the first three years officers
and men were exhanged or paroled through a system that proved to be highy unwieldly. After the Fort Pillow
massacre, General Grant ended paroles when the Confederate government refused to treat black and white
prisoners equally. The names Andersonville, Elmira, Johnson Island, Camp Douglas, Point Lookout and Libby
Prison became infamous. George Root's song speaks to the hopes and fears of the unfortunates who were
imprisoned in the confederacy's most notable prison camps.

G
C
G
In the prison cell I sit thinking Mother dear of you,
G
A7
D7
And our bright and happy home so far away.
D7
G
C
G
And the tears they fill my eyes spite of all that I can do,
G
C
D7
G
Though I try to cheer my comrades and be gay.
Chorus:
G
Tramp, tramp, tramp the boys are marching,
D7
Cheer up comrades, they will come.
D7 G
C
G
And beneath the starry flag, we shall breathe the air again,
G
Em
D7
G
Of the free land in our own beloved home.
In the battle front we stood, when the fiercest charge they made,
And they swept us off a hundred men or more.
But before we reached their lines, they were beaten back dismayed,
And we heard the cry of victory o'er and o'er.
Chorus:
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So within the prison cell we are waiting for the day,
That shall come and open wide the iron door "Iron Door!"
And the hollow eye grows bright and the poor heart almost gay,
As we think of seeing home and friends once more.
Chorus:
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Bard of Armagh
Traditional
This tune was popular among Irish troops during the Civil War. Cowboys during the great cattle drives after
the Civil War wrote new words and the song is famous in America as "The Streets of Laredo" Mark Slayton
taught me this song and I sing it frequently.

C
F
C
G
Oh list to the tale of a poor Irish harper,
C
Am
C
G
And scorn not the strings in his old withered hand.
C
F
C
G
But remember these fingers could once move more sharper,
C
Am
G
C
To waken the echoes of his dear native land.
How I long for to muse on the days of my boyhood,
Though four score and three years have fled by since then.
Still it gives sweet reflection as every young joy should,
That merry-hearted boys make the best of old men.
At wake or at fair I would twirl my shillelagh,
And trip through the jigs with me brogues bound with straw.
And all the pretty maidens from the village, the valley,
Loved the bold Phelim Brady, the bard of Armagh.
And when Sergeant Death's cold arms shall embrace me,
Oh, lull me to sleep with sweet "Erin Go Bragh."
By the side of my Kathleen, my own love then place me,
And forget Phelim Brady, the bard of Armagh.
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Hard Tack
Unkown; a parody based on "Hard Times" by Stephen C. Foster
Soldier and sailors have been making up parodies since there were songs. Some of our most venerable songs
were adapted from other songs. Our nation's anthem is one such song. "Hard Tack was probably a Confederate
adapotation of Stephen C. Foster's timeless classic "Hard Times." It was quickly adopted by both sides. It
remains popular with reenactors because of its jaunty, humorous quallity.

D
Em
Bm
Let us close our game of poker, take our tin cups in our hand,
G
D
Bm
A
D
As we all stand by the cook's tent door.
D
Em
Bm
As dried mummies of hard crackers are handed to each man,
G D
Bm
A
D
Oh, hard tack come again no more.
Chorus:
D
G D
'Tis the song, the sigh of the hungry,
D
G D
Bm
A
Oh hard tack, hard tack, come again no more.
A
D
G
Bm
Many days you have lingered upon our stomachs sore,
G D
Bm
A
D
Oh hard tack come again no more.
'Tis a hungry, thirsty soldier who wears his life away,
In torn clothes whose better days are o'er.
And he's sighing now for whiskey in a voice as dry as hay,
Oh, hard tack come again no more.
Chorus:
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'Tis the wail that is heard in the camp by night and day,
'Tis the murmur that is mingles with each snore.
'Tis the sighing of the soul for the spring chicken far away,
Oh, hard tack come again no more.
Chorus:
But to all these cries and murmurs there has come a sudden hush,
As frail frames are fainting at the door.
For they feed us now on horse feed that the cooks call mush,
Oh, hard tack come again once more.
Final Chorus:
'Tis the dying wail of the starving,
Hard tack, hard tack, come again once more.
You were old and very wormy but we'll pass your failings o'er,
Oh, hard tack come again once more
Repeat Chorus
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