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COTTAGE BY THE SEA

Childhood’s days now pass before me,
Forms and scenes of long ago;
Like a dream they hover o’er me,
Calm and bright as evening’s glow;
Days that knew no shade or sorrow,
When my heart, pure and free,
Joyful hailed each coming morrow,
In the cottage by the sea.

CHORUS.

In the cottage by the sea,
In the cottage by the sea:
Joyful hailed each coming morrow,
In the cottage by the sea.

Fancy sees the rose-trees twining,
'Round the old and rustic door;
And, below, the white beach shining,
Where I gathered shells of yore—
Hears my mother’s gentle warning,
As she took me on her knee;
And I feel again life’s morning,
In the cottage by the sea.
In the cottage by the, &c.

What, though years have rolled above me,
Though ’mid fairer scenes I roam,
Yet I ne’er shall cease to love thee,
Childhood’s dear and happy home!
And, when life’s long day is closing,
Oh! how pleasant would it be,
On some faithful breast reposing,
In the cottage by the sea.

; o ,,,In,ﬂl‘? cottage by the, &c.

MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME.

THE MUSIC WILL BE SENT, POSTPAID, ON RECEIPT OF 40 CENTS
ADDRESS THE FIRM YOU RECELVE THIS FROM,

The sun shines bright in the old Kentucky home,
"Tis Summer, the darkies are gay ;

The eorn top’s ripe and the meadow’s in the bloom,
While the birds make music all the day.

The young folks rol!l on the little cabin-floor,
All merry, all happy and bright;

By’n by Hard Times comes a-knocking at the door :

Then, my old Kentucky Liome, good-night!

CHORUS.

Weep no more, my lady,

Oh | weep no more to day !
We will sing one song for the old Kentucky home,
" For the old Kentucky home, far away.

They hunt no more for the possum and the coon
On the meadow, the hill and the shore!

They sing no more, by the glimmer of the moon,
On the beach by the old cabin-door.

The day goes by, like a shadow oe’r the heart,
With sorrow where all was delight;

The time has come when the darkies have to part:
Then, my old Kentucky home, good night!

sWeep no more, my lady, &ec.

The head must bow and the back will bend,
Wherever the darkey may go;
A few more days, and the trouble all will end
In the fields where the sugar canes grow;
A few more days for to tote the weary load,
No matter, ‘twill'never be light,
‘A few more days we’ll totter on the road;
Then, my old Kentucky home, good-night !
Weep no more, my lady, &c.

- |To the Hditor of the Courier-Journal |

‘Boycr P. 0., OLARKE Co., VA, Oct, 17; 1881,

Inclosed 1 send a battle poem, ‘I Am Dream
ing.”’ I will be much obliged if you will publis!
it in your weekly, as I sée your paper has a wid/
Southern circulation. Iwouldlike some of my ol
war friends to see it. The poem was written

few years ago, and published in the Baltimor
Tlustrated News. 1. have just added som
verses, which have never been published, to th
memory of those officers who havedied since th
war—Lee, Hood, Magruder, Hdward Johnsol
Ewell and Dick Taylor, all dead oilicers of' 'tk
A, N. V. Respectfully, W. P. CARTER.

“I AM DREAMING.”
[By W. P. Carter, Author of ‘‘Rodes’ Brigade.’
: I.

Awake, awake, thou dreamer!
Awake to the mournful blast—
Notes of our martyred freedom,
Dead music of the past!
Awakel the spear is broken,
The blade hath turned to rust,
And the warrior’s red-cross banner
Droeps o’er the warrior’s dust.

11,

Awake, awalke, thou dreamerl
The vaoices of the slain

Come o’er the still, deep waters
In sad and solemn straiu!

And the night winds ecno sadly
The gong of buried years,

And morning brings upon its crest
A rivulet of tears.

III.

What see you, silent sleeper,
In the far-off land of dreams?
What gee you by the valleys
And the pleasant-sounding streams?
Are there orange groves in blossom?
Is there gold upon the strand?
Is there joy or is there mourning
In the far-off pleasant land?
vy
I am dreaming, I amn dreaming,
And the lightning’s lurid glare,
Like a meteor in its maduess,
Rushes tnrough the midnight airs
And I ses the red-cross banner
in the rified cloudlets wave,
And I hear the battlé shoutings
‘Of the gallany and the brave.

V.

Iam dreaming, I am dreaming,
sAnd the cannon’s deadiy roar
Ralls up the steep blue mouuniain
Along the other shore;

Anel I gee a lordly gentleman
Ride oub tolead the way;

He is the Knightiiest gentleman
That ever wore the gray.

VI.

Down to the shock of baittle,

Through fire and smoke and blood
- He rjdes him down right galiantly

Te stem the ebving flood.

Two. jglittering svars acout his throates
No sword he wears, I ween—

He is the comeliest gentleman
Tha.t ever I have seen.

VII.

8o cal m, 50 stern, so debonair,
No pilume upon his erest,

He goi:s the warpath gallantly,
No s hield upon his breast,

He rid os the good horse “Traveler,”
Righ ¥ to the fore rides he—

His siise was *‘Light Horse Harry,”® °
And his name is Robert Lial

i VIII,

And yoinder in the tempast—
Down by the smoky plain—"
One ridiss in armor burnisiied bright,
And barning spear amain;
His Lrow- is clovhed with thunder,
His rig bt arm raised on high,
Mars-like: peTides to bauule
As he node in days gone oy,

Ix,

I am dreaming, I am dreaming,
Aud the blushing rose of morn

Is shaking; from her leafleis young
Bright crystals on the storm.

The midright is asunder—
Still the carnage revels high,

And still rides ‘‘Stonewall’” Jackson,
As he rode in days gone by.

x.

Now hark! the bugle pealing,
See the flaghing sabers shine
Against the day-god of the easf,
Along the charging line,
1 hear a merry clink of steel,
And a laughter, ringing far,
"Tig the chestnut-bearded Stuar,
Qur “*Harry of Navarre.”’

XxI.

I am dreaming, and there's weeping
In yon grove upon the hill.
There a noble form is hushed in death
A giant heart is still,
On tne banners of his legions
His star of glory shines;
'Tis Hodes, the fair-baired chieftain,
‘Who ¢harged at Seven Pines,
XI1.
I am dreaming, I am dreaming!
And a black plume waves on high,
Bo graceful, yet so terrible,
Above a flaghing eye:
The mountains guake and tremble,
Stili that warrior takes no heed;
*Tis Ashby rides the vale of death,
Upon his milk-white steed.

XIIT,

And oh, & song of boyhood,
Is floating up the glon,
Aud a happy voice of by-gone years
18 cheering on his men.
With gleaming eye hie charged—
And a soul for a soldier’s fate,
Tis R r, dashing Ka “
The pride of the old North State,
Who comes with yisage strong and stern
/ Upon his foaming bay? -
A siout and hardy fighter,
**0ld Blicher ’ ¢lears the way,
With sturdy cane of oak aioft,
/% He leads them up tlie glade;
VT Allegliony Johnson, - :
Wik the old Stonewall brigads

A

am dreaming, T am dream|
# 7 And the ﬂa,m’ing ogs of death
Are bursting grape and bomabshell
.AU(;pﬁ;l th% bayte’s breath, 7
nd there besids the cannon's uth,'
All batile-searred and grave, S
St'ands Héod, the lion-hearted—
The bravest of the brave.
XVI,
I amdreaming, I am dreamin i
WA_nd the stars an.( bars on high
dave o'er tie flery Ewell's fr ;
Aﬁs is to do or die—, it
: asound of distant musie
& Brings back old home-time o
Tis the son of old Zach Taylor
And his Louisiana boys.
XVIIL
And yonder, cheering on his bray
Is 'Hill, Vli'giniu‘s pride; o
The hasndsome John Magruder
“ ]i\' 111;):L\mng at his side;
old Pegram holds the brid -da
v With Garnett at the l'ord;go @y,
And Isee the gray-haired Armstead
Wizh his hat upon bis sword,
XVIII.

Charge, Dearing, charge! the Northmen
Are pressing Pender sore,

And Cobb, the valiant Georgian,

., Can hold his own no more.

See Petligrew among them,
No quarter does he beg:

And yonder sleeps the sleep of death,

The gallant Maxey Gregg,
XIX.
Iam dreaming, T am dreaming!
And my comradesof the past
Are waiting in the valley
For the bugle’s onward blast,
Jol‘n} Pelham,' Brown and Fegram,
Will Rasdolpu, true and slrong, '
And the smiling, boyish Lummsr,'
A sunbeam in that throng.

XX,

Awake, awalke, thou dreamer} J

'The voices of the slain :
Come o’er tie still, deep waters

1u riplets brigit with fame,
Avake! the spear is broken,

The blade hath turned to rust,
And the warrior’s red-eross tannep

Droopk v'ex the Warrior's dus,




