My Boy Is Coming from the War
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“My boy is com-ing from the war, He's com -ing home to me,” “O!
My boy is com-ing from the war. I've wait - ed for him long. I
s o My boy is com-ing from the war. The moth-er fond - ly said. While
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how I long to see his face,” And hear his voice of glee. Of all the days that
miss the mu-sic of his laugh: His light and hap - py song; But now I'll clasp him
;; on the go-ry bat-tle plain Her boy was ly - ing dead! His com-rades came with
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ev - er dawned This_ is  the bright - est day, For sad and lone - ly
in my arms And. ev - er by my side. He'll lin - ger while my
I8 light - some steps And___ sound of mar - tial  drum, But now that Moth - er
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was my heart When Har - ry went a - way.” My boy is com-ing from the war. He's
life glides on To qui - et e - ven - tide. My boy is com-ing from the war. He's
» sad - ly waits For one who'll nev -er come! My boy is com-ing from the war. The
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com - ing home to me.
com - ing home to me.

5 Moth-er fond-ly said, While on the go-ry
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how I long to
how I long to

see his face, And hear his voice of glee.
see his face, And hear his voice of glee.
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. bat-tle plain Her boy was ly - ing dead!
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