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COME O'ER THE SEA.
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Come o’er the sea, Maiden, with me, Mine thro’ sunshine, storm, and snows ;
& e _— — -
(EEe=aee—=—=c 2
% T 3 333 T oweR oo 92 30 o€
lgg ==

e s

Seasons may roll, But the true smﬂ ]_%mne the same wher - e'er it goes. Let
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fate ﬂoun on, so we love and partnot; 'lm life where thou art, ’tis
-2 e
e — ——— — ] f—————— — 1:*'—!:'ff —:‘-l-"‘"-_
EH;P_;: f_——g——ﬂ—sj —% 5 — & 5 —sf 23—
--- - - - - - - -

5
' T T




IW‘ [ e e e e
284 CoME O'ER THE SEA.
—: e ._ﬁ. I. e e R
é ; ﬁ-—"—! e i i e !-_11."'____,_ — =
” death where thou art nnt,lluzn, come o'er the sea, Maiden, with me,
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Come wherever the wild wind blows ; Seasons may roll, But the true soul

SECOND VERSE.
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“ as not the sea T\I.ult, for the free,

pp f ::. :‘_:ﬁr =

f\ =
t. -

I _.!_"-_'5'.'_“.\ =~ P [ .-'
e = t;i‘: & —

Here we are sl:u'es, But, on the waves, Love and liberty’s all our own. No
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eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us, All earth for - got, and all
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hea- ven a - round us, Then, come o'er the sea, Maiden, with me.
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Come wherever the wild wind blows ; Seasons may roll, But the true soul

Burns the same wher-e'er it goes.
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