LAST TRAIN TO FREDPERICKSBURG
Words: Mike Appel / Music: Rob Martin @ 2003 Appel-Martin

Look. at you, you can't stop cryin’, if it didn't hurt; [d be lyin’
but the bandt playin’ Songs to make a young. man proud

now darlin’ vou know | owe va, for all the nithrg in Shenendoah
this war will be over before the qummers gone, o | gotta get on

and board the Last Train To ?’/Vcolcl/i(/lcébvl/g.
thig ‘Johvml/[ Rebs™ off to war

’m on the Last Train To T’/I/Colcridiéb\/lfg
condvetor b}c”Q ovt, all aboardl!

traing movin® out of the station, a last kiss of sweet perguagion

please keep our bed warm ‘il 'm home again

i it trve, 1% a young. mans duty, to risk love not fo mention your beauty
providence seems fo hold ovt So much more my love, 590016'76 for now my love

‘cavse I'm on The Last Train To ﬁ’colclfickébvrg_
the ¢ung Zonna ¢hine on the Souvth

Pm on The La¢t Train To ﬁfcderiolccbvrg,

well 5i\/6 ‘em hell, gonna be 3 vout

at Cﬂlcﬁ'lzlgbvrgf ’rhcv] Paggcol the word

Six thousand Killed maybe more

the Blve and Givay, went at it today

and 59% a whole lot more than 1%611 bargainwl for

I'm lyin’ on Some §W5§on’§ table, the nurse spoke ag oft ag Sable

“the bullets lodggol Somewhere near his heart, doctor what do you think of his chances?”
Shakes hig head and slondy answers, "he'll be Zone before the day i done’

She helped write my last love letter, | covld See it So upset her

but don’t cry for me, I'm finally 5gin’ home, fo my Virg_inia home

Pm on the Last Train To ﬁfcolcriokgbvrg_
she’ll place a wreath now and then

’'m on the Last Train To ﬁfcolcriolcéburg,
Glod knons | loved her ‘til the end

’'m on the Last Train To T’/Vcolc’/riolcébvrgr
Dixie, another son zave all

’m on the Last Train To T’/VCOICViOKQb\/Vg
how many more must you call?



