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In the dead of the nightwhen a_ _loud on the air, Through
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the war whoopwas heard trercoly o olhins ‘Luke L. _ons ' just wild tfrom™the
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< gloom of  the lair, O chiefs found th foe on their slumbers impelling: While the
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mantle  of nighttHid the suvage from sight, Un _ dis - mayd were our  war_ri . ors :
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slain in  the fight; But the laurel shall e. _ver con. _tiZnue to wave', And
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glory thus bloomoer the  twmb of the brave But the laurel shall e_ _ver con.
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tomb  of I the Dbrave,
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Great Daviess and Onenbright offspring of Fame,
Rushed on tothebattlewith bosoms  ndsunted;
And ere bearing death the dread ritic pall came

Ll I‘
hiets of theWabashwho gallantly fought,
And foarlessly s heard the dread storm of warrattie;
\*h yIned t see conquest 5o terribly bought,

Yo

L the bre ast of thefoe oft their weapons they plait while yourbrothers were slawm in the uproar ofbattle.
Gallant chieftams adien, Stllfearless remain,
Tears your destiny drew, And though streche donthe plain,
Yetshall nse oer yourtonhs neither cypressnoir yew ¥You shagl niseonthe records of Freedom again,

But the laurel & .
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kM Mahon aad Spencer and Baey,

gmid darkpess, (b baoers deteid

@y drew the curcain ofnizht the y were «

er with the bl f the bd\dge extend !

Though Freedom may wee] -

; Where they mouldenne shory,
JEt shall valdur their deatlnas a Jubilee k. I
While the laurel ~c,
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OR1 THE STAR

0 say can you see by the dawn's early liche,

What so proudly we hailed at the iwal\ghu las ul;am-

Who<e broad stripes and bright stars thro the perilous fight,

Oer the ramparts we wa{rhd were £0 gallantly streaming,

And the rockets red clare the hombs bursting in air,

Gaye proof through the night that our flagwas stillthere,

O!say does that .'star’  “spangled banner yet wave, 1
Oer the land of the free and the home of the brave.

On the shore dimly seen thro «he mists of the deep,
"Where the foes haughty host i in dread silence vepose
‘What i< that which the hreeze o#» the towering steep.
As it fitfully blows half conceals half disclosess
Now it catches the gleam of the morningk firct beam,
In full glmy veflected now shinex in ¢he stream:
Tis the star spangled banner, 0/ long may it wave,
Oer the land ofthe free and the home of the brav!'

For the luurel &c.
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- sons of € Jlumbia when danger is nigh,
Aud L berty calls rovnd her standard to rally;
F ryour C ooty your wives and your children to die,
Resol ¢ on your foes instern valour 1o sally. —
Every hero se(nre
That his fame shall endure,
Till uumty time in oblivion immures
For the laurel é&c.
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And whereis that band.w‘.hn so vauntingly swore,

That the havog of war and the battles contusion,
A home and a country,shall mv. s no more

Their blood has washd out 4 fFoul footsteps poliution
Worefuge could save the hireling and slave,

From the terror of ﬂ;ght or thq gloom of the grave:

And the staz spangled bann tnumph doth wave,

O'~y the land of the free gnd the home of the brave.

O!thus be it ew-r,when freemen shall stand ‘
Between their lovd home and the war’a desolation,
Biect \uﬂwxrtry and peace may the heavh rescued land,
Praié= the pow'r that hath made and preservd us a nation;
Then conquer we must when our cause it is Just
And thit be our motto_in god ic our trust,
And the gtar spangled bannerin triumph shail wave,

ey Oer the land of ¢he free and the home of the brave!



