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THERE S LIFE IN THE OLD LAND YET.
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We are crusted wearescourged weare Jazr‘m:i

We croactt 7es o welleormne the Erinmpl Zread
Of the peertess Beazregard,;

TTeen woe lo your vt polluatang fiorde,
When the Soubleerrn braves are met .

Theres frth ur Fhe viclor stainless sword,
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Anrd they scowd on your bruéal bards,

Whaile lhe n2iinble powgrnard dares te ai%/

A thar dvar defean? frarnedls;

They will stryp therr tresses bo String ourbows,

Fire lhe Nortthern sum os Sel,:
Therelr Laith 1t Hherr urrelentzizg woes._
[ eres Li#e 1 The old Liarnd el e
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Bigols/ ye guell not the valiant mind
With the clanrk of an 1o chaiie _
The sperit o7 freedone stngs wn the wend
Der Merryman, Thomas and Kane,
And-we, lthougle we siedde ot are not thralls_
We are piling a gory dedt,
While dowrn by MEHenrys dingeon walls
Theres (i i e old Lanrd yet. o
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TTieres L, thotegtle il thrabbels 272 SHeTE veues,
15 vocal withonl novve,
It gushed oer Manassas solerye plases
Lrom the blood of the Maryland éq;@"_,.

That blood shall cry alowd, and rese
Wit an everlastong tireas

By e death of the brave, by t/:e God iz e eskies,
Theres lete 1 the old Land yet.




