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Oh. the enemy search for her niKht and day,

\nd they batter an old eslaniinet

( )r the chureh by the stiiian^ where our cables run,

But they never conie ni^'h Ut the croiichifi»; iiunl

For she wits s«'«nre by the battered wall,

And she bides her time while the stray shells fall-

Ytw, she wails and waits till the last one rips,

V\ ilh a smvrintf laUKh on her cruel lips,

Then she wakes to life with a shatt«rinfj roar.

And we fe«'d her the shells, and she calls for more.

And she hurls them [North and ICast and South

IJke bitter oaths from ln-r blackened mouth—

Oh, well do the enemy know their path.

And they four our gun when she roars her wrath!

So she works for us, and we work for her.

And toKetln-r we swing from ridge l(» spur,

And our trail lies plain to the shuddering skies

In the sanguine stream of our sa«Tifice;

For we stride the length of (he lonely lan«l.

And we scatter death with an open hand

To the foe as they crouch in their d' ; outs deep-

Be they wide awake, be they fast asleep.

Still we search them out and we mark them well.

And we leave their fate to the screaming shell

That our big gun -peeds on its liellish way

Till over the town the dawn breaks grey.

And the darkness drives from the far hill-crest;

Then we leave our gun for a well-earned rest.
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