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Wz are home once again in our bowers of sweet peac%
And the Olive-branch rests on our dwelling;

Now the din and the tumult of warfare must cease
Now no longer shrill trumpet-tones swellincr.

We are clasping our home-treasures close to our breaM,
And the hot tears are silently fallingZDI

As we think. of the brave spirits gone to- their rest,
And their lov'd ones so hopelessly calling.

Like the flowers that we trampled, our brave heroes fell,
'Till the green earth was strewn-with the dying;

And in triumph and anguish we heard their farewell,
While before us the Rebels were flying.

We planted our standard on Southern soil,
Free ftom. slavery's foul stain forever;

And around it-are gath'rino, the dark sous of toil,
Never more fr*ni the Union tosever-

Oh 1 fair, sunny South, with thy Paradise bloom,
Stand ereèt, fqr thy fetters are broken !

No more dark scenes of terror, oppression and gloom,
.N,,o more harsh words of tyranny spoken.

We'Il jbin hand in ha*nd in the'Conqueror's praise,-
Brave in battle, yet mild and fbrbearing;

All ýndaunted he* stands, while in wonder we gaze
At the bright crown of glory he -s weariný&
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