N RHYMES OF A HUT-DWELLER

THE MOTHERLAND.

Hear, my sons, the drums of wa
I am seeking vou afar
Rally ! rally ! here to-day

Though blood-red the price we p

Hear, my sons, the calling pipe
‘Tis a stain they seek to wipe,
Calling, calling, from afar

Rolling drums and pipes of war

Yours, my sons, a freeman’s pride !
Rally, rally to my side!
Rally, rally round to-day !

hough blood-red the price we p
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W we rallied yund to-day
e have claimed in our that |
Ihough blood be the price we pa
W Ve COMI 1 the West, our mothe
From the frozen land and the snow,
W ad | thy biddir
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R ng drums! drums o
Still 'm calling you af
I rally here to-d




