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HureaE for our peand, strotg Kook |
For the fortreus ald, ;
That nore can baks, and none can burn,
And a fow of oe can hedd.
It looks wp o the aky thee' the cloud rifta high
For cur Colonrs’ {old.

And down where the misks creep coldly
Avound the foe,

Its mighty roota strika holdly
A decp balow,

No mina can reach, no hattary braach
Our Hook, we know.

Up with it again! ye men en the Rock —
A mighty chaer,

That shall walke the voices of tha hills
Afsr and neaar j—



vl : CHITRRAH !’

That the swullen foa in hia camp halow
Farohanos shall besr ;—

The Boek ! the Bock ! oor grand old Bock,
Where none may faint nor fear |

We wore standing by our =mlest guns, oo the mountain’a
height,

And the arms piled by Bashed Lack to the sky its sarly
light.

In our fortress’ Bae, chill shadow, where the rock fell sheer
helow,

Hwayad the restles black ant-myriads of the toiling foa.

They bad posted thelr vain appreaches all throogh the weary
night—

Y¥er, they lonked s hand-hreedth nearer, swarming into
aight, .

Gazing, eilent az their batberies, o siarn pity in their smile,

Chor fellows watched the spemy s litide whils ;

Marked thair fresh gons in positicn, and whers bamt esch
foolish shall,

Bent af our grey Rock-forfress, whers never s shot conld
tell.

Then 8 cheer of mooking trhomph, s from ome man's lps,
rang out—

No upturned faoe might our plames tracs—nn, they coold not
hear tha ghont ;

But the ciroling eagles poised shove, and stilled their screams
to hear

From tha fort that nona oonld soale nor ecathe, the joy of oor
bureting cheaer—

The Hock ! the Reck | oor prand old Rock,
Where none may faint ner fear |
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And in the ewelllng triumgph
Whna strock another chord,
At the thonght of One then in our midsk,
And the memory of His werd :
For wome of vn wepe thers, He led
In the closs of & stormy day,
When the exdm, high hrothierhood of dead
Hound the weil-kept Colours lay g
And over the fGield se stecnly fought
The clouds of battls hed praadly csaghi
A light of victory.
Then eang cur Loaders wond
Trowm the poful bollow §
Aw Ha breasfed that tide on its Ara.ewept gide—
Thro' tha sresm, and the roar, and the rattle heard ;
His ooe word—* Follow |*
And He waa there among os,
Whom we hononred and Ioved ao well !
Himself 3 Rock in the battle's shock—
Must not oar cheer that Aonp baol Eear,
QI cur Captain tall 1

ml.
"Mem ! sllenoa! cur dear Lasdar
Comes np the rock almas :
Our loving cheer has reached Hin sar—
Apnd—hush ! Ha Llifts His own,
A mamory of that deead batilefield
Where, they tall, Ha fought alons |
And ns one spoka, oor Lesder paused
Where we gtood by cor silent guns ;
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