Air--"My Normandy."

The despot's heel is on thy shore, ! i
Maryland !
: His bou;tlrx xslut thy tumple door,
bl [ aryland I R * s .
b Avenge the, patriotic gore ;
X _ That flecked the streets of Baltimore,
i i And be the battle queen of yore, e
¢ . Marylnd ! M) Matyland ! | .

¥

Hark to a wand'ring son’s appeal, L |
M(ny]:\nd' 3 |

My-mother State! to thee I kncel, \
Mdl)luud' \

Tor life and death, for woe and \\L.L]

Thy peerless chiva alry reveal,

And gird thy beauteous limbs with steel,
Ma n_ylund’ 7\Iv Malyldnd'

4
i3

Thou wilt not cower in the dust 5 ] {
Mar )Iaud' s

& 1 Thy beaming sword shall never mst

i Maryland! Sk

o3 : Remember Lunoll’s sacred trust,

% i Remember Howard’s warlike thmsb—— i
nd ull thy slumbereis with the just,: 4

B | Maryland! My Maryland! . - I

; Come! for thy shield is bright and strong, .

s Maryland! o e |
3 Come! for thy dalhunce, does: thee WYOBR, — Zo -3 4‘

3 Come ! to thlue n hefoic thrdhg,
el ! That stalks “lthgilberty along,

¢ |~ And give a new Key to thy song, |
g : < Maryland ! My Maryland!

Dear Mother ! bum the tyrant’s chaih
Maryknd! *

Virginia should not call in vain,

: Maryland !

She meets he\ sisters ou the plain—

oo |  Sic semper,”” "tis the proud refrain,

: That bafles millions back amain,

» Mavyland ! : t 4

Arise, in majesty again, [

\Ialyhmd ! M\ Maryland !

I see the blush upon thy cheek,
Maryland™!

But thon wast ever bravely meek,
Matyland !

But lo! there surges forth a shriek

From hill to hill, from creek to creek—

Potomac calls to Chesapeake,
Marylaind ! My Maryland !

Thow wilt not vield the vandal toll,
Maryland !

Thon wilt not crook to his control.
Maryland !

Bettcr the fire upon the roll,

Better the blade, the shot, the howl,

Than crucifixion of the soul, 4
Murylund! My Mu\\‘lund ‘

1 hear t]m dis tmt thundex- hum




