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	THE NIGHT that has no star lit up by God,

	
	The day that round men shines who still are blind,

	
	The earth their grave-turned feet for ages trod,

	
	And sea swept over by His mighty wind,

	
	All these have passed away, the melting dream
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	That flitted o’er the sleeper’s half-shut eye,

	
	When touched by morning’s golden-darting beam;

	
	And he beholds around the earth and sky

	
	That ever real stands, the rolling shores

	
	And heaving billows of the boundless main,
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	That show, though time is past, no trace of years.

	
	And earth restored he sees as his again,

	
	The earth that fades not and the heavens that stand,

	
	Their strong foundations laid by God’s right hand.
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              If we must die--let it not be like hogs

                   Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,

                   While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,

                   Making their mock at our accursed lot.

                   If we must die--oh, let us nobly die,

                   So that our precious blood may not be shed

                   In vain; then even the monsters we defy

                   Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

                   Oh, Kinsmen!  We must meet the common foe;

                   Though far outnumbered, let us show us brave,

                   And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow!

                   What though before us lies the open grave?

                   Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack,

                   Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!
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