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“Let the F/ag that forever their valor shall praise
In the service of freedom its colors upraise,
And pray that we ever, upheld by Gods hand,

May thus, in our manhood, so love our own land”
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” HARK! THE BUGLE CALLS AWAY!

Words and Music by
L. C. TIRRELL
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rest-ing one day in a broad win- dowseat, I saw an old sol-dier walk down the long street,
ma - uylu- ave lads he saw tread the dark we :vs How ma - ny longyears hes lived o - ver those (hys, Wlmuihv
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fal -ter-ing step and his head bend-ing low,  Had lit- tle in com-mon with him years a-go,  Andl

struggle for un-ion and hon- or and strength, Rent his  na-tive landthroughits breadthand its le ength, Let the
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t]mu M of the time that I
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knew was his own,  When he to full man-hood had hard- ly 'yet grown, When
lag that for- ev-er his val- or shall praise,  Inthe ser-vice of free-dom its col- ors up )

-dow hung o - ver the land, And he \nth his “sweetheart stood, huld ing  her
- er, up - held by Gods hand, Shall thus in our man-] hund Eg love our own
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h ach that we
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Hark! the bugle ¢ ll a - way!

Right  must conquerin the end.
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