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Address by th.e President. 

"The lnfluence of Maryland in Formation of the Ut1ion . " 

HON. LLOYD LOWNDES. 

THE STAR-SPANG LED BAN:'-JER. 
By Francis Sco tt Key. 

Solo, By Dtc GEn. F ELDiiTE'lER. 

CHORUS--By the Audience. 
0! s;1y, ca n you see by the dawn's early I And where is the band who so vauntingly 

light swore, 
What so proudly we hailed at th e twi- That the havoc of war and the battles 

light's last gleaming; confusion 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars A home and a country should leave us no 

through the perilous fight more? 
O'er the ramparts we watched were so T heir blood has " ·ashecl out the ir foul 

gallantly streaming; footstep's pollution . 
And the rocket 's red glare, the bombs No refuge cou ld save the hirel ing and 

bursting in air, s lave 
Gave proof through the night that our I From the terror of flight or the gloom of 

tlag was ~t ill there. the grave. 
' l 

0! say, does the star-spangled banne·r 
still wave 

o· er the land of the free and the home of 
tl1e hraY e? 

And the star-spangle d banner in triumph 
cloth wave 

O'er the hm d of th e free and the home of 
the br:we. 

On the shore , d imly seen through the 0 ! thus be it ever \1 hen freemen slwll 
m ist of the deep, stand 

\Vh ere the foe ' s haughty host i n dread Petween their lo1-cd home s and the 
sile nce reposes , foe's desolation ; 

\Vhat is that wbich the breeze o'er the 1 Bless'd with victory a nd r;cace, ma y the 
towering steep, H eaven-rcscuccl land 

As it fitfull y blo11·s, half conceals , ha lf Prais 11 the power that has made and 
disclo'ies? pvesc rvecl us a nati on! 

Now it c<~tc hes the gleam of the morn- Ther co nqu er we mu st , IYhe n our cau"e 
ing ' s firs t beam, I it is _iust, 

In full glory reflected no11· shi ne<; on tlw ty\l.cl this be our mottn-"ln God is ou r 
st ream . 1/ tru st." 

'Tis tbc star-spangled banner, 0 ~ lon<{ l And the star spangled banner in triumph 
mav tt w~we J shal l 11·ave 

O'e r th~ land of the free and the lH(t'm·[ O'er th e land of th e free a nd the home 
of the bra1 e! \ of th e bra\'C . 

"The Policy and St::1tutc o f Told atinn iLt i\!aryland." 
!lo~.jA.Itt:s At.FttE IJ l'EAHCI,, 

Assor i:ltc-Justi ce of th J. -: nurt nf i\ ppc:1],; of i\1 ~n I ;1 nd . 
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CuoRt'S-MAR YLA N O, MY MARYLAN D. 
\ ! 

\Vrilt e u by .Ja111e~ Randall. 

I 
Thou wilt not cower in the dust, 

Maryland, m y Maryl a nd . 
Thy beaming sword shall never ru st , 

Mar yla nd , m y Maryland. 
R emember Carroll's sacred tru st , 
H.emember Howard's wa r-like thru st. 
And all thy slumb ' rers with the just, 

Maryland, my M aryla ncl. 

Thou wilt not yield th e vand at toll, 
l\Iaryland , my Maryland . 

Thou wilt not crook to his co ntrol, 
Maryland, my Maryland : 

Better the fir '! upon thee roll , 
Better the ~hot, the bl ade, the bo\\"1 , 
Than crucifixion of the soul , 

Maryland, ·m y 1\'f a ryla ncl. 

"' Earl y Men o f Anne Arund el." 

I see no blush upon thy check, 
Ma ryla nd , my Ma ryla nd . 

Tho' th ou wast ever bravely meek , 
Maryland, m y Ma ryla nd . 

For life a nd death , for foe a nd 11·cal, 
Th y peerl ess chi valry re vea l, 

. And gird th y beauteous limbs 11·ith steel , 
Maryland, my Maryland. 

I hear the distant thunder hum , 
Mary land, my l\ 'la ryland . 

The old-line bug le, fife a nd drum, 
Maryland , my Maryland. 

Come to thine ow n he roic throng , 
That stalk s wi th Liberty along, 
And ring th y dauntless slogan song, 

Maryland, my Marybnd . 

l' IH IF. J. D . \\"AT\ Fi t-: 1.1> . ' 

CHOHl's--CO.I·.U MIll A. -" 1 'rai se Cod. T oday ." 

·written by Elilnt S. Riley for th e se rvices at the \'. XI. C. ,\ . , Annapolis, Mary­
land, Jul y 4, 1897. 

'run e of ' 1Com e, 'l'hon Alm ig hty Ki11g. ,-- 1tnlinn Hymn, pag-e 202, and hymn 2.u, 
Hymns, -No.5· 

Freeme n, praise (;od today~ 
Safe h ath He led the wav-

Our cottntry kept;__: 
Held by His lovi ng hand, 
:"\for rock , nor ocean' s strand , 
Nor hidd e n ledge, or land, 

Our hark hath s11·e pt. 

]{ide on, oh. ship di vine! 
T hv course " ·as chosen thine; 

'By llcity; 
He IITought thine en' ry pa rt, 
lit- made thee ll'hat thou art. 
!I.e gave thee from Hi s heart, 

Thy lilwrty. 

I 

Freeman , praise C od today 
T o Him ll'e raise our lay , 

He form ed ou r Land: 
Let us His pra ise s sho"·, 
And make all nations k1w11·, 

~
' ocl all good 11·c owl' , 
And His kin d hand. 

B' st be our land for aye! 
\ 1 is g race be e1·er nigh :-

His help he gi1·en , 
l'o lead Columbia o n , 
fill ti me's last sett ing sun,­
lf' ill right fo r a 1\ he ,,·on, 

.- \ncl Ea rth be rleal'e n .. 



,,.1 he hr~l SctLle nlent on the Se1 et n." 

HoN. Jon:-.: \Vmor RA :-.:nALL. 

AM ERIC.'\. 

C nnt{l"S-- "M y Cnunlry 'Tis of Thee." 

My country ' tis of the<', 
Sweet land of libe rty, 

Of thee I si ng ; 
Land where our fathers died , 
Land of the pilgrims' pride , 
From every mountain side, 

Let freedom ri ng. 

My na tive country, thee, 
Land of the noble free-

Thy name I love ; 
l love thv rocks a nd rill s, 
Thy woo-ds and templed hills : 
My heart with rapture thrill s 

Like that abov e . 

Let mu sic S\\·ell the breeze , 
And r ing from all the t rees, 

Sweet freedom's song; 
Let mortal tong ues awake , 
Let a ll that breathe pu rtake, 
Let rocks their silence b reak, 

The: sound prolong. 

Our father's God to thee, 
Auth or of Liberty, 

To thee I sing. 
Long may our land be bright 
With free dom's h oly light ; 
Protect us b y thy might, 
'·Great God , our King . 

~Lectun~ on "Alaska and its Gold F ielc1s, " by Prof. J, 
\V Chick ering, of Washi ngton, D . C., in Y. M. C. A . H all , 
April 18th, at 8 P. M. 
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