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THE KANZAS PRIZE SONG

C;LIJL TO Tr AL\I/AS

BY LUCY LARCOM.
Air,— Nelly DBl

Yoemen strong, hither throng
Nature’s Emnoat m “n

We will make the wilderness
Bud and bloom : i;am

Bring the sickle, speed the plough,
Tmn 111(, ready soil !

Freedom 18 the ?__z_onl:wt pay
For the true man’s toil.

Ho! brothers! come, brothers!
HL en all with me,

2%

We’ll sing upon “t M Kanzas phmq
A sone of Ll“} tv !

O ",

Father, haste ! o’er the waste
Lies a pleasant land,

There your fire-side a 1h v stones
Fixed in truth, shall stand.

There your sons, brave and good,
Shall to free: nf:n OTOW,

Clad in triple mai n: h]f“ht
Wrong to over LL row.

Ho! brothers come, brothers !
H'Ls‘tml all with me,

We’ll sing mkw 1 the Kanzas plains
JL SONg of Liber

?.-.'-n.-l'

‘.Iothm, come ! here’s a home
In the waiting *-rf‘v est

Bring tm* seeds of i()’m and peace
You who sow them best.

Faithful hearts, holy prayers
Keep from taint the alr,

So1l a mother’s tears have wet,
Golden crops shall bear.

Come, mother! fond mother,
List ! we call to thee,

We’ll sing upon the Kanzas plains,
A song of Laberty.




(:3))

Brother brave, stem the wave:
Firm the ]‘._'}1"11.1][‘1{58 tread !
Up the dark Missourl flood
Be your canvas s:pr(ir;;ul.
Sister true, join us too,
Where the Kanzas flows.
ot the Northern lily bloom
With the Southern rose.
Brave brother, true sister,
List! we call to thee,
We’ll sing upon the Kanzas plams
A song of Liberty.

One and all, hear our call

j 7 ;}_ | B ,_}. ’I[ . 1. _ 1!

Echo through the land.
Aid us with the willing heart

And the strong right hand '
Feed the spark, the Pilgrims struck

On old Pl ylinmu_th Rock !

To the watch-fires of the free
Millions glad shall flock.

Ho ! brothers! come, brothers
Hasten all with me,

We’ll sing upon the Kanzas plains,

A song of Liberty.

_— ————— —q.'u!lm’_ EF—._ e ———
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THE KANZAS EMIGRANT'S SONG.

(The adjudicating Committee by whom was awarded to Miss Luey Larcom,
the prize of Fifty Dollars for the best Song for Kanzas Emigrants, in thelr note
observe, ¢ The Song numbered thirty-one would probably be acceptable to
many persons on the Kanzas journey, and seems deserving of publication.”

Jubjoined is the song alluded to.
THOMAS H. WEBB, Sec’y N. E. Em. Aid Co.}

P S v w, L LR /
PonE,— Susannah.

I had a quiet Yankee home,
Around 1t all was peace;
My neighbors were all honest folk,
And I was at my ease.
Inthe bright Spring 1 sowed my seed,
And whistled through the field ;
And, when my crops I harvested,
I thanked God for the yield.
Oh, New England !
That was the land for me
The land of peace and honest folk,
Of God and Liberty !




