BY Jessamyn West

Freedom s a hard-bought thing
A gift nwo man can give
For some, a way of dying,
For most, a way to Live.

Freedom s a hard-bought thing
A rifle in the hand,
The horses hitehed at sunup,
A harvest in the Land

Freedom Ls a hard-bought thing
A massacre, a bloody rout,
The candles Lit at nightfall,
Awnd the night shut out.

Freedom s a hard-bought thing
Awn arrow Lwn the back,
The wind in the long corn rows,
Awnd the hay Ln the rack

Freedom Ls a wa yof Living,
A song, a mighty cry.
Freedom Ls the bread we eat;
Let it be the way we die!



