The wind blew, and the foam flew,
 You had flown from thy arms,
I cried for you,
 I wept for you,
My stomach curled, 
My toes twirled, 
They were taking you away, 
To make a foe's way.

From birth, you were my first love, 
You berthed me till I was of age,
I couldn't let you go,
 I couldn't forego, 
I knew you were mine, 
Since I stepped on thine. 

We went to battle for you,
Young and straight of limb,
We marched through the dark,
Hoping to see the lark,
like old beggars under the sack,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, 
We cursed through sludge.

The blood flew like a river,
From someone's liver,
The pain was to the bones,
Making us mortal cones,
I'd fight for you again,
 For you made me gain,
You are my motherland,
The land I love. 


