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NEWFOUNDLAND SONGS

BY NICHOLAS PEDDEL.
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OLD SADDLYE ITTLT.

O, seenos of my ehildhood, why do you still haunt me,
Shoot not thine arrow 8o elose to my hoart,

Why should L mourn, for the days thiut are gone by,
Griove for thoso pleasnres that none ean impart,

ST In my dreams, Timagineg tho beauty,
That nature sublime in sueh moasure did (i1,
Whon sunranys ghones forth on the dazzling vivalets,
Thit courned down the slopes of dear Saddlo L1

Ad T gnzod on thoge seenes, nll thely {:rumluur Inhaling,
My y(uull’: glowing honrt, It leaped forth with w will,
While the hleating of lnmbking resound through thoe

valloy,
Enelrellng the bordors of Old Saddlo 11,

To stand on He summits, whilo sunbeams ndorning
Those eragy that hy nuture ]'ll‘up out old and quaint
And hronth the pure. nlr, that swoeps pust in the

Hummor,
Thats watted so eooling from grand Lndy Lake.

TUH Lhore that tho Inndsenpo ftn bonu oy unfolding
eflont ek Hu shndows o’or valloy nnd vill,

Whitlo the thrush ohuwnts (s Tays bn niolodions sweoelness,
Adldm Tumteo waporior (o Old Saddlao THIL

Unohangod thero [t 1os refulgont In honnty,

And entelion the fulnt rays of onoh fast waning moon,
:\Imnrhlnﬁ tho dows on T thinly olud follngo,

While Ny wnd ‘dulsy whoot forth In fu'l hloom,

-

To lhh*( of tho ‘mul, whon 1t lny thore ¢o 1onoely,
Butreling tho temposis ng long, long ngo,

Untrod save by denlzons prowling the forost,

In paths whore the red man tound plessare to ronm.

Anclentbards they may sing of tholr own dolla and thelr

mountains,
And echo swoot straing ovor valloy and rill,
But to mo all is lost in true adoration,
Of thy grandeur, dear Old Saddle 1Ll




