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My'IsIancl Home

O H sweý'et and clear throughi eachi troubled year,
Down the pathway of changing pain;

Withi a soothing calin, like Gilead's battu,
Corne thotiglits of niy home again.

l'ire wandered long and often wrong,
Bu spot stili soft and warxn

In rmemor>ys hold, still keeps tliat old,
Prince Edward Island Farmi.

Vie breeze thiat stirs in the mnournful fis,
And whiispers arnong the flowers,

Likec a psalmi of peace. wîill never cease
To liaunt myv holiest hiours.

And withi the <ftoss of gain and loss
Like a fair and fadeless; charni,

Coznie feelings of gold, born on that old
Prince J1'dwýard lsl Farmn

l'le mloolnlighit floats o'er thet ril4ling oats,
Withi a soft and sinimuring sheeun;

The ripples run over the rolling clover,

And iinigle its pik and green


