
THE OLD HOME

All («I«I iMiif, nil ol<l Kfilr, Mil old hniiHi' by n troe,
A \>llil »i>oil, a nilil lirook,—thry will iio< let iiip lie:
III Iio.^IkkmI I knew llieiii, nu«l still (licy t-nll <o nie.

T'liun (ifrp in my licart's core T lioni- thorn, and mv pyon
'rtiiciiKl' trnr-niists bohold tliem bPneatli tlie oM tiini> skies;
Mi.) l.fM--l)l()( ni and rose-Mooni and orcliandlands rise.

I liprir tlipm: and lieartsick and longing' is my soul.
To walK' t!:ci-c'. to dream ttu-ro, hentath tho .^skj's blni' t>o\vl;

Aiduinl iiic, will, in nie, and wtary woi.'d made wlioU.

To tal\ Willi the wild hrook of all the long age:
To wliiiii.er the wood-wind of tlilng,s we used to know
WlifU wo wore old companions, before my heart know woe.

To walk with the morning and w,itcli its rose unfold:
To dr(<ws(> with tlio noon-tido lulUd in its heart of gold,
To lie with th.e night-time and dream the dreams of old.

To tell to the old troos, and to each listening leaf.

Tho lonsripg, the yearning, as in my boyhood hriof.

The (dd hoi)e, the old love, would case me of my grief.

Tlic oM Iniie, tlie old cute, Ihe old lioiine by the tree,

I'lii* ^»lld ^^ood, tlie wild brook—they will not let nie hej
ill l;o>h<iod I knew thcin, and still they rnll to me.

\Vp ha\e wrltlrn It !n blorsd.

riuit tor jii-'liic we will die.

We liave braved ll'.e ocem's flood

Mal<it!g truth our battle cry

V\'e liase plcdfieil ourselves to seek
On'v ).ivs whiih we may give;

NOW FOR JUSTICE LET US SPEAK
AND FOR JUSTICE LET US LIVE.

Righteousness is NEEDED MORE than prosperity.


