
THE SON(C 0F OUR FATII[RS.

Old songs, thie preciou2 Mvuàic of theC Il cari.
1j! t> isT>.Q(h.

Sîurc. tlhem upan the sur.ny hlUg,
%Vlien days arc long and brig-ht,

And thie biuc ginit ofshin in- rills
Is loveliest to the siglit

Sin- theui alon- the niisty moor,
WVhere ancient hunters rov'd,

And sivell (hemi throu 'h the torrent'3 roar,
The son-s aur fathers lov'd.

The songs their soul rejoiced to hear,
When harps werc in the hall,

Andi echd prouti note made lance andi spear
ThrilI on the b.inner'l wal ;

The songs that throu-h our vallues green,
Sent on from age t'o ige,

Like hih own river's voice, have been
The peasant's heritage.

The reaper sings themn whcen the valc
Is fill'd ivith pluniy shcaves;

Tie woodnian by the starliglit pale,
Cheered homeward through the Icaves

And uno themn the glane ivg oars
A joyous measure keep,

XVhere the dark rocks that crest our shores,
Dash back the foarning deep.

So let it be ! a liglit they shed
O'er eaci. old fount and grove;

A memory of the gentle deati,
A iin-ering speli of love.

Murmuring- the'nanes ofmrighty men,
They bid our streams rail on,

And link high thouglits ta every gien
Where valiant, de èaî were done.

Teacb themn your children round (the hearth,
When evening lires burn clear -

.Andi in (ha fildits af harvest mirth,
And on the bis of deer;-

Sa shall each unforgotten word,
When far (hase lov*d ones ro-am,

Call back thie hearts which once it stir'J
To cbuldhoad's holy home.

Thegreen woods of (heir native landi
Shall whisper in the strain,

The voices of their hou sehold band,
Shall breathe their naines again;

The heathery heights in vision rise
Where, like tie staol, they rov'd-

singID ta your sons (hase melodies,
TIhe 50a10- your fathers lav'd.


