
THE SONG OF HIAWATHA.

Ye who love a nation's legends.
Love the ballads of a people,
That like voices from afar off
Call to us to pause and listen,

Speak in tones so plain and childlike,
Scarcely can the ear distinguish

Whether they are sung or spoken ;_
Listen to this Indian Legend,
To this Song of Hiawatha !

'

Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple.Who have faith i, God and Nature,
Who believe, that in all ages
Every human heart is human.
That in even savage bosoms
There are ,o„gi„g3,y^^^,.

Forte good they comprehend not.
""

That the feeble hands and helpless,
Gropmg blindly in the darkness
Touch God's right hand in that darknessAnd are lifted up.nd strengthened ;-
Listen to this simply story,

TothisSongofJIiawatha't
Ye, who sometimes, in yo„r rambles

Through the green lanes of the country,
Where the tangled barbeny-bushes
Hang their tufts of crimson berries
Over stone walls gray with mosse«.


