
tben my th"ougbts are flyiop
Oler continent and sea-

)TIs theu my beart is sighing,
My native land for thee.

CHORUS.

My native land,
Tho, 'twixt-us lies the seail

Tby craggy hills anj laugbî'llg rills
Rave still- their charun for m«e.

Ye Scàts may lone for ScoVa,
And Erin's sons their Isle-

But 1 for Venedotia
Am sighing all the wb*lle-

Where Saowdon's summit rises
Oler GelerVs silenit grave,

And GlaàÎýns water kisses
Atlantie's rolling wave.

Chorus--t.. My native land,"'> ete.

Amongst tbese loftymountains,
Amongst these golden vales,

Far from. thy sp?ýrkling fêtintainsi,
-Exiled frém thee, fair Wales-

-Thé love that 6 *t I bore thee
Is 'twa« befère,_
always sball adore thee,

everi evermoire.
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Cho Xy native land," et;c..
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ýyThis s'ilent land féels lonely,
No song's borne on the breeze,----,,

But mornle Wind sighing Only,
Amoiae-vst- tbe -tallest trees,

This' makês'-ra-v f wander
-Along thy dis shore..

And MeWryr, loves to dera ,ýyore.Upon edaysçf.yore.
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