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hull well does he know tl.at ll,„ l„,„t»m«„ i. DeathCos,, up
,
ol„,o.. ,..t > till „u,. ,i.,e» u..,.rly ,„ee.""""-"" '""'

'

'"" "- »»"»'- fall, .le«l „. .„, ,e,,

Ah,tholijeoUhepmirie'8)
, ,.^,lis the lishennan's lifn js j

"**3 l»le ior a man.
And tJ.0 l>ohl heart tl.at lives it .nust do all it can

1
he iioart that beat« o'er them ia fearless and free.

iVova Scotia—

A lisherman, J, with my uet« and my boat
And a Knig is not fn-^er than f am afloat

•

'

Be there stonns on the ocear, or fogs on 'the shore,hs the hsherman's lilb I would live evermore •

Por the sea is the home where my cradle was swungAnd the voices I hear speak my own native tongu"

There 's the dash of n.y boat in the trough of the sea.Ana the swmg of the boom as she shakes herself free :Ihe e « h« , I h ,,,he waves from her bow as they breakAnd the hiss of the waters that meet in her wake •

'

rhore 's the ereak of the tackle, the flap of the sail,And the whistle of winds as tiiey gather the gale.

(Duett.)

Ah, the life of th<" i)rairie « )

'Tis the fisherman's li»e, is |
"*® ^fe for a man.

And the bold heart that lives it must do all it canBe they waves of the prairie or waves of the sea,

'

The heart that beats o'er them is fearless and free


