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pa
The sound of thy streams in my spiri’rI bear— B
—Farewelll and o blessin% be with thee, green land

on thy pure '

mountainair,

-

On the chords of and the
minstrels free
the harp, e




From the ove of my soul ith mytearsit s shed,

s T leave thee, green land of my howe and
my dead!

T bles fheel—yef not for the by ich dwel
Inthe bt oty il

o the rocks of thy shore;




Aid notfor thy sonf?s o thoe proud ages
e,

—Green land, Poe-nd o my
hotne and wy dead

And not for the memory set deep
in thy dell,
OF the bard and the hero, the

mi%h’ry of yore;




For th y cottage hearths, burning the stranger
to %reet

T bless thee for all the true bosoms that
beat,

Whereer  (ow hamlet stiles up to thy

skies,

For the soul that shines forth from
thy childrers kind eyes!




May the blessi g, like sunshine, about thee be spreatl,

Green land of my childhood, my home, and my dead!




