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Ot't rué

<'OH> IT'S RIARD TO DIE F.RAE HAME."

DY NORMAN MACLEOD, D. D,

The cvening suri is shining noo
On bonnie Lochanside,

.And to the byrc arc crecping doon
The kyc, my xnithcr's pride;

Thie weans arc sporting on the greenî
1 sec things just the saine

As if axnang thein a' inysel'-
Ohy it's liard to die frac haine!

I sec flic house--tlîc loehi-thc humn-
The boat lying on flic shore;

My faither working in the yard,
My nîltler round the door;

The cradie rocking by the fire,
Thiat burns a bleezing flame,

And Jeanie singing to the bairn,
Oh, it's liard to die frac haine!

To ke-ep my faiflier iii his craft
I left to wvin a fée,

AInd niany a tear it cost us hait>,
For I was young ani wec;

in fcarcd bc'lli break lus tender ]îcart,
And thinlie owas to blame;

Gin I could only grip lis lian',-
Oh, it's bard to die frac haine!

My ain dear inither littie kens
Rer Mary is sac iii,

For 'tween us tlîerc's a Nveary gate,
O' stormy sen, and hll;

And ivili I nleyer sec lier face,
Or hear lier spcak iny naine,

Or clasp iny ariasaboot lier neck-
Oh, it's liard to die frac luane!

I thîank ye a' beside nme lucre
For t'ho love yc've showyn to nie,

Ye've gi'en mie ment, ye've gi'en nme elaes,
.And gi'cn a gentie foc;

To think o't xnaks my licart grow grit,
And rnaks me fèci1 lik-e slianie;

But yet--forgie inC if I sayt-
Oh, it's hiard to die frac hine!

And wluen ye write to tell our folk
How Mary gae'd awva',

Be sure ye tell theni how 1 thuoclit
And spolie about then a';

And tell thein, too, I gae'd in peace,
Because I lient the N.&ME

O' a Father and a Brother dear,-
Fareweel I'xn noo gaiun haine 1


