/THE LARD OF THE NORTH.

. BRY

R. G. HALIBURTON, ¥. SLAT
© s For ﬁ'cry.v,. fieree and fickle is e South, .
But loving, dark,’and tender is; the A"ox_'th." e
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Leuves were flying, - B
- . Falling and sighing,. 0 7
I Fading and dying,’ .
- Under the maple trecas
- Under the trees T heard, - _
Was it the leaves that stirred ? .
 Voiee of a fay or. bird o
- Sayingtome, . - .
Singing this pitiful sonig to me, .
' ““Away ! away! - .
We must not stay:
T OAway, e !
Across the scal’ -
And every note
K My heart it smote., . o
Till 1 wept at the wail of the little birdie,
For I'knew ‘twas the spirit of song 1 heard,
“That sang to mcitln_lls- with ‘thic voice of & .~
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- ¢ Farewell"to- the North, ithe stern .cofd
“ The home of the brave and the strong, .
. To the true, the trusting, tender North, .
- Dear lang of love and song! - .7

Ilark! Wintér drear '
- 1t couies a-near, _
We dare not linger long. -




