I'HE LURE OF THE HEAVENS
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1 F. to home, a worthy youth
Come om the distant West

| ride t not the t h
¢ ( | gh 1t the best
I'o let her go Yet without 1uth
She leaves the rarent nest

But, trom that hour, that Western land

Has chan we could not know
Belore Its loity mountains stand
And call; its rive g and flow

For us I'he finge ol 1ts hand
Clotch us whete'er we



