
Tlie liiitle too,

He had ^o imich to ilo,

He could not sint; his little lav

Of love and snow,

Kor Smytli was g-t^^wliiii; low,

liive way, \e la/.\- men, ^'ive way.
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Then Diu-ens' voice,

It made our hearts rejoice.

And smiles around our lips be^an to plav,

Round comes the jjale.

We'll have a jolly sail.

So put those loathsome oars away.

CiiOKi s :- I')!] put those oats awav,

For after work comes play.

And at the close of liay

We'll hear those voices sav,

A braver crew ne'er left Muskoka ba\

,

So put those loathsome oars awa\ !


