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TOROCGCANTING SONC,

STAR LT night,

! Toboguan light,
i A chute like a mivror glemning,
b . .
i A winsome girl,
3 And away we whirl
; Asif shot fromn a cannon seeming.
Hureah ! for the slide, the meery slide,
Hurrah ! for the frosty breezes,
i Hurrah ! for the chute and the steep hill-side,
z Lnudm‘* shout as it keener freezes!
H
: Our spivits rise
As we skim the ice
i With the speed of the lunbent lightning .
; We whizz along
‘ With joyous song,
: Checks flushing and eyes a-brightening.
Husral: ! for the snow, the silvery snow,
i Hurrah ! though in clouds it fold us:
Hurrah ! for the sparkling, crackling crust.

Oh, there's nothing on earth to hold us !

~ The slide is done,
We hackward run
With rollicking song and chorus :
Then down once more,
While the winds ihey voar,

And the stars they are shining o'er us,

Hurrah for the winds, for the stars hureah !
And for Canada’s winter weather !
Hurrah  for the old tobnggan-slide,
Give a shout for it all together !
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