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Til# Ballad of Georgian lay

Tune : "Marching Through Qeorgia."

Wake me in the morning, boys, at 
dawning of the day,

Let me leave the duat and noiae, and
wander far away,

Thirty thousand Islande call from good 
old Georgian Bay,

I’m off for the North in the 
morning.

CHORUS.

Away ! away ! I’m off to Georgian 
Bey,

Where every aoul ie happy, blithe 
end say,

, Lo, the breeze ia on my cheek, and 
on my brow the spray,

I’m off for the North in the 
morning 1

Oh, the world ie dreary, boys, I’m weary, 
heart and brain,

Beet of artificial Joys are bothersome 
and vain,

Maung* a ringing welcome criea 
acroaa hie glad domain,

I’m off for the North in the 
morning.

Off then in the morning, boya, at dawn­
ing of the day,

Soon our camp-fire amoke shall rise, and 
eoon we’ll rest and play,

All the wilds are waiting, boya, and here 
I cannot stay,

I’m off for the North in the 
morning.

*Maung : Ancient Ojlbway name for the loon ; 
Mnung-wmwon: loon-egg; Meung-edan; loon-heart; 
whence Maung-odausee : Intrepid, doughty, brave.
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