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There 's a cabin in the shadow of the piiies,
Where a lieartli is waiting, desolate and cold,
There 's a kingdom 'way up yonder and it 's mine,
Tilt the Northi shall wrap me in lier vasty fold.
She may turn lier anger loose upon my path,
She may welcome and caress me as a friend,
She may lure me to delirium and deatli,
B3ut I'm going back to figlit lier to the end.

So it 's up and out at daybreak on the Old Trail again,
Thro' the freshness and the freedom of the wild, wide plain,
Under softer, kinder sies you may drif t adown the days,
~But to me the Northi is caling,-and. it never calls in vain.
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