
C:)G LXDLX OF F/RST L/XFS.

" No boat may ridf," tlio captain criid . . . i.'ln

Nc)l)()(ly sits ill tin' little ariii-i'liiiir 11'

N(i (•oiiiiiiiiii iilijcct to your ,-ii,'lil dispiavs . . L'tiu

N'l leaf oil tile ti't'c, no MiiDiii (111 the li'U . . Iu2

Nu iK'w sdiij^ things tli(! iii;:liliiigalo Ini!

No, tliiTo is u iiocefisity in f'att! I'i'i'I

Nut from llic sands or clovi'ii rocks , , . . itT

Not in llic laiigliing howcrs .".J!

Not wliat wi' wuuld, liiit uiiat wc iiHi>t . . . 'J'-'H

Nu\v arc our Krows Ixniiid with victorious

wreaths L'^o

Now daisies pied aii<l violets hliic In.'i

Niiw lades the last long streak ot" snow . . . iHo

Now is done thy long day's work ['*''>

"' Now I l.iy —say it, darling" •!>*")

"Now, .lohii," the"(listrict teacher says . . .
\'^'.\

Now there's jieaco on the shore li>''<

Now the bright inorniiig-star, day's harbinger I't'-^

Nowhere liiirer, sweeter, rarer i! 1

O, a life in th(> coiiniry, liow joyous .... .'!tl.S

() bhickbird, sing me something well . . . . llo

O blithely shines the bonny sun lo'J

() darling spirits of the snow 7'i

(), doubt me not ! The season liio

() deiir old friend, I come this wav 24'>

O'er the level plains
."

A'l^

Of all the incii the worid has seen .... 4'Sli

Of all the notable things on eartli . . . .
4'.».3

O, faire-t of tiie rural maids '512

O, li'sl of human blessings JM'i

O for tlie robes of whiteneLS 471

tor the time of the niiniietto 411!

Oft have I listened to ii voice that spake . . lO.j

Oft, ol't iiiethinks, the while with thee . . . 4'J

O, it is great for our country to dio .... 2o8
O, it was but a dream 1 h;»d Ub
01 golden glory on sea and land lo'J

O, greenlv and fair in the lands of tiie sun . olf!

hai)py husliand ! iiappy wife "SI

01 lie w;h a 15owery boritblack bold . . . .oOt
* . liow l)lest are ye wliose toils are ended . . 47t>

( ). maiden, heir ot' kings 422

O, .Maiv, at the window be 0112

O meniorv I tiiou fond deceiver 2')2

O mother earth I upon thy lap 40')

O mother of 11 mighty race 2oii

Old master IJrown brought his ferule down . .'5'H;!

Once in a golden hour •'^o

Once tills soft turf, this rivulet's sands . . ,
2'< 1

Oiice u|ion a time lil'r lay before me . . . . 4io

One honest John Fletcher •'iO

One more unfcrtui'ate 221

One springtime day a gentle maid 17<'i

One step and then another, mid the longest

walk is ended 324
One irciiiiilous star above tl:e deepening West. Ti.^

One voice is silent round the evening fire . . 440

One mori.intr of the lirst sad fall ?>')b
,

O Nancy, wilt tJKrii go with nio 1,S2

" O, never mind, they'n^ oniy boys" .... ;)77

O never, no luver \s\

Only a boy with his noise an<l fun .'!.S!)

Only a pre-sure of till! hand 4'I.'!

Only last year, at Christmas time 21l>

< )n Shiloh's dark ami bloody ground .... 2tI7

( )n tiiat deep retiring shore 2 t-3

< )n the bank ot' a river was seated one dav . 212
On thecre.-tof the hills I found it 2(7
On thy iinaltering bla/u Ni»

( 111 what foniidati(Ui stands the warri(u's jiride 4 lO

( )ver the diiinli ( 'ampagna Sea i'S

O, peace ol" mind, aiiL^'lic guest 47o
Orphan hoiirsl the year is dead 12j
( >, .-ay can you see by the dawn's early light .

21'{

<>, snatched away in beantv's bloom .... \'t[

O, sweetest sweet and fail•o^t tiiir 211
O, sweet, shy girl with roses in her henrt . . .'m'.*

n, sun! awakeiier of care I'.io

() sun, .so far up in the blue sk\ .",70

O, 'tis time I should talk to your mother . . oOO
Out in the pleasant sniisiiine ;{.')7

<) Victor Ijunianuei, the King '\,\')

Over the mantle hangs the sword 2>2
O, what can little hands do? ;!71

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home . . . .'>20

(
>, who would be bound to tlu' iiarreii sea . . \'M)

O, why did you marry liim, Riddy':" .... oilO

< ). why must I always be washed s i < ! an . . 3.")t>

Pack clou<ls away, and welcome day .... (!7

Patriots have toileil in their country's cause .
27'>

Peace seemed to reign upon the earth .... 2110

Peace to the true man s aslies 4<I4

Pleasing 'tis, (J modest moon ."iol

Poor drudge of the city .'!I2

Pull, pull: anil the pail is full 17')

Pray, have yon seen our Tommy .... o77
Pray tell me, sailor, tell nic true 1-'!S

Press on I there's no such word as fail . . . .
">2'>

Prize thou t'le nightingale 72

Purple waves of evening |ilay ;{>i")

Put the broidery-frame anay .'it!

Quivering tears, heart-tearing cares .... 121

Red as the setting siiii 2")It

Uejoicingbird, whose wings have cleft the blue lo4

Rich, though poor .'21

Ritleman, shoot me a fancy shot '~M\

Rijipling through thy Itranches goes the sun-

shine ...".." !)>

Robin [ love, the lihubird and the wren . . 7-'

Roliin looks round on the wintry world . . .
\'1'\

Room, room to turn round in <i7

Roses, rose.s, red and whiti; "<'.'

.Saint Anthunv at cliurcli Af>l


