
See, the sliades of nielli are falling-

On the water and the land ;

The conductor's loiivliy callinj^,

Come and join our merry band.

By the camp fire's ruddy blaze,

We, our tuneful voices laise.

While the briji^ht stars overhead

Cientle railiance on us shed.

''I'is a life, etc.

Aiui when our evenings eiuled,

And the file is j^rowin^ dim,

Then ire all our voices blended

In our solemn eveninji^ hymn ;

And we ijo, on slumber bent,

Back to cidal)oose and lent,

Where the "skeeters " and the Hies,

Sinj<; us their soft lullabies,

"fis a life, eti'.
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