
AN OLD TORU.NTO UOY.

But Oil, how Ll.a-,),'e<; . 1 look al ir;,

1 la- cjlil familiar stnet.

Tin- iKlliiiaii, vcs, I luar liis song.

And lilt tiam|. ,,i wnii.-.lied feci.

Toronto! I coiil.l fall and kiss

The very ground I tread.

O, Mother! Father! Sister.-.! this

Is .speakins: with tlie dead.

'Twas here that I first learned to be,

To read, to write, to row,

'Twas here I learned my A B C.

Some sixty years ago.

'Twas here that I became a man-
First knew of love the joy.

'Twas here the stran,q:e. wild rac- be-a
Of an Old Toronto Rov.
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