15 e
MuUSIC ‘;V
Al

WE? J.506, D UOKTE R
HENRY RUSSELL.

DAKES

',




Iy Farm Gate.

be

T

Poetry by ELIZA COOK.
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Where,where is the gate that once used
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"T'was there where my sis - ters would gath-er to play, In the shadows of twi- light or
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sun - ny wid - day; Hew we'd laugh and run wild mid those hil-locks of sand. Where temp
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I sigh to behold * therough sta - ple -andhasp, And the
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‘rails  that my grow; ing hand scarce -ly could clasp. Oh! how strange-ly -the warm
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brightest of for-tune,the kind-- li-est. fate,Would

not ban-ish my love for the old farmn-gate.




