lhe S mg u Fre«!nm

The Song is Freedom  ..™ o
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When nature wears her coat of Spring
And the grey clouds leave the skies
The sun, he cannot catch the snow
It melts before his eyes
And the song-bird sings his merry tune
From tree to tree he flies

. And the song he sings
It is a song of freedom

And the montain stream ignever stops
As down the glen it flies
It builds its strength with all its might
And the stones are dashed aside
And on its way it hums a tune

. As down and down it glides

And the tune it hums
It is a tune of freedom*

Some freedom never changes

And some freedom'’s still suppressed
To mention things and peoples names
Would leave my mind distressed
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Ah! but I'm sure you've heard this song before

And the words will never rest
| Until there is ’
no need to fight for freedom,
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