Goodbye
George John Whyte-Melville

Falling leaf and fading tree,

Lines of white in a sullen sea,

Shadows rising on you and me;

The swallows are making them ready to fly,
Wheeling out on a windy sky.

Goodbye Summer! Goodbye!

Hush! a voice from the far away!

"Listen and learn," it seems to say,

"All the tomorrows shall be as today."

The cord is frayed, the cruse is dry,

The link must break, and the lamp must die --
Goodbye to Hope! Goodbye!

What are we waiting for? Oh, my heart!

Kiss me straight on the brows! and part again!
Again! my heart!

What are we waiting for, you and I?

A pleading look, a stifled cry.

Goodbye, forever! Goodbye!

S biE

g—T gy RIA F=ANT 40

HKHWSELAHE TR
EAED & LTI O AV
L&D LI ERSo

JEWK < 2812 A Do T

VR ZNITROSLHHEfF 29 5
EEOBRDEE! XXonb!

FNIC L ELSDPDLERT S !

MW T, BXT) £HIF52T0DHEI RENT D
T _XTOHBIZASH &R TIET
FVTAE T . RITRLZ

B0 EEbE 6, B IXHA DR —

SEoORLHFEAL! EXOo5

%> TWADE 2 FLOL X!
EHHFEICFAEZLT! FLTEEELELEY !
B! ROk

& >TWADE, BLFIT?
BEET DIRZEL, LA LN X~
ELORBKEIZ! EXonb !



