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NO ; NE ER CAN THY HOME BE MINE! 

Moderato. 
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I have told thee how sweet the ro ses are In my home beyond the sea; "Where the 
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dark eyed maid with her sweet gui_tar, Sits un.der the or ange tree Then 
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fly. Oh! fly from this Isle of storm, Where all that is fair must pine 
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no er can thy home he mine . 5 . 



home sky more bluey and a sun more warm 

Second voice 

I have heard thee tell of a shy more hlue And a sun more warm 

dwell in that clime were 
sometimes thought if thy 

Oh! when I gaze on my tran_quil cot,Where the cle ma.tis houghs en __ twine 
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land of the stran ger tempts me not, No, neer can thy home be mine. 

 ̂ ' j j 11 

3 3z=ifc t i 
H • f .  

55 

' 0 4tg 

i • 

^ 0 1=4—i' ih 
4>— 
)J 

1 

ff w 

-1 
m w 

t 

« *r-

[ 1 

r—h 

— 

0 
0 

•i 
dim 

i—# 

P 

' # 

' 
-jm 

l| 

*=F 
^— 

0 
=j— 0 .1 I 

-9 — 
0 

0 

* II 

Moderato . 

lrt.Vo ice . 

2nd Vo ice. 

I will 

P Ŝ 
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No neer can thy home be mine .5 . 



the fruits of thy Thou wilt scorn clime! 

there scorn 
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thine forth let my home be Oh come Hence pome 

ne'er can thy home he mine more 

No, ne'er can thy home he mine 


