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THE ALPINE HORN.
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“ Desides that “of tuning the Kuhreihn, or Raus des Faches the Alpine Horn in
Switzerland has another—a more solemn and refigisus wse—From the German of
Jieichard, .

What moves the Swiss to tend his ficeks, .
Invites to freedom, ever dear ?
What wakes the warrior, mid his rocks,
When, downward, in his wild career
He bursts, like glacier from its heigkt,
Entombs the tae he mcets in fight,
Ilimself estranged to fear ? .
"Tis notthe pipe, the harp, the lute j—
For these may leave him stitl andt mute!

Lo, from the vallies decp and wide,
Thesun withdraws his evening ray,

The snow clad mountains slowly hide
Their swelling base from parting day j—
That day, whose gleams repose would seek,
But wravel on fromn peak to peak,

Till they, too, fade away ;
And leave, with Alpine range on high,
The herdsman lost Lo cvery cye.

But hark,~—"tis his, thus highest born,
Wlhose Eyric cot is in the cloud,
To take the sacred, vesper horn,*
While evening shadows thus enshroud,
And pour—distinetly pour around-
* Praise Gop e Lorb™—in heavens of sound
Through stillness yet more loud,
Till far away—~through depths below—
He wakes in all devotion's glow,

No sooner heard, than every swain,

With Sightsome heart stops from bis cot,
Repeats Lhe word—and forth the strain—

From hip to car—from spot to spot—
‘Through every hori—(rom every tongue—
Along the clefls=by old and young

I'he notes of praiseare caught ;

‘The echoes, starting, stit abroad,
Ang 2l respond the name of Gob,

And often, ere the hour can tell,

In meHow chime, its quarter gone,
The horn znd echo still will swell—

In sweetest coneert wander on,
Join, .in the vale, the hymaing ritl,

Or climb the Alpine summnits, till

I heaven,—and one by one—

They enter cach cherubic ear,
Who love from earth surh tones to hear,



