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XV1
T‘is_”morn'—an'd most wondrous fair, 'the‘scepe,

Which greets my vision o’er. the 'si;readin&'plaiﬁ'-
By friends surrounded—hark! from the villagegreen. -
~ What strains are those ? Ah 1 ’tis La Clazre Fontazne.
Oh! dulcet anthem swelling to _the skies,

 Forever echo far from shors to shore,

While Freedom’s star doth lustrously arise..

- To guide the hearts which ever hpwaxd soar !

XV

Oh! Fresh and féir and loveiy is thg'sc;zné,
" The distant hills are decked m g;iad array ;
'The flowery vales so 'rieh1y,'deeply green
3 Are elad, like brides, in beauty s garments, géy
' The glorious sun, J ehovah’s gorgeous priest,
Advancmg, 1lds the mountain and the plam—
’ Behold hlm, mltred in the golden East, ‘

Wlth streams of glory in hls cmmson traint




