
À little bird woke, singinq in the night,
Dreaming of coming day,

And piped, for vei-y juliwss of delight,
.His little i-oundelay.

Dreaming he heard the wood-lares carol, loud,
Down calling to his mate,

Like silver rain out of a golden cloud,
At mornineradiant gate.

And all foi- joy of hi,8 embowering woods,
And dewy leaves he 8ung,

Die summer sunshine, and the &ummer floo(M
By foi-est floîveý,s o'eý-Itung.

Titoît shalt not Itear thosewild and sylvan izotes
jull choius pour8 '

Rejoicingfrom a thou-sand jeathered throats,
And the lark siiigs and soars,

Oh poet of our glorious land so fair,
Whose foot i-8 at the door :
Even so my song shall melt into the aii-,

And die and be no more.

But tho u, shalt live, part of the nation's 1 ife
Tite world qhall hear thy voice

,Sing ing above the noï8e of war and strife,
-And therefore I rejo'e, !


