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so FAR AND SO FAR, AND ON TOWARD THE END.
Published in edition of i860.

So far, and so far, and on toward the end
b,ng,„g^wha, .3 sung in this book, from .he irresistible impulses

(n,d you think the sun was shining its brightest ?No—
t
has not yet fully risen:) ^ '

Vh^tW \ 'M!
"""!'''^"= ''^'- '^ here started,

''^'Xihed"
"'^'" "" "^^ "^'S'''' '° i-'fy these, yet u„.

^''"'"n'dS^'i-oterdrr^^ ^- ^9-, trans.

Oepends. whoier you are ^t^^^^^.^^^^^^,

AXTcoX"^ry"l-e™-


