
THE VVINU OP THE WILD-BIRD

Child of beauty,

Flower of Love,

Benediction

Prom above,

Robed in graci' and winged with lightness,

Clad in purity and brightness.

Sweet my Eulalie.

r

When life's burdens

Bear me down.

And my pleasures

All are flown.

Be thou still ray angel treasure.

Love me without bound or measure,

My own Eulalie.
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