
e lace 1 1 gay It on tne mouta'n tutte,
l Iloved The best tbiugs aiiy mottai hath
leart-do Zrz those that every mottai *hares.

her in The grass is softer to uny tread,
For te3t it yields to' iunnumbered feet;

SwEetcr to me the wild rose ted,
ty years. Bccame sho makes the wlhole world
no qufix- sw.eet.
i and lue
wa od And up the radiant, psepied way,
vas the $bat opens into worlds unknowu,

i Uiquor?' It will be life's deliglut to say,
s tongue 'Heaven is not beaven to mie alouue.
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