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the towtt'rintg cliff of a montîint igh .

Abotlie slouds in tie ozure siky,
, s th tirant of the engle king.

Loneyiai îrîtd 'er tsenir lie i-eigs,
ies tnttd free nio his oide toitnins,

T'ien his daring sing.

le gozetl usentliled oi tlie glo ious su ,
li the silndnrtnt d lrigitniies of buning nson,
- Ior dronpetl isskingte.
lie htas pîlincedî lis iest 'mtid lite stars above,

And the rolling îlds s they owitard mure 
Ftr, for beinelt hini lie.

Iltlt lsveller far, os myshnsdy iot,
i lthe wili rote Copse by the etining brook

As Than, the lofticst mountain elift
AnI otluld not give ilts frgrance swect
Or the vertintit lttie of iny Iveil retrent,

For the penk ofe'.r trie.

Lone on tho elllisi ithe engle king,
DowÇn in t hle vlley we mîrily aing,

And LItis shal it ever be.
The lite of the grent ie tois lotely nd mad
Flr abore the hot of the iitpy and glad,

Ils liîswetlh not love norglee.

llut v o the olyý thMapp thé. g y
And merily ringeth our blithesome lay

fThrough lthe greent vodosI atisrn;
Chering ths iwesriel wtoodmiai sadî

-. ioltîi ho litert of lite renfper glI, F

Thn isountî loft l nit ty wingi sublime,

I'cesse sot lits eagls's lot;

T ou 17iigest ntoJoy to the troubled i eat,
or ot io te to the breast iart,

Troust etigle, i etvy thee not.

F Fe ytI A t

vake I for the suin oer the belu lll i. peepin
Wik I! for the itists oflit morning ore teeîting

1).s that w-tii brighten ft ilower ittd let,
Lilke.the tleudroipe of bilss, ltes are loveionnd bter.

Wako fer lty lite 1s retiewed rom lte fout: titi
l sitisitino tdil joy, lice the sramî frot nliooiîititn

Iltatnitsn thy irît on the breezo should be soundin ,
On tnsorland and lentiter ths rei der re bing.
Woodn i Ithym te should le h l O the bill

Thou sleepestmei the dieep forest eles ore sti.
Wake i for thy life is reiteil froui the fountainî,
lin sunshiio antdjoy, like the streiaim front the iointnltt.

Shepherd i thy flocis to the field shouid îi stlayin
'lin the green îlotsy sletows they fli wole plsdnt

Itener lite sieilei.. lk birnished .in bright,
And the cort bendeth loi tn thy power ami might.
oke l for thy lifs is eewed ftrt the fotntlln,
li " t ,"i oi joy, ilte ts streams trots the iiomiitti.

n'idenl I fres roses haeis bloomed lin thy hIo'lssr, -
Anisortims tîtdîl blossonts, thut close in nit hou .

Child, oerr' ehilid, ths goy butterfly' out
nst iîlabkitin tawni bly>gihly sposritng oboîut. -- F
Wake i, for thy li e is renowed frot the fountain,

In sunshinle and joy, lik the stream friom th mountan.

ilout o 30 tteli to briglutiesosîtîl toirh~ ,

Oit i hlt -fitogvoi t lis li
6
tttlti sortî

Lot prose with ths breth of lits moring nrise,
Atndi wnf yourgoad hymins to te Gad of the skies;

Sing, for t>' lite Is reoeied fros 'h ftîoiin,
li soîstlne imd j , Iio (li t irreii trous theus n sa


