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' 'Cvomc' hither, come hither, sweet Tinnet

Loo‘ lere, \\h.u. a niee 'OlllL‘H cage ;

' T\\clc better by far to dwell in it,

‘Than bear with the rude tempest’s rage.
© Here are hands that will ﬁ.ed and earess you,.: . ' L _"- e

: \ml fond' lips that mll S"l), “l’lctl) déar!” - - .
s 1 ou slmll luuc every _|0\ llmt can blcss you ;

h uo, pretty maid,” =md llu lmnct H

14 No golden-bmr a cn"c< fon me;
M_) pmons thc \\x]d-\\ood 'and in it
‘My songs nre all hnppy ‘and free! . .
lluppy and free! happy and free! . i

My prison’s the wild-wood, and in it ' B -
My songs 'lr(! all lnppy and free!” . '
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o Awway flew lhe.bi;'d ¢ the poor maidey, -
Disconsolate, envied his wing—' -

And with chains of eaptivity Yaden, P

_Thus, thas her poor heart tried to sing.”
“ \'omeu«m pretiy \\.ll‘bll.‘l pn palaee,
lllou"h mh, like tlu. mrrc :L be fuund

Is nought withont leer() s chalice,

"To pour its sweet nectar around !

* Alas!” sigh'd the uniden, “dear linnet, B I

A "ol(lcn bmrd homu is for me 5



