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,RONI ibis cold earih let us spritng,
Fancy, on thy soaring wing,

And a novel anthemi shig
Through the sky!

Leaving sin and strife below,
Care, and grief, and earthly woe-
Pure as white fi-ake of the sno'v

To the eye;
Let our hyrn of praise resound,
AU creation round and round,
'Till an echo it has found

There on high;
WVith the eagle's stately flight,
Rising in bis kingly migb:,
In the azure out of sight,

Let us vie!

II.

Far above this dreary sod,
By frail niortals ever trod,
Let our souls arise to God,

And i praise,
Let us view the wnnders grand,
Works of His Alniighty Hand,
Whose suprenie and dread conimand,

WVorids can raise 1
See yon sun in spiendour bright,
Source of never-failing ligh-
Lost are shades of disnial night

In its blaze :


