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1 see the convent's gleaming wall

Rise from its groves of pine,

And towers of old cathedrals tail,

And castles b,,- the Rhine.

1 journey on by- park and spiré.

Beneath centennial trees,
Through fields with-pôppies all on fire.

And gleams of distant seas.

1 fear no more the dust and heat,
No more 1 feel fatigue,

While journeyingrr with another's feet

O'er many a lengthened league.

Let others traverse sea and land,
And toil through various climes,

1 turn the world round with my hand

Reading these poets' rhymes.

From them 1 learn whatever lies

Beneath each changing zone,

And see, when looking with their eyes,

Better than with mine own.


