
Go, little book, upon thp wap
Dreaming that skies are eOer clear ; 

That all thp days are as todap,
Sweet wifh the ring of Voices dear!

Go, little book, nor fear to meet 
Wifh smile or fa-Oor, jeer or frown ; 

Perchance in some far - wandering street 
There waits for thee an undreamt crown !


