? Go, little book, upon thy way
\ y
Dre.m\mg that skies are eVer clear ’

That all thy days are as today,

Sweet with the ring of Voices dear!
|
,| Go, little book, nor fear to meet
“ With smile or favor, jeer or frown;

| | PEI’C}\E}I\C? in some fdr-\mndenng street 1

There waits for the? an unc]re.\mt crown!




