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Tiierefore, O Siniger, butslh ! Aiid yet aigalin
1 tell tliee, biuslh 1 For daggers flashi betweeii
Tihe cletir notes ot thy soiig ; andf keen, :ili, keeni

TIiy -voice cleaves to my soul fl sudden p.11n,
'NVhiehl will nlot pass iiitil tîxese eclioes ceaseà
On the far verge of <Inys whichi harbor pe.sce.

Mliat secret sprimng of j0y, O flute-voiccd seer.-
Wliat, ixint of couximg rgladuess, dost thol fibid
lii uidst of tliis great silenice of thy kinid,

\W'hei ail the earti mouruis wvith the dyirg 3'exr,
Tlîat thon slxould'st p)our thy deatliless simpgi clear

.Aiff fulil and stroug, wliile -we of goiier mmiid
Staud dunxb ini preseuce of our grief, anid blind

Wyith tears grome on, ail sad anid hif iii fear *?

Thesrix is ev'm- %witlx thee, blessed bird!
Acress tixese sonîbru fields, this Spectral cdinue,
Athro' the brooffing silenice of the tinie

'fly heu-rt biath e:xughit its mlusie and been stirred
tinto, -suc faitîx :111 hope, thitt pierciiig Iliro',
Thly joyous song ring-s full aud brave aud true.

Siiig oni, briave voice, beuicath these darkenied skies!
'WVhile I, beside, (Io bow my hieaù :xud learx
Froni thee some secret of thy power to turu

Tîxeir shaîdow iinto soiug ; and, Iearniîrg, rise
Above the %v.ste of chili, -%vide inist that lies

*On these Iow', land(s, to those pure upper fields
0f hiItand caini air, -where this sad dusk yields

To cloudless day anid joy tliat, neyer (lies.

O blessed, blessed bird. untouched of death,
Or glo2u, or grief, or aughit tha-t ean distress,
Serene in thy iinfearing joyfulness

And caliu and -%vise in thy thriee-blessed fait,-
Sing on, until nîy Ileart grows liglit with thee

In the 1-ici promise of the, sprilg to bec
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Fortune to industry is fllways kind.-Selected.


