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T(» scoi-n nil sii-ifc, iiiiil to vifw .-ill life

With the ciM-iuns eves (if ;i diild;

Fnmi llic phmj-viif sea to tlic ]»raiiic,

Fioiii tlic sliiiii t(» till' licjirt of llic \Vil,l.

From iIm' icd-i-iiiiin.Ml star to tlicspcrk of sand,
Fr<»m tlic vast to tlic urcatly small;

For F know tliat tli.' wliolc foi- rr„o,l is planncl,
And I want to sec it all.

To sec it all. the wide world-way,

Fi-om the fiji-lcaf licit to the Toic;

With never a one to say me nay.

And none to n-amp my soul.

In lielly-i.ineh F will j.ay the jiiico.

lint (Jod: let me lie ficc;

For onee F know in the lonj; ai;o.

They made a slave of nie.

In a tiannel shirt from earth's clean dirt,

Here, j>al, is my eallonsed hand!
Oh, r love each day as a rover may,

Xor seek to nndei'staiid.

To r))j(,ji is jrood enontrli for nip;

The f-ipsy of God am I;
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