
'SnU)c of ^\x6t JStnee.

Up soared the lark into the air

Viswamitra the Magician
Vogelweid the Minnesinger .

Warm and still is the summer night

We sat within the farmhouse old

Welcome, my old friend

Welcome, O Stork ! that dost wing
What an image of peace and rest

What is this 1 read in history

What phantom is tliis that apijeais

What say the Bells of San Bias

What should be said of him cannot be said

When Alcuin taught the sons of Charlemagne
When by night the frogs are croaking .

When descends on the Atlantic

When first in ancient time from Jubal's tongue

When I compare what I have lost

When I remember them, those friends of mine
When Mazarvan the magician

When the dying flame of day

When the hours of Day are numbered
When the prime mover of many sighs

When the Summer fields are mown
When the summer harvest was gathered in

When the warm sun, that brings .

When winter winds are piercing chill

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought
Where are the Poets, unto whom belong

Where, from the eye of day .

Wherennto is money good
Whilom Love was like a fire .

Wliite swan of cities, slumbering in thy nest

Whither, thou turbid wave .

Who love would seek ....
Why dost thou bear me aloft

Why dost thou wildly rush and roar

Will ever the dear days come back again

Will then, Duperrier, thy sorrow be eternal

Will you then leave me, Julia, and so soon

With favouring winds, o'er sunlit seas .

With what a glory comes and goes the year

Witlaf, a king of the Saxons .

Ye voices, tha'. arose ....
Yes, the Year is growing old

You were not at the play to-night, Don Carlos
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