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.J/AR>'r TO JEITN EUS

Wide heaven smniles o'er Tlice
The zephyrs adore'Thee,

As, quivering deep to heart, they fan T1hy brow
Ail nature before Tixee

Tremlbles for love and joy, as 1 do iiow%.

The glory of nxorningr
Takes brigliter adorning

Froni Thee, briglit Archetype of yon gldsun,
XVhose beanis are turning

Darkness to liglit, like Tixce, O Luminous Oile!

The whlite clouds hover
Like aimgets over

Their infant Lord, Who was ere earth begail,
Or heavens didl cover

T'ie wvaste niev-iiaýrshialled with their inighty span.

The birds are singIng
Fuit throated, winingl

Their hicarts on love-notes to a Love new-scen.
The trees are flimging

Glac ii mrmultrs- froin thecir leafv shadows greeni.

Swcct perturbations,
New revelations

Froni Thine own sphere, thrill Nature's uitmost heart
To glad pulsations,

Now Thou art boni, WVho ever wvert and art.
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