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" Mot to be doing, but to be!

Through every fibre of my brain,
Through every nerve, through every vein,

| 1feel the electric thrill, the touch

Of e, that seems almost too much,
I hear the wind among the trees
Playing celestial symphonies;

! see the branches downward bent,
Lile keys of some great instrument.
And gver me unirolls on high

The splendid scenery of the siy,
Vihere though a sapphire sea the sun
Sails like & goiden gatieon,

Towards yonder cloud-land in the
Towards yonder Isiands of the Bless,
Wheose steen sierra far uplifts

Its craggy summits white with drifts.
Blow, winds! and wat through all the room
The snow-flakes of the cherry-blooms!
Biom, winds! and bend within my reach



