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On The Highest Tree-Top

Gabriel Linsén
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I'm but a bird, small and feeble,
W ith wings that are little and weak.

If only I were an eagle

T to fly to the clouds” white peak.
To fly up and, allways higher,
"Way up to God’s almighty throne
To there trill forth my petition
I'd sing to Him, praying and prone.

Oh, Father, dear God in Heaven,
Oh, hark to a small bird’s prayer.
How can your world be so lovely,
How can your sky be so fair?

Oh, pray let our lakes in brilliance
Shine forth like a torch, like a brand.
Oh teach us, Father, instruct us

To steadily love our fair land.



