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Swift as the flash that mocksthe sight.......…..….…..…..00u0acoceu0u 00 !    

 

  
  

 

    

  

ALLEGRETTO. Green hillsof Tyrol! again I see, The home of childhood sodear to
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   Bird in airy Flight......….…..000encecscenea na cac caca na cu 0
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press your verdant shade,Where oft my f strayd. Once     -gain 1
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home re _ . _turn_ing We leave these cool fountains Inour ma _ _tive Mountains Thy
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more 1 am near him, My ownone! My fond one! À 7 gain Ishall hear him Loves

>

praise well re cite. ET ose tac cu0ss

ad lib.
  

_ accents repeat: While, to his sighs, My heart replies; And ev'ryglance is soft & sweet, Green hills of

s……é. Swift as the flash that mocksthe sight...................... Thouseem'st a bird in ai-ry
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Tyrol! again I see, Thehome of childhood so dear to me; “ A-gain I press yourverdant

-

flight! trrescsnes nes ss0u encens 0000000 c0sennocc00000 0 THY steps so light............0000000..OUFSOMESiM

shade,Where oft my foot-steps have wildly strayd. Fromyonder wood _landssoundingclear,his merry

TT

ee” ~——
}

( Green hills of Tyrol. 3.)

   
  

 

   



… Come fairy sprite ..…...….…..…....….…0 Our eyes de - light. ............ When

er” Se”

bu_g note hear; With eye of hawk, and falchion keen, He comes, hecomes myTyrolien! Once

—

' . . . 9
* home re — —turn-ing We leavethese cool fountains In our ya - _ tive Mountains Thy praise well re_

: = —— Adlib.

more I be_hold him My dear one! My fond one, Tomy bosom I'll fold him, My own

à.
Haste! haste my love! why linger now?
The Sun is shedding his parting glow;
The Chamois seeks his peaceful glade,
And homeward wanders the mountain maid.

Oh! come, then and cheer me,

My own one! my fond one!
Again thou shalt hear me

Sing loves tender strain,
While ev'ry note, my lips repeat,
As soft amd sweet thoult breathe again;

Then haste my love! &c.
Hark, hark, I hear his well known cry,

; While answring echo makes reply,
Now, now, he waves his- scarf of green.
He comes, &c.

(Green hills of Tyrol! 3.) 
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