
$T’S a long long way to the top 0’ the hill, 

Where the tall trees stretch to the beautiful sky- 
4 n d  each swinging star-lafnp gleams, 
In the ,dusky twilight over the hills 
To light with their misty glow, 
The path that leads thro the wide green fields, 
Where. the monderfuI &earn flowers grow. 

It’sA long l6ng wdy to th‘e top 0’ the hill- 
And they calI it drowsy wdj- 

Up to the Castle 0’ Dreams- 

Where the sand men vigil keep 
Each little child with a golden dream 
Fast in his heart-asleep. 
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