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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

T h e  end o f  man is God. T h e  destiny 
O f  every hum an soul is to be m ade 
L ik e  H im  in liv in g  glory, when the shade 
O f earth shall have been lo st in brighter day.

And as the love o f  God is so intense 
T hat God H im self were not com plete w ithout 
Som e hum an w ant to fill, some hum an doubt 
T o crow n with certitude th rough chastened 

sense,

Just so the hum an soul were not com plete 
W ithout som e reach in g  out in vagu e unrest 
Into that realm  w here hum an w ill is grace

D ivin e ; w here sundered souls m ay meet, 
W here real m anhood is the V ision  blest, 
N ow  dim and vague, then clear, then face to 

face.
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Forgetful o f the k in gdom  that aw aits 
Our conquering love, we grovel in the dust, 
W e play with toys, we d a lly  with our lust, 
And trick  ourselves contentedly w ith  baits.

And then, lik e  waifs forsaken at the gates 
O f som e ancestral, long-abandoned hall, 
W hen pain is on us, b itterly  we call 
Into the silence, till our life  abates.

Sh all no great hope transfigure all our life  
W ith glories, and with m ight, and m ajesty?  
Shall no high destiny bid terrors cease

A m idst the agonies o f  earthly strife?
Shall we fore ’er forget our hom e on h igh  
I11 light, in love, in everlasting Peace?
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W e  live our real lives alone, between 
T h e  h o w lin g  beast w hose d w ellin g  place we 

are,
A n d  the unborn D ivin ity , so far
E eyon d us, though so near, because unseen.

From  out this bitter lonelin ess we see 
T hat all th at we accom plished was G od ’s 

W ill,
D iscerning by the S p irit’s lo vin g  skill, 
T hrough dead events, G o d ’s voice o f  liberty.

Such are the truths d iscernin g hearts can 
find

F o r  consolation through the darksom e night, 
A lth ou gh to grosser eyes m ere foolishness.

Y e t, i f  we taste o f  peace w ithin G o d ’s m ind, 
W e pray to be deceived by error’s m ight 
I f  such a darkness bear such perfectness.
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W ho sh all report w hat lies beyond the veil 
O f flesh? A t tim es, man hears the m ystic 

m oan
O f spirit-oceans round him , feels unknow n 
F loods o f in te llig ib le  fire. T hen, pale

A nd trem bling, he believes that there m ust be  
Som ew hat beyond his reach, som ew hat be­

low
T he depths o f his desire. I f  this be so, 
M an ’s love  m ust be a shadow to that sea

O f ligh t, whose sm allest spark he deem s 
G lorious enough to be the very end 
O f all. And i f  that be, beyond the grave,

W hat w aits for him , i f  he can breast its 
stream s,

S h a ll he not fiercely with h im se lf contend, 
A nd g la d ly  die his real se lf  to save ?
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T h e  pangs o f  death  ju st stilled, the naked 
soul

H elp le ss ly  h u n g am idst eternal n igh t
S h iv er in g  at void im m ensity. T he w hole
H eav en ly  host had fled before d ea th ’s m ight.

W ith  all her unrepented sins, her fears,
T h e  g u ilty  soul stood pow erless face to face;
N ow  dem ons grow n, th ey  m ocked her bitter 

tears,
H er unm eant prayers, her hates, and her 

disgrace.

“  G ran t death, O G od ! M y sins have lit the 
morn

O f  H ell ! ”  T h e dem ons m ocked, “ T h ere  
is no death ! ”

T h e  soul was thrust to earth and once m ore 
born.

G od  is the end o f  all that draw etli breath :
I f  one life  bear not love, then God m akes 

more,
T il l  souls shall find H is presence, and adore.
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•<< G ive us th e watch-w ord ! ”  G uarding angels 
cry %

As upward flies a soul, but late  sense-freed, 
Unto the fiery gates o f  stars, to plead 
F o r entrance to the m ansions o f  the sky.

“  I f  thou have not lived  into th ine own eye 
By tears, b y  supplications, and by need 
T he L ig h t from  w h ich  up here a ll th in gs 

proceed,
TSven in H eaven thou co u ld ’st not God d e ­

scry .”

T he fearless soul recited then, in vain,
T h e Creed her ch ild hood ’s lip had learnt. 

She pled
In vain  a ll she had ever hoped to find above.

S lo w ly  the gates o f  fire began to wane, 
W eeping the angels passed aw ay— One said 
*“  Go back  to earth once m ore . . . and

learn to lo v e .”
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F irst H a l f - H o u r ..................................12.00 m .
Second H a l f - H o u r ............................ 12.30 p.m .
T hird  H a lf- H o u r .................................. 1.00
Fourth H a l f - H o u r .............................. 1.30
F ifth  H a l f - H o u r .................................. 2.00’
S ixth  H a lf - H o u r .................................. 2.3O'

F O U R T H  W A T C H  O F  D A Y .

������������

F irst H a l f - H o u r .................................. 3.00 +����
Second H a l f - H o u r .............................. 3.30
T hird  H a lf- H o u r .................................. 4.00
Fourth H a l f - H o u r ..............................4.30
F ifth  H a l f - H o u r .................................. 5.00
S ixth  H a lf- H o u r .................................. 5.30
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I  k n ow  not i f  there be a sadder sigh t
F o r  purer eyes than ours, than souls whose 

prayers
B y  tears were w inged up Jacob ’s an gel stairs
A n d  answ ered with in te llig ib le  ligh t,

W h o use the S p irit’ s g ifts  to hu m iliate
T h em selves m ore deeply before flesh and 

blood,
T o  w orship death m ore th orou gh ly, till the 

flood
O f  bitter after-lust o ’erw h elm  wdth hate.

H ow  sad to clear the vision, but to see
M ore o f  the evil cam ped around th e  soul ;
H ow  sad to clean se the heart from  earth ly 

love

T o  h ave  m ore pow er to hate and disagree ;
A n d th is to chance by  la ck  o f  self-control—
B y  m ere fo rg ettin g  o f  the H om e above !
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W e  never cease from prayer. Sooner, the fire 
S h a ll downward sw eep its sparks, and thus 

transgress
Its law s divine ; sooner the seas shall press 
S k yw ard s, and quench the lig h t the stars 

inspire.

D esire  is life, and life  is but desire 
Interp reted  by hum an consciousness :
A nd so desire o f  som e k in d  m ust possess 
T h e  love-lit soul till she expire.

T h e  doubt is not w h ether or not we pray, 
B ut what the object o f  our p rayer sh all be ; 
W h eth er the object bring us peace at last,

O r lead us further flesh-ward from the day, 
N earer unconsciousness,— less free,—
Less strong, less pu re,— m ore bound unto 

the past.
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It is not heaven th at is closed or dead ;
Our eyes are blind unto the hallow ed host o f  

ligh t
T hat cam ps around our d w ellin g  day and 

night,
To keep  the dem ons from  our heart and head.

In every noble action we are led
By guides w ho lo ve  us with G o d ’s h eaven ly  

m ight,
S ee in g  in us alone the good and rig h t
T h eir purer eyes alone have ever read.

W ith  ceaseless supplications, cries, and 
tears—

Stronger than ours,— th ey w ait the destined 
day

W hen w e sh all see G o d ’s beauty face to face—

W hen we shall k n ow  w hat now our hopes 
and fears

Prove and disprove ; w hen we sh all feel th e  
ray

O f lig h t in te llig ib le  crown H is grace.
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K n e elin g  at m oth ers’ knees w ith p iety
W e heard o f  God, and H eaven, and Love, 

and Peace,
And all those sweet strange words th at never 

cease
L ik e  a n g els ’s words, to k in dle  purity.

N or do they fail in life ’s lo n g  m isery ;
T h e y  com fort still, from  passion still release ;
S till haunt the souls that strive not to de­

crease
In m igh t o f  faith, o f  hope, o f  charity.

N o great foundation o f  the inner life
Is learnt as new in age ; in early  years
T h e child  absorbs, but cannot realize

T h e  final revelations w h ich , in th e strife
O f  selfishness subdued by pain and tears,
M ust crown the soul, and leave it pure and 

wise.

H ere beginneth the Fourth Watch.
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F IR S T  H A L F -H O U R .

F orever b reak in g  on her rock-girt shore 
T here is no respite for the bitter sea 
W hose thousand voices rise in cessantly  
U nto the sk y  above in th u n d ’rous roar.

U nless he be deaf-born, none can ignore 
T heir sound ; excep t he turn and flee 
U ntil upon the m ountain-sum m its, free,
H is voice alone resound,— the sea’s no more..

So, w hen a man has striven year b y  year 
’M idst all the voices but to hear his own,
It is no sign  that G od ’s has passed aw ay

From  souls w ho live  w ith H im , and hold  
H im  dear.

It is not G od W hose lig h t has dim m er grow n, 
But m an, w ho jo u rn e y s self-ward from th e  

day.
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T H IR D  H A L F -H O U R .

Sad is the day on w h ich an a gin g  soul 
F irst w aken s to som e cosm ic hartnon}' 
W hich wooes no answ erin g ecstasy 
W ithin  herself. V a in ly  she feels its roll,

M astered again by  a ll her still-born dream s, 
T re m b lin g  again with passionate desires 
T o  vibrate p assively  unto the fires 
O f  elem ental b e in g ’s restless stream s.

She w ould not grieve, i f  she bu t kn ew  the 
day

W as fast approaching, w hen on jo y fu l w in g  
S he should ascend from o u tlie r  y o u th ’s poor 

choice :

N o m ore a u niversal sym phony,
L o st in the song the m orning stars still sin g  ; 
N o w  one clear, sin gle  tone, o f G o d ’s own 

V oice.
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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

T here is no sadder sigh t than m en o f age
W ho, lo o k in g  for the glories o f  th eir life,
A re  forced to turn once m ore unto the strife
D ivine, w h ich  in th eir you th  th ey dared to­

wage,

But w hich, as years w ore on, th ey  w ere afraid
T o carry to successful issue, lest
T h e y  should  th ereby lose power, w ealth  o r 

r e s t ;
Or w h ich  th ey  ju s t forgot through prosper­

ous trade.

I f  man w ould but not w aste his precious- 
m ight,

T h e h ighest G od H im self w ould incarnate
W ithin  the heart-strings o f  H is creature’s, 

prayer,

W ould crow n th e forehead with the h a lo ’s, 
light,

W ould  cleanse the eyes until th ey  saw the 
great

A nd glorious m ajesty man too should share..
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S E C O N D  H A L F -H O U R .

On m any planes souls m in gle. A t tim es 
th ey m eet

A s flesh to flesh, w hen either startled soul 
In  hum iliation  flees the flesh ’s control : 
D egradin g victory, or base defeat.

A s m ind to m ind som e souls each other greet, 
W ith earnest questionings, w hich, not the 

w hole
O f due com m union, still approach the goal 
O f bodies m eetin g as the sp irit’s seat.

But when the eyes in stin ct with love divine 
S eek  kin dred  spirits, and in love contend 
To p u rify  w eek souls that still have need,

Then m an at len gth  finds his own se lf  divine, 
T hen God w ill crown m en ’s foreheads as 

th ey bend
T o H is great W ill o f  love in th ou gh t and. 

deed.
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T H IR D  H A D F -H O U R .

T h ’ external world is neither good nor bad. 
T he ocean cannot love, nor can it t r u s t ;
No m oral qualities attach to dust,
To air, to rain, to m ountains verdure-clad.

Unto the weary soul all th in gs are sad,
Unto the pure all th in gs are pure and ju s t  ; 
A ll th in gs are base unto the eye o f  lust,
A ll things bring b lessin gs to the true and 

glad.

A nd so, i f  man finds evil on this earth,
It is w ithin h im se lf that it exists 
As he m isused his opportunities ;

The saint sees G od in everyth in g  o f  worth, 
A  dazzling beauty w h ich  no soul resists,
A satisfying maze o f  harm onies.
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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

H eaven  and H e l l ! W eird  facts in well-w orn 
nam e !

U nseen, unheard, still know n and hoped and 
feared ;

C h an gin g  with every age, and ye t the same,
A s close to-day as w hen man first appeared.

M en see in others w h at them selves th ey are.
T h e  sun w ere gloom , w ere not the eye first 

l i g h t :
T h e  lu stlin g  deem s men brutes from  beasts 

not far,
T h e  saint sees G o d ’s own im age th rough all 

blight.

H e ll is perhaps the curse foreverm ore,
H elp less to interfere, to w atch  this life
A n d  on ly see w hat we once fe lt  before—

B lind ness and failure, pain, and hate, and 
strife.

H eaven, to see yo u n g  souls each day new ­
born,

L o v in g  and calm , aw aitin g  fa ith ’s great
m orn.
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F IF T H  H A L F -H O U R .

H eaven is not a place beyond the glare 
O f deepest star, to w h ich  w ith  m agic flight 
T h e  sense-freed soul is wafted through the 

n ight
O f death b y  some kin d  a n gel’s w atchful c a re .

N o ! heaven is the present m em ory 
O f a ll the lo v in g  acts our w avering soul 
M ay have conceived and purposed w ith  the 

whole
O f her intensest love-capacity.

W h ich  soul, w hen off her earth ly  husks shall 
fall,

W ill stand in all her native d ig n ity  
Before the highest presence that her love

On earth have m ade her able to recall, 
S in g in g  the holiest chant her purity 
A w aken s at the sight o f G od above.
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S IX T H  H A L F -H O U R .

E tern ity  ! w h ich  one o f us shall ever kn ow  
H ow  long, how near, how  spiritual thou artr 
H ow  bestially  we live  from  thee apart,
H ow w ilfu lly  we languish, d y in g  slow !

F o r we believe th at thou art peace, although 
W e cannot yet conceive th y  counterpart ; 
M ere harps and palm s can never crown a  

heart,
E xtern al glories are but passing show.

Perhaps the angels’ crown shall be the cares 
O f souls that have not yet passed on from  

earth
M ade holier by  a w illingness to die ;

Perhaps the an gels’ palm  shall be the prayers 
Offered through saints still stru gglin g for 

new birth,
Presented b y  them selves once more on high.

Here beginneth the Second Watch.
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F IR S T  H A L F -H O U R .

Som ew here beyond the stars m ust be a land 
Shrouded in sombre calm ness, where the 

lig h t
O f suns cannot bring gladness nor at n igh t 
T h e  pallid  m oon refresh the w eary strand.

In leaguered hosts still spirits [round it stand, 
W hile  tearful sobs and prayers, and cries unite 
In one tum ultuous passion-hym n their 

m ight—
W ild  sounds that G od alone can understand.

It is the land in w hich our still-born prayers,. 
Forgotten aspirations, loves, and pains,
A w ait the consum m ation o f  a ll things.

W ho kn ow s but at the last the God o f cares 
W ill crown, for every soul w hen she attains 
W ith  her forgotten life the love she brings?
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S E C O N D  H A L F -H O U R .

W hat tim e the sin k in g  sun has filled the sk y  
W ith  pulsing glories, ere he pass aw ay, 
W h ile  star w akes star w ith  trem blin g silver

ray
Prophetic o f the m idnight ga laxy ,

T h e  w eary shepherd glances far on high, 
W on derin g o ’er w hat lands beyond the sun 
Shines in his fulness,— now th at the day is 

done,
N ow  th at the lig h t grow s mute, and calm  the 

eye.

L o o k  at the hills o f death, w eak flesh and 
blood,

D raw  from  them  strength in trial and in ease, 
R em em ber the beyond unknow n in  all

But that each sin shall m eet us by the flood 
O f  gloom  w ith  fiery hand outstretched to seize 
Us b y  our hopes for self, to m ake us fall.
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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

T h ere  is no death. W hat seems to die aw ay 
B ut changes unessential form  and place,
A nd so-called ow nership ; for G od can trace 
B ach  love-born atom  back into H is day.

For, after all, there is no good desire 
O r quality  in man, that be not lig h t 
O f G od refracted through the creature’s night, 
S ince hum an life is love, and love is fire.

N o true prophetic song has ever died ;
But jou rn eyed  on from  heart to heart, from 

tear
T o  tear, athw art the generations, still

G ath erin g the prayers o f saints from  far and 
wide,

In  one great hym n that those alone can hear 
W hose on ly jo y  it is to do H is W ill.
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F IF T H  H A L F -H O U R .

N o human soul can u tterly  belie 
H er destiny unceasingly to grow  
Around som ewhat outside herself, and so 
T o live  in others, and for them  to die.

Som e souls have therefore given  up their w ill 
U nto the feverish flesh and all its lust, 
B lind ing them selves to G od w ith  earth ly dust, 
T ill evil was th eir good, and good their ill.

Som e souls live  in  their fellow-souls 
W ho live in them  ; w hile others still endure 
T h e  curse to see their blessings prove a 

blight.

These are the loved o f  God w hom  H e con­
trols,

J ealous lest th ey  should rest in aught less 
pure,

■ Than in the very  fulness o f  H is light.



�- � � � � �� � ���� � � � � � � � � ��

� �H � + � + *  ' 5+ # � 0 �

2 � � � � �	� � � �� � � � �� � �� � � $� �� �	� � � ��� � � � �� � � �
4 � �� � � � " � � � �� �� � �� � � � �� � �� � �� ���� �
2 � � � � " � � � � � �� � � " �� � 	� � � � " � " � � � � � ��� � � � � � �

���� � ��
* � � � 	���&� ��	� 	��� � � � � � 	����" �� 	������� ��� �

&	��� �D

2 � � � ��	� � � �� �� ��� �� � � � � 	� � � � ��� � � ��� �		�
3 � �� �� � � � ��� � 	 � ����� � � 	�� 	�B	� ��$���	� � ��	���
Z � � � � � �� � � � ��� � " � � �� �� � � �$� �� � � ���� �� � 		�
2 ��� � � �&�� � � �� � � �� � � ��	�� � � �� 	�� �� � � � � 	��D

� � � �� �	� �� � � � � � �� � � �����	�� �� � � 	& �� ��B	� � ��� ��
2 � � � � � �� � � � � � 	��� � � � �� ��� ��� � � �� �� � � � �B	�

� �� � �
� � � " � �	� �&� ���� �� ���� -� " � �� � ����	�� �&���� �

#�� " �� � 	� � � �& �� � � � � � � � � �� � �� � �� � � �� �� � � � � � �
� � � � � %

2 � � � � � � � � �	� � �$� �� ������ � ��� �$� �� ���	��

� � � 	�� � �� ��� �� �	�� " � � � ��	��� � � � , � �B	� � �� � ��
G�����



H Y M N S  F O R  T H E  

M O R N IN G .



T H IR D  W A T C H  O F  N IG H T .

REPENTANCE.

F irst H alf-H ou r . 
Second H alf-H our 
T hird  H alf-H ou r . 
F ou rth  H alf-H our 
F ifth  H alf-H our . 
S ixth  H alf-H our .

$%�&& M.
12.30 A.M_

1.00
1.30
2.00
2.30

F O U R T H  W A T C H  O F  N IG H T .

OPPORTUNITIES.

F irst H a l f - H o u r .................................. 3.00 � � # �

Second H a l f - H o u r ..............................3.30
T hird  H a lf- H o u r .................................. 4.00
F ou rth  H a l f - H o u r ..............................4.30
F ifth  H a l f - H o u r .................................. 5.00
S ix th  H a lf - H o u r .............................. 5.30
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S E C O N D  H A L F -H O U R .

T hese is no use, w hen fallen, to repent,
I f  th at repentance be but g r ie f or shame, 
W ith o u t new  w orks accom plished to pro­

claim
T h e  past has been belied w ith  full intent.

O ur m an y failin gs never to lam ent,
A n d  not to ask forgiveness for the same,
B ut stra igh tw ay every  w eakness to disclaim  
W ou ld  be the m anliest course we could in ­

v e n t

W e weep at first because w e try  to raise 
N ew  m otives to break loose from  destiny—  
W e  w eep at last because we did succum b

A n d  n aught but H eaven can our cause 
espouse :

B u t prayer to G od for help  is blasphem y 
U nless determ ined fu lly  to o ’ercome.
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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

It  was a legend o f the Church o f  old 
T h at her dear M aster, at the tim e H e died 
W as past m an ’s m iddle age, and thus had 

tried
B ach  fear, and proved each hope that man 

can hold.

A n d  thus the early fathers g la d ly  told 
H o w  Christ, a child , stood b y  the ch ild ren ’s 

side ;
T o  youths, a m an ly youth devoid o f  pride, 
T o  men, a man, as any free and bold.

It is but right that each and every  age 
S hou ld  perfect be, and feel the M aster near ; 
N o t ever reckon in g some other tim e

In  past or future the com pleted stage,
W h ile  present duty scorned, m ust disappear, 
A n d  dim  G o d ’s glories in their daw ning 

prim e.
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F IF T H  H A L F -H O U R .

W h a t hast thou done, O soul, w ith  all th y  
dreams,

"Thy hopes, th y  aspirations, and th y  prayers ?
H ast thou dism issed them  w h ilst oppressed 

w ith  cares,
As hollow  sea-foam, brigh t w ith vivid 

gleam s ?

T h e y  were th y precious prim al heritage,
T h e w arran t o f  th ine ow n d iv in ity  ;
T he guides th at sh ould  have found th y  des­

tiny,
T h e  staff and p illo w  o f th y  p ilgrim age.

W h a t hast thou done with all th y  dream s, 
O  soul,

T h y  hopes, th y  aspirations, and th y  prayers ?
U ntil thou find them , a ll th e world despairs,

And thou canst never hope to reach th y  goal.
W a k e  them  again ! call back their glorious 

lig h t !
‘T hey are th y  heaven, th y  sword, th y  shield, 

th y  m ight.
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F IR S T  H A L F -H O U R .

T h e iron rock, whose crown defies the m ig h t 
O f cycled  seasons th rough unfold ing years, 
W ill break  to dust before a change appears 
T o d w arf or m agn ify  its g lorious height.

T h e  sleepless ocean suffers, day and n igh t 
From  stream  to cloud a round fore’ er com ­

plete,
A nd thus can fall and rise, and then retreat 
E v er the same, eternal, infinite.

N o fate, no astral curse, no sin-got fears 
Can predeterm ine th at a soul should range 
T he w ilds o f  her hereditary ills :

Begotten o f  h erse lf in cy c lin g  years 
A t any hour she m ay begin to change 
H er flesh, her m ind, her spirit, as she w ills .
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S E C O N D  H A L F -H O U R .

W ith o u t the darkness, there w ould be no 
ligh t,

N or w a k in g  state, w ithout a previous s le e p ;
W ithout the evil, none the good could reap,
W ith o u t th e sorrow, none could k n ow  de­

ligh t.

W ithout a h e ll, w ith w h ich  to learn to fight,
N o man could conquer H eaven ’s rugged 

steep :
A nd w ere not h e ll so in fin ite ly  deep,
N o n e  e ’er could m easure H eaven ’s endless 

height.

T h e  origin  o f  evil is as c lear
A s th at o f  good— n either exists alone ;
I f  man has no free choice, he has no worth;

A n d i f  no m oral worth, he cannot fear,
H e has no hope, no palm , no crow n, no 

throne :
H e  has no spirit, and is m erely earth.
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F O U R T H  H A L F -H O U R .

M en rarely  pray but when some pressing­
need

H as stricken down their lu stin g souls w ith 
sham e

Or sorrow. T hen, aw aked, at last they claim
E scape from ju stice , and for m ercy plead.

And w hen their guardian angels intercede
F or them  with God, for the glo ry  o f H is 

nam e,
T h e y  yie ld  again to lusts th ey overcam e,
A n d drift a lon g the tides when these recede.

T h a t w ill be heaven, w hen man has learn t 
to pray,

In  jo y , success, delight, and happiness,
A s ferven tly  as w hen in bitterest pain :

W hen man has learn t to praise and to obey
In fear, in sorrow, or in w eariness,
W ith  love as deep as when his love was gain .
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F IF T H  H A L F -H O U R .

In  olden tim es, w h en e’er a m an was born
Into the world from out his m oth er’s wom b,
T h e wise m en stood around all wrapped in 

gloom ,
W eep in g  w ith anguish on his l ife ’s first 

m orn.

D id  th ey not kn ow  one spirit m ore w7as torn
F rom  out the F ath e r’s breast to m eet his 

doom,
To m ake a destiny, or fill a tom b,
O f  all his pristine beaut}7 shorn ?

E arn est and sad should be a day o f  birth,
W h en  to this erowrded so litu de ’s despair
Infan t, one m ore predestined god appears,

A n d  stakes upon his hopes his hard-earned 
worth.

S ilen ce  ! L e t prayer speed upw ard, future 
p r a y e r !

H e is arrayed in all his m other’s tears.





G O IN G .

A t break o f  day we often disbelieve 
T he truths we held  at m iddle o f  th e n ig h t : 
A t noon, with passion, dare in vo k e  a fight 
F orgot and stilled  ere darkness crow ns th e 

eve.

T h e youth w ill languish  for the th in gs that 
grieve

T h e m any tottering years o f  fa ilin g  sight ; 
In health  he labours for som e wild deligh t 
W hich sickn ess questions, lest its sw eets 

deceive.

A m idst these eddies o f  etern ity,
W e strive to stand unm oved, though th ey 

im press
W rin k les o f  age upon our w eary soul,

W hose solitude becom es her destiny 
U nless she learn that all these pains express 
G od ’s W ill to those who m ake H is love th eir 

goal.
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