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.2à THE POETIC WREATH.

How feeble is tliat vital t1iread,
Whieh holds us to the earffi;

It may be sua 't at hoary arre,
Or. at the infants' birih,'

We see it breýk -ili every
At e-very acre 'and hour,

And S-Lill we live as if its s'trencr-th
Could match our- Maker's power.

The. curse of sin like Cain's inark
Is stampt on every brow;

And. to the idols of the earth
We in submission bow,

Earth's thinors may seem as taucible
To life's sliort-siglited eyes,

But from the macric toi-Lch of death
The cherish'd vision flies.

The 'oul itself, like Nbahýs dove,
But flutters outits stength

Around the earth, its safétý ark,
Then flies a-way at lencrth.

Perchan'ce it may, ývhile hoverincp here,
Some olive-leaf procure,

An emblem of a spirït-world,
Whose solid base *s's«t

TIIÈ END.


