
THE O\VL.

A.nd ini that hour, T ween, on Theni fell iiglier
TIi,.n e'er bMore, the shadcow of the Cross,'

iNow lo)ii( n i*e, .1,1d e,ý-alted Iiui'ier-

Above the deep depression of thecir Ioss.
Pain, the, hear-t.sear-cher, the soul-purificer,

Wlhichi inicts the goid and blins to asli tie dross,
Giowvec licie wvîth heat intense Ci thlusandfold,
Whie naught Nvas dross, but ail of virgcin gold.

()thel. the I1î111 to hlmii with hcad r-eclilingl(

Upnthe bosomn of bis Fos9telr-Soil,
luis labours o'cir, his sol indeed divi'ing

The NNotdIc.ss sorrow of tie lloly Otie,
A.nd of that Siiess Spouse wlmose hiand-elasp, twining

NY itlhn his own, sa;d iiiutelIy,-" 0, wvell doue,
Thoi good and faitliftl, al)d farewell to thee
But seeing this as sotils mibàdied see.

Feeling, perchance, the niortal pang of partfing,
As the last pie of hlîss eternal-ctreut;

But so ts onme froin icavy (lreains uipstartimeg

To 1p(ýifect.joy at w'kn;bound to wait

A-. ethiing space, but frece froin further snmarting,

.Bre lie do pass beyond somle golden gate

Shuttting iii dreains behind hlmovenioe.

God, guide our footsteps to that CG'oldeni Door.
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