
itz THE ANTE-MUNDANE STJTE.

The yawning sepulchfe of sepulchres, [deatIL
Mm cold, more drear, more dead than common
Hopè-killing creed, this monster thou hast dress

To veil its retribution from the world,
And makè men hope that hopes shaU aU expire,
And Non-Existence heave its iron Saws,

To swallowat one gorge the race of Mail.
Annihilation! 0 ihou miry tomb

Of thought, and hope, and Ue, and love, and joy i
Thou arch extinguisher of happiness!
Thou worse than sting of death 1 Thou sting of life i

Forever stin g*ing, but without the balm
Of consolation, that blest anodyne
Which, springs, from. Heaven-born hope
Of glorious immortality's bright soenes.

But as our Muse is destined on the Past
To gaze, and sing -the emptiness unseen,
By Angels, let us lea*e just no-w the field
Of vide Futurity, and on the rear 1 -

OfIeing throw the strains of--bàckward song,
se-renàde the Night of Nothings reigm.--

0 what a gulf of gloom endrowns the
That atraggles to, explgre back turning fide%
Whore s never meet the weazyeye


