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In & noble outhurst from the depth.of depres:
sion the pont adilresses the apirit of Arthur :—

¢ Ba near trie whek fig'light is low,
When the blood ¢¥ceps, aiid the nerves prick
And tingle; and theé heart 14 sick,

And all the wheels of being slow,

Be near me when the sensuous frame
Is rack’d - ith pangs that conquer trust:
And Titn©  -naniac-scattoring dust,
And Life, » , ury slinging fHane.

Be near me when my faith is dry,
And men the flies of latter spring,
That luy their eggs,.and sting apd sing,
And weave their petty cella and die.

Be near me when I fade away, . .
‘l'o point the term of human strite,
And on the low dark, verge.of. life

‘The twilight of eternal day.”

We have in the poem the history of & christian
life. There are the doubts and anxieties, the fixed
faith and the ineffable joy. The post tells us how
he was enabled to embrace the great Truth.

“That which we dare invoke to bless; .
Uur dearest faith ; our ghastliest doubt;
He, They, One, All; within, without ;

The Power in darkness whom we guess :

1 found Him not in world or.sun,

Or eagle’s wing, or insect’s eye :

Nor thro' the questions men imay try,
The petty cobwebs we have spun :

If o’er when faith had fall'n asleep,
1 heard a voice, Beliave no more,’
And heard an ever-breaking shore
That tumbled in the Godless deop :

A.warmth within the breast would melt
The freesing reason’s colder part,
And like a man in wrath the heart

Stood up and answered, ‘1 have felt." ™

No doubt many a .forlom one has derived con.
solation from remembering that

‘Al is well, tho' faith and form

Bo sundaer'd in the night of fear;

Well roars.the stormy ¢o those that hear
& deeper voice acroms the storm.”

The post tells us not only of his own doubts, but
also of the great difficulties his Arthur had before
he could accept the Great Salvation.

“You say, but with no touch of
Sweet-hearted, you, whose light-blue eyes
Are tender over drowning flies,

You tell-me doubt iz Dovil-born.

I know not : one indeed I knew
In many a subtle’ question versed
Who touch'd a jarring lyre at first,
But aver strove to make it'true :

Perplext in faith, but pure in deeds,

At last he beat his music out.

There lives more faith in honest doubt
Believe me, than in half the creeds.

He fought his doubts and gathei’d strength,
He would not make his judgment blind,
He faced the spectres of the mind
And laid them : thus he came at length
H i
‘To find » stronger faith his own;
And Power was with himin the night,

Which makes the darknessand the light,
And dwells not in the light alone.

But.in the darkness and the cloud,

As over Sinai's peaks of old,

While Istael ‘made their gods of gold, -
Altho’ the rumpet hléw sd lond.”

The Poet tells of the Golden Future “beyrnd

" the second birth ofl)mh,”when“wodullm

1

at eridless feast enjoying each 'the other’s goed.”
He has no sympathy with the notion that our
spirits afe emanations from a central woul, and
that after breathing their littie day here they'all
are fused ‘agiin with the parent ventre.
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That each who seems a separate whole,
Should move his rounds, and fusing all
The skirts of 36lf again, should fall
Remerging in the central.soul; '



