Abraham
“I wo childless Be 1t thine,
Vo spin a finer, purer. golden thread,
Fhe starry hosts and silver, sandy beaclr.
Vhey fatl to count the number ot thy seed
< I'he good Damascus man is not thine heir,
Nor will the tribes he gllht‘l’wi to his )H".l\l.
Fhe resting place of saints shall claim thy name,

Vhe welcome, Lasting, ssnonvin of hea




