
THE MEETING OF THE CENTURIES

THI OLD CENTURY IPEAKl

By you, Hope stands. With me, Exrericnce walks.
Like a fair jewel in a faded box,

In my tear-rusted he.irt, siveet Pity lies.

For all the dreams that look forth from your eyes,
And those biight-hued ambition?, which I know

'

Must fall like leaves and peris), in Time's snow,
(Even as my soul's garden stands bereft,)

I give you pity ! 'tis the one gift left.

THE NEW CENTURY
Nay, nay, goo.' friend ! not pity, but Godspeed.
Here in the morning of my life I need.
Counsel, and not condolence ; smiles, not tears.
To guide me through the channels of the years.
Oh, I am blinded by the blaze of light

That shines upon me from the Infinite.

liiurred is my vision by the close approach
To unseen shores, whereon the times encroach.

THE OLD CENTURY

Illusion, all illusion. List and hear
The Godless cannons, booming far and near.
Fhunting the flag of Unbelief, with Greed
For pilot, lo ! the pirate age in speed
Be.irs on to ruin. War's most hideous crimes
Besmirch the record of these modern times.
Degenerate is the world I leave to you,—
My happiest speech to earth will be— ,dieu.
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