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The cormmon runes of knowledge; but there fies

A greatness, vast, bebifld thîs taper gleam
That stands for somewbat lore bath neyer weighed

In ail its ponderings of thought-pulsing braÎn.
Shakespeare, the migbty, touched it as he passed.
The Man in tJz did feel it. shook the folds

0f sOm*e great garmet's hem of One who passed

The vasty gates of Orion at oneS stride.

Ail earth's high sou1s have felt it in their time,

Have risen to titis mlghty deep in thought

Or worshipp.J in the blackness and the gleam.

Dream flOt because life's taper flame grows dim1,
Man's $OU grows wasted gazing oni duil goid,

Hi. spirit shitnok with canker of Uife's iii,

That earth'a great nigbts wiii dark.a their spkOndours downe,

Her dawns will fai to rise, this rnighty world

W'I1 cease to roll its vast appointed way;

And beauty and love, and ail that man boids siveet

For Y0tt andi age, the effort glati, the joy,
The memr otf ol4 greatness gone beoe

Not hold their mgie ',toath the amihty ivili,
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Yea, 'tiseera as the wave, the sky,

Changn fOer, never wholly passig

A part of a11 thi, dreamn that wili nol die

It lives foee.Years m#y fade and fass,

Youth's dren deline to age andi death' 4ecay,

Ills and sharp griefs, depa and gni corne:

While earth remnains ber spirit wUi not fati.

That greatness back of ail will still console,

Man's life will stili be sweet, its purpose giad,

The rnorn wili stili be mor1ing, and thie night

Star spiendours arched above the eternl peace,

The eternal yearning and the eternal drea,ý


