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Li,.v$s from RostdaU

THE WANDERING JEW
(TrMuUt«IlroBiB6n«gw. WritUn at icIiooL)

•• Chratien I au roTngtar aoaflhuit,
Teada dim Tmre d'aui rar te port«."

Chriatianl in the pilgrim craving
GlasB of water at thy door

See the Wandering Jew, still braving
Storm and tempest evermore.

Never old through ages past,

My sole dream the end of all;
0*er each day I deem the last,

Mocking sunbeams rise and fall.

Ever, ever.

Turns the earth, where rest I never.
Forever, ever 1 Ever, forever 1

For eighteen centuries, alas I

0*er Greek and Boman ashes dead.
O'er thousand ruined states I pass.
On by the frightful tempest led.

Tve seen the fruitless good deeds cold.
Have seen the evil blossoming,
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