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Like mastless hulks that drift at sea, and tossNow forward and back, with the vagrant wave-
Mjsfortnne stripped of ease and JoyKe Ze'Of every creature, and of every cross.

ffif f
^® suffers here inexorable loss,

And seems a mausoleum but to crave;—Sh feet of earth,-a friend to dig her grave;And last a coverlet of shaggy moss.

Mayhap 'twas Fortune all the while that, dressedin rags deceived us loving so the earth
*or only those with joy are truly blest^
With innocence, with happiness and mirth;Who still are Jesus' and His mother's guest;-
Their image too in Ufe and death and birth
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