
Live While Yoit Livc. 2

LIVE WI-ILE YOU LIVE.

IýS not for man to trille! Life is bricf

JIL ~ And sin is hiere.
'Oiir age is but the falling, of a lef-

A dropping tear.
\Ve have 11o tine toosport away the hours:
Ail nmust be cmrnest iii a world like ours.

Not rnany lives, but onl1Y one hiave -%e-
Frail, fleeting ninn

:How sacred should that oiie life ever be-
'Iliat nlarrow span!

T)ay ater day fillcd up with blcssed toil;
ilour aSter hour stili bringiiig iii new spoil!

Our bciing is, no shtLdow of thin air,
Mo vacaint drecamn

No fable of the, tings that never mrcre,
But onl1y seemi.

'Tis full of meaniig ils 'Af mystcry,
Tlioughi straxige anid solenui xuay that reaningr ho.

Our sorrows zire no0 phiantonis uf the Inighit-
No idie tille:

No cloild that Iloats along at sky of lig1it,
On surniner gale.

They aire the truc rcalities of earth-
Friends and coxupanions evenl fromn oui: birth.

O1, life below, hiow brief, how~ poor, liow sad
One hecavy Sig.)

0, 11f è. above, how long, and fair, and glad 1
Ail cndless joy.

O 1 to have donc for ayoC withi dyingç bore!1
O ' to begrin the living in yon sphere!

O, day of Uie, hiow dark!l O , skZy and carithi
]Iow dulI1 your hue!i

O, daiy of Christ, hiow brigit! O , sky anxd earth,
Made iiir and ncw!

Corne, better Edeni, witlî thy freshier green!
Corne birighitcr Salein, gladdcn. ail the scene!1
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