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I prajr jrott l«t hm
Sujr not mjr ipirit vritk your eutotretekcd kaitda,

Lovinf, but evMr-fond: no fumbling band*
May •Utmoh tkb •bbing (id*;

Alon* Mva for my prio*

And Cod—Imvs m« with Him to mako tba and.

Tbaaa fiftaan raaking koura,

With tkoM my fiftaaii atoriad canturiaa

Corgad and bloatad. iquat banaath your ayaa^

Which yaatarday in vain
Sought to ambraca my fana

In ona long raptura, crying. "Thia ia ottral"

Of Our Liaga Lady'a graea

My kings hava cravad thair crowning at my gift

O untoward fatal that I. with scanty thrift.

Must don this witharing crown
Of daath, unkni^tly thrown
By yon basa churl. «mo fouls a king's hi|^ placal

Tha faggot and tha flama^
Whanca soarad to Haavan dia soul of La Pudalla.

Sha whom my doistarad spirit lovad ao wall.

And in dua saason saw
Franca to bar Lord restora—
Wara sistar ^>a%vn of Hell to thia my shama.

Where rest my martyr-saints;

Where my apostlea and my virgins; all

That gentle fellowship of niche and stall

And gilded canopy >

In fuller panoply
Find they a sanctuary from man-made strainta>

For now that fair demesne
Of vaulted choir, groined roof and pinnacle.

Crocket and cusp, stone steeped in miracle.

Where they were wont to cry.

Silent, unceasingly.

The Master-Builder's praise, is riven in twain.


