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IIE glory of the earth is but a Xisioli,

The unsubstantial beauty of a dreain,

A shadow froîn the light Of thi11igs elysian,

A broken image iii a troubled streani.

A moonfliglit 'tis, wlbOse cold 'efiected gleam

3 ot Nvarrns, thougli it enlighltens tili that waking

When idded souls, unto tbe living beaîïr

Eye-opening, sgi"At last the day is breakirg!

0 Father God, I si<keîî foi, tire norrow,

I yearii tu sec Thine Orient s]ay the night.

Yet would I not, îneanwlile, this earth shouldj borrow

One grace of mien, oue feature of delighlt;

Lest, finding the retiection ail too fair,

I should forget Thou art but mirrored there
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