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HI.

[ii its ]o\\^ |)rof,a'o«s to tlio perfect dixy,

The soul (>f inuTi eiicli new relii^ioii inn(]e,

Still upward going in its <lestinc(l way—
\n cliains of doubt and error long delayed ;

Fashioning ])hantoins—of itself afraid

—

To its own thoughts and wishes bowed it low ;

Its Gods, witli all its ])assions, were arraye<l.

To these it bowed itself and worshippe<l so,

Kaeh thought of love or hate, or joy, or grief, or woe
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IV.

Then Christ arose, and taught the listening crowd ;

The (Jods of Home before his face grew dim ;

Unto him soon whole races lunnbly bowed,

An<l nations knelt in after days to him.

Hut now, in the light of moiMi, his star grows dim ('1)
;

The light of truth has fallen on man's soul.

And superstition ])asseth as a dream
;

The sun of truth has pierced the clouds that roll

Around her wav, and now she clind»s uuin h<>r goM,!.


