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As one who throws a flickering taper's nj
To light departing feet, my shadowed way
You br^ten with your fiuth. Faith makes the maa
Alas! that my poor foolish age outnm
Its early trust in God The death of art
And progress foUows when the world's hard heart^ out religion. 'Tis the human brain
Men worship now, and heafen, to them, means-gain.

THE NEW CENTURY.

Faith is not dead, though priest and creed may pass.
For thought has learened the whole unthinking mass,And man looks now to find the God withia
We shaU talk more of lovc^ and less of sin.
In this new era. We are drawing near
Unatlassed boundaries of a laiger sphere.
With awe I wait till Science leads us on
Into the full effulgence of iu dawa

fate


