
111WE JUNAIo OP" KING<S.

A IL, Thou, xny Light-, rny Lifie ny tuies

O, t'uch wvith power tie Nveaknless of rny lips,

That so niy thotiglits inay sail the tide of verse,

Agolden boet of passion-1-ideni ships.

An orb to every cycle of delighit,

Sphiering ail blisses ini a golden cine,

31agnificeiitly boundless, fajir, and bright,

Wherein the soul itunetrged is raisedt abovp

Itself, to oneness wvith Etpwuial Love.
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