
'T^^HERE in some deep ravine

-- Whose walls are living green,

A sanctuary spacious, cool and dim.

At earth-refreshing morn

The pure white clouds are born,

The ir-ense of the ground sent up to Hi

TV T O slighted task is there,

^ But equal craft and care

And love in irresistible accord.

The test and sign of art.

Bestowed through every part

;

No thought of recognition or reward.
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