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World-Drift

JT1 is writtei 'of lien that are dead "1ad majores atbi.titlt."1
Lt is w'ritten and the liffle leaves ofte oi- oest falt in
the night. Lt is iw-ritten and the flower folds its

.peals. Lt is ivritteil and the wind 15 gone. Like the beads
on a groldeni rosary the days slip by. It ay be througli
Saint's fingers; it inay be through Sinnier-s. But the wvild,
Nvaterless his of 'fine w~iîl til ta distingruish touches mfnd
the streets of the Living will be the stairways of' the Dead.

Without end " is the cry ofthe wveaver. Aye, for I have
threads of wondrous colours ýaid patterns of delicate designs.
Aye. for the wvari) and woof is of silver tissue,- AI) ! it is
ail that, niy masier weaver, but your shuttie is at fituit.
Iltve not w'orthieir meni Ihwned anid teasted ? HaLve flot
vv'hite robed aoiytes criýd and chaîited ? Is thei'e any
reason w'hy tlin son of Man shouid prosper where the soi) or
God perverts ? 'The> W7orld-Drift is ol your makzingé and of
your miusic. Do the scattered thi-cads stili float ini tho
abysnuîil dc'pths of Space ? Dlo the Iooins ,:till %vait by the
wveary wvaters? Thev do, you say ? Yes and they w~ill tili
tuie fingers ply at aý costiier garment and the souls oF mn
drop stitclîes lu, aHi innnortal wveb.

Agiîit is wvritten "ad rn:îjores abeut,"-they have
Igoî'e ovem. to the maj.ýority. ThQ shepherd rnay pipe on
the Ionely hili-side; thIe sir'> -may w'histle where the wvaves
wbhiper, but the sogand tlie silent voices are grone for-
ever. Is there an eclio lu the unider-'voud-( ? Ihen the satvrs
have stoleu a cord froin the creweI and are whiling away
the hours %vith wteuving. .AI] day long -and ail day long
the miurinur ot tle dlistant deity is rneaini;ugle-ss. IVhy does
not the grreat Musicimin strike a note to bold and true that
the heart %vill lit with ecstasy and the lips ruove w'ithi
learning? Suirely tiiere is no rJicdew in the strimgs. If there
were w-e %%otild be patient and sighi fot.. As iteis the eves
are filled to over-1i'îm'ing, and the tongue mute with nnguish.
Of-ail the ships tlat dipt into thie not one retur>-
cd. Wheii the tide turuis, nîy Captaiii, wvill atiother ship go
out ? Even now ili the harbor of Oblivion lies a eî'aft of
promise alid -. vrew (il men. TIhe s,,d wveavers of Eternity
have slu'oudedl tlîcîn well. There theY lie and thel r faîces
are white and wvax-lilce. The leaf ee tl.e foi-est., the floiver
that tblded, the w'ind that lid lire their sleep conîpanions.


