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But now, because all sorrows cease 
Assuaged by such sweet faith as thine,
The dear Saint Anne shall give thee peace 
Here at her little, kindly shrine.

The Aim
O Thou who lovest rot alone 
The swift success, the instant goal,
But hast a lenient eye to mark 
The failures of the inconstant soul,

Consider not my little worth, —
The mean achievement, scamped in act, 
The high resolve and low result,
The dream that durst not face the fact

But count the reach of my desire.
Let this be something in Thy sight : —
I have not in the slothful dark,
Forgot the Vision and the Height.

Neither my body nor my soul 
To earth’s low ease will yield consent 
I praise Thee for my will to strive.
I bless Thy goad of discontent

THE END.


