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~OW often do God's angyels flit

Around us. and we knowv it flot!

SHov "f*ten doth God's blessing sit,

Like God's wvhite Mvother frec firom blot,

D)eep in the heart's most rosy grot,

And wve, heart-cycess, se not jr!

Ah, God bath liddcd human eyes,

Not that the human heart may sleep)

But that, as these veil nether skies,

'lo open heavens of dream more decep,

They thus may teach man's heart to keep

lIs innmost gaze on Paradise.
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