
TH-E KING'1S RING

Poetry

The King's Ring

Once in Persia reigned a king
Who upon hîs signet ring
Graved a màxim true and wise
Which, if held before his eycs,
Gave hiîn counsel at a glance
Fit for every change, and chance.
Solemn words; and these are they:
''Even this shial pass away.''

Trains of carnels through the sand
Brouglit hini gems from Samiarcand,
Fleets of galcys through the seas
Brought iîîî 1ear]s to mîatch with tbese;
But lie eounted not his gain-
Treasures of the mine and main,
''What is wcalth?'' the king would say;
''Even thîs shall pass away.'

In the revels of his court
At the zenith of the sport.
When the palins of ail his guests
Burned w'ifh clapping at his jests,
H1e, amid his figs and wine,
Cricd: "'O loving fricnds of mine!
Pleasure cornes, but not to stay,
''Evcn this shall pass away.''

F'ighting on a furious field
Once a javelin picrced his shield;
Soldiers with Ioud lament,
Bore hini bleeding to his tent,
Groaning with his tortured sidc.
''Pain is liard to bLear,'' he cri'ed;
"But with patience day by day,
''Even this shall pass away.''

Struck with palsy, sere -and old,
Waiting at the gates of gold,
Spake he with. his dying breath.
''Life is donc, but what is death?'
Then, in answer to the king,
Fell a sunbcaîn on his ring,
Showing by a heavenly ray:,,
"Even this shal pass away.
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