
THE CRY OF CAIN.

Even O God. from me. the wand.«r.
Even from me stained with a brother's bloodEven from me who sought to flee Thy cu^'At last from me accept an offering f

'

Even from me whose fruit Thou didst disdainFrom me who thought acceptance was mv HFrom me who met divine rebukeirhTte '

From me. a rebeJ. ruthless, impotent
^'*'

Yet f^^rTu "P°" '"y wasted browVet fiercely kept my impious head unbentDefiant of the lightning and the gW*'
Desp.s.ngallthepi,yofmykind

'

And hopeless of the mercy ofmy God-

Fl^rtraVfi^rtttk? ^"7.°^-^ -''^^'^ ''-gs

Into Thy wor d who r^ '^ '''^ '^"'^^ "^"d-

Into Thy wor d Trin ^T' ''' ^'"^ "^ '"°«'.

I ^. 1^^°^^^ bring I the scourge of war II see the legions mustering for the str f^

Ambition's pleadinirs thrJii.v •

'

The s.,m«, r ^ thrilling patriots' hearts •The summons of religion to destroy
'

I heS tt" ' T
''"^" ^'^''^^ °f Lucifer 1I hear the wailing of the fatherless.And desolate curses upon me. the s re

^Sh^^f^:,^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
I see the flames oneXrflrX^
OP«tan7H'"^"^'^*''^^^P«^*-*'y-
v ,

^^ and Hunger glisten
; and hard bvVultures and wolves on Writhing vaX';.
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