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AT THE SISTER. ISLANDS.-

-We stand u'pn the bridore and look below
-Into the rush of waters, streaking white
Along the, sunken rocks,, so sWift .their flight

And while we look, it seems . to us as though
We' move, and the quick tides have ceased to,

flow.
So much the motion juggles with our sight,

That we must lift, to see the truth aright,.
Our faces to'the ský,s. uhclouded glo-vý

Thus man- may stand « on trut.h. while error
sweeps

Beneath him to its misty overthrow
Into the tumult- of the nether deeps

et elf deceived o. fte * the sout will cry:
'.'Error-is truth, afid truth is falsity,"

Until a God-iWard glance the truth doth
show.
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