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'HE longy lost chilci is found aga-ýin
In2 story, tale, and poeni.

T11e wreck'cl ship, rightecl, sails the main
And comes in triur-ph homne.

The poor accedle to sudden wealth,
Mansion replacing hut.

The wo mnd to death is kisseu by health;
The gates of pain are shut.

Friends side by side the daýsied fields
Traverse in joy and truth;

And nature peace aiid solace yields,
As in the worlcl's lost youth.

The rose of love bloomns thornless
Beneath a cloudless sky,

And youths and maidens pluck it thus,
To wear it 'tii they die.

Even death is as a myth, and flot
A giant griilti and real,

l3y whomi both young and old are caught
And crushed in grasp of steel.

ECýternal xvoe, eternal weal
Are as the mnists of night,

Since Fiction too oft weaves a veil
For our spiritual sight
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