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)f ber he loves-the greatitess of the min(l

J.Ilm, self-contained, the music struck by souls
For goodness passionate from nature's Strings
rhe scorn of deatb, the love of n'oble deeds

&,Il this will rest on mankinà like a spell,
Knd spite or' filth and crime, disease and deatli,

,./ause them to, move towards excellence. Ah! trueý
rhe course is slow. The freshenin(y niorning comes

17pon the heels of night and orives eacli day

A new birth to the world; the years steal by
And leave behind their-legacies of fact;

The gezzierations rise and fall like waves,
]But ere they die the stQi-e of knowledore swell;
Irhe centuries bearing names and deeds of note,
&nd-petty, pangs and lyric joys, and lo-ý,ýes

roo weighty for frai] lives-the centuties flee;
& thousand years are gone like yesterday;

Id empires sink into, decrepitude;

ew kingdoms rise; even races pass away;

ew tvpes appear; new forms of civic lifé-
,ut Dian is still the same blind fool, the same

àse groveller, still will be hue his chains,
Lnd still pursue whai leads to chains and death.

)own the ruining precipices of time

,lyrant and tyrannies are hurled, and man

L moment rises free and stands erect;
le ftiture opens like a dawn of sprinor;

,t seems as if afar in depths of space
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