
DEDICA TION

All, all wa8 yours; no word or thought

Of begt endeavour or of daily thing8,

But had in you its deep and secret àprinps,

Whence such, intaris8ableflow wa8 brought

Tofeed my life-stream 8parkling on it8 cour8e,

That it must mount high as afountainfling8

Its spray to find the level of its -source.

Fairgtreamfrom out life'8 very inmo8t heart,

Now, where the carven channelw overthrown

In wasted landsfrom ways of men apart,

Where once the rose tofullestjoy had g'rown,,

In drifted sands choked and unfruitful sinks,

Nor ever 81ake8 the bittergalling smart

Of desert-thirst that all itsfulnes8 drink8o


