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And vocal with rich Promise of delight,
And ever brightening with an inward light
That soothes and blesses all the ways that lie

In reach of its soft light and harmony.
*And were this path made for my following,

Then would I work and sing, and work and sing;
And though the songs were cryings now and then
Of me thus singing in the midst of men,

Where some are weary, some are weeping, some
Are hungering for joys that never come
And some drive on before a bitter fate
That bends not to their prayers importunàte

Where some say -God is deàf and hears not now,
And speaks not now, some that He is not now,
Nor ever was, and these in fancied power
See not the mighty workings of each hour,
Or, seeing, read them, wrong. Though now and then

My.songs were wailings from. the midst of men,
Yet would I deem that it were ever best

To sing them out of weariness to rest;
Yet would I cheer them sharing in their ills,

Weaving them dreams of waves, and skies, and hills;
Yet would I sing of Peace, and Hope, and Ttuth,

Till softly o'er my song should beam. the youth,
The moYning of the world. Ah, yes, there hath
The goal been planted all along that path ;


