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Day after day the old thowIght cornes to mie
Thiat oni the miorr-ow 1 %vill mend my %vay;
A double dawnvi shafl break,) tie nornin- se
l'le sunrise of a nobler, better day,
And that lone Better Self, a captive, P-ee,
Fron-- whiclh in bindncss I have gone astray.
Chains shail be snapped-ties loosed thiat hield me hiere,
And Heaven shiai sile althouehl the wvorld miay sucer.

To-rnorrow's leaf a chaptcr shall begin,
lIn which no thoughts of slianie shail scorchi the white

Strong. wa)'s shail blot the record of past sin,
And write their palimpsest serene and brighit.

Sweet words, lkind actions, and the deeds thiat %vin
'Fhe priceless boon of !ove's iinmieasured igt-

These ily strong portioni !O corne swift, to-niorrowv

Or froni to-day tliy glory 1 miay, borrow.

Alas, to-niorrow 1 One brighit mirage Ghou
A rairror framned in time ; in wvhich are casi.

Reflections of the better thoughit, the vow,
The duhi desire to forget the past.
For sin was neyer lialf so deair as now
When the heart surives, but, coward-hike, ai, hast

Falls willingly and breathless, fromn the fray,
And leaves the conquest to a hater' day.
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