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THE VOKTS MANSION.

^¥ llotts iiranston.
" Thi^ jjliibi.- rcKiKi;., "I'lin if, ,lxi^,

Aiul I :„„ hoM,ew,-,r,l l,ouiul-to ,„y destiny,"

'HERE'S better things in Store I scan
Than death that comes to every man •

1 he death's beginning ends my fate-
It was begun at treasure's gate.
God gave command (and disobey'd
Did Adam), then the curse was laid
And with that curse a promise came-
It was the promise of a name
That led me forth in Wisdom's way •

In death's dark vale I'll need no lay'
Nor will my ever-thinking mind
Experience hopes yet undefined

;No longer will the twilight grey,

'

Nor streak of sun its i,iercing ray,
Be seen the glittering stars of night
Nor splendours of the northern light
Or waken from some troubled dream,'
I ponder o'er scme failing scheme.
No longer will this aching breast

'

Sigh forth in grief when not possess'd •

No longer feel the balmy breeze
Waft odours through the forest trees
Nor made to feel this achmg pain
While seeking hard-begotten gain

;


