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In life thai rciiclics nic, and iiuikcs

Me tlirill and (luivcr. oa^r'T-cytid.

W'lial is the power? What, that shakes

My (»\vii poor lilV and tears my |)ride?

Oh. this! that in these times ihere is

A si)irit fjreater tlian J knew
or tlame-h rowed, nnhh-sf >arrilice.

Whose hreatli these two \ears (ui nit> hiew.

Yet tied to tliis dull (hiylonj; ronud
I see two duties clasli, and find

What, oh so many have not i'onnd I

Hehellion in my inmost mind.

Heed 1 the call '' Tliere seems no ease

To frnitless (piestii'iiin^'. aye or no:

Mnst I then stay? 'J'here is no ju^aee.

Nor certainty to sav. " "Fis so."

lUit now when thoujrht could he more full.

And God more near, and men more hi<rh.

.\nd the sweet life more wonderful.

Can I not. too. <;o out to die?


