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DEDICATION
"AMME yip wharou wpddagis ylucepod xodver peivas

Lowe time to Jook wnieeing ever, and Bearken
Ewen 1o, nor bear,

Muker bold despoir indeed, heari®s heart of fear,
While brosd and darken

Wide wings of thadvsw and silemce, wwhither sped
Down weary ways

Go joy-bereft, of bope uncomforied,

Our sad rwift days.

What power yet past yon rhadewy silemi dread
The recret of our doom? Une gleam forth-raying,
One soft word 1aid ;

For though but echoing faint, but phantom=frail,
Sound breathe, Gght shine,
Comes thrifled the rign,

Nay bere if now our baffled thought be holden
From secking far,

About these paths, lo, flowers set star on star

In tawilights golden ;

And woodland waters leap, and music floaws
v
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Through beavenly rift,
And crysial airs of dawn their rippling rose
Per sill meres drifs.

But ye, whe torned from many a gracious gift,
Earth's greeting Findly,
Nor stayed your quest, for cyes that gaze 1o Mindly
The cloud to 5fi,
The dark rune read, ewbence bisgful lore we learn
Ar they whe ream
And see at foni o'er wildy wntrodden bura
Lort fightr of lrve: O ye, who bave crossed much daring
The dimness yonder,
Of comrades mindful yer who mowrn and wander,
Speed, speed fur-faring
The Sign, bope’s zbaft that cleaves the core of fear,
Widged stoothsay, strong
To wakem in our shadow shining clear,
In ailence, 1ong.



