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WAITING
Serene, I fold my hands and wait,

Nor care for wind, nor tide, nor sea ;
I rave no more "goingdt Time or Fale,
For lo ! my own sholl come to me.

I stay my haste, I make delays,
For what avals this euger paee #
I stomd amid the dernal ways,
And what 13 mine sholl know my face.

Asleep, awake, by night or doy,
The friends I acek aro seeking me ;
No wind con drive my bark asiray,
Nor change the tide of destingy.

What matter if I stand alone ¥
I wait with joy the coming years ;
My heart shall reap where i hoth sown,
And gurner wp it fruif of tears.

The waters know their own, and draw

The brook that springs tn yonder hetghts ;
So flows the good with equal low

Ulnto the soul of pure delighis,

The stars come wightly fo the sky ;
The tdal wave comes fo the sen ;
Noar time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,
Can keep my own away from me.
b3



