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ot afl my freasure hath the bandid Time
Locked 0 kis glimomering coverns of the Pasti:

Fair women dead and friemdships of old rhyme,
And noble dreams that hod do end af fost;—

Akt these indesd; ond from voufh's sacrinty
Fall many ¢ holy relic hatk fe form,

Vessels of mystic fadfh God filled for me,
Holding them up lo Him in Hfe's youeg morn,

Al these are sine no more—Time hath them alf,
Time and his ademaniine gaoler Death:
Despodure vast—yet seemeth 18l small,
When unip thee I furn, thy blpem and breath
Filling with Feht and fncense the last shrine,
Innermosl, fnoccesyible,—yea, Hine.



