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Betterthanthebestof life

Is a respitefromits strife
Thosethat live shallsigh for death,

Draw in paintheir lingeringbreath;

But no pangshallevergrieve

Sleepof yours-toosweettoleave!
Whenthe " life of life" is o'er,
Life hasonly deathin store
Joy for those, andtriumphhigh,

Blesseddead, whoearlydie!:

―――――

SPIRITUAL IMPRESSIONS .

ELIZABETHOAKESSMITH.

WE toil for earth, its shadowyveil
Envelopssoulandthought,

And hidesthat disciplineandlife,

Within our beingwrought.
We chainthethought, weshroudthesoul,

And backwardturn our glance,

Whenonwardshouldits visionbe,

And upwardits advance.

Andnevermaythespirit turn
Fromthat effulgentray,

It lives foreverin the glare
Of aneternalday;
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Lives in thatpenetratinglight,

A kindredglowto raise,

Or everywitheringsin to trace

Within its searchingblaze.

Few, fewtheshapelytemplerear,

For God'sabidingplace

Thatmystic temple, whereno sound
Within the hallowedspace

Revealsthe skill of builder'shand;

Yet with a silent care

That holy templerisethup,

And Godis dwellingthere.

Thenweepnotwhenthe infantlies

In its smallgraveto rest,

With scentedflowersspringingforth

Fromout its quietbreast;

A pure, puresoulto earthwas
given,

Yet maynotthus remain;

Rejoicethat it is renderedback,

Without a singlestain.

Bright cherubsbearthebabeaway

With manya fondembrace,

Andbeauty, all unknownto earth,

Uponits featurestrace.
They teachit knowledgefromthe fount,

Andholy truth andlove;

The songsof praisetheinfantlearns
,

As angelssingabove.


