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h, my Belovéd, i
that clears
To-pay of past Regrets and
future Fears—
Zo-morrow 9 —~Why, To-
morrow | may be
Myself  with Vesterday's
Sev'n Thousand Vears,

the cup
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like for those who for
Prepare, ‘
And those that afer 4 To-
MORROW stare, :
A Muezzin from the Tower
of Darkness Cries,
“Fools | your Reward 5
neither Here nor Therel”

To-pay .







sk an Angel Shape
g a Vessel on his

e taste of it; and

—the Grape !
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4 hile the Rose blows along the
’% River Brink,

i’j With old Khayyam the Ruby
i , Vintage drink :

N And when the Angel with
E] his darker Draught

; Draws up to Thee—take that,
d and do not shrink.
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h, Moon of my Delight who
know’st no Wane,
The Moon of Heaven is
rising once again :
How oft hereafter rising
shall she look

Through this same Garden
after me—in vain |







