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How amell in scope thie single sights
How could it stand for human plight?
{An? yat wa know, whicre'e'ar wae zo)
Shadow surrounds our hum:n 1ifae,

And dsrkness is our vell of strifas,

In hope wé hold up lowing tellow,

Te feel the hend of faltering fellow
o One enndle Vightes snothar, yves,

Andl one hﬂﬂd»fﬁﬂ&“l sacond tc press

Thoush blind we be to sky and saas,
The answer to our sasreh will be

Tist scrth returns as sarth is given,
S0 full 1t is, or deasthly shriven

teeording to the span of soul,

- %e 3o the ssrth in prré or whols,

Por neusz it aulfices in itaelf,

The universs sdds to its woenltn

+ Hes the forest in a lesf,

Shape of mwenkind in a shesf,
Bounilees are vou in the knowingg
fart of you (@ nlways growing.
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@ man who lobks at God all day,

Aﬁd 1ifts nias work-stained srms to pray,

Livoe in & world of dariog drecms}
A surgiﬁs, stirring world of stresrs
That Burely, slowly, wind to sea.

ﬁut pome of us, = litt;a narrow,
¥ind the earth eats up the merrow
In our bones, and in our soul

“8 never s:9 the carth as whole

1t metters not how high the sky,
How fair the flowers be,
For theres sr2 some who have no sye,

‘And some who will not sge

1t ratteres not how wild th: waves,
fow glseming ie the sand,

For there are some who live in caves
And never know thm 1eand

And there ars soms who love the ekyj
Wno love both foem and eloud,

But never lesrn the resson why

They are slone in » crowdi

And scme men love ine petal fair,
But esnnot love tha f)ower,
And some men for ihe minutes csre,
But forgat sbout the hour,

And some caress the fragile leaf,
And sweet is honay's taste,

But few in sturdy tree believo,
And lovq of boe is wogste

And  some &dare sng human faece
Apart from =211 the rest,

But blind are to the human rsce,
4nd to 1ifa's richest z.st.,
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Firefly flave the silent dark:
Light plsave upon the rolling park,
A flicker, quicker than the ayey
Swift as the tiwe In wnich men !ie

“hat ssa you there, oh wisest one
A bug, a light, o purk?

Ur wenking, sroping in the dark,
For goal that's naver really won”

Yhet see you therej Kimg, deciaref
inssct, Jslight, Despair?

¥en searching for & place of pamce,
That few will ever live to reach?
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