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Truth Never Dies

Anon.

Truth never dies. The ages come and go.

The mountains wear away, the stars retire. Destruction
lays earth’s mighty cities low;

And emplres,states and dynasties exji)lre But caught and
handed oanrd iny the wise,

Truth never dies. 4ot

Though unreceived and scoffed at through the years;

Though made the butt of rldlcule and ]"éét&though held
aloft for ngtoi'fk‘erg7 and Jeers,m

Denied by those of trarlsxent power possessed 5

Insuited by the insolence of lies, mA

ﬂ(LHu

It answers not . it does not tade of ense,

Truth never dies.

But with a mighty silence bldes its time, As some great

° )%
cliff that braves the elements =

f-,»)t";,. XA, a o

And lifts through all the storms its head subhme.
It ever stands,uplifted by the wise;

And neyer dies.

As re?t—é#the Sphins amid egyptian sands;

As looms on high the snowy peak and crest;



As firm and patient as Gibraltar stands,
: s B 4
So truth, unwearied , waits the era bﬁ'sé‘,'w”hen men shall
turn to it with great sur-prise.

Truth never dies.
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The Noble Nature

OB Jonson

It is not growing like a tree

In bulk,doth Make man better be;

Or star\ldiné _long an oak ,three hundred year,To fall a log
at last ,dry ,bald,and sere:

Alily of a day o

Is f{:}'}rg far in May,

Although it fall and die that night;

It was the plant and flower of Light.

In small proportions we just beauties see,

And in short measures life may perfect be.
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Virtue

G. Herbert

Sweet day,so cool,so calm,so bright!
The bridal of the earth and sky——
The dew shall weep thy fall to—night;

For thou must die.



Sweet rose,whose hue angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye ,

Thy root is ever in its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet spring,full of sweet days and roses
A box where sweets compacted lie,

My music shows ye have your closes,
And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like season’d timber ,never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,

Then chiefly lives.
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The Unfading Beauty

T. Carew

He that loves a rosy cheek,

Or a coral lip admires,

Or from star—like eyes doth seek
Fuel to maintain his fires:

As old time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.
But a smooth and steadfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desires;
Hearts with equal love combined,
Kindle never —dying fires.

Where these are not,I despise

Lovely cheeks or lips or eyes.
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Things That Endure

T. Otson

Honor and truth and manhood ——
These are the things that stand,



Though the sneer and jibe of the cynic tribe
Are loud through the width of the land.
The scoffer may lard it an hour on earth,
And a lie may live for a day ,

But truth and honor and manly worth

Are things that endure alway. ‘
Courage and toil and service,

Old ,yet forever new——

These are the rock that abides the shock
And holds through the storm,flint—true,
Fad and folly,the whims of an hour,

May bicker and rant and shrill;

But the living granite of truth will tower
Long after their rage is still.

Labor and love and virtue——

Time does not dim their glow;

Though the smart may say ,in their languid way,
“Oh,we’ ve outgrown all that,you know!”
But a lie ,whatever the guise it wears,

Is a lie,as it was of youe.

And a truth that has lasted a million years

Is good for a million more]



A HEM AR —
R A B,
BRKFEERGILINGED

W 388 K 2% b

W 5 Bt E M B B — /N
— MRS HIFREF—R,

{H R ECBE 30 A W O
HAKERLE,

BB FEHMRS

BREE RWMAZHFH—
XERBZWEHHEA,
ZBENRRERE,
HEMBE, U THANIEYE,
BE XN L R
EREXEERTEHBRKAZE,
HENRREKNEHEREE.
HE B EE—

i (] AR £ 0 B (118 S HE R Ik 5

O RBEEHEZTE MAUFTRILZ AL,



BRI A RGO, PR AGE , 47T E s AR
B

HR—RE  AREH L4 ﬂJﬁ,

RQEH B, DARKS.

M T —EHENEE,

Bd—EESRE.

A psalm of life

H. W. Longfellow

Tell me not ,in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream]

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are nto what they seem.

Life is real! life is earnest|

And the grave is not its goal;

“Dust thou art,to dust returnest,”

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment,and not sorrow,

Is our destined end or way;

But to act,that each tomorrow

Find us further than today.

Art is long,and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave still, like muffled
10



drums,are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of life,

Be not like dumb,driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future,howe’er pleasant|
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act—act in the living present!
Heart within,and Goduo’ erhead!
Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And ,departing,leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time——
Footprints,that perhaps another,
Sailing o’ er life’ s solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing,shall take heart again,

Let us ,then,be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate; .
Still achieving,still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait

11
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BLESSED LONGING

Johann Wolfgang Goethe

Tell it no one,save the wise——
Swift th mob would scoff , would blame——
Stuff of life is what I laud,that

Ardent,seeks its death in flames.
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