
COSMOS AND DREAM.

Who am I ,that I <?hould look to the stars and dream ?

A speck of life so small in this my world;

This puny orb in all the vast universe

This Universe, but one of thousands

Bound together by the infinity of time

Is all in order set, moves with a timeless rythm,

So Immense, that reaching out toward a distant star ,

The mind of man , awed in speculative thought

Is lost in complexity of that which meets his view;

Yet ever strives from out the maze

To venture and explore anew the star of hope .

Still led by inner voice which,

When the way grows dim

Of where or what he is, gives some small sign,

A flash of insight to set him on his path;

Whispers to his conscience, heed not those other ways,

!Kiis is the w^y of God, this is Truth.
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