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“
�

Now

�

a

�

word

�

came

�

steal-

�

ing

�

to

�

me;

�

�

�

my

�

ear

�

re-

�

ceived

�

the

�

whis

�

per

�

of

�

it.

�

�

�

�

A

�

mid

�

thoughts

�

from

�

vi-

�

sions

�

of

�

the

�

night,

�

�

�

when

�

deep

�

sleep

�

falls

�

on

�

mor-

�

�

�

tals,

�

�

�

dread

�

came

�

up-

�

on

�

me

�

and

�

trem

�

bling,

�

�

�

which

�

made

�

all

�

my

�

bones

�

shake.

�

�

�

�

A

�

spir-

�

it

�

glid-

�

ed

�

past

�

my

�

face;

�

�

�

the

�

hair

�

of

�

my

�

flesh

�

bris

�

tled.

�

�

It

�

stood

�

still,

�

�

�

�

�

but

�

I

�

could

�

not

�

dis

�

cern

�

its

�

ap

�

pear-

�

ance.

�

�

A

�

form

�

was

�

be-

�

fore

�

my

�

eyes;

�

�

�

there

� �

�

was

�

si-

�

lence;

�

�

�

then

�

I

�

heard

�

a

�

voice:

�

�

�

‘Can

�

mor

�

tals

�

be

�

right

�

eous

�

be-

�

fore

�

God?

� �

�

�

�

Can

�

�

�

hu

�

mans

�

be

�

pure

�

be-

�

fore

�

their

�

Mak-

�

er?

�

�

E-

�

ven

�

in

�

his

�

ser

�

vants

�

he

�

puts

�

no

�

�
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�

trust,

�

�

�

and

�

his

�

an

�

gels

�

he

�

charg

�

es

�

with

�

er

�

ror;

�

�

�

how

�

much

�

more

�

those

�

who

�

live

� �

�

in

�

hous

�

es

�

of

�

clay,

�

�

�

whose

�

foun

�

da

�

tion

�

is

�

in

�

the

�

dust,

�

�

�

who

�

are

�

crushed

�

like

� �

�

a

�

moth.

�

�

Be

�

tween

�

morn

�

ing

�

and

�

eve

�

ning

�

they

�

are

�

de

�

stroyed;

�

�

�

they

�

per-

�

ish

�

for-

� �

�

ev-

�

er

�

with

�

out

�

an-

�

y

�

re-

�

gard

�

ing

�

it.

�

�

Their

�

tent

�

cord

�

is

�

plucked

�

up

�

with

�

in

�

them,

�

�

�

�

�

and

�

they

�

die

�

de

�

void

�

of

�

wis

�

dom.’”

�

�
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