The Gates Between

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps

Pearl-white, opague and fixed fadt,
Flashing between the hands unclasped,
Blinding between despairing eyes,

The awful Gates shut to, at ladt,

On comfort snatched, and anguish done,
On every moan benesth the sun,

Till we and ours, and joy are one.

Thisisyour hour, Gates of God,

Y our solemn hour, bars of gold,
But there shal come another yet.
Like slken sailsyou shdl be furled,
Like mdting migt you shdl be st.

Oh, ye the dearest! vanished from
Love slittle inner, sheltered spot.
Toye | whisper; not forgot,

But loved the dearer, naméd not.
Across the barrier old aslife,
Lean to us from the Silent World.



