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Pale Envy wither'd at the sight, .
And frowning at the pile,

Call’d Murder from the realms of night,
To blast the glorious toil ;

With rufian ouirage, join'd in woe,
They form the league abhorr'd,

And wounded Science felt the blow,
That crush’d the mystick word.

Concealment, from sequester'd grave,
On sable pinions flew,

And o’er the sacrilegious grave,
Her veil impervious threw ;

T’ associate band in solemn state,
T'he awful loss deplor’d,

And Wisdom mourn'd the ruthless fate,
That whelm'd the mystick word.

At length through time’s expanded sphere,
Fair Science spreads her way,

And warm’d by truth’s refulgence clear,
Reflects the kindred ray ;

A second fabrick’s tow’ring height
Proclaims the sign restor'd,

From whose foundation, brought to light,
Is drawn the mystick word.

To depths obscure, the favour'd Trine
A dreary course engage,

*Till through the Arch the ray divine
Illumes the pacred page!

From the wide woniers of this blaze,
Our antient sign’s resior'd,

The Royal Arch alone digplays
‘The long tost mystick word,



