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Evo, swoetlic'iirt—(Iroaiii no nmro

—

wiikv up— \v;il<p

up I "I'is (^)uitit()ii's living M'lf conic home to love vou

or ever

!

lie kissed her f);is-.ioii;nel\-, .'iiid >hc rc<^;ir(le(I liini

with round, uondi riii"- eves.

''lie IIcHven ;i h)n<^ ways ot!', my (^uintoii.- Did

your de;ir ^oul find tlie u.iy e;isv.'"

"I'm alive, darling—a iiviiio;, loving man! Feel

my heavy hand on your >houlder."

"IJe it so different u hi re the dead folks bide' He

they happy? (an a mother kiss her sons then? ("an

lovers .^till lovi ? Or do \- come from a cold, n;()lden-

brifrlit place where no loving hearts throb an' no

voices speak? Did them you cared for liaste to wel-

come you iiome? Was your mother an' faither wait-

ing with glad eyes for 'e? Be all the ghosts so hutivul

as you, my own? ()]• be tlie plain on earth still plain

in Heaven? I >uppose 'tis all music an* light

—

spring an' summer an' ripe autunm in one there? Yet

I do tliitd< 'tua> winter for my dear love to see his

luart-iiroki n maiden down below."

"Not he,trt-i)ro!^( n, not heart-broken bt^vond. mend-

ing! "Fis i>- .d, (1 again now. Say 'tis mended.

What will make you understand tliat I'm a man and

not a spirit ? Listen to me. I have so nnich to tell

you. "I'was !>') Heaven I've been in, mv pretty

dariing, but a King's great battleship. I've been


