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SHALL WE MEET AGAIN?

EN seldom think of the shadow that faVis across their own path, hiding forever from their

eyes the traces of the loved ones, whose living smiles were the sunlight of their existence.

Death is the great antagonist of life, and the cold thought of the tomb is the skeleton of all

feasts. We do not want to go through the dark valley, although its passages may lead to

Paradise ; and, with Charles Lamb, we do not want to lie down in the muddy grave even

•with kings and princes for our bed-fellows. But the fiat of nature is inexorable. There is

no appeal of relief from the grc-t 1AW which dooms us to the dust. We flourish and we
fade as the leaves of the forest, and ihe flower that blooms and withers in a day has not a

frailer hold upon life than the mightiest monarch that ever shook the earth with his foot-

steps. Generations of men appear and vanish as the grass, and the countless multitude that

throngs the world to-day will to-morrow disappear as the footsteps on the shore. In the beautiful

drama of Ion, the instinct of immortality, so eloquently uttered by the death-devoted Greek, finds

a deep response in every thoughtful soul. When about to yield his young existence as a sacrifice

to fate, his beloved Clemanthe asks if they shall not meet again, to which he replies: "I have

asked that dreadful question of the hills that look eternal—of the streams that flow forever—of the

r'^ars among whose fields of azure my raised spirit hath walked in glory. All were dumb. But

while I gaze upon thy face, I feel that there is something in the love that mantles through its

beauty that cannot wholly perish. We shall meet again, Clemanthe."

George D. Prenticb.

ANNABEL LEE.

I
T was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden lived whom you may know.
By the name of Annabel Lee

;

And this maiden she lived with no other
thought

Thau to love, and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea
;

But we loved with p. love that was more than love,

I and my Annabel Lee

—

With a love thst the wiugdd seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that long ago,
III this kingdom by the sea,

A wiud blew out of cloud-land, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee ; ,

So tliat her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre,
In this kingdom by the sea.

]

The angels, not so happy in heaven.
Went envying her and me.

Yes, that was the reason (as all men know)
In this kingdom by the sea,

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we

;

Of many far wiser than we

;

And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from ilie soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee,

And the £;tars never rise but I feel the bright eyes
Of the b>=autiful .\nnabel Lee.

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling, my darling, my life, and my bride,

In her sepulchre there by the sea,

In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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