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THE CHOICE OF A WIPE. 28

My friends I hope you do not call that death.That IS an autumnal sunset. That is a crystalline
^iver pouring into a crystal sea. That is the soloof human life overpowered by hallelujah choms.T at IS a queen's coronation. That is heaven,
liiat is the way my father stood at eighty-twosa^mg my mother depart at seventy-nine. Per!haps so your father an- mother went I wondw
II we will die as weW'

"««*«

I fl


