
THE WHITE COMRADE
He comes—not death at all, but radiant life,

Comes in the eyes of comrades, lives in hearts

That give all, taking nothing in return.

He is a rumor and a far white light,

He is the singing bird, the children's flute

That called us wooing forth to give our all.

The floating glad things of the buoyant air,

Young earth's warm children, music ai.d delight.

Live in His eyes: those deathless azure eyes,

That smile upon the moment we thought hard.

And turn our sacrifice to kindling light.

They pass through radiant gates on whom He smiles.
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