
A SOUL'S QUESTION

" Oil, ti'II me whcru 1.4 ITcnven,

Whore eaitli-worn souls may nst ?

Oh, tell mo, whore in Iloaven,

'I'hat rcfii^^o of the hlost ?"'

r>iit Morn, witli iiouhorn hn>htiioss.
J'l'iit <lo\vn a siniliii<; face;

And o'er the olhoroal vaulting

Tliis answer doomed to trace,
" Ye may not know."

And it was day.

To Day wlio ruled with splendor,
Tliat soul expressed its need,

And from (he mortal prison

Bef?p:ed humhly to be freed.

" Oh, tell rue, vliere is Heaven ?

I pi ay thoe to reveal;

Oh, tell me, wlie'-e is Heaven?
I would my sorrow heal."

But o'er the hills and valleys,

Day spread her laud)ent light,

And seemed to say .so softly,

While she measured hours bright,
" Ye may not know."
And it w as night.
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