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Entered ai Ille Post O(fé ai Otta2aa, Orit. , as Second- Cta5sàMatter.

'Zbe Dcatb of Ml1ary.

T hear lis Voice!1 1 rnust away!1
My soul doth burn! 1 cannot stay!
The paf h was diim, and the %%ay %Nas long,
But iny soul withiii lue Tjnvý kiept strong,
And feaf.. -ýrod upon shall her shoulders be
At 41. ':iss of thc bruath of Deity-
The hre-atli of Love, and its quiekening kiss,
-Which men call death, and I call bliss.
lark to tie sweet Voiue! It calli e away!
Loose me, thou earth, for I canut delay!1
Out of the body I yearri on high,
Into the life which doth not die.
«Upward and onward, high and higlier,
1 arn borne 0.i plumes of strong desire,
Away, âway, to, the Ruaha of Re-st,
*Whipri, nitb pin ions foXled upow.-my breast,
Brood 1 shall, like the nested dovey
Lappet] and lulled on the hecart of LoVE

-Frank Waters.
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