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Some pilgrims lose themselves on the blind
journey
All mortals undertake while flesh en-
thralled,
And so completely seem they to have van-
ished
We say, “A dead soul!” looking on ap-
palled.

We cannot find the treasures birth be-
queathed them,
The reasoning brain, the tender, loving

heart,
The well-planned methods, the successful
struggles
We call life’s victories—head, tact, and
art.

Some, still, masked robber held up and de-
manded
The personality, the mind, the whole;
And human courage weakened, to deny
him,
But yielded mutely what the brigand
stole.

And none could find him; none could ask
him questions,
Nor challenge him to give the treasures

el=
He left his writhing victim changed, de-
frauded L
And no sleuth hound could scent his hid-
den track.

No law of nature had the brigand broken;
In seeing one unfortunate, he saw
A weakening, over-straining, unprotected
Well-minded man, who had not fathomet
law.

But, all unwittingly, had failed in guarding
His own soul's temple,—life unlocked the

‘door,
And in walked that masked robber to de
stroy it
And vanish, with the sad word “Never
more.”

Ah no, destroyer! Death thy power ha
broken;
Thou only wrecked the body, not th
soul.
Death is a liberator and a healer
Who rives our chains, restores and make
us whole.

Tell the glad tidings! make the fettered fec

it,
No matter what the chains which cut an
gall,
Death is the friend who cries, “Renew thei

chances,
Try life in Heaven! The Earth-life is nc

alll”






