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ODE TO DEATH 

kath, thou mighty messenger of God, 
vift and sure thine errand to fulfill, 
itless, never checked by gold or fraud,. 

oung and old alike thy pallid chill 
d, and lo? the soul must straight obey 
d€.divine, and thou art master till 
3me, on that or near or distant day, 
1 Vice and Sin shall groan, and Truth rejoice for aye. 

do we shun thee, Death, both great and small, 
strive to shut thy visage from our eyes? 
hy,‘when man receives thy potent call, 
Be lament and wail with bitter sighs? 
‘ us, Oh Death, wherein thy terror Ees. 
ive no terrors for the just a d  good 
think of me in life,” thy voice replies; 
i but for him who hath in malice stood, 
bot expecting, sees my sombre shade intrude.” 

ed are the means, Oh Death, which make thee known 
we betimes make smooth the way for thee, 
give, when life from this poor clay has flown, 
it account, a soul from bondage free; 
nly by thine advent can we see 
nd the deep abyss of earthly strife, 
there behold the One Eternal Three 
roned where angels sit with glory rife, - 
not thee, Oh Death, that dost deceive, but life. 

. 
. 

speed’st to hut and palace at  His will; 
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