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Then with the knowledge of death ac walking one cide of me,

And the thought of death cloce-walking the other cide of me,

And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hande of companions,
I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talke not,

Down to the chores of the water, the path by the cwamp in the dimness,

To the colemn chadowy cedare and ghostly pines <o <till.

Come lovely and coothing death,
Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later delicate death.

Praicd be the fathomlecs universe,
For life and joy, and for objecte and knowledge curious,
And for love, cweet love—but praice! praice! praice!

For the cure-enwinding arme of cool-enfolding death.

Dark mother alwaye gliding near with coft feet,

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?

Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,

I bring thee a cong that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly.

Approach ctrong deliveress,

When it ic co, when thou hast taken them I joyoucly cing the dead,
Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,

(aved in the flood of thy blicc O death.



From me to thee glad cerenades,

Danceg for thee I propoce caluting thee, adornments and feastings for thee,
And the cights of the open landscape and the high-spread cky are fitting,
And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.

The night in cilence under many a ctar,

The ocean chore and the hucky whispering wave whoge voice I know,
And the coul turning to thee 0 vasct and well-veild death,

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee.

Over the tree-tope I float thee a cong,

Over the rising and cinking waves, over the myriad fields and the prairiec wide,
Over the dence-packd citiec all and the teeming wharves and ways,

I Ffloat thic carol with joy, with joy to thee O death.

Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep, for the dead I loved co
well,

For the cweetect, wicect coul of all my daye and lande—and thic for hic dear cake,

Lilac and ctar and bird twined with the chant of my coul,

There in the fragrant pinec and the cedare duck and dim.



