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To the memory of one Keeper

ol the Lamps, this little heck is
dedicated by her son.

4

G

o
L . T

=t



i

PAX BEATA

“we elowed my doar and am all alone,
Here in my room, all fragrant with my
better self.
Here are my pictures that have watied long for
me;

Erasmus with his studious calm;
My plaving children and my lacghing girl,
My guaint stiff angals and my meek 5t. Joln—
They ereet me as | come 1o them for resr.
Lipon the shelves my avher friends
Are waiting, oo, far me: my friends
That take e far bevond my tiny cosm
And make its sunny space
A gleaming entrance inte other lands.
Thers 15 sny bed, wherz all the raght
My body lies aslesp
Ard leaves my soul quite free
To wander with the winds,
There is my window where | say my prayers
And look straight out upon the solid hills




And listen for the rustle of the angels” wings.

My room, all sweet with flowers | love

That arow For me because [ lowve them:

All fragrant, tee, with ghosts of flowers

That bleomed and dreopad with me;

My room so still and quiet, yet astir

Wich all the souls of those that leve and trust
me,

Ourside the strife and struggle and the strain;

i here there's peace, and quietude and
strengih

i"ve closed my doer and [ am all alene.

~EHAINT LOUIS FOST-DIEPATCH
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