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:Death i s only an old dooJ: 
Set in a £?:a.rd en wall; 
On gentle-hinges i t g i Yes , a t dusk 
When ti:e thI'Uehe ;~ call . 

'"a\lonf-±:· t }1e · lint ·e l a.re (!~Y .. een l ec'\ves , 
Beyond t he light lies still; 
Very will ing and weary feet 
Go over t hat s ill. 

Tb.er-~ i s noth ing t o trouble any h eart ; 
Not~in;r to hu.:!"t at e.11. 
Dea,th i s only a qui et doo:r 
I n a..."".l. old wall. 

N'a.ncy Byrd Turner 

lfo Ji'u..,"1.e::cal Gloom 
--~ 

!lo f u...71e:ral gl ocm , my dears , when I a.m gone , 
Corpse=gazings , t eaTs , bl ack raiment , graveyard gr i mness . 
Th ink of' me a s wit h drawn i nto t h e d i mness , 
Yourr:i s t ill, :.rou mine. 
Remember etll the best o:f our past moment a 

and f org-et the :.:·.:.:~st, 
And zo t o where I wai t come gentl :1 on . 

Ellen 'ferry 

Remarks by Karl 
Read 'by !{arl : 

Tt1er~e i s 
There i s 
Yem. Cf:~ll 

a plan f's<'' B'T~at:c'r t h an t: '.·· p pl e..n 
a lands;a~e "<;~j~oad~r th;n ~the on e 
a h e.v'en wfwre storm=tos sed soul s 
it dea t h we , i mi."!l.ortali ty . 

Y(' U k11ow; 
~rou s ee . 
may go ~ 

You call J.1: d.ea.t h thi s s eeming; endle3;3 9leep; 
We c all it bi r th ... t}'.H~ s oul at l ast s et :free . 

' Tis hampered not by ttme or sps ce ... you we!lp . 
'l[ ':ly Weep at r:S.eath ? 'Tis i mm.or t ali t y . 

(oonti.nued ) 



Fe.re'N,z:ll, •twill not long. 
You:;:- -ivork. is done = now e rest wi thee. 
You:;::· ki:ndly ;:; will live on. 
Thie,; is not 

vovap:eur = riYGr wind.:5 turns; 
"' ·son£,~ Wt:i:fts nea:r to me, 

thing t all m(!!)n lea:r"'rH 
is :no •s i:mm.ortality. 

Odell 

( Odell• ·book wrhe Best Lovad PoeRfia of' 
~P-eoplan ele<3"~S-d ·1Jj• Iiazel f1-eller1~:3.n 

Do1.;iJole\lay Compa:n:r ~ Inc., Gar den City, Mew York) 



There's a FAY in our family. a FAY in our home. 

She's part of our family tree. 

If you'd like to know how this crone about. 

Then listen a moment to me: 

Our trunk had grown quite strong alidtall 
Before there was any FAY at all. 
Spreading branches graced the airJ 
Just one little spot remained quite bare 
Until one time some years ago. 
Six and thirty, if you must know. 
?he knot on the trunk began to sprout. 
Sending a sturdy limb far out. 
BO\lnd so firmly to its source 
That it was not shaken by any toroe. 
Nor wind nor rain could make it bend. 
Nor Texas tornado its tendons rend. 
This tenacious branoh we know as FAY. 
And this brings us down to the present day. 

The 11rtory is told. but to FAY we would say: 

There'• no getting out • you•re here to stay& 

You might as well face it. There isn•t a way 

We could replace it; 

The metiouloua work you always do, 
The kind. loving nature we see in you. 
The dependable presence, the unselfish goal, 
Plus long, loyal service make a perfect whole& 



' ~ ' 

~~, From Ode11•s notes: 

Life is shaded thru and thru 

MG~tly by man•s point <:if view. 

Count your sorrows, youtll be sad 

Count your blessings, you•11 be glad! 
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