It is so hard to understand,

Though I could see her try.
She (ooks at me, the question comes,

“Why, Nana, why'd he die?”

“Oh, I don’t know—it’s hard to savy;
Perhaps he had a fright.

Or maybe he was very sick

But tried for one more flight.”



I sat her on the ground with me,
The day was near its end;

And while we settled into place
I spoke to my small friend.

“Remember when your grandma died

And you were crying too?
Mum said she’d died and gone to Heav'n,

Far, far away from you.” *



“You'd spent a (ot of time with her;
That made you both feel glad.
Her death would bring an end to this

And all the fun you'd had.” *

‘We gazed down on that (ittle bivd;

I heard her catch her breath.
The words came slow but so distinct,

“Please, Nana, what is death?”



I looked into those big brown eyes,
So fixed upon my face;

There may not be a better time
Or any better place.

“There was a wor(ld (ong years ago,
‘Where nothing ever died;
No-one got sick or hurt themselves,
And no-one ever cried.” ’



“It was way back in Eden’s time,

With Adam and with Eve;
The place God made for both of them—
He'd hoped they'd never feave.” *

“These two were very happy there

In that amazing place;
And daily God would meet with them,

And they’d talk face to face.”






