


I LOVE, AND THE WORLD IS MINE 

For me the jasmine buds unfold, 
And silver daisies star the lea, 

The cmus hoards the sunset gold 
And the wild rose breathes for me. 

I feel the sap through the bough returning, 
I share the skylark's transport fine ; 

I know the fountain's wayward yearning, 
I love, and the world is mine. 

I love, and thoughts that sometime grieved, 
Still well remembered, grieve not me ; 

From a11 that darkened and deceived, 
Upsoars my spirit free. 

For soft the hours repeat one story, 
Sings the sea one strain divine, 

My clouds arise all flushed with glory, 
I love, and the world is mine. 
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Poem by KATEERINE WARD, 

I d k t d  mYh . dear, d sundamn, 
On and on td? rqugh the gotdm m; 

&in, in the ~eaofr purpb eunaet, 
Twilight came t o w  all too smn. 

And fai? was f h d  morning of nth, dgm, 
Those 2 d t W  pral &ys op our P OW, 

Bzf  aw&w the WOi t p ~ ~ m z g  h ~ u r .  
As it dies diR dl mimabmm aboac. 

I d k s d  with gou foo in, raillfall, 
',VB& gray a h  lo razajatlrs $light: 

Like children we *kc of e an@ 
Resping vat& o'er our pillow af nigM. 

And ma it  go on to the end louc, 
lj a$lkindIgt ~ 2 1 8  it ah& be: 

In danger and d m  unlo &dh, &ur, 
Hand in h o d  may I wdk with thee. 
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