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SLEEP ON

Slcep on, you braﬁ&ﬁ who died too young,
With lifet's sweet 3@&1u 8till unsung.

Sleep on, we ﬁumJ@
~ The brave who d¢g&%
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Sleep on, and be fs

Shall never, on

Express o
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You may sleep in p“mc
Hary I 3610 ﬁrown

HER VISIT

The night was long and oh

so quiet;
The day had bef t trying;
I'd never missdg ﬁdr so before,
And nbw I felt lilf{é*ying.

T should Woar;
ubles.,
I got

No one to
I nissed
home,

g bubbles,

eJto learn
Othur,
: ’hor special place
Could not ReA¥lled by enother,
Sar Morgan Farmer

A RAINY DAY

I'm wondering if

Has made fou 8

That noy the shr
and treos

May mstop to take a drink

I

The sﬁ%ﬁbﬁ*will now svemi all aglow

With braéht and sh;nlng‘pearls.

The flowers will gear a pist of
Jewels, 4

Whilc trees will stand like carls,

¢

f%m:%cping that a raidy day

Wild make you $top to think

of all the earthtﬁ\gruat flowcrinz
shrubg

Which no& will taﬁ a drlnk
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*Dé think
s god floweﬁs

DREAMS

I'd rather dreoam ef autiful
things
Than pace the st

J'11 dream of au

And wnazgtéiﬂxighc s"g”‘
&
A visit §e\th 1311 stro&ﬁ

e s all

A _sples divey a s

Must be a dr s jo dra{n;

g_l fa&i’%adm”/}lm. /J(
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Of course, they!ll fall I

nd o prl

Byp I'111 bo mﬂer of that land
/Hht1% that drcam grows old.

I'll
It ll

o 8T 11T "can" our
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;3 w woes .

SAnd cM‘mﬂ all B

No ; alue

No S

hag a drcamer had;
Jot cvell ono.

ny work is done,

I'll build my castlc\‘outkgf sand. But 14t mo dream whiloc I'm a lad,
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