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S I X T Y  SECONDS  
J u s t  tlie thought of sixty seconds,
W liat one second can b r ing  —
T he years of liappiness th a t  I  have known 
You from iiiy hear t  can wring.
Seconds come and seconds go 
H ow  fast iny lieart beats 
F a te  only knows.
F or witli the  loss of sixty seconds 
In to  e te rn ity  niy liapjiiness goes.
I t ’s a lmost time, my dearest,
W hen you and  I m ust part.
No one knows the inw ard feeling.
O f  my troubled  heart.

— Blonnie Slade

M Y  O W N  
W hen I com pare you along with friends 
And your love for me each day,
I never even stop to sigh
O r let my h ea r t  become dismayed,
Because I know you are  my friend—
A nd ever will be true .
Since by fa te  we met 
I ’ve always needed you)
A round me sliall ever hover,
In  sadness or in glee.
Till l i fe ’s dream  be over.
Sweet memories I ’ll keep of thee.

— Blonnie Slade

 H A P P IN E S S ------
Wiiat makes for happiness  in this our world?
This world so full of sadness, sorrow, and  pa ins—•
So wraj)’t  in troul)le which if  e ’er un furled  
W ould span tlie ea r th ,  o’er which it long had lain.
’’I'is t rue  th a t  life cannot be always free 
O f some d ark  cloud; bu t must it follow then,
T iia t happiness  can never come to me 
P u rged  of the  sorrow th a t  must i t  attend.^
Tis but a dream , a vague, elusive d r e a m ;
This  th ing  called liappiness; its near, and then 
Almost within our reach, a v ag ran t beam.
Eludes our grasj), and leaves us sad aga in ;
\n d  thus, our happiness  can never last.
I t  comes, but ere we know it, it is p a s t !

——̂ Rosa E. Hall


