JOYFUL
MEMORIES



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649340019

Joyful Memories by Everett Thornton Brown

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



EVERETT THORNTON BROWN

JOYFUL
MEMORIES

ﬁTrieste






Joptul Memories



Coprright 1912
The Acmegraph Co,




JOYFUL
MEMORIES

Collectad by .
EVERETT THORNTON BROWN

(S
Bl =

Fublnahud hyi FHET S i
THE ACMEGRAPH cuﬁﬁnﬂ? 21
CHICAGO
e



» JOYFUL MEMORIES

' CROSSING THE BAR

EDUNSET and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there he no moaning of the har
When I put out to sea,

But such z tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from omt the boundless deep
Turns again home.

i Twilight and evening bell, _
And after that the dark
And may there be no sadness of farewell
When I embark,

For thy' from out our bourne of Time and Place
The Aood may bear me far,
L 1 hope to ge= my Pilot face to face

When I have crost the bar.
—=d. Lord Tennyson.

= 1518

L,
OU never can tell what yvour thoughts will de,
P In bringing you hate or love:
S For thoughts are things, and their airy wings
Are swifter than carrier doves,
They follow the law of the universe—
Each thing most ereate its kind;
And they speed o'er the track to bring yvou back
Whatever went out from yoor mind.”
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WAITING

ENERENE, 1 fold my hands and wait,
Nor care for wind, or tide, or sea;
I rave no more 'gainst time or fate,
For, 10! my own shall come to me.

I stay my haste, I make delays,
For what avails this eager pace?
I stand amid the eternal ways,
And what is mine shall know my face.

Asleep, awake, by night or day,
The freinds I seek are seeking me;
No wind ezn drive my bark asiray,
Nor change the lide of destiny,

What matter if I stand alone?
I wait with oy the coming years;
My heart shall reap where [t has sown,
And garner up its froit of tears.

The waters know their own and draw

The brock that springs in yonder height

S0 flows the good with egual Iaw
Unto the soul of pure delight

The stars come nightly to the sky;
The tidal wave unto the sea;

Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,
Can keep my own away from me.

- —Jokn Burroughs.
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DAFFODILS

:ﬂ WONDERED lonely 2s a cloud
That Aoats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host of golden daffodils,
Beside the fake, beneath the trees,
Flutterizg and darcing in the breeze,

Continoous a8 the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay;

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Cutdid the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay
In such a joecund company;

I gazed, and gazed, but little thought
What wealth the show to n1e had brought,

Far oft, when on my couch I lie
In wacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliza of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure flls,
And dances with the daffodils.
—iilliem W ordsworith,
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SONNET

m HEN, in disgrace with fortiune and men's eyes,
I all alone bewesep my ouicast state,

And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,

Wishing we like to one more rich in hope,

Featured like him, like him' with friends possessed,

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope,

With that 1 most enjoy contented Jeast;

Yet in these thooghts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee-—and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at Heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

—Shakespeare.

B,
OLD IRONSIDES

z'l". tear her tattered ensign down!
Long has it waved on high,

And many an eve has danced to see

That banner in the sky: z
Benecath it rung the battle shout,

And burst the cannon’s roar—
The meteor of the ocean air

Shall sweep the clouds no more,

Her deck, once red with heroes” blood,
Where knelt the vanguished foe,
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