THE GLAD WORLD
AND OTHER SONGS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649267569

The Glad World and Other Songs by J. W. Wright

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



J. W. WRIGHT

THE GLAD WORLD
AND OTHER SONGS

ﬁTrieste









The GLAD WORLD asd OTHER
SONGS .. .. By J W WRIGHT

Fulletton Mozine

[t S




L

el
Copyrizinet 1919

P{ 1 JEE7

§ W Wrght



THE GLAD WORLD

OR me, no far-off heaven while I atill

breathe earth’s air;

{Come from an unknown country—going, 1
know not where) ;

Given but fleeting glimpses of God’s great
Mystery;

Shackled by sordid earth-chains; no one to
set me free;

Striving to know life’s accret, draading its
atrange, cold touch,

Gaining, it seems, so little: losing eo much,
a0 much!

Treading ita far-stretched mazee, wond'ring
what fate is mine,

Despairing, with earth-born vision, to see the
heights divine;

Thrilled when for one quick mument I lmk e

beyond the veil, it

Downcast for yeara that follqm, utand.‘.nsnut,—. Tl

gide the pale;
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Seeking God’a distant heaven, with none to
tell me where,

Sometimes kmowing His presence, often in
blank despair;

Asking a thousand questions, given an answer
to nene,

Running a circle race-course whoee race is
never done;

Fearing to follow nature lest I be led astray,

Doubting the word-prayer’s power, yet igno-
rant how to pray

Seeking the tie that, somehow, we know links
all mankind

To the far-off Great Hereafter, and a God we
cannot find.

i This then3 : 2 He vouchsafes me, upon some
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A low brown cottage facing scross the valley
sfill,

The red-breast linmets nesting within its
ghelt'ring vine,

And insect wing-songs droning where rose
and jassamine twine;

A seraggly eucalyptus, bamboo, a deodar;

A mocking-bird full-throated to greet the
pight’s first atar;

The quail<call from the hillsides, faint-
anaswered from below;

The majesty of nunset; ite gentler afterglow;

A merry hearth-fire crackling inzide the in-

glenock ;

Some strains of simple music, 5 song to sing,
a book:

A cheerful garden blooming; the scent of
upturned sod;

A comrade walking near me . . . (This on
my knees, dear Godl)



The One Who Enows to read with—to laugh
with in the sun;

A gladeome heart to meet me when the day’s
work is done . . . .

.H these can be my portlon, I'll waive the Why
and How

And risk the Great Hereafter—to take my
heaven now!



