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™
MY WIFE
WHATEVER IN THIS
BOCE 15 WORTHY OF HER



INDEX OF FIREST LINES

The linnet is tuning her flute .

Oh, what has cawsed the sparmu’a
mirthf .

A new religion stirs me now . .

The bush is in bloom and the tree it in
flower . . -

Al the fields are g.!a:i’ again . .

There's something missing in the wrld

The broken bow iz healed . . .

I Iay full length upon o fragmnt I-tm'n

Lights . . . -

Ok woodlands, Ima'i.g your bmn out

It was but yesterday I went

I have discovered where she lives

There i¢ no death to conquer Spring

Grreen is the blooming thicket

Swallow, tardy swollow . .

Oh, she iz proud as the virtuous god'tiass

“The river turns to the peaceful breast”

When she would go from me—can I re-
prove herf . . .

Under the stars—the wtful’ mﬂld M ay
slors

Away with ﬁuisfui mawui‘a-ing auay
with fretful days
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES

“To-morrow—io-morrow—io-morrow”

My soul—if &'er your eyes were moist

Dawn—and the vivion glorious at lasgt

Linger awhile, oh day of happy tears

Now leaps the lyric madness "

ﬂmhthmthﬁﬂﬁﬂgbiﬁlm
nested . . . .

Our love is Like the mﬂuﬂg rain

Who hoas heard the nightf ‘

“Only of thee and me the nightwind
sings” s W W W s 0w

Our phrases foll, our very murmars
Ceass .

Roses—they ore .erer

They say that she is fickle

I love the murmur that begins ;

Dear, since we both are held in Love's
command . <

In each o#?wr’l arms we I&y

Every night I climb the stair i

One perfect week—one week of joy un-
tainfed . wiouwn

Once more are the gionom e

I tors wpon my bed, om burned nm‘!
chilled . .
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES

Last night we walked among the paths
of air .. . .

“While the world is lmﬂ:d mth lk:p”

Come, oh Love, my best physician

Autumn has come—to-day I heard it oll

Under the cover of the roothing night

When the dusk enshrouds ‘ ‘

An hour before the challenging gkm

She har left me for a while

I sent her a fortnight ago

My soul is vick of roses :

When the dugust daye were in Apri".

Mount wp, my songs, mount up to ker

Night, sing to her

“Love’s & garment only meant”

I hate her soul—'tiz like rome poisoned

If God last night hod raeésed his hond

God—I can scarcely grasp it yet

God made her when he dreamed his fair-
ert dream . .

She loved meF Nay, li'l-s never d:d

Oh, who are we that we are given lovel

In the woods the little elves
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES

"T'was in the rmunny weather 1 threw my

heart away . .
A meeting—o sighing . .
Yea, tho' I hate her with o Jtheu
hate
Breezes, be still .
Through time wnborn, wm
Unrest is laid upon me like o blight
I wander homeward, many a mile
There's o gorden—o vole . .
I siood within the city of the d&ad
All night long I heard the rain
Thanks to God I did not die
The world iz ours again .
Envoy . . . .
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