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O UTTLE hands, long vanished in the night-Sweet farry hands, that were my treasure heMy heart is full of music from .
wTu

"'ubic from some sohereWhere ye malce melody for God's delight
1 hough autumn clouds obscure the starrv h •

,

And w, ,3 are noisy .„d the land s^a^ '

^
In h.3 blank room I feel my lost love nel;And hear you p,ayi„g_hands so small and l-te.

The shadowy organ sings its songs again,
The dead years turn to music at its voice,
And^alMhe dreams come back my brain did

Once more, dear hands, ye soothe me in my painOnce more your music makes my heart rejo 1God speed the day we clasp for evermore-


