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I .Inl ^Mrt uv HukM, or tMcl., or buw, or »orm.. or min To
I •m boomlni. brother, boommir til
I c«nnol Ml my porrldn T*
I count my trvuunu o'er with c»re fz,
I huten from the land of inowa ,
I h»le the common. vuJnr herdt ....
I hc«r Thy voice, dor Lord

***

I like the An(tlo-.Saxon iipcerh

I lonf for aome Intenaer life

I looked In the brook and uw > face-
"*

I love the lyric rauiel
"•

I loved him >o; hta ^ ^ had (rown
"*

I often wonder mother loves to rrevp ...
I once knew all the blnl« that laine . . ! . ! ^ ^

**'

I pray that, risen from the dead ....!! ^*'

I aay, as one who never feared
***

I aee you, Halater Bawiy-brown .....'.
i

"*
I ihall tell you In rhyme how. once on a time .

'.

[ ,?I
I show, by my dlatretwful tone*

"
'

I etood upon the peak, amid the air ... ?"
' thouiht myself. Indeed, secure
I was a mother, and I weep

'*'

I was Just a little thing .......[,'' *"
I wlsh'l I lived away down East, where codfl !«lt ih,. .i.»

™
I wonder ef all wlmmln air

"
I'd like to be a cowboy an' ride a lirey lioss 1?I
I'd like to weave a pretty rhyme f*'
I'd not complain of Sister Jane, tor .he was K00.1' an,l kind f„
II ever In the sylvan shade , . .

'"*

II lor your oath broken, or wot<l lluhlly spoken ?!|
If I were Eric Ericsson, with flowlnnllaicen hair. ^
II our own lile Is the life ol a flower
If thou wUt shut thy drowsy eyes .,...., *"
If you loved me as I love you ...,!." *

^'
I'm a beautiful red, red drum '*"

I'm golni to write a letter to our oldest hoy who wint . ^oI'm hastening from the distant hills

I'm thinking of the wooing .."..... ^^
I'm weary of this weather and I hanker for the wb.v» '.

.

'. J^In an ocean, 'way out vender
In former limes my numerous rhymes excite<l general uilrth ?«
In Ipswich nights are cool and fair

In maudlin spite let Thraclani fight
""'

In Oberhausen, on a time
^^

In the market ol Clare, so cheery the glare
In this week's history of the Fair

™'
In yonder old cathedral

***

Into the vineyard I went with Bill .

'°^
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