bt Dawi,

F awoRe ere the dawn, and the peace was so deep,
TAith a busb in the world till the stars were asleep.

o 3 wbispci‘eo your name in a tender soft way,
TQith a blessing and praver in the dawning of day.

Then my beart grew 8o warm, ere it’s sorrow sbould wake;
That 3 knew 3 was glad for the name's sweet sake.

TQith a soft little trust in a world of doubt=
#Ind the peace of a love with the pain left out.
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“ Mow the world lies awake in the sun's golden gleams
TAbile 3 long in my soul for the dark and it's dreams.




