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POSMl FROM MY SWSFTHE-tRT MEMORY BOOK L

By Pe«arl Levins.

In my aweethe<irt Meniory bock
E^ch o.i^re is filled with you.

Your smile , your wiys, the things you sild,
The kindly thlniajs you did !

And now nnd then In locking back
At joys that we hive known;

I'm glad the worlds best sweetheart
Is the one I called-my own •

OUR VED.INd DAY .

This day .stands out from all the rest
And brings to mind those moments blest,
'.v'hen breathless stood we side by side;
With hands clasped tight in mutual orlde
We plspod our-tru«Jt in joint endeavor
You in me and I In vou-forever•

MOW .

It matters not where I m\y go.
Or who I chance to see;
lou are the only one on ear'rh
"/•ho i? mv all in all to T.e.
I lock at all th* ot'-^ers.
And I wei?h them one by one;
iou ^re still my iream of dreams,
When all is ^lii -;nd ^one.
iou are my in.soiraticn, ny neurone and my pride
And my life is ^rocd -nd wond'^rful
vvhen ycu are by my side.
I c-nnot think of others
When I know th^t ycu are here;
Because you ir^t my hu.'^b ^nd,
And because I love you de«r»
I would not take the world and ^"^1
The other planets too
In pl'^ce o^ wh't it means to me
To share my'llf® with vou.

A..L IW 1963

•Tow endle.^s the night without you,
How aheorles'^ the -^jun. And the trill

f birl.s i^ lud'^enly silenc'=^d.
As though theynhad sung their fill.
And ay saile-.wh®n it comec. i empty.
And my h md to i friend is ohlll,
In. a world ••.'here one lover ""istens, I ..1
But the voice of the other i.s still,
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By Pearl Levins •

/\ND IN 1963 Cont.

• How pointles'^ 1 Ife Is without you,
How-hanil the dreiry diyj
Uncloaked of your llltln? lau.^hter,
The dre?" of my hours i" ,
Oh \ I try-wlth my heart what
The poets and sages say;
Time heals- life Is not hopeless-
But without you. It seems th't way.

ills Pl'ble,that he Icvei so well,
Lies ooen on the table,
Reminding me of the many ••'ays
He rea ' It as long as he was able.

PARTED.

I miss his footsteus In the hall,
I ml"!'^ his loud-and cheery call,
I miss the work I've always done
* ns lessened now hy the ibsr>n.t one.

Written New

lears I*ve'tidied up the bedroo-,;
And put away the broom;
lo out aways his ties I*vs tried
The while s few sad tesrs iJve cried
Bee-use -\t time^ I bit was cross .
When things about h-^'d toss.
Rl^ gcodnes'? new I d ill mind,
Porgettlng everything unkind.
.khd 'A'her. the mealtime cci-^e^" src^nd
I'm llBtehlny for the sound
Of shuffllna; of his fe t
kith "I'icther is It time to eat'?

I'M always cutting too much bread,
I cannot get It in my head
I do not need much tod a'/
And the extr\ slices are nut awsy.

A lon'-f tim'=» have been together,
Now eternity str'^tche^s between.
Thou--n •:? wlf -' ^ro~ he:^ husbsnd Is •'•Dart

Forever thev dwell together In heTt.


