Bilence,
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If all this gracious 3;9%011 of ours was still
And on the world a sudden silence fellj
- I{ hushed Torever was “the reucous yell
0f nll the harsh discordant sounds that £ill
The world with eclemourj 4if the dsneing rill |
Made melody nc more in woodland dell;
Nor song of birds, nor any mueio, fell |
Upon the listening esr on plain or hills

I think our loss would not outwesgh our Mm ;

azlenoa might uinmca the world from hurtful lies
And }:rm@ soft ease to many a fevered dbrain

‘ﬂnml mankind, grown simple, kind, snd wige,
Bhould find‘nw gospels in the sun and rain

And wm the aseerets of the starry skies!




