Ty Poeth of the Aged

To My Mother
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Acrass vour hills of joy and laughier,

And through your vales of o

Yowve journeved on he’s momniaw pathway
Uip to s crest of elghty venss,

Mow from that height, so far above us,

Yo see the msing of the san;
Vhile we grope m the twilight shadows,

With vou the morning has begun,
They say vou're old, bt | dispute i,

"Tis vouth, not age, that comes io those
Of love unselfish. Daily nounshed,

Witk added years this richer grows.

Chie bodiss weaken with the aging;
Mot o the spisit-life they hold,
Unselfish love mabes vouth pereanial

i hearts we say are growing old,

And when our wom-out bodhes frec us
To be omrselves in vory tuth,

May we aot Gnd that we're endowed with
The splendors of eternal youth?

Sa, Mother, while vour age | rev'rance,
A think of thar with sm
The 'il{'}gzg!ﬁ' of Vst 1 cherish most, 15—

apd tears,

Your Howering youth of etghty vears.
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