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1 A SONNET 

r Repeqber me when I 'am goRe afar. 

BR high adventure bound, by land or sea; 

do not grieve when you shall think of me, 

should our parting be too hard to bear, 

o b h g  us both of happiness. 

Two beacons in a world of dreams; one light 

Burns to the other through the darkest night, 

We are 

tant, ye& full of hope, like some far star. 

&mqmbe_l: me when death itself shall close 

I pray $> Upan me, and my dream shall end. 

My memory shall be a joy to you, 

akin6 your path less lonely. 

Even then, my light may burn, to turn to day 

Yqur night of grief, till your dream too be throqgh. 

Aqd who knows? 
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