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@gure satisfies by its loveliness, and without

any mixture of corporeal benefit. I see the spectacle of
morning from the hill-top over against my house, from
day-break to sun-rise, with emotions which an angel
might share. The long slender bars of cloud float like
fishes in the sea of crimson light. From the earth, as a
shore, I look out into that silent sea. I seem to partake
its rapid transformations: the active enchantment
reaches my dust, and I dilate and conspire with the
morning wind. How does Nature deify us with a few
and cheap elements! Give me health and a day, and I
will make the pomp of emperors ridiculous. The dawn
is my Assyria; the sun-set and moon-rise my Paphos,
and unimaginable realms of faerie; broad noon shall
be my England of the senses and the understanding;
the night shall be my Germany of mystic philosophy

and dreams.
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@7:10 trust, my dearest, that you have been
employing this bright day for both of us; for I have
spent it in my dungeon, and the only light that
broke upon me was when I opened your letter. I am
sometimes driven to wish that you and I could mount
upon a cloud (as we used to fancy in those heavenly
walks of ours), and be borne quite out of sight and
hearing of all the world; for now all the people in the
world seem to come between us. How happy were
Adam and Eve! There was no third person to come
between them, and all the infinity around them only
served to press their hearts closer together. We love
one another as well as they; but there is no silent
and lovely garden of Eden for us. Will you sail away
with me to discover some summer island? Do you not
think that God had reserved one for us, ever since
the beginning of the world? Foolish that I am to raise
a question of it, since we have found such an Eden—
such an island sacred to us two—whenever we have

been together! Then, we are the Adam and Eve of a




virgin earth. Now, good-by; for voices are babbling
around me, and I should not wonder if you were to

hear the echo of them while you read this letter.
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@Zlas listening to some soothing tunes on the
radio last night. To be exact, it was 98.1, “Easy R&B
Listening”.

Usually when listeners call in, you know, they
request a song and dedicate it to their sweetheart,
or best friend, or a parent, or a soldier overseas. It’s
natural thing, to share love with those around us.

But as I listening in, a man called in with a very
unusual dedication.

“Hey, brother, I'd like to make a song request,” he
said.

“Sure thing. Whom would you like to dedicate it
to?” the DJ asked.

“I want to dedicate this song to the whole world.”

“Whole world? That’s not possible.” The DJ
replied in a somewhat joking manner. “We only reach
a few million people.”

That brief conversation really hit home for me,

though. Yes, a song on a radio can only reach those

listeners within the local geographic region that



covers that frequency. And yet, here was a listener
who went beyond the idea of loving only those who
we are supposed to love, and instead, he extended a
heartfelt dedication which reached further than his
own brother, his own child, his own wife, or father. He
sent a song to the universe!

It was powerful.

They say that a butterfly flapping its wings in
Texas can create tornado in Brazil; and I say, the
waves of generosity are more powerful than the
vibrations of sound. One kind act might truly change

the world.
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@ Zﬂandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:
A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:



