In the Hght-and leve-and langhber-
of my "daad of the Blest."

Thars will be no love or passion,
for we'll have no bearts o lose,
W shall never want to marTy
for we win't know whom &3

chase,

We chall fesl no thirat or hanger,
there'll be no cpprassive heat:
here will be no gin or cockiails
and we'll never want fo eab

The girls will ol be beautiful;
gur hearts will all be fres,
And we'll mink all carss and
worries at the bottom af the sea.
0ld age will never hamper s, w*
shall have eternal youth;
There'll be no good ar &vil and
wea'll nlways tell the truth

The standard of existence will be
“Po just what you will"”
It you reslly wast to kiss her,
well—our kisses will not kil
And it's no one else’s business il
you kiss her om the spot,
There will ba no Ten Gommand .
ments that bogin with **Thon
ghall nat.''
*
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But it's time to give up dreaming
and come back ngnin to earih
My island is impossitle, no age
will see lta birth
But we've found & cloge resemiblance
in the happy days we've had
Arid 1'd Like to live forever in
i the beart of —TRINIDAD




