
  

      
    

      

           
  


  


 

 
      


     

















Ti is my de light. She sings and the world takes no tice. Her vig il ant
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tri age makes new what had got ten old. Ca jol ing, in spir ing, giv ing all new di

6

 
       

 
     

 
 

 
  

   



 

 
 

 


    





 








rec tion, till all win dows are op en re fresh ing us with gen tle breeze.

 





12

John	Philip	Gloninger

Ti	Is	My	Delight


