Happy (ODalentine, my love!
All my [ove is yours,
@raised be [ove that brings us home,
Pilgrims to these shores.
Y€arnings here find harborage;
(ODanities, s[\z smiles.

All that righteous anger rends,
Yove here reconciles.

(Fven in the darkness where
(No bitterness finds rest,
Ohoughts of you are like a dawn
CIntent on happiness.

(Nor would I have so light a heart
(Except that ‘] am blessed!
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