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By Clarenze E. Flynn

‘/ JHY do youw jeur me?
I am your friend.

I but guide trav'lers

Rounding the bend—

Lead them to freedom

From time and age,

Help them start writing

On a new page. . . .

Seek for me never,
Keep your course (rue—
When I am needed

il come to you,

Then I will show you
Roads without end—
Why do you fear me?

I am your friend.
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