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School Days Are Here Again 
Words ancl Music by I. Alfonso 
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THE GARDEN FORSAKEN 
( Contirmed from page 148) 

more yellow than ever: the 
clouds were whiter and the 
angels even more kind! y. The 
Angels-Peace and Love did 
once more whisper their mes­
sage into the lonely heart of 
the Princess. The Angel of 
Death bore her away and 
away and all the flowers 
and birds and butterflies died 
in the then forsaken garden. 

But a fairer garden became 
her home. 

Beyond the thick walls was 
a chariot all in white-as soft 
as the cotton and as shiny as 
gold. In it waited the prince 
still as gay and stalwart and 
young. 

And so amidst the singing 
of angels-the prince and the 
princess sailed through the 
clouds to a fairer and more beau­
tiful garden. It was called the 

·'Garden of Paradise,'' where 
all is Life and Love and pleas­
ant dreams. 

And in the palace which the 
good heavenly Father prepared 
for them dwelt forever more 
the happy princess and her be­
loved mortal prince. The flow­
ers bloomed at th~ir best there. 
The birds sang their gayest 
there. Sweet music filled the 
air and lulled to happy dreams 
the pure souls that dwelt there. 


