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"you're all the world to me."

BALLAD

* v o s f

e

STEPHEN C. MASSETT,

MODERATO.

nmVOICE.

*J

dd^ J=£B3 mWW ^ R *

wn^
PIANO

FORl'E.

gg 1 ^•TO *=*^^
r—

r

«9-

r

^ ^—4 *

P
¥=* ' s # r

:

f
r^

love you 'tis the sim-plest way The thing I feel to tell, Yet

%r g= _ g
*/

2

# _ a

"y

I
19 (9-

' J 6>

-fh

T

rwm
* -|9-

-#

^ ^

2666



4

P r r
if I

#
told it

S 1
all the day, You d iiev-er

r i
1

guess how

^rhiU !miFtff^ Z2I ^s ZZ

|
fe£ 9-

wellj You are my com - fort and my light, My

32
-7-

J J J
7 f«"27

r ¥ T2. # J
it -9 -jr TTiTW

poco - _ ralh y
zz:

H^ 32
325>-

4-

1 f=£^

allve - ry life you seem, think of you

m9-

J?M '

!-H-^*—

#

**ii >^> TT*

PE^ #>—i* » «
*E

-y #—^* — 9
~fT-77

k 1 $
^

day, all night, ti> but of you I dieam,

i I -r^>>>>r£^ 444 4*—

#

«^S

B £# » 7

266b r



i -0 0-

f
it -^ -Ht-S -&-

> think of you all day, all night, 'tis but of you I dream.

I
t

-*-

ffrfff
t

Wfrfrrrr
-& iuw•j

/

m 7
asr« ^25^ 15H* r^

r=^r77
77

^
<f J J J- .j> ^fe ^1T^ *e=*g«ffl" ^
UST

g o7] ni% m ^rpi
* rJ t=? f

i9- fh f>-

ik
2ml Verse.

i fe- ffc

P
# # J

7
L-^ #—S-

f

i
k

b ess the sha - dows on your face* The light up -on your

£ WBpiZlzJtUJ-
* 9 -o

*j

m r

fTf-T r-T

^T^^TH -n^n r
-»9-

r—

r

^~ 6^

1 ^ m& -*Ht**-
•J

hair,

-&

like for hours to sit and trace The

$ Him -7-rn
£5S3 I

vvv
p

i <£
3^

t9-

2666 f



; m -a- m £
pas-sin£ chan - ges there; love to hear your

sh 32

W^:J=*=*H #555 T~M ST

r ¥ ¥J4*j

poco rail. f
19- ZE

32 -6
9-

V

$ $^h -&

\oi - ce's tone. Al - tho' you should not say

(Jl
' iJl

-y

-jJl fpij
¥
&-6

32 -6

~V I
9

9-

J

77

ft

f
m

sin - gle word to dream up - on, When that has died a-

Nfc

# 1 «r*r #—#—*—

«

#—

«

^^t^=£~1 IP3I

PE^
P

#
i s *=*

r

j &
£ f

*—r

way,

Iff!

A sin - gle word to dream up - on> When

z -s
f- #—

#

wV "# V -* -? "? *\
*j

^
266fi

-9— •— *- -•— »- I"

to
/

tf- -6-

7)

12

con Kspress.

:fi:

-#-



-«*H s i
has died a

-<$£

way.

i fe# j>-
* • ^

fr r f r r r f
-^

r

j j n~nn
r T

&
r

There's music in the slightest word

That you can speak to me,

My soul is like the aeolian chord

And vibrates still to thee:

I never read the love song yet

So thrilling, fond and true,

l
: But in my own heart I have met

Some kindlier thought of you*|

Oh! you are kindlier than the beam

That warms where'er it plays,

And you are gentle as a dream

Of happy future days;

And you are strong to do the right,

And swift the wrong to flee,

|: And if you were not half so bright,

You're all the world to me :|
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