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: : 448 LIFE IS LOVE

SomcboJ;' said i„ the ,trcct this momliig,
As I opened my window to let in the light,

Tliat the darkest day of the world wjs dawning
j

But I lo.Acd, and the Ea.t was a gorgeous ~\^l:

One who 1 laims that he kn.r.vs aliuut it

'IVlls me the Earth is a vale of sin ;

But I and the bees and the birds—wc doubt It,

And lliliik it a world worth living in.

Someone lays that hearts are fickle,

That love is sorrow, thai lilc is eare.

And ti.e reaper Death, with his shining ,i,!>le,

Ci.uliers whatever is bright and fair.

I told the thrush, and we laughed together—
I.au-!,^d till thi- woods were all a-ring

j

A.,d t,e sa.d to me, as he plumed each feather,
"Well people must croak, if ihey cannot siu'g |"

Up ii< flew, but his song, remaining,

R*ng like a bell in my heart all day,
And silenced the voices of weak complaining
That pi^ like insects along th; way.

O wof]4 of light, and O world of beauty I

•^'here are there pleasures so sweet as thine t

Yes, life IS I0V1-, and love is duly
;

And wh»- heart sorrows t 6 „o, not mine I


