
46 THE LAST DREAM.

^
No I fe to cherish bu, her bleeding own.

Than this: to labor for one's life alone ?

Thrice^blest the hearts, when pierced by sorrow',

Bv^-"'-'
'" '!"',' "«"'""• "^y "><» sweet reliefBy openmg p,ty-s gates on lives that clingFamnng to them, crushed 'neath the common grief.

But when griefs poison entereth the heartWhose safety-valves of love may never opeThere s naught but death can e'er relief impa t -What misery when death becomes a hope^


