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By Susan Coolidge.

Thank God for life.! Life is not sweet always,
Hands rnay be heavy laden, beart care full,

Inwelcomie nights follow unwelcome days;-
And dreams divine end in awakening duil,

Stili it is lifé, and life is caub>e for praise;
This ache, this restlessness, this quIckening sting,
Prove me no torpid and inanimate thing.
Proie me of Himn who is of life the spring,

I arn alive-and that is beautiful.

Thank God for love;. though love may hurt and wound,
Though set vzith sharpest thorns its rose may be,

Roses are not of winter, ail attunc-d
MuIst be the earth filled with soft air and free,
A. .1 warmn ere dawns the rose upon its tree.

Frebh currents through rny fr-ozen pulses run,
My heart bas tabted summer, tanted Sun>,
And 1 thank thee, Lord; aithougli not one

0f the many roses blooms for me.

Thank God for death : Bright thing ivith dreamy nanie,
We îvrong with mournful flowers her pu-e still brow,

We heap her with reproaches and wiffh blarne
lier swveetness and her fitness disaliow,
Questioning bitterly on the why and how,

But calmly mid our clamor and surmise
Sec touches each in turn, and each grow wise,
Taught by the light in her niysterious eyes,

I shahl be glad, and I ara thankful now.


