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God must love beauty, for behold the flowers, the trees, 
The color of a bluebird’s whig;

The rose of dawn, the rainbow tints of sunset,
The swelling buds of spring.

God must love music, for if we but listen, throughout 
The realms of nature can be found

In song cf birds, in brooks, in hum of insects,
Sweet harmony of sound.

He showers upon the world so much of beauty that 
May from His gift a lesson learn;

Not only that we shall with joy accept it,
But give it in return.
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Beauty of thought, of word, of deed, of spirit;
He who has given us all loveliness 

Can but desire the best that lies within us, 
And shall we give Him less?
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—Ida Thomas.
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