
TLIRE MORNINGS

Beauty is the bride of'MurRin'g
When flower and web are decked withidew

By brooding Night, with liglt adorning,
For creature eye when waked to view.

Corne East's chrornatie glory,
Corne Voice, with richest song,

Corne Truth, and bring your story
When void to life took forni.

I3eauty is the bride of Morning,
Whien bursting buds wili cherishi light

For fruits sublime, i tirne perforrning,
With miartial glory in tlieir rnight.

Corne Lov and Joy and ;Pe&ce aboundin&,
Corne Faith, with all your careful testing,

Corne Good, with gentleness surrounding,
And rnarch in triurnpb to your resting.

Summrer cornes with flowers blooining,
Hlappy thoughts the mind perfumng;

1>eace rnay sleep where floeks are restixig,
Joy will laugh where hirds are nesting.

Love and Hope will cheer th.e trees,
Fruits wiIl ripe with careful breeze;

Ceres srnules at life conipleting;
New li'e dawzna, behold. the grecti&g

Nature decks her rnoulds fori duty:
Vision bursts in boundless beauty.


