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THE PROMISE OF LIFE.

THERE is no song, of all our hearts are singing,
But has some note whose haunting sadness grieves ;
There is no rose, of all the year is bringing,
But has some thorn, unseen amid the leaves.
There is no garden but some weed encloses,
There is no day but hath its hour of pain ;
Yet still we sing, and gather earth’s brignt roses,
Walk in its gardens and forget the rain !
Sing on, O heart, although the tears may glisten,
Gather life’s flowers, although the rain be rife ;
Earth is not all—His anpels ever listen,
Heaven shall make perfect our imperfect life.

There are no eyes whose light has ne‘er been blinded
By silent tears of pity or of pain ;
There is no heart that has not been reminded,
By some chance word, of what comes not again,
There is no life that hath not held some sorrow,
There is no soul but hath its secret strife ;
Still our eyes smile, our hearts pray for to-morrow,
Fair in its promise of morg perfect life |
Smile on, sweet eyes, alt’ ougﬁx the pathway darken,
Pray on, O heart, amid the busy strife ;
-Earth is not all—His angels ever hearken,
Heaven shall make perfect our imperfect life.
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