THE MORNING WILL DAWN.




eld the dear old beech trees. the dogwoods with their beautiful white
that lovely forest, the clouds of bereavement which had darkened life's
late were uplifted.” —Page 110.
" I know each beech and maple tree,
Each climbing brier and shrub | see —
Like friends they stand to welcome me.''—Alice Cary.
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I send it as a loving message to my friends, my tried
and trusted friends, whose sympathy has ever encom-

passed my life like the @mf‘;’s 1g foliage of my native
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beeches, and the fragrance of whose love has been to
me as the perfume of the lowly violet.
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Just a pink where the clouds have been,
Just a gray mist, pale and thin,
Over the mountains ;
And far in the west
A robin flying home to her nest
- In the sunset glow.

Just a peace where the storm has been,
Just a quiet and rest within
Over the soul;
And out of the gray
A vision glad of a better day,
‘When the morn shall come.
' — Annie Horton Young.
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“ | had awoke from an unpleasant dream,
And light was welcome to me. I looked out
To feel the common air, and when the breath
Of the delicious morning met my brow,
Cooling its fever, and the pleasant sun
‘;fiﬁsm the dark forest, it was like
The feeling of the captive who comes forth
From darkness to the cheerful light of day."

Through the darkest night, if we have this faith, we
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