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By George Sanford

The time of dutumn has come
On woods that drgam of bloom,
{Ind over purplg vings
The low sun fainter shings;
Overhgad morg negar
The ¢ternal stars appear,
1Ind pregsent gratitude that
€nsurgs the futurg’s good;

Boundarigs grow lgss pgrmangnt,
Helping hands grasp with intent;
Our mgmorigs becomg morg stirring,
Our hearts cglgbrate the giving;

In this timg of thanks-giving.
For all of us, a moment to sharg our living;
If in your gasy chair of life,
There you arg just watching,
To-night was a night of sharing, giving and light;

Walking into the grass, you have
logft behind the poreh of life,
The housg of ¢go, of personal strife;
{Ind reached here in a jazz filled room,
Stars, moon and hegard storigs of love and real lifg;

There is a bliss in regcgiving a hand in nged;
Therg is pergnnial compassion in the wings of
Helping hands, in the joy of smiling ¢yes,

[ Igave you this for an gvgning’s thought;

With our heart spun opgn
{Ind with gour hands outstretched,
Jou few, you happy few to-night
Have bathed light upon thosg
Who will comg challgnged,
1Ind in gour tgnder will, they will,
In turn, be light...
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