A Reason for All Things

I don't understand the 

tragedies I see before me.

And I have no explanation why

 they come, nor do I like to see.

It saddens me though,

 all the misery it brings. 

Yet deep inside I know, there

 is a reason for all things.

I try not to struggle 

with understanding it all.

I have seen good come out

 of some, many I can recall.

Life is a mystery, a journey 

that one travels day after day.

 Besides, I know that worrying

 doesn't change things, anyway.
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