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THE SWEET-BRIER ROSE 

Beside my cottage door it. grows, 
The loveliest, daintiest nower that. blows, 

A sweet-brier rose. 

At dewy mom or twilight's dose, 
The rares t perfume from it f1ows,

This strange, wild rose. 

But when the raindrops on it beat, 
Ah, then its odors grow more sweet 

About my feet! 

Ofttimes with loving tenderness 
Us soft "reen lellves I gently vres! 

In sweet c:aress,-

A still more wondroua fragranee f1owl, 
The morc my fingers finn)y close, 

And crullh the rose I 
• • • 

Dear Lord, Oh, let my life IJe 50,
Its perfume when the tempests blow, 

The sweeter flow! 

Anll should it be Thy blesse\J will 
With crushing grief my soul to fili, 

I' ren harder still, 
And while its dying fragrance flows, 
I'll whis per low , "He luves and knuws 

Ifill crushed brier.r~:· 
Jan ... !")' 25, 1101 

KEEP SWEET 

Soul, let nothing make thee fretful, 
Nothing bitter or regretful. 

Heu.rt, keep sweet, keep sweet I 
And all day long 

E'en from the moment of thy waking, 
Let a song 

Keep welling from a heart that's breaking, 
Soul, keep sweet, keep sweetl 
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THE HIDDEN CROSS 

The multitu.le saw but the cross of olive-woOll 
The Mall of Sorrows bo l'C, 1I0r knew how underneath, 
Close-pressed upon His heart, a hidden ero..;,; He 

wore,-
A dark and blecdiJ1~ weight of si n and human woe, 
Made heavier with the sentence of God's broken law, 
And crowned with thorns of scornful and malicious 

hate,-
A cross the worl.I'5 Hedeemer found on Jordan's 

brink, 
Nor laid it ,Iown until He came to Calvary. 

Ofttimes it seemed He a lmos t craved some human 
aid 

Some sympathizing heart to share that cruel cross. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, hadst thou but known 
What ti me that cross bore heaviest on the yearning 

heart 
Of Him, thy King!- And yet, 0, slow of faith and 

h,n! 
Of heart, "Ye would not,"-and the King passed on 

His way; 
And of the I)cople, there was none with Him, He trod 
Alone the wineprel9 of this dark world's shame and 

woe! 

0, chosen three, had ye but watched with Him "one 
hour," 

That awfu l night in dark Gethsemane, ye might 
Have lightened some the cruel weight of that dread 

cross, 
Have known and shared with Him that agonizing 

woe,-
Alas ! A lasl Your eyes were heavy, and ye s lept. 
So now, " s leep on MIl take your rest," ye weary ones, 
A holy angel's wing hath cased the hidden cross,
Your Master, strengthened, waits that other cross to 

bearl 

Which cross bore heavier on the way to Calvary,
The cross the cruel Roman BoldierB laid upon 
That Blessed One! Ahl no, it was the umloeen cross 
That crushed Him to the earth, that wrung from 

those pale lips 
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Tht! al!oniziug' cry. "My God , My God , Oh, wh y 
lIast Thuu forsaken me 1" In grief Barth rent her 

urcast, 
The S UII grew dark. 'Tis riniehed, and the price :s 

PUil l._ 
The hidden cross had pierced that loving, tender henrtl 

"Take up th y cross and follow Me", the Master said. 
Ah, yes, His fai thful Bride mus t also bear a cross,
The hi.[.lclI c ross, made not of life 's vicissitudes 
Alone, its ills anti pain, its loss and poverty,-
The outward sh.,'Tl s the multitude behold; 
Ah! no, we follow in Hi !> steps, who went before 
Us in lhe narrow way, We, too, must bear the woe, 
Be touched with (celin£:" of the world's infinnity,
Us wea ry weight of s in and curse of broken law. 
Let us, t herefore, go forth to Hi m, "without the gate," 
Lay down our Jives in saclificc, spend and be spent, 
Ami, while we tlasp this cross more closely to our 

breast, 
PreSl:l on towa l"d Calvary, for there our BritlegrOOln 

wait~ 
To take the t rOll!! of woe, and give the Crown of Joy! 
td "..., h, I ~C~ 

"INSTANT I N SEASON" 

If while I walk the busy mart, 
I find thel"e one whose faintin g heart 
By some kind, sympathetic word 
,(,<, IIt'W li fe mil!ht be sti lTed, 

Lord, help me sny it now! 
Or, if upon the thorny rOlld 
I If,eel ... r.other 'neath a load 
Or "orrow, which my tears might share, 
And thus the burden bear, 

Lord, he lp me shed them now! 
If uny ointmen t, rare and sweet, 
T lon,~ to pour u\lon " His feet," 
To rest and soothe them by the wa)" 
My han([ let nothing stay, 

Lord, hel p me bring it now! 
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"BE OF GOOD CHEER" 

M.tt. l~ ;21 

When tempest-tossed on liCe's wild sea, 
And fair skies llisappear, 

Above the stann He calls to thee, 
.. 'Tis 1. be of good cheer!" 

Though Satan's darts be fi ercely hurled, 
Beloved, help is nea r, 

Trust Him who overcame the world, 
And be thou of good cheer. 

In tribulation's darkest hour, 
Yield not to dO\lbt or (cllr, 

But calmly rest in His all-power, 
Who saith, "Be of good chee r." 

Prt'S.' on, beloved, in the race, 
The goal is very near, 

Faint n)1' hou soon shalt see His face,-
Then, thou of good cheer! 

CONSOLATION 

When thy pathway s traitened lies, beloved. 
Call on Me; 

Ever fix on Me thine eyes, beloved, 
Follow Me; 

I will never leave thee nor forsak e thee. 
Lean on Mel 

When with trials sore beset, beloved, 
Come to Me: 

Calnry'!! hour do not forget, beloved, 
Think on M ej 

I will never leave thee nor fors ake thee, 
Trust in Mel 

When the dark night darker grows, beloved, 
Cry to Mej 

When the c:old stream c:older flows, beloved, 
Cling w Me j 

I will never leave thee, but will lIlke thee 
Home with Mel 
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IN THE WILDERNESS 

Dc still, and murmur not, poor heart, 
Wht n God sllalileat! thee to a "desert pillet," 

Anti bid thee dwell apartj 
I{ ravens in the wilderness 
Did feed the eervant of the Lord, will He 

For thee, Hi, child, do less? 

Nor fear, sad heart, its loneliness,
Hath He not ::laid , "1 never will forsake 

Nor leave thee comfortlesli? " 
Have faith, thy Master may design 
To ftt thee thus for Kingdom work a nd bliss,

And wilt thou then repine? 

Be patient, let His will be done i 
Be calm, be strong, that He may finish there 

The work He hath begun. 
"A little while," He &OOn will come, 
And say to thee, "It is enough, my chiltl, 

My faithful one, come home!" 

SWEET DA Y OF REST 

I know some tlay my Lam will come, 
And stand within my humble home,
His g lorious presence in the room 
Will make it like a rose in bloom. 
His voice, like music on mine ear, 
Will banish every thought of fear, 
lI e'lI fold me dosely to lIis breast 
And there in peace. l 'U 8weetly rest . 

And, Dh, my Lonl, on that 8weet day 
1 know the words that Thou wilt say. 
"It is enough my child, conle home, 
Thy work is done, beloved, come." 
Then I' ll a rise and go with Thee 
Across the shining, crystal sea, 
Until we ruch thul bliseIul shore 
Where we shan dwell for evermore. 

J ul,IG. ltol 
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THE FIELD OF BATTLE 

To gr:ISII the two·c, I ~('u swanl, :m,l forwanl rush up
on the foc, 

To I,car the Captain's cloy. to see the nash of answer
ing eyes, 

'1'0 feel the throbbing hearts of battling comrades in 
the ranks,-

That rapturous inspiration know, of wllrringo for the 
Hight, 

The holy joy of {ollowing Him who poi nts and leaols 
the way! 

Ah I yes, 'tis glorious thus to fi gllt the goodly fight, 
and yet, 

Meth inks , beyond t he firing line, beneath those snowy 
tents, 

A fi ercer conflict rages night and day, where tremb
ling hands, 

Wan lips and lever-lighted eyes do battle with a host 
Of deadly foes,-grim giants, Doubt and Disappoint

ment, fierce 
Despair.- before whose fiery darts the bravest well 

might quail! 

They also hear the call, and hoarsely cry, "Lord he re 
am II" 

They strive to reac:h thei r swords , to struggle to their 
feet, but back 

In helpless agony of weakness on their pallets fall, 
With brain afire, and reason tottering on its throne, 

their tears 
Of anguish flowl Sometimes the noise of battle 

sweeps beyond 
The range of those poor, s tra ining ears, and then 

the spectre Fear 
Stalks through the room, amI lays an ic:y hand upon 

each heart : 
The awful thought, Our Captain halh forsaken and 

for got, 
Our c:omradea forge ahead, they leave UII here alone 

to die! 

But no l the Lord of Ba ttles is most merciful, He sends 
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A swift-winge,1 messenger; 
may forget 

"Yea, tJlOugh a mother 

Her sucking child, yet will I not (orget!" Then like 
the calm 

That cometh after stonn, sweet peace and quiet reign 
within 

Those troubled breasts, and 50 He giveth Hi5 beloved 
s leep. 

Ah, then, true-hearted com rades in the forefront of 
the fight, 

Remember that the wounded to God's army still be
long, 

And senti betimes to them a while-winged messenger 
of cheer. 

Oh, give Love's roses now, nor keep them for the 
coffin's lid, 

(A single flower is sweeter far than thousands by 
and by); 

Take li'me 10 speak a tender word, to shed a pitying 
tear, 

Or breathe, at least, a prayer throughout the watches 
, of the night, 

And thus prove more Ihan conquerors through the 
power of deathlClls love! 

EVENING PRAYER 

Father, now the day is over, 
Wea ry, wom, myself I bring; 

Aly tlefensele!ls head, Oh, cover 
With the shadow of Thy wing. 

Pardon a ll the day's transgressing, 
Cleanse from every sta.in of sin j 

Lortl, I come, m y need confessing, 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Wipe away my tears of sorrow, 
Take me to Thy loving- breast, 

Make me stronger (or the m Ol·l'OW, 
Gi ve me pcact! and holy L"t!st. 

Au.:u~t. 1905 
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THE ANGEL OF GETHSEMANE 

'Twas midnight, and the Man of SorrowB took His 
chosen three, 

And sought with weary step the shelter of Gethse
mane 

To pray, His soul exceeding sorrowful, e'en unto 
death, 

And heavy laden with the sin and woe of ali the 
world. 

In agony of bloody sweat He fell upon His face, 
And cried, with tears, "My God, My Father, i! it be 

Thy will, 
Oh, let this cup of shame and numbering with trans

gressors pass,-
If it be po88ible! Yet nol My will, but Thine ~ 

tionel" 
And then His thoughts turned to the sacrifice,-a fear 

bore down 
With agonilting weight upon His heart, lest to 

comply 
With every jot and tittle of the Law, He might have 

failed! 
He saw the priestly type, He knew eternal death 

awaited, 
Should He seek to paSB the second veil unworthily. 
Eternal death I Oh, anguish inexpressible, to see 
No more His Father's face I He sought His well

lJeloveJ three, 
Perchance they might refresh His fainting heart with 

some sure word 
Of prophecy. Alas! Their eyes were heavy and they 

s lept. 
Three times He sought them, and three times in vainl 

Yet He was heard 
In that He feared. The Father sent a heuenly com

forter 
To touch With tender, strengthening hand that dear, 

devoted head, 
And whisper, "I, the LORD, in righteousness have 

called Thee, I 
Will hold Thine hand, and keep Thee.' Neither shalt 

Thou 'fail nor be 
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Discouraged.' Lo, Thou art 'a Priest forever, and .. 
King 

Upon Thy throne, like to Melchizedec..' And Tholl 
II hl lt see 

The t rnail of Thy soul, nd ahalt be aalillied." His 
heart 

Revived, He knew His Father's faithful Word could 
never fail; 

He knew it would accomplish that whereunto it waa 
sent. 

He rose, Dnd from t hat hour went forth to t rill and 
to dealh, 

In peace,- a c:almness born of pertec:t confidenu In 
God. 

• • • 
How oft, throughout the many<enturied "night" of 

this dark Age, 
The Father's "little ones" have knelt in sad Gethse

mane 
To pray I E'en now the Garden's shade re-echoes 

with the cry 
Of God's elect, "Holf long, Oh, Lord, how long until 

we see 
The tl'nvail of our soul ! How long until Thou ahalt 

avenge 
Thine own elect, who cry to Thee, with tears, both 

night and day 1" 
Dea r Lord, Oh, use me as the Angel in Gethsemane! 
Oh, fill me with Thy holy Spirit of Divi nest love! 
Oh, make me sympathetic, ,.,ille, that every anguisheJ 

heart 
May come, nor seek In vain (or eonsolation from Thy 

Word, 
And s trengthened, romiorted, go forth to prison or 

to death, 
To suffer patiently the eruel mockings of the tongue; 
To bea r the eross unto the biller end, then calmly 

"Y • 
.. 'Tis fini shed," nnd ,.,ilh flith un"nering PI811 be. 

neath "Ihe " eill" 
M., ., not 
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NEARING THE GOAL 

With eyes aflame, with panting breath, they COlllo::,
The runnen,---every nerve ami muscle tense,
Urged forward by a thousand deafening cries , 
On, Oil, they rush, when one, close to the goal, 
For but one moment glances back in pride 
To note how far he hath Qutrun the res t. 
Alas ! tripped by a pebble on the course, 
He s tumbles, fa lls , arises, but too iate,-
Another sweepll ahead with blood-flecked lips 
And burs ting heartl One final, awful stram, 
With supe rhuman effort, grand, supreme, 
He leaps into the air,-and falls in death 
Across the line,-a "idor, but at what 
A fearful costl-he g.ve hia life., his aliI 

I ponder o'er this tragedy of days 
When Greece was mis tress of the world, anti say, 
"Hast not thou also entered on a raee, 
My soul, in contest for a 'Crown of Life,' 
A prize thou canst not win except thine all 
Thou givestl Then, be wise, and watch and pray, 
Turn not thine eyes one instant from 'the m:ark,' 
For fear thou dash thy foot agains t some small, 
Well-rounded truth, which in thy pride thou hast 
O'erlooked, ant.! thus thou s tumble, fall, and though 
Thou shouldst arise, 'twould be too late to ",in I" 

"Ah, then, cons ider thy 'forerunner,' Christ, 
Yea, call to mimI the 'cloud of witnesses' 
Around,- those noble, faithful ones of old,-
Anti s trip thyself, my soul, of every weight; 
Gird up thy loins, make straight paths for thy feeti 
Breathe deeply of the Spirit's conquering power, 
And run with patient, meek, enduring zeal! 
Almost thou ha.st attained, my soul, my soul! 
Shall angels, principalities, or powers, 
Or height, or depth, or other creature, draw 
Thee from the goal so near? Ahl yes , flO near, 
The glory-light streams through the parting veil; 
Have faith, press on, one eHort. g rand, supreme,
And thou hast won in death Love'li blood bought 

c rown !" 
D ... ,~mwc B. 1909 
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THE ROSE 

Within my hand I gently hold the Gtmlen's Queen, a 
rose,-

The softly-sighing summer wind about it faintly 
blowN, 

Anll wufts its wondrous fragmnce oul upon the 
evenin!;: air. 

An,] liS I J.(ute upon the rose, so pe rfect ::mcl so fair, 
In memt)ry'!!; halls there wakes , the while, a legend, 

tjuuinl and old, 
How onee ullon a time, one day. a sage picked UP. 

we're told, 
A lump of common clay, so redolent with perfume 

Tare, 
He ma,....ele", and the question wonder ing asked, 

"Whelll:e dost thou bear 
Sueh fl'agrnnC1!. 0, thou lump of clay?" In tones of 

deep rel'ose 
There tame the sweet reply. "1 have been dWelling 

with the rOlie," 

The while the legend s tirs my soul, within my hand 
Rtill lie 

The pew ls of the rose, anti from my heart of hearts 
I cry, 

"Thou lo\'ely nose of Sharon, may I eve r dwell with 
Thee, 

So elo!lely that the fragrance of Thy love shall cling
to me. 

Oh, fill me with the !tpiril of Thy sweet humility, 
Then nil 6h311 see and know, tlear Lord, that I have 

leamed of Thee; 
And let mine earth ly pilgrimage, until its blessed 

c lose, 
Each tiny ami hou r bea r witness, I've b~n dwellinK 

wilh the Itose." 

uos 
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OUR H!>A VENLY HOM!> 

To little children "home" is that tlenr place where 
mother is, 

Where every wound doth ever find the healing kiss 
of love, 

And little sobbin g hearts are soothed to rest upon her 
breast. 

In later years that dear word "home" awakes the 
pre<:iou>; thought 

or loving wife and happy little ones, and peace and 
rest,-

A reCuge sweet where outside tares and worries call· 
not come. 

And when the s un or lile is s inking in the west we 
dream 

or "home" as that blest gathering place where often 
through the year 

Our children, anti thei r chiltJren, come with wealth DC 
grateful love, 

That makes our hcnrtll forget the pain and toil of 
former years. 

But to the Chrilliian, though the earthly loves be near 
and deaf, 

The thought of "home" belongs to that most heavenly 
pillce where Goo, 

And Christ, and all the holy angels are, where sor
row find s 

No pi lice, anl l every longing heart is fully satisfied; 
Where we shall love und serve Him perfectly, and 

meet again, 
Nor ever vart from fellow-pilgrims on " the narrow 

way," 
Where we shall s it with Christ upon His throne, and 

bless with peace 
And joy the whole creation, groaning now in pain 

and tears ! 

And yea'r by year the golden chain grows longer, that 
doth draw 

Us closer to our heavenly home, as one by one, "th~ 
priests" 

In silence pass bcneath " the veil "--each one an added 
link. ., 



Ahl then, to gain an entrance to that blest abot.le 
s hall we 

Not count the present things but "loss and dross," 
anil lightl y t ouch 

Each object that might hold our heart's affections to 
this earth,-

For where our treasure is, e'en there our hearlll will 
alllO be! 

Oetob~r ~S, 1!JU6 

SOMETIMES I ALMOST WONDER 

Somet imes I a lmost wonder if my Lord doth really 
know 

About the many, many things that wound my poor 
heart so! 

I can but wonder if He knows the anguis h of my 
soul, 

When tempests beat upon my head, and surging bil
lows roll; 

wonder if He hears a t night my weary, longing 
:o; ighs, 

woniler if He sees the tears that tl'i!mble in mine 
eyes ! 

I wontler if my burdens weigh upon His lentler heart, 
And in m y many sorrows, if His grea t love shares 

a pa rt! 
• • • 

Ah! no, I will not wonder, I will silence every fear, 
I 've read that "in His bottle He doth treasure up 

each tea r;" 
1 know tha t He who heeds the smallest sparrow when 

it fa lls, 
Will s urel y, s urely hearken when His own child feeb· 

ly caUs ; 
I know that He who stilled the waves on Galilee's 

dark sea, 
Will bid the storms of life, "Be s till," that rudely 

threaten me. 
Ah! no, I do not wonder, I am sure my Lord doth 

know 
About the ma ny, ma ny things that wound my poor 

heart llO ! 

Fcb ru.,y 27. 1008 
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• "SHE HATH DONE WHAT SHE COULD" 

The Feast was spnad at Simon's house, and as they 
sat at meat, 

A woman came and silent stood within the open 
door-

Close pressed against her throbbing heart an ala
baste r box 

Of purest spikenard, costly. rare, she held. With 
modes t fear, 

She dreaded to attraet the curious ga'te of those 
within, 

Anti yet her well-beloved Friend was there, her 
Maste r, Lord. 

With wondrous intuition she divined that this might 
b. 

Her last, her only opportunity to show her love ; 
She thought of all that He had done for her , the 

holy hours 
She spent enraptured at His feet, unmindful of all 

else, 
If only she might hear those warus of Truth, those 

worns of Life. 
She thought of that dark hour when Lazarus lay 

within the tomb 
And how He turned her night to day, her weeping 

into joy. 
Her fair face flu shed, with deepening gratitude her 

pure eye!! shone; 
With swift, light s tep she crossed the crowdetl room. 

She bravely met 
Those ques tioning eyes (for Love will fi nd its way 

through paths where lions 
Fear to tread); wi th trembling hands she broke the 

seal anti pouretl 
The precious contents of the box upon her Savior 's 

feet, 
And all the house was filled with fragrance wonder

ful and sweet. 
She could not llpenk, her henr t 's devotion was too 

deep, her tears 
Fell llOftiy, while she took her chiefest ornament, 

her long 
And s ilken hair and wiped His sacred feet-when 

suddenly 
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A rUlle voice broke the golden s ilence wit h, "What 
waslel this might 

Have sold fo r much, to feed Ihe poor!" She lower 
bent her head-

To her it seemed 110 mean a Kilt for Jove 80 great to 
make! 

Again a voice re-echoed through the r oom, her 
blessed Lortl's, 

(He half arose anti gentl y laid His hand upon her 
hair)""':" 

Anti how it thrilled her fainting heart to hear Him 
sweetly sa y, 

"Rebuke her not, for she hath wrought a good work, 
what she could; 

Aforehand, to anoint Me for my burying, she hath 
come, 

And this her deed of love throughout the ages shall 
be told I" 

• • • 
How oft since first 1 reatl the story of this saint of 

old, 
My own poor heart hath burnetl with fervent, long

ing, deep Ilesire , 
That I might thus have ministered unto my Lord anti 

King-
"The chiefest of ten thousand, a ltogether lovely 

One." 
Antl now to learn-O h! precious thought, 'lis not too 

lale, I s till 
May pour Love's priceless ointment on " the members" 

of His Feet! 
Dear Lord, 1 pray, Ohl help me break with sacrificial 

hantl 
The seal of Self, an.1 pour the pent-up odors of my 

heart 
Upon Thy "Feet!" Oh! let me spend my days and 

nights in toil, 
That I, perchance, may save from needless wander

ing, and help 
To keep them ill the narrow way that leads to light 

ami life. 
Oh! let me lay within thei r trembling hands a rose 

of love, 
A lil y's pure and holy inspiration on their breast! 
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Dear Master, let me kneel with them in clark GeLh· 
semanei 

Ohl help me boldly stant! and meekly bear the scoffs 
and jeers 

Of cruel, mocking tongues ! Ohl may I count no cost, 
e'en life 

Itself, too I!'reat to Herve, to b less, to comfort Thy 
dear ".'eet," 

AntI when the lust d rop of my heart's devotion hath 
been shed, 

Oh, may I hear Th:r sweet voice say, "She hath done 
what she caul !" 

Apr'l 8f), 1808 

JESUS 
The genUe s ighing oC the wind among the fJines. 
The joyous singing of the lark at break of day, 
The rippling of the water-brooks through cooling 

shade. 
The patter of the softly falling rain at night, 
Afe sounds less sweet by far than His most precious 

nsme. 

No Art can show a form so gracious and so fair, 
No Master's hand hath drawn a smile so wondrous 

sweet, 
Nor could Jepiet the majesty of that pure browj 
No eanvas ever glowed with such a holy light 
As shines from His most rauiant image in my heart. 

The dearest earthly frienu may fail in time of neOO, 
The sweetc!\t and the loveliest grow eold at heart, 
The nearest may not heed the throbbing heart's sad 

ery, 
The gayest throng may hold the loneliest soli tude, 
But Jesus, Jesus never fails my eall to hear. 

Oh, ll'!ay the music of Thy name more clearly fall 
Upon my ears attuned to c:atch that sweetest sounu! 
Oh, may Thine image in my heart so bright become 
That 1 by gazing may be changed into the samc; 
Oh, blessed Jesus, let Thy presenec ne'er depart, 
Oh, eome and reign forevermore within my heartl 

Decftnber 22, li05 
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"IN DUE TIME" 

In Thy (Iue t ime, our Heavenl y Father, shall be 
known 

Thy gra(';ioull plan, which now i5 hid, 
Except unto Thy saints alone. 
0, glorious \Iay, when Thine all-wisdom, justice, 

powe r and love, 
The whole c reation shall appro\'c! 

In His Jue time, 0, blessed JIl SU~, Thou shal t see 
The travail of Thy ~oul, and shalt 
Be satisfied eternally; 
Thine agony on Calvary- the price that Thou didst 

give, 
Shall cause the dead 3g'ain to live! 

In Goel 's clue time, 0, pilgrim on the "narrow way," 
Th y painful journey ended, darkeRt 
Night s hall tum to brightest day; 
Thine every t r ial, then , thine every tear, shall prove 

a ~em 
To beautify thy diadem! 

In His tlue time, 0, weary, groaning, sin-cursed 
Earth. 

The Lorol will wipe aW11)' th y tears, 
AnJ bring the promiseti "seeon!1 birth;" 
And there shall be no pain , nor any dealh in that 

blest Jay 
When sin and so rrow flee away! 

Tn His !Jue lime, angoeJie choirs shall s ing again 
In grander s tra in that heavenl y me!isa .~e, 
"Peace on earth, good will toward menl" 
Anti every knee shall bow, and every lov ing heart 

confess 
The Christ who comes to reign anti bless ! 

J .n ... ~ 25, 19o, 
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THE NARROW WAY 

.. Dear Lord, the way !icems I:ery dark, 
I cannot see." 

"Yes, child, I know, but 1 will be thy Light
Come, follow Me!" 

"Dear Lord. so lonely is thi, way
Where are my friends;! " 

"My child, (los t thou forget how far from Me 
Their pathway tends! " 

"Dear Master, I am growing weak, 
I scarce can s tand." 

"0, fooli s h child, trust not in thine own s trength, 
Come, take My haml; 

"For I have trod this way before, 
So {lark to thee. 

"I know e;u~h s te p, its weadness and pain, 
Wilt trust in Me!" 

"Yea, Lord, though friendle!!.8, lonely. dark, 
This way may be, 

I will lie s trong. Beloved Guide, leull on, 
I Collow Theel" 

Nov~",ber. lSi!! 

V HE KNOWS 

He k:\ows the way I take,
What malter then if dark it be, 

Or rough, or hetJgeJ about,-
IHs s tarr shall comIort. me. 

Ami shoukl His love withhold 
What seems so near, so dear, so sweet, 

I 'U humbly take Uus thing 
And lay it a t His feet. 

How sweet to Imow He knows, 
And cares , and holds me by the h:1nll,

Will safely guide until 
I reach the Heavenly Land! 

JW,.. 1'03 
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WAITING 

" 'l'hey a lsu ,,~ . ·ve who only s tand and wait." Behold 
me here, 

Dear Lord! With eager , watchful eye ami quick a t· 
tcnlive ear, 

] s tand , and if a message Thou woulds t send o'er land 
or sea-

(Today, tomorrow, night or day), Lord, here am f, 
Bend me! 

But, if in Thine a ll-wiStlom, Thou should ~t choose 
anot her one, 

My hea rt in swift s ulnnission s hall respond, Thy will 
be dune! 

Let me learn well the lesson that Thy blessed Word 
doth teach, 

To Test in humble silence, not to murmur, no r to 
reach 

For what appear. my service, with an over-contillent 
zeal, 

But watch and pray until Thy will fo r me Thou shalt 
reve:l ] ; 

Thus patient, waiting ever, keeping "c ry d08f! to 
T1,e(', 

Perhal's , dea r Lortl, some wondrous day Thou wilt 
have need of me! 

1900 

0, SOUL OF MINE 

0, :loul of mine, be calm, be s t ill , 
Submit th yself to GOlI, 

In all thy ways yield to His will, 
Nor fa int beneath the rod . 

0, soul of mine, like potter's clay 
With in the Mas ter's hand, 

O. le t Him mould thee day by day, 
Till fault less thou shalt stand. 

0, soul of mine, have fa ith, believe, 
Nor count the cost of s trife, 

Fig-Ill on, faint not, thou shalt receive 
At last the Crown of Life! 



, 

IN THE GARDEN OF THE LORU 

Last night I d reamed the Master came to me and 
gently said, 

"Beloved, lay thy cross aside, and COffie wi th me 
awhile, 

For I would have thee rest within the garden of the 
Lord." 

And then He took my trembling hand and led me 
through the gloom 

Until we CAme to where a massive gateway barred 
our pat h,-

The gate!! were closed, but opened a t the Master's 
sweet command. 

We enterel!, and the shallows nell before His radiant 
smile,-

Oh, vision rapturous, can wo rd!! be found to tell how 
fa ir ! 

Ten thousand roses beckonetJ with Love's crimson 
hue, and rouml 

About our feet the violets nestled ill their purple 
grid; 

A passion. flower, sad symbol of His dying agony, 
Entwined itself with orchids rare, frail chiltJren ot 

the a ir; 
While velvet pansies, clothed in ro)'alty, together 

grew 
With lovely, cling ing, pink and white sweet peas, a lld 

close beside, 
The lilies or the valley bent in sweet humility,_ 
And everywhere, the tender grass, II carpet soft and 

cool. 

And often as we passed, t he Master 's hand with lov· 
ing touch 

Did rest upon some drooping f lower, and lo! at once 
it seemed 

nefreshed. At last we carne to where II stately lily 
stood, 

Its snowy crown uplifted like a chime of silvery bells, 
Whose swaying fi lled the garden with a fragrance 

sweet and rare. 
We closer drew, and t hen I saw, a las! how he re and 

there 
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A petal (.Lir was tom ami brown, as thoug-h by some 
rUlle win,! 

Or scorehin.: heat. I wondered greatly at the sight, 
then tumed, 

The Question on my lips ,- when suddenly there rose 
a storm 

So fierce that every flower in the garden bent its 
head; 

And then a shower of flaming arrows, hurled by 
shadowy (orms 

Outside the garden's ivy-covered walls, rained down 
upon 

The lilies , while 1 clung in terror to my Heavenly 
Guille. 

A moment only did the storm prevail, and then I 
hC:lrIl 

The "Master's "Peace, be s till '" The tempest ceased, 
and there was calm. 

The wondrous lij(ht grew dim, the garden vanished, 
-and I woke. 

The Masler had not spoken thus, ami yet I seemed 
to know 

The fair dream-garden was B picture of His "little 
ones," 

(He neither sleeps nor slumbers in His watch-care 
over these), 

And then the thought,_if in this garden I might 
choose my plnce, 

Would I be like the rose? Ah! no, lest in my pas
sionate zeal 

To show by works my heart of love, I shoul d forget 
the thorns, 

Dear Lord, and wound Thy loving haml1 Ah! then, 
perhaps I would 

The lily be, and sound Thy blessed Truth o'er land 
and sea 

In clear-toned eloquence. Ahlno, I might not bear 
the storms 

That beat upon the one whose head Thou has t up
Ji fte,1 far 

Above his fellows,-and a shining mark for Satan's 
darts ! 

Ami thus I thought on each and all that garden's 
lovel y ones, 
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Then cried, "My blessed Lonl, if I might. choose, Oh, 
let me be 

The tender KralllJ, that I may rest and soothe Thy 
weariness,-

A lowly place, safe-sheltered from the wind nnd fiery 
dart,-

What rapture this,-to lay down life itself beneath 
Thy feet!" 

&p~. 30. 1"5 

'''' 

PATIENCE 

The purple grape must be cl'Us heJ 
TI,I make the s weet, red wine, 

And furnace fire s mu.,t fierce ly burn, 
The tlrossy goM to refine; 

The wheel mUlI t cruelly g r inJ, 
El se where the jewel's light.? 

And the steel 8ubmit to the puli shing, 
Or how would the sword grow bright? 

How then , my soul, wilt thou 
The Spirit's fruits possess, 

Except thou lovingly yield thysel£ 
1'0 the Hand that wounds to bless? 

Then patiently let the fife 
Consume all earthly dross-

Thou canst not hope to wea r the Crown, 
If thl,lu refuse the e roS!!! 

"THREE GATES OF GOLD" 
Let eve ry thought t hy lips would utter pass three 

galel'l of gold.-
But, if through these it fails to puss, then let it not 

be toldj 
And o'er each gate in silver letters written thou wilt 

find , 
Above the 'firs t one, "Is it truer" the seeond, "Ie it 

kindr" 
And "III it necesssry?" o'er the third one and the 

las t. 
Then guard thy thoughts, let nOlle escape, save 

those these gates have pass@(l1 
au 
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LORD, HERE I BRING MYSELF 

Lord, here I bring myself, 
'Tis all I have to g ive, 

My heart's desi re iR wholly lhi . • 
Henceforth for Thee to live:; 

To own no will but Thine, 
To suITer loss or shame, 

All things to bear, if only I 
May glorify Thy nume; 

Hencdorth mine every power 
Each tlay for Thee to use, 

My hanu s, my feet, my lips, mine all, 
As Thou, my Lord, shalt choo;;e. 

Dear Lord, my tonstant pruyer 
Is for increase of grace, 

That I by faith may walk with Thee, 
Till I behol. l Thy fa ce. 

IN THE PRESENCE OF THE KING < 

If we could a lways f<!e i each li ttle thing 
We do, each hour we spend 

Within the sacred presence of the King, 
What dignity 'twould lend! 

If we could realize ou r every thought 
Is known to Him, our King, 

With how g reat carefu lness would it be fr.>.ught , 
And what a ble~sing bring! 

If, when liome sharp word leaves u cruel stin~, 
Our faith couhl know ant! feel 

'Twas heart! within the presence of the King, 
How soon the wound would heal ! 

Oh, when the song of life seems hard to s ing, 
And darker grows the way-

Draw nt'aru to the presence of the King, 
And night shall tum to day I 

JuJ ~. 1907 
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'[HI> ONE LOAF 

I Cor. LO:17 

The twilight hour, when aU the world tloth dream, I 
stand amid 

The r ipening grain. that ripples, like the bosom of a 
lake 

Beneath the evening breeze. I pluck, and idly hold 
within 

My hand, one golden ear, the while in swift succes
s ion pass 

Strange visions of the olden lime; I see a threshing
floor-

The wheat by wooden Rail bereft of chaff and shining 
husk. 

The scene is changed ; I see a woman grinding at a 
mill-

Bet .... een the upper and the nether stones the grain 
is crushed 

Until no 8emblance of its former atale remains, but 
each 

Is mcrJ{cd into one common whole-a coarse and 
homely meal. 

Anothe r picture- mixed with water and with salt a 
loaf, 

Or flattened cake, is formed and laid upon the glow
ing coals. 

Ami as I gaze, my thoughts arc lifted to a higher 
plane; 

I see "the members of His body," like the golden 
Krain, 

Denuded of their glittering robes of earthly pride 
and fame; 

The upper and the nether stones or life's vidssitudes 
Are s lowly, surely, grinding rich and poor, the high, 

the low, 
Into one common-union- heart and mind, and zeal 

and lov.e; 
With purifying salt, life-giving water of the Word, 
The mass is being drawn and held and moulded in 

"one loa!." 

Ah, then, beloved, when we drink of that memorial 
cup, 
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And eal the symbol of His fle sh, Jet us partake with 
joy, 

Nor mllrvel if we need that strange, transfonning 
JKlwer of fire, 

Ere we a re counted worthy to be like our Lord ami 
Head, 

And "broken" that a hun)::"ry, fainting, dying world 
he fed! 

I"~hr\l"~ 26. 11108 

"COME UNTO ME" 

M.H. II :2~ . 30 

Cume to Me, all ye t hat labor, 
Come, and I will give you rest. 

Come to Me, ye heavy h.ulen, 
Come, and lean upon My breast! 

Take Mine easy yoke upon ypu, 
F'or My burden, it is light, 

Ami My heart is meek and lowly, 
Ever pleasing in His s ight. 

Come to Me, ye broken-hearted, 
l .et Me all you r sorrows bear, 

Faithful be till life is ended, 
Then My glory ye shall ' share. 

THIS TOO WILL PASS 

Poo]' hearl, break not, though cruel be thy wDund,_ 
T hili too will pa.';li! 

The wearielit uay will end in sunset light, 
And dawn must fo llow e'en the Ilarkest night! 

Nor drink too .leeply of joy'S honeyed CUP,-
This too will pass ! 

Cares!;ing hands will lose their loving touch, 
Ami wor.ls mean nothing, that once meant so much. 
Ah, then, whate'er thy s tate, seek thou (ontent,-

This will nllt paul 
Thy res t in God, He only knows and cares , 
His heart of love thine every sorrow shu l'Cs! 
M~)' 15. U I6 
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LOVING SUBMISSION 

I may not understanu just why lhe cloutls obscure 
the S UIl, 

But I con trust Him still, and feebly say, "Thy will 
be done." 

I know not why each tloor of service He sees £it to 
close, 

BuL I rejoice to f ind my will would ne 'e r llis W3)' 

oppose. 
r can but wonder why it seemeth to my Father best, 
To loosen from its resting place upon my throbbing 

b reast 
The priceless jewel fa stened there by His own htln. l 

- but then, 
I joy t o (eel the mother-heart can s till respond, 

Amen ! 
J do not a lways clearly see the lesson I ~hoult.l lear n. 
But hour by hour I'll str ive to let the hallowed 

i ncenl';e burn. 
t know not why the sweet mus t turn t o bitter in t he 

cup, 
But s till I press it to m y lips , alill through my tears 

look up 
To Him who is "too wi!;e to e rr, too good to be un

kind" 
Assured 'that, when the cup is d rained, a blessing 

there I'll fintl. 

PreNs hart l, then, Muster \Vorkman, ami rerra in not, 
if J weep-

The marble's fai rest ~uty grows beneath t he chisc · 
linl: deep--

Yea , Lord, let skies be overcast, as seemeth best tv 
Thee, 

Take f rom my arms the deares t thing Thy love hath 
given mej 

Let sweet or bitter ( i ll my cup, acconling to Thy will , 
I'll closer clasp Thy hand in mine and in the name 

hold still. . 
And thus, although Thou slay me, I will praise Thee 

night anti day, 
I'll Jay each burtlen 'I t Thy (eet , and bea r a song 

"way! 
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"YOUR FATHER KNOWE'l'H WHAT 
THINGS YE HAVE NEED OF" 

MaiL. , :& 

Our Father knows what things we need 
Each step a long the wily. 

His eye nf love doth never !;\ecp
li e watches night and day. 

lie knows lIomctim(!~, like ri llcning gr;lin, 
WOl nred the sunshine bright, 

Ag:lin lie semi s the pence lhat comes 
With shadows of the night. 

Sometimes our pr ille woult! fain unturl 
Ambition's nauntin~ sall-

Aid then He knows we need to walk 
Humiliation's vale. 

Sometimes He takes ou r Cit!!,cr hand~ 
Awl folr ls them on ou r hreast, 

l ie gently Inys our work 1I:<;l lc-
He knows we nCell to re.~t . 

Sometime!! we need eomp:tnionlihi p, 
Sometimes, "the wihterness,"-

How sweet to leel He'll know :mll f,tive 
"hc state that most will bless ! 

Th!'n let us leave it a ll with Him, 
Assured that, come what mny, 

Our Father know ,", jus t what W," ntoNI 
UJlnl1 n\l r pih!'rim-way . 

COME NOT, DEAR HEART 

r.nmC" not .• Iear hrart. ""'} '<'I' 1 :.111 oIC"ad , 
'1'0 wc:wc th y ~;lT lund !i rOUlI. 1 Ill )' head, 
But whi}p I live Sf'1H1 me a ru~e. 
Or e'cn the humblest rtow(lr th:.t blows, 
'1'will sprve tn tell me or th v love, 
Pure lo\'c t hat comes rrum IIe.:aven abo\'e. 

Apr il. 1917 



THE WORD OF TRUTH 

The Word of Truth is like tI ~t~lincll-gla<;;; window 
rare, 

We slaoil outs ide ancl ~alC, but see no beauty there, 
No fai r design, naught but confusion we behold; 
~i s only from within the glory wil l unfold, 
And he who woult! l l rink in the rallture of the view 
MliSl tlimb the winding s tair, the portal enter 

throu~h . 
The sacred door of Truth's cathedral is most low, 
And aU who fa in would enter there the knee mu.4 

bow 
In deep humility. But once inside, the light 
Of day streams through ami makes each color heav

enly briJ,(ht, 
The ~laster 's great liesign we see, our hands we 

raIse 
In reverent ec~t<Jsy of wonuer , love ;:Iml praise ! 
J .. n"~'·y ~O. 19M 

NOT NOW, MY CHILD 

"FHther, l lool! to spread Thy blessed Truth o'er 
land an,1 !lea!" 

I listen, and there comes to me 
Hi l! anl!Wer, ten, ler, loving, mi ld, 

"Not now, My child. " 
" Father, my heart is sa t.!, I fain would leave thi s 

wilderness, 
Go forth , earth 's groaning ones to bless!" 
I hear again His answer mild. 

"Not now. My child." 
"Father, I yearn to break these fleshly fetters a nd 

be free, 
As pants t he hart, I pant for Thee!" 
His voice, how sweet, how tender, mild, 

"Not now, My child." 
"Father, Thy will be done, I humbly leave it a ll wilh 

Thee, 
Thou knowcs t what is bes t for me!" 
I hear Hi s voice, ~o low, so mild, 

"Come now, My child." 
' .. null!'}' 28. 1906 
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THIS IS MY WILL FOR THEE 

J ust to hear my . lea r Musle r 53Y. 
"Thi~ is my will for theei" 

'fhen to whisper the .lurk nigh t lhrou!;h , 
"This is Hilt will fnr me." 

Just to keel) in the narrow way, 
Pninfu l howe'e r it be, 

Just to follow Hi m day by .Iay
All sha ll be well with Ill l! . 

J ust to joy full y he:.! r the pain, 
All that He scmle lh me, 

Jus t to suffer t he scorn anti shame
Trus t wllt're 1 cannot sce. 

J us t to hen r, when the ,lay seems long, 
"This iii My will for thee;" 

Then !;hall my faith and love grow s trong, 
Knowi ng His will for me. 

Oh, to hear. when the work is done, 
"Th is is My will for the~ 

Faith an.1 Palience anti love have won
Sit in My throne wilh Mel" 

Odobe r 1 ~ . IlliG 

THE SOLITARY WAY 

Alaa! how few m lly know the grnce it takes 
To t read t he solitar y way ! Alone ! 
Ah, yes, alene! No othe r human hea l't 
Can untlers tand tile nameless sorrows there-
The nights in weeping spent, anJ yet, when dawns 
The day, to g reet the world with raciia nt smile , 
And scat te r sunshine while you whisper low 
To your poo r heart, "Canst bear a little morel" 

Alone ! Poor heart, 8ml dos t thou (Jue5tion, Whyl 
Dost t hink it ~ trll.nge tha t thou must wa lk this way! 
Ah, no ! Thou (lost but follow in His s tellS 
Who went be fore, and of the people there 
Was none with Himl Alone~ Yet not a lone
Hath not th y blessed Lor,1 a n,1 Mas ter saiu , 
" My presence sho ll go with thee?" Ah, my soul, 
No longe r, then, a solitary wayl 
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"rn EVERYTHING GIVE THANKS" 

We thank Thee, V:>r(I, {or raiment, and we thank 
Thee for our f ood, 

We thank Thee for our shelter, 0, Thou Giver of 
All Good; 

We thank Thee for the day on which our eyes first 
saw the light, 

We give Thee thanks for every sense. for hearing 
and for sight. 

We thank Thee for the sunshine. and we thank Thee 
for the rain, 

We thank Thee lor the pleasure and we thank Thee 
(or the pain. 

We thank Thee (or the frienus we've won, and for 
the friends we've lost, 

We thank Thee for the hearl-aches which these sep
arations cost. 

We thank Thee for the tender love which makes us 
clearly see 

That every severed heart-string hath but drawn us 
nearer Thee. 

We thank Thee (or forgiveness when we fail jn 
word or deed, 

We praise Thee {or sufficient grace in every time 
of need. 

We thank Thee, blessed }o~ather, for the gift of Thy 
dcar Son , 

We thank Thee anti we praise Thee for the victory 
He won. 

We thank 'I'hee for His righteousness, His robe so 
pure and while, 

We prai.se Thce that, when clothed in it, we're blame. 
less in Thy sight. 

We thank Thee, Oh, we praise Thee for Thy good 
and pr~ious Word, 

We bless Thee for the wondrous faith its promises 
have stirred. 

We thank Thee for the glorious Hope of Immor
tality-

Our hearts are longing, Lord, with Thee to dwell 
eternally I 
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We thank Thee fur "That Servant," for the love of 
eaeh dClIr Saint, 

We bless Thee for thei r fellowship when heart anti 
s t rength grow fa int. 

And thus we give Thee thanks , dear Lort!, for each 
ami every thing, 

Ami vray that Thou will keep us safe beneath Thy 
shel tering wing! 

Oc .... t.e ... 1'14 

GETHSEMANE 

GethseJUune ! The Gan.len 's lonely shade the wo rl.! '!; 
Hetleemer :;ought t hat night. He went alone to pray 
Jo'or grace and strength to drink the last drop in His 

Cup. 
Grea l soula crave solitude in sorrow's hour. Not c 'en 
His well ·beloYed three might share the sacredness 
Of that deep woe-He oat!e them tarry, while He 

wen t 
A little farthe r on, ant! fell upon His face . 

• • • • • 
Gethsemane l A solitary place, (\llart, 
No mortal feet may pren in sympathy tha t dark, 
~ncrimsoned earth. No human hand t he feveretl 

brow 
May cool, no other heart call shan its agony, 
No 'Voice but Goo's may break the solemn s ilence 

there-
A place when every soul mus t drink a lone the Cup 
The Father's hant! hath pouret!, ant! given to His 

child. 

Gethsemane! A dese rt plnce, alone, apart! 
Ah, no! The anguished heart doth never cry in vain 
To Him who marks the smallest sparrow when it 

falls, 
For He shall send His Angel with the message, "Jo~ear 
Thou not. for I am with thee! I will ne'er rursake 
Nor let Ihee r.iII My right hand s ha ll uphold, My 

love. 
My power shalt keep tbee, even 10 the bitte r end I" 
. 'ebr .... .., I. 1913 
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A PRAYER 

Heavenly Father, Holy Olle, 
May Thy will in us be 11o ll~; 
Make our hearts s ubmh;sive, meek, 
Let us ne'e r our own way seck. 
Lovin!.: Savior , we wou!.1 be 
E ver more ami more like Thee, 
Free from pride and self-desire, 
Fervent with a holy fire. 

J esus, Mas ter, we woul!l bear 
In Thy sufferings a !;hare: 
li elp us , Lord. to follow Thee, 
Heavy though the c:ross may he. 
F ill us with Divinest love , 
With Thy s pi ri t f rom above, 
May we pa tien t ly endure, 
T rusting in T hy promise s ure. 

Blessell Lord, Thy saints tlefenti, 
Watching o'er them to the end; 
Day by day their faith increalSc, 
KeeJl them in Thy perfect peacej 
Comfort, strengthen, guide ami bless 
Lead them through the wilde rness, 
And when Thy due t ime sha ll come, 
Gather all Thy loved ones home. 

"IF" 

If I can wa rm with Love !lome lonely hea rt, 
Hope's lustre to some listles,; eye imllarl; 
If I can make a s traight palh (or the la me, 
Or (an Bome smoldering Fa it h to fe rvent flame; 
If I may nelp some falterin g foot to keep 
The pa inful, narrow way, though rough and s leep; 
If Thou, tle"nr Lord, wilt use me, even me, 
To draw some trembling soul more dose to Thee; 
Il, when the entl of all things is a t hand, 
My feeble efforts may help one to sta nd ; 
I( I may live to make Truth 's message plain, 
Ahl then, ' twill ne'e r be said, my life was vain. 

April U , Itll 



"THINK IT NOT STRANGE" 
I 1'". ~ : I ~ 

Think it not .s lnlllgc, belove,], 
When ti!' rcely burns the fiery fl ame ! 
Think it nOl strange, lout praise I-Iis name, 
Who counts thee wur thy to pa rtake 
or Jl.'linful s ufferings lor His sake. 

Nor think it slranJ{e 
When loved one,. scornful fro m thee turn, 
The Truth reject, the message spurn; 
Cuns ider Him who thus <,ntlured, 
And Im mortali t y securw! 

Think it not Sl l"ange, beloved, 
If somet imes ~very door seem clusc\I, 
Anti all t hine e rrorts be opposed, 
Hut calmly wait in ]Iatience till 
The Master shall reveal His will. 

Nor t hink it s trange 
When darke r !~:rOW ij the "narrow way"
Pre!>s on, lh y Maste r soon s hall say, 
"Enough, My chi ld, thou hast well Ilune, 
Come, ente r in, the Prize is won!" 

U uO 

IF WE COULD BUT KNOW 

\Voul,] tas ks ever seem too hnrel, 
If we knew that (omonow's sun 

Woul~ 1 ari i'le upon Imnds that were folde!1 at rest 
With their life-work forever done! 

Dost think we would eve r wear 
An imputicnt look 011 the face, 

If we kllew that 0 1,1 1' loved ones erc dose of the day 
Woul~l1ie c1aspe~1 in death's cold embrace? 

Ah me! woul~ 1 we ever fea r 
Or g row fa int in the darkeninl{ way, 

Ir we only c:ould know how shor t that b lest while 
Till the night s hould be turne,\ to flay? 

Ah then! let ou r faith be s tron!::, ! 
Uour by hour live all thollllh wt' kntw, 

Let li S fi ght the good fig-ht, let us love to the end, 
Should our days be many or few! 
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ALMOST HOME 

My (l1I il bal 'que nllie ly tosses on the sea, 
In terror, Lortl, I feebly cry to Thee, 
"Increase my faith, a li darker grows the night, 
Oh, make me s trong in Thee and in Thy might!" 
He hears my prayer, He allswers, with a SOli Ie, 
"We're almost home. hne f . ith • little while!" 

Nor sun nor moon nor any star is seen, 
Not e'en the fainte st rift of blue between; 
T he chilling waters ..leeper, darker now, 
The stonn-clouds lowe r, the winds more wildly 

blow-
Yet hark! Above the s trife His voice, so mild, 
"lie brave, be s trong, we're a lmos t home, At)' clJild!" 

Do eager h:.lIlils lie folded on thy b reast, 
And hath the Lo rd of Harves t bid thee rcst l' 
Dost bee the happy labore rs go by. 
Nor cans t I'dra;n a tea r or longing s igh l' 
Be calm, poor henrt, and s in k into His will
"We're almust home, dcaf chiltl, lean harder still!" 
April I ~, IIlU 

A LITTLE WHILE 

How l on~, 0, lAm !, till T urn mee t 
To holtl with Thrc communion sweet1 
How long unti l Thine eyes s llall see 
The Spirit's fruits complete in me? 
When };hllll J come to Thee, my I.Am!, 
As promise(1 in Thy blessed Worrl '! 
When shall I see Thee as Thou art, 
Anti satis fy my longing heart? 
Ah, then, how mean will seem these toys, 
These trans itory, earthly joysl 
How s hort appear this dreary way, 
When night hath turned to eotlless day! 
Then, peace, my soul, be s trong, my heart, 
And bravel y strive to do thy pllrt, 
"A little while," He soon shall come, 
And 51ly. "Enough, my chillI, come home !" 
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PEHFECT T HROUGH SUFFERI NG 

If He the holy, hn."m le, .. , !i i/lies!! Olle, 
Must nee,ls be Ile rfccte.1 th rough surrcring, 
Woui/ Is t thou then sCl!k to tre:l\1 a p:llh lell!! 8tCCJl 
To reach Heaven's goal and win thy to'ather 's smile? 
Ah, no! My soul, when pa in and sorrow cross 
Thy thre8hol.I, be: thull swift to welcome them, 
Then whisper law within th y heart ot hearts, 
"Anothe r OI)J)<: u-tunity to show 
My King how much I love, what I can bear 
r 'or Him!" Ami a :l t he wellr), ,lays go by, 
Clin!; close r to t he h;UI,1 thnt woumls thee so, 
Lean harder on the breas t of lI im who lovc.J 
Thee, even as He loved il is only Son ; 
And pray. "Lord, lIpnre me not, bu rn out nil Ilross, 
Let IItlthing but lhe pun~ll t gold remain, 
And he lp me ill the hollest n re hold stilt. 
Do Thou, I~Teal J..n l,icl h;t, g r ind on, that I 
May pe rfect ly reflec t the glorious light 
Of u.ve Ui vi ll e ! Oh, fit me fo r so me pillee 
Within Thy royul diu.lem to shine!" 
J a"UHY ~8. 191 8 

CONE HOME 
( I n M~mu'y o f M y Udo~ .. 1 I' .. dor) 

COile homel 1'0 be forever wil h the Lord, 
White-robed and clothed with Immortality, 
Beholding face to (uce J ehova h God. 
Gone home l All sorrow, tears and anguish left 
Dehind. ''Cis fini shed, all the l ucritice, 
And, faithful un to death, he heaMl, "Well done, 
Come, enter thou int.o the promised joy!" 
What mc~saj.:e would "ou r shepherd·' sen,l to us , 
To us who wait t his li i" e the pn r tinj.: vail ? 
"Ue b"ave, be s t rong, weep 1I0 t, have (aith in God, 
The fie lds a re white t o hanest , go ye fo rth, 
Anti, even as ou r Mas te r said , '1.0, I 
Am with you always, even to the end,' 
So sha n my loving presence [;"0 with you, 
Until ye too sha ll hear His sweet 'Well done! ' 
Then there !lha ll be one Shepherd and one nod., 
Ami a ll rejoice togethe r with the Lonl." 
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MY PRAYER 

Almil::"ht y God, the Llml of 4e.in;.: tilr(>I1e,t urar, the 
::iu urc~ 

And Center or each sphel''e, henr Thou in He:lven, 
Thy Ilwellin~ JlLace, 

A humble suppliant's prayeri Oh, bless and k eep 
linn guard and guide 

The "mull in linen with the writer 's inkhorn by his 
!Iid !! j" 

Oh. holtl him closely to Thy heart, beneath Thy shel. 
tering wing, 

And !let him, Heavenly Father, 1l1i a seal UI)OIl Thine 
arm! 

Oh, cleanse from secret fault s , from s ins presump· 
tuous keep back, 

Anti make his heart as pure as that sweet £lower of 
EaHtertide. 

Oh, keep him meek and lowly, humbly lying at Thy 
feet , 

A broken ami emptied vessel, ;or the Master's use 
made meet. 

Oh, touch his lips with coal oC fi re from off 'l'hine 
altar, Lord, 

A s he shn ll seek Thy Truth to speak and honor Thy 
dear name. 

0, blessed J esus, s tretch in wondrous love Thy pity
ing' hand, 

Ami gently lead the "man that is Thy fellow" in the 
W'Y 

Thine ow n dear feet have trod. Oh, make him morc 
and more like Til>:\!, 

ThOll chiefest of ten thHlsand, altogether lovely One! 
I-~ulfil tu him Thy promise, if he suffer, he shall 

reign, 
And when his cou rse is fini shed, may he hear Thy 

sweet "Well Done!" 

A s yearnl'l the mother's heart to shield from every iii 
her chiltl, 

So fain would 1, t:ut I am weak, my Father, tl0 Thou 
keen 
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Hi s eyes from tears, hili feel from falling anti his 
.:ou l from ,Ieath! 

Be Thou to him a Sun anJ Shield in S:\t3n'8 uarkest 
hOUT, 

Let angel hosts encamp about his going out anti in, 
By tlay, by night, lo,lay , tomorrow :Jn,t forevermore, 

III Jesus' name. Amen! 

"HOW LONG, OH, LORD, HOW LONG 1" 

!low 1011/0:", Oh, Lonl, how IUllg 
Shall weakness serve the s tTOlll: "! 
How lon/o:" shall ftti~hl make J{il:hl , 
Anti tlarkness hate the light"! 

How lonl:, Oh, Lon!. how long 
Till Truth !ihall cl"ush the wrong, 
Till .larkness lurn to .lay, 
And sorrow flee away'! 

How l on ,~ till wars shall cease, 
This turmoil en,l in peace? 
How lUll I: the si n·curse.1 Eart h 
Await he r secund birth ? 

How IonA', Lor,l, mu..; t I fe el 
The prowl 0llllrcMlOr's Ilecl
J 'm wenry of the night, 
I long for morning light ! 

I long to see Thy face , 
I tong for 'j'hine tmbr:lce
How IonA', Lord, till I come 
T o my lung-promised hOlne? 
•• • 

Not long, my chil,I, not long, 
Be brave, be true, be s trong! 
The Day-star ,loth al1v~a r, 
The KJngtlom tl rawelh near! 

Look UII, my child , look up, 
The '_51 drup'. in Ihy Cupl 
Trust whe re thou cans t not see
t soon will call for thee! 

.J.n .... cl' 19, 1~ll 
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"0, THOU OF LlTILE FAITH!" 

0, thou of little faith, why (lost thou (car '! 
The tempes t hulh no puwer when I alll 111::0 1": 
Will not the angry waves be still at Mr cu,,\m:1n,l~ 

Step out, I 'll holtl thy hall.I, 
'I'hen, wherefore tlost thoLi re;lr? 

0, thou of little raith, why Jost thou ,!aubt ~ 
Doth not Mine Angel COmpa!)::; thee ahout ? 
Are not My Father's promh;es as sure to thee 

As they ha'le proveJ to Me? 
Then, wherefore dost thou doubt r 

0, thou of lillie raith, what ,10:;1 thou dread? 
Are not the lilies elotheoJ, the srarruws rl:ti ~ 
Heed not the world, nor marve that it hulcth tIH.~. 

For so it haled Me--
What, therefore, lIos t thou dre.ul7 

0, thou of little faith, why ,105t thou shrink? 
Why dost thou tremble at the rivc r' ~ brink? 
Oh, hark! Above its tumull llweetly SOUI\U li nly "Come, 

Thou art not fllr from hom •• 
Then, whereCore woultlst thou /lhrin"'!'" 

J.nu.r, 20, 1106 

REST 
The res t oC h.ilh! How wor\llrou~ I< ..... l·ct. 
BOlch tr ial an,\ each grid to IlIcct, 
Upheld by that sulficient grace, 
That trusts Him where it cannOl trace. 
The rest of peace! With min,1 so ~ ta}"c,I, 
That ali the seu-biru~, unafraitl, 
Upon the s tormy dee" do sleeJl, 
My soul Iln inmost culm doth keep. 

The rest oC Ion! What holy hliss, 
That lie is mine, ant.! I 11m lIis ! 
I t sweetens every bitter cup, 
It bids my tear-dimmetl eyes luok vl'i 
It sat isfies my hvnKry hcart. 
And m"ke~ this life of Heaven a IHirl. 
Ohl blesse,\ res t of f.ith an.1 puc,'. 
Oh! M!lil of love thllt ne'er lihall c:ea:.e. 
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"ARE YE ABLE?" 

Are ye able to walk in the narrow, str:! it way. 
With no friend by you r side, and no a rm (o r your 

stay '1 
Can yc bravely go on through the darkening night? 
Can ye patiently wait t ill the LArd sends the Light? 
Arc ye able to crush your soul's longing for Love, 
Wili yc seek for no f r iendship save that from above? 
Can ye pass through thi s worlll, lone, unnoticed, un-

known, 
While your faith (ainUy whispers, "11~ knoweth m, 

own1" 
Where the feet of the messed One stoOl!, can yc 

sland '! 
Can yc follow His s teps to a wi lderness land? 
Are yc able to east as ille pleasure and fame? 
Can ye live but to stlorify l:I is preciuus name! 
Can ye smile us His tlear voice says lentle rly "No," 
When " I he fi eld is 60 white," anu you r heart yea rns 

to go? 
Can ye rest then in silenee, contented and still, 
Till )'ou r Lord, the Chid Reaper, revcllieth His will ? 
Are ),e uble to lay on the Allar's pure flame 
That ruost t~asured possession, your pri~ less good 

name? 
Can ye ask of your Jo'Llther a hlessing for tho!;C, 
Who see "aught in your life but to scorn anti oppose? 
When the conClict twixt Error and Truth fiercer 

g rows, 
Can ye yield the s t rong "Sword" ngainst unnumber-

ed foes? 
Can ye lin up the "Standard" e'en higher and higher , 
While His prnises ye s ing in the midst of the fi reT 
When ye see the Lord 's cause going tlown to tlefeat, 
Will you r courage endure in the senn-rold heat ! 
Will your faith keep you steatlfast, though heart anti 

flesh fail 
As the New Creature passes beneath the lali l"Veil!" 
Ah, if thus ye can drink of the Cup Hc sh i ll pour, 
And if never the Dan ner of T ruth ye woultl lower, 
His Ueloved ye a.~, anti His crown ye shall wear, 
In !lis Thone ye shall s il, and His lilory shall sha rel 
~·"b,'". ry 5, HII: 
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"THE:RE: WAS ALSO A STRIFE: AMONG 
THEM" 
Luk. ~~ ::~ 

Alas ! that in His last, !tUu !;ltue,1 houl'll on ea rth, 
There shoultl be s tr ife among the Ma,;lcr'" chosen 

twe lve, 
A s trife to be the Krell tesl , seeking scltb:h cn, I ~. 
Ignori ng their II weel privilcl;c to mini"lc r 
Unto thei r Lord, in thi ll, Hi s time of ~,I.I~~1 need. 
Ah , me l tha t He, the Alpha 1I0l1 Ome,,!! , . ' [hl 
And La.'It , in lowliness musl wash their ,Iust ·stained 

reel, 
To show that he who IIcrvt' lh m01l1 ill chid or a ll ! 

Ah, then! shall we nol Ilaily watch :uuli lumbly pray 
Thut no oJtdllinK " root of bitte rness" sprinK up ! 
Sha ll we seek selfi lih honours he ,·c, or ra ther wait 
Unti l we reach the othe r s i.le, where lie, (lur Killl;. 
Sha ll seat us in J-Iis t li rune, exalt 1I i1. Inwly Uri llc! 
Dear Lonl , Oh, make UII gentle, nlc rciru l IHUl wise, 
Uel p us in honour each the other to prt!re r, 
"' ulfi lling thus the law of Chris t, t he law of Love! 
A ....... ' 8. 1'(1 

THY WILL nI,; DONIl 

M y Lord, Thy will not mine he ,Iune ; 
Whatever path Thy love shall chuo!le (o r me, 
Through deser t IIlnds, or if tM!side the SU,-

T hy will lie lione ! 
Oh, may Thy will in me be ,lone : 
ShouM "harvest " labor be for me Thy ..... i ll, 
Or i( I may but suffe r nnd be lIull,-

Thy will be dOlle ! 
My Father, let Thy will be , lone: 
If ,,,cd the cup Thou poure:; t f ur me to ,I rink, 
I 'll praise Thee. but if bitter, I 'll not lih r ink,-

Thy will be ,lone I 
Forever may Thy w ill be tlone: 
I would not choole, I leave it .U with Thee,
The pilgrimOige. if IIhon or long it be,-

Thy will be done! 
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TH8 TIME, MY SOUL, IS SHOIlT 

No t ime to ti nwu by the WIl)" 
No lime fo r ClIo " e, no ti m!! r .... l · pl.l)'; 
No t ime fo r CII I1.hly lovell o r joys , 
No t ime lor worldly Cll l'CS or toys, 

The lime, my IiIlUI, iii lli horll 

No l ime to murmu r or c1lmplnin. 
No time to hcel l the heal'I '» ,iull I'a in ; 
No lime for tea l'!! o r nloumful SlHI~ , 
No t ime to n~k. How fa r ? fl ow long!-

The liml':, my lioul, il. t hurt ! 

Ah, )' CS, ' liM short-just Li me enou~h 
1'0 run thy counse, so S(C<: II lione l rou~ h , 
JUl' l time to rea fl " the licl,ls," 1<0 w hi te, 
Be/ore the COmi111{ of lh t! " niltht ," 

JU Ii I I.imt', my Iioui. j nlil lime! 

Just time to muke thy hC:II'l 1IIore pl.lI'e, 
Ju st time to make thy " CUI! IIlj{" S UI'C, 
l Uli t time to enter l h rou~h " the Jo.lr," 
'1'0 reign wi th Chri ~ t (or evcnnUfe-

Jus t t ime, my lIOul, jus t limd 
~tobc. :8, UI1 

THE GOWEN AGE 

The Golden Age of I'rop l~r' b)' holy !fIcn fo re told , 
When Right 6hall triumph 0 cr lhe Wronl:' of cenlur

ies g rowu old; 
When in the desert springs brenk forth, ..... astes 

bioSliOIlL ali the rOMl, 
And health am! happineu a re borne on eve ry breeze 

tha t blows ; 
When Si n ani 1 Oo;!alh shall pass away anll every 

human heart 
He fill ell with l .o\'e until this Ear th shall seem of 

Heaven a parl 
• 

Ah! lhen, poor Worhl, come dry yo ur lears nntl 
luanis h every fea r, 

Lift up )·our heads, rejoice anll sing-til l: Gulden Age 
is herel 
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"BE THOU FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH" 

Faithful when with tea rs thine eyes are .Iim, 
Faithful when J oy's cup o'erflow~ il ll brim; 
Fai thful when God seems to veil Hi i'! (aee, 
Faithful when He erown s thy work with ~rllce . 
Faithful, though thy loved ones tum asitl{' , 
Lips that praised thee once, in harshness chi,ll:'; 
Faithful, though success cnwreathe tllY brow, 
F aithful, should the worM before thee bow. 
Faithful till hath fl e, \ life's n eeti nR" brea th, 
Eager hands lie foMed still in deuth. 

" Fa ithful unto death !" Lortl , day by .Iay, 
Help me thus to keep the narrow wa y! 
Strengthen me to bea r the scorn and shamc
Portion of all those who take Thy name. 
"Faithful unto death \" When all is , IOIU;! , 
Cross is changed to Crown , the viclory Won, 
Let me hear Thee say. 0 , blesse.l t oru, 
"Ch ild , come ente r into thy rewarilt 
Faithful thou hast been , come share with Me 
Glory , Honor , Immorl:l.1it)' !" 

Oc:tobcr 10. I !H'! 

FAITH 

T o follow whe re :111 un SCl'U Cafllai n 1\,:,,1:.: , 
To heed eomma lUls unhear,l hy mUl'la l ea r, 
To bat tle with a known, ret unset!1I fuc-

Ah ! This ill faith. 
To choose the r it.:ht wher\ others t llink you W f "IlK. 
To s tand (nr Truth while l.-:rror laut.:hs i ll scurn, 
To tread the lonely way unto the eml-

Yes t This takes failh , 
To wear a smile where you receive but (rn \\' l1 ,~ . 
To kiss the hand that wounds your IIoor heart sn, 
And 'pray for those who fai n yuur life woul,1 take-

Ah! This is f ai th. 
To fix your eyes On that within the veil . 
Your hea rl's ,Ievntion S(! t on thinc:s :,ho,'(" 
To wait with patience t ill GOtt calls ),ou hnnw · 

Fa ith 's victory wlln! 
.. " ., I. " 11 .. 



"LIKE AS A FATHER PITIETH" 

The night is so da rk, 3ml the way !<ecms so tong, 
As we ",auly ami wearil y ~ lru~}!lc (.Iolltr. 
So orten we stumble, so frcl luenlly fall, 
Aml the fcar oft assails , "Shall we fail , Kfter aU ?" 

Poor hearts ! we (orgel that the Mas ter ubove 
Ever w:ltcheth each stell in His innnite love, 
And like as a father dothJlit y, the Lonl 
Ever pit ies aU those who 0 trust in H is Wortl. 

No lear ever {ails, when the heart's woun,1 is sorc, 
Hut the l .lIrtl's tender heat"t keenly !IulTerc,1 the morC ; 
No CUll His han,1 ,lOurs , which He fill !; to the lorim, 
But His own loving lips were prellse<i first to its r im. 

No nig-Ilt can be (Iarker than that whidl He knew, 
And no waters be llcclJ(!r than thOse He IJ:ll>sed 

throu~h. 
Ah! then, when thy cross Reems too heavy to heal', 
Oh , remember thy LonJ doth know, I,ity /1ud I[a re! 
!ktuL"r 2a, 19L4 

TO ARMS! 

To al'm~ 1 To arms ! The enemy a~l)roaches l 
To al'ms ! To a rms ! Our wily foe is near. 

To arms ! Not iI~nor:U1t of his (levLcrs, 
To arms ! To -arms ! Advance wilhout a fcar! 

To arm.~ ! To arms l Out /lot with carnal weapons ! 
To arms! Take up the £1)iri1's T ..... o-etlged Sword! 

To arms ! Pul on the Ht!lmet of Salvation, 
To arms! To fi g ht (or Truth amI (or the Lord! 

To arms ! To arms ! Take every piece o( armor! 
To l.lrms ! To urms ! Lay every weight aside ! 

To MillS ! To llrms ! Our Captain goes berore us, 
We']] follow Him, whatever may betide ! 

'1'0 arms! 1'0 a rms ! Ten thousand 'rou"t! thee fallingl 
To arm,, ! H:lve (aith in God, anti watch and pray l 

To arms! To arms ! To hi m that overcomel h, 
A Crown of Life tilut fall el h 1I0t away! 



THE HEAVENLY BilIUEGI{QOM 

That He is mine and I aln 11i.:i, Oil! wou,lrou~ 
thought 

I am so poor, 80 weak so lowly. can there lI.ught 
Of wo rthiness in me be foun.\ that He l;hould lo\'e 
And seek me {or His Bride? I hea r His voice, "My 

Dove, 
Tholl Ilrt all fair, My Spouse, there is nO 5pOt in 

thee; 
Thy speech is comely. bette r is lhy love to Me 
Than wine. Thine eyes as Heshbon's fish -poolll, and 

like fl ocks 
Upon Mount Gilead are thy spi.:ed ami fl owe r-dcc:ke.J 

locks. 
The winter's past, My Dove, come, come with 1111.' 

away! 
Far lIpent the night, nHlke rea,ly for thy nU ll t i:.aI. lay!" 
My heart respomis, "TIII'oughoUl the many-ccli tude.1 

night 
I've longed for Thee, I've wuited (o r the ,Iawning 

light; 
Anti I have lait l Thee like sweet myn"h UIIOIl Ill}" 

brea!;t, 
Thine afm beneath my weary heat! hath loruug"hl me 

res t. 
Thou whom any .Coul doth love, Thy c,:ounlcnllncl! is 

Cai r 
To see with in the .ccr~t places of the s tair; 
Thy head i. like flue gold, how b.:!aulifui Thy fccl! 
'rhine eyes as doves' eyes, anoJ Thy iii'S wi th huney 

!\wceL 
I risc, Illy Lolli, J le:.lye my ralher's hou:«', behu!.1 
My robe uf r ighteousness , my raiment uf wrou;.:-ht 

1:'0111 ! 
Oil! wealth of love Divine, th~lt claim:> me fur Thine 

o ..... n, 
Oh! miracle of grace, to seat 'lie on Thy throne. 
Oh, l;"iurious future hopes, Oh! blis:> beron.1 c,:nml,are, 
Throut:h all eternity Thy love 01.",1 wurk to !ihnre!" 

J"ne Z~, 1111 
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"WHAT SHALL I RENDER UNTO 
THE LORD?" 

..... 116 :12·14 

What shall J rentler, Lord, to Thee, 
For a l! Thy benefits toward me? 
F or lile and every earthly good, 
For raiment, shelte r !la ily (0011; 
For light anti truth, lor peau antJ love, 
Fo r heavenly wi!!liom (rom above? 
How great Thy bountie~ unto me ! 
What have I that is not from Thee? 

For all these benefi ts toward me, 
What shall 1 rentler, Lon!, t o Thee? 
The Cup Thy h.mtl of love hath poured, 
I'U }tumbly lake, most gracious Lortl, 
And cali upon Thy holy name 
To help me Th y g reat Plan proclaim; 
I 'll spend my daY l1 in ceaseless praise, 
And tell abroad Thy wondrous ways! 

"Salvation's Cup"--of Hun-ering, too-
or s utTering with God's chosen few, 
Dear Lord, I' ll drink of this, Thy Cup. 
And smiling through my tears, look up
A rn ing led CUll o f grief and joy, 
or blessedness without allo)" 
Of love anti fellowship divine, 
A foretaste o f the Kingdom-wine. 

That a ll , clear Lord, may know and see 
Thy counUe.'ls benefits. toward me, 
Defore Thy congregation, now, 
1'\1 pay my consecration Vow; 
And in Thy s trenKth, supplied each day. 
I'll strive to walk the narrow way 
That leads to rest and God and Thee, 
And blissful immortali ty! 

bnuat)' 10. I!US 
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THE SANDAL-WOOD 

How strange the fllory of the Sa,ulul' \\'o'HI, 
Thill grows in .listant lantis , bcyon,l the Sc;1! 
'Tis said this C:UriOU fI tree per{UlllCS the axe 
That Jays it low, anu from ill< riven heart 
There flows a won.jrouf\ fragrance, sweet anr l rare; 
Oftti mes to incense A:round, ami pow, Ie red fine , 
I ts burning fills with larw:uorous !\Cent the room. 
And yet, {or centuries the tree might st.L1ul, 
Rut yield no perfume on the trollic air; 
It nee,ls mu~t {all, its very heatl be crushe, l, 
The $weetneSJ; of its odours to rc\·cal. 

Dear Lor,l, Oh! make me like the Sall,bl -wOOcI, 
Oh! may I pour Love's fra!,:;Tancc on t he hnml 
That woumls me so, ami heh) me realize 
W ithout a bruise,! and hUmble'( heart J ',1 be 
Unfitted lor the MlI lO ter Wnrkman'lI usc ! 
As Samlal-w0041 oil cools the feveretl brow, 
Let me refre~h and :;oothc the :mKui ~he.1 mind; 
When fire!: burn fierce:; t, !!lay my Ilre~ence be 
Like sweetest incenl<e 011 the evenil1K breeze, 
Or like GOII's an;::-cl in Gl!thsemanc, 
To comfort, s trengthen, c:Jlm, in l< Jlire nn.1 hll"s...,; ! 

Ju l,. 1, 1911 

"MY PRESENCE SHALL GO WITH T HEE 
AND I SHALL GIVE THEE RES'!''' 

Almif.:hty God, the Lonl of Heaven lind Earth, 
0, 'fhou, the ,snurce ami Center of f',u:h ~ pIH:r..', 
The lAnl of Ueinf.:, throne, I afar, Who~e 11:11,,1 
Upholds the we i;::-ht of worhls, yet, wOII,lrulls thuught! 
Nor ,lay nor night too oceullie.1 to nute 
E'en when a "parrow fal1 l< to earth, Whose cres 
A walch-care keep o'er e\'ery chihl uf Thine; 
Whose guardian ung-el :-: daily shupe the cnur:-:e 
or those who love Thec more than lire ill<clf ; 
Whose chasteninjt ro.1 .Ioth g-uitle them in thf' \V,I}' 

That leads to entlle~s Jife!-how :;weet til feel 
Thy Ilresencc evcr near, to kllow thllt Thuu 
no~t never sleep nor s lumbe r while Thy chil.1 
l n time of nee.l doth feehly cry to Thee. 



0, Thou, in Whom no shade or turning lies , 
Thou changeles~ 3nu un ... ariable One! 
Thoug h a ll unfaithful pro ... e, yea, though the enrth 
Anti hea ... ens depart, by faith we ela~p Thy hand. 
We calm ly rest our wea ry hearts on 'fllce, 
Assured that Thou will ne'er fllrsake, that we 
Shall be for ever precious in Thy s iKht! 
Octob<.r U, In •• 

"J'VE DONE MY BIT" 

'Twas but a "Red Cross" card of blue- I found it in 
my path-

So ve ry small it Was, 1 fain had passed it by, yet 
stooped 

To pi ck it up, anti read in crimson lettering, " I ' ... e 
Done 

My Bit." All, me ! what thoughts these words 
awakened in my soul-

The blue suggesting faithru lness, the crimson, sacri. 
fice. 

"Oh! God," I cried, "have I been faithful to my co ... · 
cnant? 

Oh! can I truly say, Ilea r Lord, that I have 'done my 
bit ' 

To helll some Soldier of the Cross to st.:.md in at"mor 
clad-

Salvation'!! helmet on his heat!, for breastplate, right. 
eousness; 

Protected by the shield of faith, and grasping in his 
hand 

The Spirit 's sword, the Word oC God, his cager feet 
wetl~shod 

With 5.ml1al s or the preparotion Cor the P rince or 
Peace 1" 

• • • 
Anu so each morn I pray, "Oh! help me do my bit 

today, 
That when the field of blood is pas t, the glorious 

... ictory's won, 
My blest reward shalt be, dear Lord, to hear Thy 

sweet 'Well Done!'" 
April 6. 191 8 



"" 

MY HEART'S DESIRE 

Dear Master, lon'/! I 've !ioughl 
A g rain of " wheat" to find, 

My heart's desire has been, 
J ust one with truth to bind! 

Perhaps Thou cans t not t rust 
Thy servant with this work, 

Because some earth-born pride 
Within my breas t doth turk. 

If Thou dost find this, Lord, 
Ok, send affliction's fire, 

Bum out the dr08s, the ~ohl renne, 
And grant my hellft's dClii-re ! • 

Perhaps I've !;ought a path, 
Thou hast not market! for me-

Forgive, 1 on ly thoug:ht 
Some work to tlo for Thee! 

I own no will of mine, 
The place I would not choose. 

But s imply give mine all 
To Thee as thou canst use. 

My thoughts, my war.h;, my ,lec,!!'>, 
Dear Lord, make !lure by fi re

Ah, then, 1 know that Thou 
Canst grant m y he;lrt'15 tlesire! 

" OH, WHO SHALL ROLL THE 
STONE AWAY?" 

A nameless chili l)en'alled aU the air, 
On thot g ray morn, long: centuries ago, 
As through t he city's nanuw ~trcet5 there crept 
Two women on their way to COll\'ury, 
The rragrant odors of sweet l'pices tohl 
Of their sad errant! to the tomb of I'lilll 
They lOVed, Anu a ll t hey nearet! the garden where 
Their blessed Lord W n;J laid, n su,j,len reM 
Took hold upon their eager, loving' hearts-
(The sepulch re was hewn from soli,1 roo.:k, 
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A g reat stone had been ro lled before the door, 
And sealed wi th Pilate'. royul s ignature)
They felt their weakness; and in an~uish cried , 
"Oh, who shail roll for us the s lone away?" 
But faith grew bold, they urgeu their laltering 

s t.eps-
When lo! They lound an Angel from the Lon l 
llad rolled away the s tone, and Bat therenn ~ 

Thus often, when with loving :teal we seek 
To serve the Lor tl, a grent fear chills our heart~ , 
The door of opportunity seen!!1 c1used, 
And in our weakneM and distress we c ry, 
"Oh, who Rhul! roll (or U~ the s lone away ?" 
Bu~ when with faith allil coural!'e we pl"cS~ on, 
We f ina the Angel o( the Lord ha th I(ooe 
Before, lind lo ! Ihe s lone is ro lled n.,ay ! 
May 27, , 9' 0 

"ASLEEP IN J ESUS" 

lIn "",nw..,. 01 m1 belO\'t:\l }"".b< .... 1) 

"A ~leep in J esus," Bies!;ed God, Thy lo\"e 
And mercy, Oh, how greal! That "hou shou!.!st hi ,te 
My loved one in the grave until 'l'hy WI'Zlth 
Be over pust!-Ah, yes, dear heart, s lcep wcll, 
Sleep well, no dreams disturb thy deep reilosc, 

"Asleep in Jesus," Undisturbell, the while 
Earth's breast is rent by "Armal~elh\o ll 's " ~,tr: le , 
And all creation travails in the pan11:S 
That must precede her glori(lu ~ ·'l'ecoml lJ irlh," 
SleeV well beneath His oversha,lowi ll ),{ w! ur.- ~, 

Sleep well, s leep well , until His King!lolII CI,me!', 
"The ransomed oe the Lord I'h.1.11 the ll rel lll'lI," 
And He shall bid thee waken out of sleep. 
A HigllWllY shall be there, a Way of Life, 
And thou, (lear heart, with joy shalt walk thercolI, 
Uri, up, until perlection's I.:'oal is won, 
When there shall be no pain, llor any tleath, 
When Goll's Ilear hand sh:,JI wil,e all teal'l{ : ll'.'a )" 

In thi s blest hope I lny thcc,,:own to rest ; 
Good night, dem' hem'l, 'twill lIot be IOllg, );lee., we111 
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SERVICE 

Oh, illY soul j " filled with ih . yearn in)!. 
Dear Lonl , l lnJ Illy hea rt is !<a. l, 

I long, how I long, to he s preallinJ.:' 
The Truth that hath made me ,::'I;\(I ! 

And the tiellhl are white to the Harves t, 
The Ilayli~ht i ~ almos t s lltmt, 

J sce a ll ab"ut mc the rcallCrs , 
On their holy mission scnt; 

But mine eager lwnds Thou ha,, \ rohle,I, 
In weakness upon m y brClll<t ; 

Thou h,ls t whi:lpe rcd, " I knnw thy longi ngs, 
My will (or thee is to r l;!st." 

Then alone with Thee in t he twili~ht, 
My roor, throbbing hea rt g rows still

Since Thou e\<.)scst my ,Ioor of service, 
I bow to Thy sovereign will. 

I know "to ubey and to hea rken" 
Ofttimes proves the g reater tes t_ 

AI Thy fec t would I lie (o rucr, 
Ir thus I mi !;h l sen 'e Thee be~ t! 

s.,1l!~mbc!r 18, 1!lO& 

RES URRECTION 

Dear Lord, I p l'a )' for coural!e, strcn~lh an.1 IOVI! , 
F or t hat pure wis, lom, promili~t l rrom .. Iun'c, 
That 1 rnay faithful be amI worthy rouml 
1'0 s tand " that dny" beside the grnSl>-gruwn mound 
or my beloved tle:ul, anJ S:IY, "Ari!\e! 
Come forth to light amI life, lilt up thine eye~! 
Awake a nd bur!ll the prison \):\1\11,; of ,I" alll ! 
Stand Up, the Go,l· o r Heaven re~tore,; t hy breath ! 
Return unto the land t hat g:l\'e thee birlh-
No lonJ:c r , as of o ld, a li;n-cuNle.1 eal'lh_ 
The ,Ic!;c rt placeR blos!<om a ll the ruliC, 
With f ragrance Ia,le ll, C\'CI'Y breeze that blows! 
A highway thou shal t fin d, a way t o lifc , 
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No IlI'idc, no sel fi shncss , no envy, strife, 
Shall IJro ;:; j)C r there; t he ransomed of the Lord 
Shall walk thereon, obedient to His Word; 
No longer l'i hall the ' lion' or 'ravenoul< beast' 
Upon the poor, thtl weak, the innocent feast; 
There God shall wipe all teaf!! fl'om every eye, 
No grief lihnll toueh thine heart, not e'en a sigh, 
And there shall be no deuth, nor any pain ! 
Awakel Hejoiee and join tlH! r.-Ja(1 refroin
' Hosanna, pcace on e:lrth, gootl will towanl men, 
All honor to the l.amb, Amen! Amen!'" 
No,'~",h<: r IG, IBI4 

BEYOND THE VEIL 

These stam mering lips, that now 
So vainly strive to Slleak Thy prah,c, 

Beyond t he veil 
Shall make the heaven of heavens re~cu uo l 

Through endless ,lays. 

These yearning eyes, that d rain 
To catch by faith a glimpse of Thee, 

n eyond the veil 
Shall see Thee aB Thou nrt 

Through all Eternity. 

The!;e t rembling hands, these fee l , 
That seek to serve so ea rnesll~' , 

Beyond the veil 
Shall for Thy Kingllom's glori ous work 

Empuwere,l he, 

And this poor , throbbing hearl , 
That c:lnnol now unfold its lo\'c, 

Beyond the \'eil 
Shall bloom and s hower it.~ fragran ce through 

'I'he heaven a\>cf'o'e, 

My soul, that neither seek:>, 
Nor fin deth here it!> pel-fect rest, 

Dcyond the veil 
Shall in 'I'hy Iikenes..<; w.:ke and be 

Forever blcll t 1 
F~"'r .... rr 28, I ~O I ,., 

.~ 
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I F THEY ONLY KNEW 

Jerusalem, J erusalem, hallst thou but 101110\\'11 
' rh l' uay of vis itatiou, had~t thou rc<;o:.:;n;l.("d 
Mesliiah in thy midst, wIJu1d not thy Phari,,('c ;< . 
With scoffing priests ant.! populace, have "iell tc) \1,) 
Him homage! Dost thou think the Mas ter C'C I' had 

be" 
Footsore and weary! Would there not have s tOOlI 

by diy, 
By night, ful\ threescore chariots ready at Hi s call! 
Ah, me! If they hml only kno",'Tl, lIast think the 

Feast 
At Simon's house had been the only one thus s pread: 
Or would He e'er have need to say, "The bir,1,. have 

nes ts, 
The roxes of the earth hn\'c holes , but I, the Son 
or Man, no place to lay My Head!" Jeru~a lem, 
Woulll nOL thy palace gatc~ have openc,! wille to Him , 
The Al pha anti Omega . Pl'ophet, Pries t and KinJ,!! 

Ah, me! Hud they but known, in 1111 the ~entu r ieli 
s ince, 

The ehosen few who bravely followe.1 in Hi" s le l'~ , 
Dost think Earth's great ones would have left them 

lonely, poo r, 
Despised? Wou ld they have driven proudl)' ur ill 

state, 
The while "Hi s teet" pressed wearily the wars i.!c 

dust? 
All ye who otten long, like Mary, to have po\we,\ 
The Jlrecious ointment on lI is head, relliemuer l hi ~: 
His words are true to-Ilay as then. th;rl " llI a ~ ltl uch 
As yc have done it unto one of the lie, the ka.~t 
Of Mine, it hath been Iione to Me!" All, yes ! and ,,'en 
A CUll of water sha1\ 1I0t fail of its rew:ml, 
Beclluse 'twas given in tile name of Chl'i .,t, the Lor,i. 
Then, let us ever seek La firul allli humbly l'>C I\·C 

His "little ones," f<!r thlls we 110 it unto Him. 

l uly 11. 1~11 
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LORD, HELP ME TO FORGET 

Lon.t, help me to forget the things behind, 
The many fond ambition~ that would bind 
The human heart to earthly hopes anel JOYlI , 
And tix its c ravings on mere worthless toys. 

Help me forget the cruel \\'o11.1s tlml bring 
Into my lonely heart their bitler IItingj 
Let me greet those that hate me wirh a smile, 
And help me, Lord, to pray for them the while. 

Help me forget, Oh, Lord, how oll I stray. 
The sad mis lakes I make {rom day to day, 
Yet let me ne'er (orget the Mercy Scat, 
Where Thou dost bless me with forgiveness sweet, 

Lord, Kive me g race sufficient {or the way, 
Oh, lot me ne'er forget to watch and pray! 
Ami when Thy precious jewels Thou shalt set, 
This little one, De;]r Lord, do not forgel! 

Nnnmbn 22, 1919 

~fY FATHER'S WAY IS BEST! 

Whate'er of sunshlne or of rain, 
Whate'er of losses or of gain, 
Whate'er of pleasure or of pain
My Father's way is best! 

Although the heart:tches start the tellr, 
Although the (lark ness wake the fcar, 
Allhough the lesson be not clear_ 
I know God's way is bell t! 

I know he knows and loves and carell , 
I know my eve ry wound He sharell, 
I know my heavies t load He bears
My Father's way is best! 

Content, Ahl then, with c,"c ry thing, 
Content, whate 'er the days mny bring, 
Content am I, the while I sing, 
Hi~ way is always bes t! 

S<!pleml>l'r 18. 1920 



"A LlTILE WHILE" 

A little wh ile with wcary feet to treat! the narrow 
way. 

A little while, the time will not be long, 
A lillie while the SillieS!! One to follow day by tiay, 

A li ttle while to sutTer and be strong-. 

A little while with faltering longue to testify for 
God, 

A little while to suffer scorn antI shame; 
A litt le while with "uke and l>en to s Jl(!ak the Truth 

abroad , 
A li ttle whi le to g lorify Hilj name. 

A little while with humble fai th to wage a goou]y 
fight, 

A little while, gr:u;p linn the Two-cllKC,1 Swonl; 
A liUle while, Satanic hosts s hall a ll be put to Hight, 

A little while, then trust thou in the Lortl. 

A litUe while, a little while, Oh , let this be ou r song, 
A little while, lay not the armor Ilown; 

A little while, a little while, the s trife will not be 
long, 

A little while amI we shall weur the Crown. 
Jahuary. I OUU 

" HE KNOWS HE LOVES HE CARES" . ' . 
How I;weet to fe ci that God doth ulways know 
About the things that wound my IlOor hea rt so; 
That. He hath planned each path my feet mU iSt trace, 
And will t; u[lpiy His all·s uffieient grace! 
How s trange that He s hould heed my iaintcl;t cry, 
And keep me as the apple of IU t> eye; 
That He should lOve me as He luves His Sun, 
The altogether lo\'ely. perfect One! 
How precious is the thought He 8till doth ca re 
When clouds h;mg heavy, as when skies arc fai r ; 
That He wilt !leVer let me lose my way , 
Nor from His tender watch-care ever stray! 



"HI.' knows, He loves, He cares," is illway!; nea r 
To bless and keep, Ah, then, why should I fear? 
Anti Oh, the glorious hOlle! I soon shl\ lI rest 
My weary head upon lIis loving breast. 
J~nun, 1, 1919 

"COULD YE NOT WATCH WITH ME 
ONE HO UR?" 

Gethsemane! Gethsemane! the Savior's last dark 
hours ! 

I n agony of soul he sought to know his Father's will ; 
'l'hree times he prayed, and thrice he came unto his 

cho,~en three 
For some sweet wo rd oC comfort from the lips of 

those he loved, 
Alas ! with wC;lriness thei r eye!il were heavy and they 

!;Icpt, 
Ah, mel did e'er the Man of Sorrows utle r !;adder 

wortls 
Than these: "Could yc not walch with me one hour ?" 

And then in tones 
Of tenderest, sympathetic IOI'e, " SIt!i!I) on a nd take 

your rest ," 
He knew their frame, rememberell they were dust, 

and hush(.'( l the c ry 
Of longing in his breaking henrt. But II I.' who never 

s lee\HI 
Nor slumbers heard His well-beloved Son in that he 

fearell. 
And scnt His holy ang'el to aS$ul'e him all was well. 

• • • 
Dear Lortl, Oh! let me ne'er grow weary or lie down 

to "Ieep 
While Thy Ilear "feet" are glowing like fine Inass in 

cruci bl e! 
Oh! hel ll me wnteh with them "one Ilour"-this last 

5:ul, darksome one, 
Oh! touch my lips with coals of fi re from off thine 

altar, Lord, 
'fhat I may strengthen, calm, inspire and bless lhy 

fa ithful ones, 
Unlil logether we shall henr, " It i ~ enough, cOllie 

home !" 
luI, 27, 1 ~ 18 5 7 
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"AS PANTS THE HART" 

As pant.!! the hart for water brooks, 
So pants my sou t for Thee. 

Oh, ..... hen sha ll 1 behold Thy fuce, 
When wilt Thou call fo r me! 

How ort at nighl I turll mine eyes 
Towards my heavenly home, 

Anl\ long for that bles t time when Thou, 
My !.ont, shalt bid me, "Come!" 

Anti yet I know that only those 
Thy blessed fuce shall see, 

Whose hearts from every st.i" of s in 
A re purified and frec. 

And Oh, my Master and my l..ord, 
I know I 'm far (rom meet 

With 11\1 Thy blc!lfied saints in light 
To hohl communion sweet. 

I know that those who share Thy th rone 
Must in Thy Iikene~s be, 

And 011 the Spirit's precious frui~ 
In them the Falher sec. 

Lord, grant me grace more Ilutiently 
To li trive with my poor heurt, 

Ami bide Thy tim e to be with Thee 
And see Thee as Thou a rt! 

FOR LOVE OF THEE 

For !O\'C or Thee, for love of Thee, with every (rielltl 
I 'd uart, 

If only Thou, my ble~setl Lon!, wilt dwell within my 
hen rt. 

l'm willing, LOrll, (or love of Thee to be nlisunder
stood. 

Accept whate'er Thou dost permit of evil or of 1(000. 

I"or love of Thee, for love or Thee, l'U l.h-eatl no scorn 
nor lihame, 

But seek each day, for love of Thee, to honor Thy 
deal' nallle. 



Content, Ill )' Lord, (or love of T hee, to b~ i~i1orl!,I , 
unknown, 

No j o), to know in any love save ani)' Thine a lone. 

F or love of Thee I'll s trive, dear Lo rd , to keep the 
narrow way, 

For love of Thee, I'll wat.eh and pray a mI t rust Thee, 
come what may. 

For love of Thee, of Thee, dear Lord , t he heavie;lt 
cross I 'll bear, 

Assul'ed th a t , through Thy love for nil' , Thy g lor ), I 
shall II hal'e. 

"'u~ust 10. 11111 

" YET WILL I Hc:JOICE IN T HE LOHD" 

Though the fig·tree shall not blossom, 
1'hough t he olive's labor fail, 

Though a murrain, Go n:! and g rievous , 
Smile the henl on hill lind .Iale_ 

Yet my soui llhall bless all\l praise Him, 
An.1 my faith shall st ill pre\'ail! 

Though the ear th be fillet! with violencc. 
And t he Dove of Pence hath ned, 

W hile the land an .1 sea are g roaning 
'Nc;llh the bllnten of their dearl

Yet, a mid the awfut tumult, 
I rejoice lind li ft my head! 

Though the vi llion seem to t ;lrr)" 
Alltlthe wlliling time prololllo:, 

Though my fait h be s t rungety t e ~ ted 
In the con rt icl fi erce ullll atro ilp;, 

Yet Ilia Krace lI: ha li be su lTicient, 
A nti the bUll len of my song ! 

Though He li la)' me, I will trust fil m, 
Though my VC IOY heart He break, 

For I know wit h loving wisdom 
He hat h {J lan ned the way I take

Thus my dymg brea th .hall bless Him, 
And I 'll pra ise Him whcn I wake! 
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MISUNDERSTOOD 

Misunderstood! All, yes! Misunders tood ofllim!!s by 
those 

We Joved the mos t and strove our be!';! to 1>cr\,(', ou r 
good inten t 

Cons trued as evil by life-long and trus ted fr iends. 
Alas! 

That decne!;t wounds s hould come from those we hoI,) 
1;0 near, so dcnr. 

(0, G()Ii forbid that evcr I shoul.! thus mi J; un<lcr f'. tal',' 
And ru,lely crus h the burdened heart of :my child of 

Thine!) 
Anti yet, my !loull my soul! why Ilost thou think it 

slran~e that thou 
Art thus misunderstood? Six thousand YC;lrs J<'ho\-ah 

God, 
Creator of the wontlrous Unive rse, all -good, :J1I _wi~ ", 
AII-lovinJ!, mercifUl , hath been mis ulU)c rstoo<l , II i:; 

name 
Dias phcmcd, His g racious plan ignore. l, I1i s hal)' 

prophets s tone, l ; 
And He, the 11Oly, harmless, Pcd cct One, the Chri ~ l 

of COd, 
Was perfected through ~ufreriJl~s , nn,1 not the I C :l ~t 

or thesc, 
Melhinks, it was to be misunderstooll by those for 

whom 
He bid down life itself! "Take up t.hy ("fO.~!i ami 

follow me," 
The l\ l aster said. Ah! then , Illy !lou l, how t: ll n ~ t theu 

hope to win 
Th y Crown by any cl'osslcss wa}' ? M i ~ lm ll cl·;;;too , l ? 

Poor he:lrt, 
Dost thou ror~et therc 's One who a lwaYH und~r_ 

s tands Who Ilnows 
Thy rault~, thy weaknesses , yet nolwitl: s tanding 

loves thee s till? 
Ah t then, my soul, what recke"t thou of a ll lhe worl.! 

beside! 
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HAVE FAI1'H IN GOD 

In days gone by I said, "My soul, 
'Another year, o r morc Or less, 
A nli we have crossed the wilderness'
Wilt Calter now, so near the go:,! ?" 

And so I pressed along the way 
With helen aglow and s tep so light, 
'Twas scarce by fa ith , ' lwns almost ~ight
Our coming K in~ could not delay! 

But now the days and years go by. 
Anll life seems but a mournful song. 
"The vis ion tarries, Lord, how long-? 
Increase. my faith, Oh, Goo," I c ry! 

He hears my prayer, He calms my fears , 
He bills my restless soul be slill. 
My heart responds, " IC 't is Thy will, 
lAIrd, I can wait a thousand yea rs!" 

Odobe. 10. 1916 

J EHOVAH GOD 

Eternal Lord, Almighty King, 
Who rul ed erc aught that is wus framed, 
When all was shaped unto Thy will , 
" ' -Ie rules! " Creation's voice proclaimed. 
Unimagcd and beyond compare, 
From chance. fro m change, (orever free ; 
Through emlless ages be adoretl 
Th y Po}wcr, Thine Infinite Majesty! 
My God, my Saviour, Thou, mine All , 
My ROCIi, my Tower , when woes befall , 
My Standard hil:'h , my He(uge nigh, 
Thou ever hearest when I call! 
Into Thine hand my soul I trus t, 
And sleepinf!. waking. know Thee near, 
And e'en in Death itself, Thou. Lord, 
Art with me-naught shall make me fearl 

Ja ... '~Tl' : 1. al1 
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" IN MEMORIAM" 

cc. 1'. /1.1 

llelo\'cd onc ! 
Bcytmd enrth's I>unshine IIIltl it ll raitl , 
Beyond all wcarinc!I!I alld pain. 

Thou art lit re"t. 
E 'en though we moum OU\' lo!!.!!, we joy to feel 

Thou :i Tt sn hlel\t . 

0, (aithful one! 
Now pri"iicJ::ei l to lee ull rol,1 
God's purpost! in the Reroll un rollc.1 

By Christ'!! OW" han, l; 
And t hou hast made re llo rt : " I 've ,Ionl' ., ,; ThOll, 

Lord, ,li,ls t command." 

0, ":lIl i:l.llt one ! 
Along the 'lark anll narrow WII)' 
Thy faithfuln CI\S cas13 back Il rll)" 

or hore anll cheer; 
"~or thou ~ joyou>< ly thy CrollI' <l i{het h,-"" 

\ \l ith !;Ca rce 0 t('al'. 

0, ble':'''c,1 one! 
W e pray for II t renr,-th to do GOt!':i will, 
To wait :m!! !4 ulTl' r nn.1 be s till, 

A ll thou hllo !:t Iione, 
Nor h, int, nor fear, but s till run 011 \1:1til 

The prize ill won. 
S.p l~~r '&. I~ :' 

"THE WHITE STONE" 

In the twili,: ht hour, as 1 lIi l ulone, 
T pre!!!! my lips to the pure " white !" tnne," 
And nly hea rt responds with a tende r thrill, 
A ll though ~II "Angel" with unlief:1I wins:: 
Had touchet l a trembling, hhltlen st ring, 
Anti gently \\'hil\ l~red ill his 1I0ng, 
" Why wer t thou .. ihmt, my Ilo\'e, ItO IUn):!" 
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PlLGRI~IS OF THE MORNING 

Pilgrims of the Morning, blessed pilgrims of the 
Llgilt, 

Co ye forth to banish the "grosl darkness" of the 
night; 

Ev'ry heart enkindled with "a fta me of sacred love," 
Ev'ry face illumined with ". rudiance f rom above." 
Blow "the silver trumpets" over land and o'er the 

"', Publish on the mountains the great " Year of J ubilee," 
Sing it thro' the valleys, shout aloud upon the plainf

f Tell the whole creation that the Lord J ehovah reigns 
Angel hosts surround you, ,trength is promised from 

on high, 
Uet your heads rejoicing, "your redemption draweth 

nigh," 
Courage yet a little while, and then the battle won, 
Sweet will be your sure reward in your dear Lord's 

"well done." 

"" 

11105 

HIS WAY IS BEST 

How sweet to feel God'. will is best, 
And in this precious thought to rest; 
To know, whAlever may betide, 
'Tis best, fo r He Is by our side! 
Oh, how it helDs us benr t he pain, 
Oh, how it makes us strom!: again! 
The cold nnd gloom or tlarkest night 
It fill s with warmth and heavenly lightl 
To those who take His will as best, 
He e:rants Hi s perfett peace and res t, 
And ever gives them day by day 
His grace suffident on the way. 
Then why shOUld heart., grow weak or (aint, 
Why should we ever make complaint! 
Let us press on with upturned {ace, 
And (ollow where we cannot t race ! 
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THE HOLWW OF GOD'S HAND 

A little bird with. broken wing, 
I lie within the hollow of God's hand; 

I cannot fty, but I can sing 
And sing within the hollow of His hand. 

I would not wish to tty away, 
For 'tis so sweet to nC li tle in His hand; 

He closer holds me day by day 
Within the blessed hollow or His hand. 

And when the tempests Taite without, 
O'er me lie gently lays His covering hand; 

I do not fear, I cannot t1oubt-
So saCe am I beneath that sheltering hand. 

Some day, perhaps, He'll mend the wing, 
And bid me take my night from out His hand; 

Ah! then I'll fly and fly . and sing 
And s ing about the hollow of God's hand. 

A LITTLE TALK WITH JESUS 

A little talk with Jesus. 
At the dOSing of the day

How it quiets every anxious fear, 
Anti drives our doubts away! 

A little talk with Jesus, 
How it soothes the aching brain

How it rests the weary, fainting heart, 
And makes us strong again I 

A li ttle talk with J esus, 
How it light!> the darkes t hour-

How it keeps us "watching unto rrayer," 
And foils the Temllter 's power 

A little talk with Jesus, 
There can nothing tuke its place-

How we Ion£: to reach our heavenly home, 
And see Him (ace to [ace! 
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

The night is dark, nor moon nor stars appear, upon 
the sea 

The s torm-tossed fishing-boats reel to Ilnd fro, the 
mariners 

With fearful hearts and straining eyes seek vainly 
to discern 

Thei r course. Which way lies safety '1 Where tho 
channel long mapped-out'1 

A r(l(:kbound coast! "1' ..... o\lld sernl t.hat all mllst 
perish, when behold! 

A sudden gleam across the wavesl "Trabalgan Light! 
Thank God!" 

They cry. Trabolgan Light, full many a year stead
fast and true-

No lashing tempest e'er could dim that far-nung ray 
serene. 

• • • 
Dear Lord, I pray, Oh, like the lighthouse may I 

ever stand, 
Fast-anchored on the Rock of Ages, may my light 

shine out 
Uoon the st ormy deep. to guide and cheer through

out the night 
Some st ruggling soul 1 With pure and s teady ray, 

Oh, may my life 
Show where the danger or where safely lies, reveal 

to a ll 
Truth's chartered ch::annel leading to the haven of 

our peace 
And res t eterna l in that Heavenly Home beyond the 

veil! 
Sovth Camp Rod lIotel. Klni'oton. J.",.le • • M.7 8. Ig22 

.... 

THE WATER LILY 

(Cerman. W . ..... r. R-.W.ter Ro.I!') 

Lily ..... ith the Rose combined. 
Purity with Love entwined . 
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CHANCED FROM CLORY TO GLORY 

Long years ago, 'tis s3id, a wondrous statue s tood 
Within a city's walls , placed there by one whose hand 
Had wrougM this miracle in stone, and furthermo re, 
The Master Sculptor, so the legend runs, would give 
A bag of golden florin s to the one who found 
A living face and form to match the sculptured one. 

A little lad was seen, one day, to come and stand 
Intently gazing up into that marble (acc. 
Day after day he came and stood enra ptured there, 
And day by day he sought among the passillK throng 
For one whol<e face might possibly cOllform unto 
The s tatue's lines. And thus the yC:lrs fled by, the 

lad, 
To man'!! esbtc had grown, oml as he stoo!1 one (lay 
Before lhe statue, I.o! the Master Sculptor came 
And pau!>ed to look upon his work. \Vith startlc!1 

gaze 
He turned and said: "Oh! s tranger, whosoe'er thou 

nrt, 
To thee belongs thc bag o( gold, thy race I'enecb 
Each chiseled line-a m;lsterpiC!ce of livintt" art !" 

The lad, beholding !lay by day, year aftcr rear, 
Tn time had grown like to the image he l\llmiTeci. 
And thus may we, who seek the promised 1Ieavenly 

prize, 
Beholcling in a glass the beauty of the l.onl, 
Be ehan),:e,l into the same, and go from gT<lce Lo 

grace, 
From glory unto ~Io ry, t ill at last tran!«ormcd 
Into His likeness we Ilhall hea r His sweet "Well 

done! 
Thou hast been faithful, enter into thy reward." 
J ul,- 11, 1920 

"SHOSHANNAH"-THE LILY 
1"1 om th ~ n o", of Shft,'on nn~ th~ Ut,- o f th~ V.II~y.:· 

Soni/ of &Iomon, 2:1) 

Like "flocks upon Mount Gilead," my beloved, is tllY 
hair, 

And like "the snow in Salmon," pure and white thy 
forehead fair-
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Thine eyebrows like an Eagle's wings when loaring 
toward the skif's, 

And like the "Pools of Heshbon" arc thy dark, love
Ii lChled eye!'; 

As "~banon's Tower, thl'll looketh tOWllI~1 Damas
cus" if; th\' nusf', 

Thy fragrant -lips, I long' t o ki ~s , are like a sweet 
re,! rose; 

Thy s tuture's like the Palm trer! and thy ster is 
!;:wift and li lo:'ht, 

_" nli like a "Tower of Ivory" is thy neck so smooth 
a n,j wh ite; 

And when thine :mns en fold me, Oli, what bliss will 
then be mine, 

Anti Oil, the r3. lllure of the thought- in Heavenly 
Love I 'm thine ! 

"A ND SITTING DOIVN, THEY WATCHED 
HIM TH ERE" 

M.tthew 21:311 

Sitting down, they watched Him there, 
Wutched Him, fuire st of the fair, 
GlH:eJ wi th cold, ullJlitying eye, 
While the jeering crowd passed by; 
For His ves ture Cli llt a lot 
(Seamless robe. without a spot) 
'Vatched the " Man of Sorrows" there. 
Who the wor1,I's great sin must bear , 
Watched while ,Iarkness veiled t he Bun, 
Watched until He c r ied, "Tis done I" 

Go,l of Heaven! forbi,1 t hat I 
Thus should "a~e with pitil ess cye 
On a suffering child of Thine, 
Watch him while his foes malign, 
Watch him while his life-blood flows, 
Watch until the dark day's closel 
Grant me, Lord, a heart of love, 
Make me like a tender dove, 
Let me bring him strength and peace 
Until (!eath shall senti release! 

o.."'TI1"". 3_ 19U 
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SO GLAD GOD UNDERSTANDS 

When dai ly. hourly. we're misunde rstood. 
When those we love, amI who loved us, grow cold, 
And oft fOfsuke us in our direst need, 
How sweet and precious is the thought thnt there 
Js One who never fails to understnml ! 
Ah, yes ! He illways fully untlcrs tamls, 
He knows our frame, remembers we UfC dust; 
No need to make our hidden motive~ clear, 
He reads Our hearts, (Iiscerns our inmost thoughts, 
}~orgivcs ou r sad mistakes and loves us sti ll . 

• • • 
Dent Lot(I, I pray. ali, fill me more and more 
With love and wisdom from above! Oh, help 
Me unders t.:mtl the look, the word, that frets 
Me 80, may be the soul's um:ollsc:ious sign 
The heart is brcakin~ in its loneliness-
Perhaps the outwanl token that it gives 
or fierce intemnl conflict with a foe, 
Wholc glance wou ld fill my soul with dumb despaif. 
Incline Thine eil r and hear the I)rayer I make, 
Hfllp me to let the frag-rance of my love 
De shed upon the evil and the good, 
That I may love and understand like Theel 
~Ii .ml. Flnrid., l>In ... :h 3, 192~ 

BE PATIENT, THEN, MY DOVE 

Dear Lort!, I am so weary, and with tears 
My eyes o'erfiow, my heart is fi lled with feal'l;. 
I ne'er hat! thought so long would be this way, 
Oh, hold my hand more closely, lest [stray! 

The mountain peak more di stant seems than e'en 
The day I left "my father' s house," the scene 
About me grows more strange nnd wild each hour, 
The wind blows fiercely ant! the s torm-clouds lower! 
The friends of youth have left me, till there's nODe 
Who walk with me this way, I am alone, 
Alone, Dear Lortl, I long to come to Thee, 
How long, how long, till Thou wilt caU for me'! 
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"My Dove, lift up those t earful eyes of thine, 
And see the lovelight streaming down from Mine, 
My precious one, dost thou fOll:et that I 
Will never leave thee, I am ever nigh? 
"My heart responds to every thought of thine

l 
The thorns that tear thy feet h;ave wounded Mlnel 
And come, lean hard, beloved, on My arm, 
Thus close to Me, thou can'st not suffer harm. 
"Be brave a lillie while, and thou shalt come 
To dwell with Me fo rever in that Home 
Where Peace eternal reigns, and Joy and Love 
Fill every heart. De patient, then , My Dove!" 
LoI An.cleo, A"","t 27, 1010 

"YE ARE DEAD" 
CoIo.ian. "~ 

Ahl yes, so "dead," the sharpest word will leave no 
sting, 

Nor e'ell the slightes t Ijuiver to my heartstrings 
bring; 

So "dead," that when reviled, I' ll calmly hold InY 

P''''''', And bid revengeful thoughts within my soul to cease, 
So "dead," that 110 alluring love or hope or joy 
Will ever prove unmixed with some of earth's alloy, 
So "(lead," 1 care not though unloved, unsought, un-

known, 
My best , my truest friend I find in God alone. 
CO{ltent, where'er He leads, through sunshine or 

through rain, 
Whate'er my portion be, of pleasure or of pain, 
So "dead," the life I live is "hid with Christ in God," 
My chief delight to Collow where the Master trod, 
So "dead," I'U neither murmur nor repine, t hough 

long 
The time, but only strive to suffer and be strong, 
Assured some day, some where, He'U claim me for 

His own, 
His bride, then crowned with life, He'll share with me 

His throne. 
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"NEVERTHELESS" 

'fhe fie lds are white to harvest, ani! 1',1 love 
To serve a little longer, Lord, I l onl~ 
To spread Thy blessed Truth from pole to pole, 
And fill t he earth with knowledge, ocean deep
Anti yet, if not Thy will now, I'm content. 

I long for str(lngtll to go throughout t he i:lnd, 
And witness for "the Kingdom anti the King," 
Tell a ll the world that "millions living now 
Will never die," if Goll's law they obey-
If not Thy will, Lord, help me to endure! 

I'd Jove to wi{lc the tears from eve ry face, 
AnI] set a lIml !e inste:ul, I 'd love to cheer 
F:ach bUI-dened, brcakin~ heart, and "beauty give 
For ashes," an,] their dead bring from the grave, 
And yet for Thy "rlue t ime," Lord, I can wail , 

I long to open a ll the bli nlied eyes, 
And every cleafenc!] car unstop, l iang: 
To see t he deserts bl ossom til'! the rose, 
And llea r the whole c reation Ring God's praise
And wonu rous thought , Thy w ill shall soon be dond 
Min m i. nod<b •• F t bcUQCY 16. I'Z4 

MORE LIKE THEE 

J esus, Thou my perfect pattern, 
1 woulU gladly folIo ..... Thee, 

Gladly leave a ll earthly pleasure, 
If I m:ly be more like Thee ! 

J esus , Thou my great Refi ner, 
Thou, 1 know art watching me; 

Thou wi lt leave me in the fu rnace 
Only till I 'm pure li ke Thee. 

J esus, Thou my pr ize and glory, 
Thro' etemity shalt be; 

Unto denth, Oh, keep me faithful, 
Then I'll ever live with Thee. 
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OH, WHAT WILL IT MEAN TO BE 
THERE! 

Oh, what will it mean to be the re, 
In that City so wondrously fair, 
All agleam in its golden light, 
In a realm where t he re is no ni~ht. 
No loneliness, anguish or fear. 
No heartache, not even a teur; 
Oh, what will it mean to be then., 
Oh, what mus t it menn to be t here ! 

Oh, what will it mean to be there, 
With Him who has gone to prepare 
A place in those Mamlions above, 
The Home of ou r Father of Love, 
Where ;111 who are fount! pure of heart 
Shall meet again, never to part; 
Oh, what will it mean to be there, 
Oh, what must it mean to be there! 

'1'0 worshi p our God every hour, "0 ,:;e rve Him with perfected power, 
To lift up the poor fallen race, 
To wipe away tears from each facc, 
To rill the whole earth with delight/ 
1'0 change its g ross darkness to light ; 
Oh, what will it mean to be there, 
Oh , what musl it mean to be t here! 

What reck then of grief or of shame, 
If thus we may bear the dear name 
or that Bridegroom beyond compare, 
The fa irest of all that are fair, 
Anti reign with our Lord in that throne, 
Reserved (or His t rue Bride a lone; 
Oh, how our hcnrts long to be there! 
011. what must it mean 10 be th..re! 
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HOMESICKNESS 

Dear Master , in Thy wanderings to and fro upon 
this dark 

And sin-cursed earth, did not Thine eyes t urn long
ingly toward 

Thy heavenly home! Were not Thine cars ofttimes 
attuned to catch 

Again the angelic s trains that praised Thy first 
creative work? 

And when alas! Thy chosen ones, ah, yes, Thy 
nearest and 

Thy dearest, could not know the bitter anguish ot 
Thine heart. 

It seems Thou must have yearned for that sweet 
fellowship divine I 

MY HYMN 

0, R"raeious Father, look with pity on Thy child, 
Grant me Thy blessing, make me meek and mild. 

Pardon, heav'nly Father, all Thou seeat in me 
amiss, 

Let Thy sweet forgiveness fill my heart with blis~ 

Helll me, 0, Father, to fulfill Thy holy will 
Into this cold heart Heav'nly warmth ins till. 

Give me, blessed Father, st.rength sufficient Cor 
each day, 

From Thy way appointed, let me .never stray. 

0, blessed Father, when the way grows dark and 
steep, 

My hand so trembling, gently take and keep; 
Through the cloud and shadow, make Thy gracious 

Cace to shine, 
Let Thy blessed presence bring me peace divine. 
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"OintlJle?lt of SpiRella/-d" 

"Then tooK Mary a pound of ointment of spike
nard, very costly, and anointed the feet of J esus 3nd 
wiped his feet with her hair; and the house was {ill-
e<! with the odor of the ointment." J ohn 12:3. 
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OINTMENT OF SPIKENARD 

The Lord, my Shepherd, feed thee, 
And no wanl let thee know i 

In greenest pastures lead thee, 
By streams that Kently now. 

His goodness never leave thee, 
Hi s merc), ever guide, 

Till God'~ House shal1 receive thee, 
Forever to abide! 

• • • 
Lon!, henr Thy humble servant's prayer, 
Oh, keep him in Thy love and care ! 

• • • 
Oh, bleM and keep and j.tuanl and guid~ 
The man with the inkhorn by his side I 

• • • 
Set him as a seal upon Thine Arm, 
Gunrd Thy well-beloved (rom a ll hlum! 

• • • 
Abide with him, Thou Heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort (rom above! 

• • • 
Throughout this dark and uil hour, 
Lorn, keep Thy loved one by Thy power! 

• • • 
Oh, touch his lips with coal of ri re, 
His ever y won.! and thought inspire! 

• • 
l.et Angel hosts encamp abnut 
His I;"o ing in, his going out! 

• • 
Where'cr his path, on land o r sea, 
Oh, le t him never s tray fro m Thee! 

• • • 
Oh, may IIIl earth-born t:loud arise, 
To hide thee from Thy Father's eyes! 

• • • 
Oh, fill him with the sweetness 

That a lone doth !low from Thee, 
The f ragrant:e of Thine own 

Most (teep humility! 
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L.et e~"ery word an,l every thought 
With sweetness carefulness be f raught! 

• • • 
Grant hi m Thy wisdom, peace and love, 
To fit him for Thy courts above! 

• • 
Lord, let T hine Angel compass him about 
Oh, never let him fear, or let him doubt! 

• • 
Because his love is set on Thee, 
}o~t"om anxious care, Lord, make him free! 

• • • 
Let neither angel hosts , nor powers , 

NOI" principalities above, 
Nor height, nor depth, nor other creature, 

Separate hi m from Thy love ! 
• • • 

}o'or the weariest day and lhe darkest nighl, 
Be Thou, a Lord, his strength and light! 

• • • 
Lon], keep his feet from falling and 

his eyes from tears , 
His soul from death! Oh, hear his cry in 

that he fears! 
• • • 

Pure, harmless, gentle, full (If love, 
Make him in spi r it, Lord, a dove! 

• • • 
And when Thine own "due time" shall come, 
Oh, gently ca ll Thy loved one Home! 

• • • 
Heavenly Father, Holy One, 
May Thy will in him be done ! 

• • 
Pure and holy, let him be, 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee! 

• • 
Free {rom pride and self~desh"e, 
Fervent with a holy fi re! 

• • 
When in trial, let him rest, 
::iweetly on Thy loving breast ! 
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Let him patiently endure, 
Trusting in Thy promise surel 

• • • 
F old him to Thy loving breast, 
Give him peace and holy res t! 

• • • 
Hold him 'neath Thy shelterin!; wings, 
::ihield him f rom a ll evil thillgs ! 

• • • 
Give Thy Joved one dny by tlay, 
Grace s ufCicient for the way! 

• • • 
Fill his heart with Heavenly Love, 
With Thy Spirit from above! 

• • • 
Make his he:l.rt submissive. meek, 
I£t him ne'cr his own way seek! 

• • • 
Lov ing Savior, let him be 
Ever more and morc like Thee! 

• • • 
Keep him holy. frugrant, sweet, 
Like the lilies 'neath Thy feet! 

• • • 
Cleanse from every stain or !:in, 
Make and keep him pure within! 

• • • 
J esu!:, Master, help him bear 
In Thy sufferings a share I 

• • 
Comfort, s trengthen, J.: uide an,1 bless, 
Lead him through this wilderness I 

• • • 
Fold him closely to Thy heart, 
Let him ne'er from Thee depart! 

• • • 
Heip him, Lim!, to follow Thee, 
Heavy though his cross may be! 

• • 
Day by day his faith increase, 
Keep him in Thy perfect peace! 
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Give Thy well-beloved sleep, 
Sweet and restful, calm and deepl 

• • • 
Wipe away each tear of sorrow, 
Make him stronger for the morrowl 

• • • 
Lord, Th y faithful one deCem!, 
Watching o'er him to the endl 

• • • 
When at last the Vidory'fI won , 
May he hcar Thy sweet " Well Done!'· 

THE CLOSING SCENE 

Unital c..mcl,eri<.s. AU<1lh.,ny. 1' •. , Nov(mbet- 5. 191. 

Upon a hills ide sloping towards the North, 
We gathered 'round upon that hallowed ground, 
To pay our las t sull tribute to the one we Joved, 
The greatest man on earth in these last Ila),s , 
And great because he was approved oC Godl 

InetraiJ[c the beauty of the scene! 
So peaceful and so still. The gcntly r oil ing hills, 
l~ar as the eye can reach, remind us 
That, "As the mountai ns 'round about J erusalem, 
So is the Lot"1! about His own, from hencelorth, 
Even forevermore!" A violet mis t 
Creeps softly through the valley at ou r feet, 
And Caintly dims the City's distant lights, 

The sacred s ilence, broken only by the s inging of our 
choir, 

Like Angel voices floating out upon the eveni ng a ir : 
"l:Iow vain is all beneath the sk.ies ! 

How trans ient every earth ly bliss I 
How s lender atl the fondes t tiell , 

That bind us to a world like this l" 

Above the pu.rple haze and low within the western 
sky, 

The last Caint cr imson glow of sunset slowly pales 
Into the silvery whiteness that prcc(!(tes the night, 
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And Lo! the evening Star! How like a slat 
Was our beloved! How he shed the rays oi Trutll 
Divine into the darkn(!ss of ou,' minus 
And changed that darkness to "His Marvelous 

light!" 
"The evening cloud, the morn ing ,lew, 

The withering grass, the fading flo wer, 
Of earthly hopes are em blems true, 

The glory of a passing hour'" 

1I0w eXlluis itely expressive of all aiJout us! 
The withered grass beneath our feet, 
The fading flowers upon the upturned earth, 
And here and there the bare brown trees, 
A lew crisp leaves stilI faintly Ilutterlng on theil' 

troughs! 
Their f ruit has all been gathered, and they speak 
To us of, "Harves t" soon to emJ! 
" In this is my Father glorified, that ye bear much 

fruit! 
Did our beloved bear "much Cruit 7" Ah, yes ! 
How much, he now may know, ns he has never known 

before! 
"Dut though earth's faires t blossoms die, 

And all beneath the skies is vain, 
There is a hdghter age now nigh, 

Beyond the reach oC care and pain!" 

Ami stamJing there our hearts rejoiced 
With joy unspeakable, that in His infinite love, 
The Lonl had not permitted that most precious clay 
To sucrer violence, hut 
"Like as II. Cather pitieth his children, so t he l.ord 
Doth pity them that Cear Him!" And He saved 
Us Crom the anguish greater than perhaps we could 

have borne, 
And yet He suffered, Yes, how g reatly God a lone 
Doth know. He never murmured or complained. 
We rendered thanks to God in that He suffered not 

at hands of wicked men I 
"Then let the hope ofJ'OYS to come 

Dispel our cares an chase our fears, 
Since God is ours we're traveling home, 

Though pa!';sing th rough a .,'ale of tears I" 
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With eyeliu~ closed and mourning hearts 
We bowed our heads in final prayer 
With one who also Joved and labored with him to the 

end. 
In silent little groups the frielH.ls departed from the 

scene, 
And as we climbed the hill to reach lhe romJ 
','he moon shone full u pon us. Yes! the full moon 
Of God's fav or, and our hearts cried out 
"How long, 0 GOII, until the night shall come, 
That night wherein no man can work?" 

One last ami lingering look upon the scene 
Recalled to milill :1 picture, "The Hcturn from 

Calvary," 
The three black crosses fa inUy lined upon the even· 

inl{ sky, 
The broken·hearted women on their way lowllrus 

Jei· u ~alem. 

And now it had i:"rOW/l stran gilly dark, 
No object was discemible on either side the roatl, 
As we, the Lord's still faithful followers of these 

laler uaYl>, 
Were swift ly home towards the City of our leader'li 

birth. 

How marvelous ly appropriate all had beenl 
The wonderful suggestion of the Harvest soon to end, 
The ingathering of the ripened fruit s, the twilight 
Softly fa ll ing, like a curtain dropped upon the scene, 
Ami then the darkness and the loneli ness 
That pressed upon the Jiule flock whose shepherd 

had been " smiuen" of the Lord! 

How necessary now to walk st.i ll more by faith 
In that " Great Shepherd" of us all, Whb is 
"Too wise to err, too good to be unkind;" 
"Who doeth all things wcll!" 
Be brave, be strong, weep not, have faith in Godl 

"It is the Lonl, then let Him do what 'seemeth Him 
good!" 

Thus, "F'aith can firmly trust Him. 
Come what mayl" 

l'rlRt~ \11 MemorIa' Walth To .... er, Dtc:~mbo. I. 1'16 
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To My Friellds 
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HALLOWED GROUND 

I know a little room, with faded rug 
Upon the floor, the furniture is worn, 
The scanty window-draperies limp and drab, 
And yet, the hours seem minutes while I wail 
In that poor shabby room, and all the place 
Is hallowed grouoU . for one I love toils there. 

I know another room, 'tis cheerless, cold, 
And bare of things that people most desire, 
And yet, my heart beats most tumultuously, 
Through all the hours I wait, I feel no chill, 
A Paradise, it seems, and all the place 
Is hallowed ground, for one I love dwelt there. 

There is a chapel where ofttimes I kneel, 
The sunlight streaming through the tinted pane 
UJ'lon my head, bowed low in humble prayer, 
And there I dream of sacred days gone by. 
Its l'lilence and its beauty make this place 
All hallowed ground, for one J love taught there. 

Within my heart I keep a secret room, 
Whose walls a re hung with Memory's tapestries, 
The scenes of long a~o, some sad, some sweet, 
The warp and woof illumined with the gold 
Of Love divine, and a li this wondrous place 
Is hallowed ground, for those I've Joved sleep there! 
Maroh I . 1~2& 
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TO OIL. E. 0." 

Oh, Leo mia, Leo, precious [ri('ml, 
The very thought or thee doth e\'er lcnd 
A deeper fragrance to the wayside ro!>e, 
A purer freshne!>s to each breeze that blows. 
It seems thou ;H't 1"0 muth of me a part, 
That thinking of thee always re~tII m y heart, 
Whrn weary with the sorrows of the W3 Y, 
Ah, yes! too we:uy oltentimes to pray. 
Thou hn~ t th ~' mi.",., ion, Leo, I have mine, 
Although so limnl l j!> mine comparell with thine, 
AlliS ! our pathN should lie so fnr 11]lart, 
That we may ne'er ngain s lleak henrt to heart, 
And yet , how wondrous, Leo, ~md how sweet , 
That we rna)' mC<;lt before the Mercy Sellt , 
And t here h<!nenth H is wings Jle keeps us, dear . 
Olie sheltering \\'in!!: v'el' each, thus are we nearl 
Oh, m:..y this ble!:t relation 1I(,\'er encl, 
De thou throu.c:h 8U Etcruity- !\1y ,"' ri ('nd ! 

I~,.'~",h~ . 1';, , 919 

"BLUE" 

J K11ZC on the ocean, the ocean so blue, 
And think nly beloved, of you, of you, 
For Blue, my beloved, reminds me of )'ou, 
or )'ou, my beloved, so lender amI true! 

J lift np my eyes to lhe :oky, 1;0 blue, 
And drenm , my belovetl, of you, of you, 
F OI' Blue, my belove(I , reminds me o! you, 
or ),OU, my beloved, 110 10\·illK ami true! 

The Violet is blue, dear, !l0 blue, so blue, 
The Blue of the Violet means, "faithful anti true," 
Ah , then, my be!oved, I Il ray , may )'ou 
Forever prove faithfu l nnd loving an tI true! 

83 



ODE TO "THE NURSE" 

Who, when that dreaded journey nears, 
With blessed "Hypo" calms our fears? 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who, when the operation'g done, 
Her patient work hath just begun? 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who, by OUf beu doth sweetly stand, 
Like visitant from Heavenly land 1 

The Nurse, Got! bless her! 
Who, when the room is blinding bright, 
Doth rieftly veil the electric light? 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who, when the pil!ow starts to bum, 
Its cooler side doth gently turn? 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who brings hot broths or iccs cold, 
With countless dainties, all untold 1 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who always knows just what we need, 
When we ourselves know not indeed 1 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
Who should be numbered with the saints, 
Whom Holy Wr it with us acquaints? 

The Nurse, God bless her! 
J~k..>n M""'''tial " nep itAl. Miami. Florida . February ,. 1025 

TO "CLARICE" 

The night wi nds are calling, Clarice, Clarice, 
The pine trees are sighing, Clarice, Clarice, 
The star-flowers are breathing t hy name, Clarice, 
My poor monning heart doth g ive me no peace. 
Clarice, my Clarice, my precious Clarice, 
Oh. when shall I see thy fair face , Clarice? 
Oh, when sha ll I touch thy dear hand, Clarice, 
Or hear thy sweet voice, like music, Clarice 1 
Alasl I fear never again, Clarice, 
Clarice, my Clarice, my precious Claricel 
SelltemlM:r 18, 1924 
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TO MY BELOVED "S, p ," 

Pink and white and lavender blue, 
Sweet peas always remind me oC you, 
or you, my beloved, of you, DC you, 
Of you, my beloved, so tender and true! 

Sweet peas fragrant with morning dew, 
Sweet peas always remind me ot you, 
Ol you, my beloved, oC you, of you, 
Of you, my beloved, so loving and truel 

Friends may forsake me, become untrue, 
But you, my beloved, not you, not you, 
I know, my beloved. I know that you, 
Forever will prove to be faithfu l and true! 

Scptem~r so, 1925 

THE WHITE ROSE 

There rests on my bosom a wondrous r ose, 
As pure and as white as the A lpine snows. 
While 1 lovingly gaze on the rose, it seems 
That my soul drifts out on t he River oC Dreams, 
Afa r and away my frail barque sets sail, 
M ar and away where the nightingale 
Doth plaintively slng in the moon's pale light, 
And sing and sing to the While nose all night. 
Then a Badness creeps into my poor lonely heart, 
With the fear fram that Rose, 1 forever must part. 
"Dear Father," I pray, "Keep the White Rose and me 
Pure, holy and lovely and fragrant like Thee, 
Through time and throughout all Eternityl" 

J .. ,.. 29, ItU .. 
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THE GARDEN IN MY HEART 

keep a secret Gunlcn in my heart, 
Alld t here 1 love to s it a lone, apa rt, 
Anti drea m until a ll th ing::; about me seem 
To change into the tll inA's of which I dream. 
Within that ~acrcd Ga rden of my heart 
There stands a wondrou::; Rose, a lone. :llla .'t , 
Its presence ba!li shes the gloom of night, 
Its f ragrance makes my every burden light, 
It cools my brow, it cases a ll m y pa in, 
And strengthens me to bear life 's daily s t rain. 
O! wondrous R OIIC , 0 1 lovely pure White Hose, 
AIIII sweeter far t han any flOwer that blowlI. 
Dear Lord, 1 t hank Tlu!c Cor my precious Rose , 
And wilt 'fh ou bless the ganlen where it grows ! 
J "nllnry 17. Ig:,:~ 

--------
TO "L. 0," 

"unst One," most precious fri end, thou gavest thy
self t his M me! 

And yet. in very sooth, the sobriquet became 
Thee not , for through t he passing yeurs thou ha!l.t 

proved great, 
In fa ith, in service, love, in short in every s ta te! 
A comrort to my heart in t ime of di rest nfled, 
The Lord Himself will surely g ive thee t hy due 

meed! 
The shadow of a rock in tl mo!;t weary lund, 
Thy love hath been to me, it strengthened me to 

stand. 
Ofttimes, when I would fa in have fa llen by the way, 
Thy fa ith, thy courage a nd thy zeal, ~Iay Rfte r flay, 
Inspired me to pres! bravely on toward t he prize, 
That doth await GOd's fai t hful ones beyond the skies. 
"Least One," let us " 0 s trive to Jive tha t WI! may 

praise, 
And love and senoe [lnd worship Him through end

less days! 

JOJl'le 15. 1926 
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TO MY GOLDFISH 

Companions of my sad and lonely hoUl"". 
How sweet to fce l you need me, that UI)(III 
My dai ly care your very lives depend! 
At earliC!lt dawn your !liJent S 0 S 
Attract " IInti rouse!! me from ,Irowsy !l lecp
'fho.~e cun·jng, golden flashe !l plainly I1ny 
"Plea!>!'!, Please, we want our brenkfaSl, Mudd;e 

dear!" 
No words have you, )'our gratitu.\c to spcnk, 
But in those wild , ecst:llic glerun!l of light, 
I fcnd your, "Thank )' OU, Thank you, 'twas so good!" 

• • 
Ofttimes I s it anti gaz;c upon their home, 
And see beyond the things that do aUllear. 
The water represents lhe '''VOI~' of Truth," 
So necclliiory to the Child of Go.t, 
If we would live and grow in Christ our Lord. 
Again, though now we see but .Iark ly Ull'ou~h 
A I:' lns!I, "we then shall know ns we ar,., known," 
The gold reminds me of that life Divine, 
Which we shall share, if faithful to the cnd,
Their "Castle," of "The Palace of the King," 
Where we shall dwell with Christ (orevennore. 
Dear Lord, I flray. increase my faith nnd love. 
That I may see Thee face to (ace, and serve 
Thee perfectly through ages without end ! 
June! ~Ih , 19:6, 

"CARISSA" 
CariSllIl, the sweetest flower that I{rows, 
Ami II weete r far t han any rose; 
My swr-Clower, Carissa, my wonllcrful love, 
Curissa, my angel from Heaven above! 
Caris~a, as pu re as the fres;h-fallcn II now, 
The depth" of lhy sweetness I never shall know. 
Carrissa, Ca rissa, farewell my sweet love, 
Carhisa, my angel from Heaven ubove! 
Forget not the love that thy White RO!ie doth send, 
That t ime cannot wither. that death cannot end! 
CuriJi.$3, the sweetest flower lhat grows, 
Farewell, with love from thine own White Rosel 
Aprn 12, U2i 
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A WASTED LIFE 

(Wrltun When Nine YNr. Old) 

I missed the goal I sought to win, 
I fe ll below in er ror's sin; 
A silent spectre at t he door, 
A waiting Pilgrim on the shore,_ 
Waiting for the breeze to come 
That, filling my sails shall waft me homel 
Forgotten I'll be, when I'm gone to that clime, 
Where, t hough aged on Earth, I'll be in my prime. 

EMILY 

(First Publi l hfd Poel1l) 

In t he darkened room 'mid the f1 owere' perfume, 
She is lying so still, 80 fair, 

With the selfsame sm ile on the quiet mouth 
And the s ilken sheen on her hair. 

Like 11 tired child fallen asleep Ilt piny, 
She is lying so quietly there; 

The sweet, proud spiri t stilled at last, 
And the warm heart free from care. 

No bitterest tenrs on the calm, pure brow 
Can disturb thy deep repose, 

Thou sweet, bruve soul, so dearl y beloved
How dea rly God on ly knows I 

Earth shall receive its own aguin
Refined as by lire, 

But the spirit sin~eth its Maker's praise 
F rom depths of the heavenly choi r. 

I f only some word she might sl!nd to us 
From that dread unvisi ted land. 

Pray God at His call we as brtwely may go, 
Upheld by His unseen hand. 

June 16, 1889 
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THE BUTTERFLY 

Oh, bulterfty, ftullcrb y, soft, brown and gold, 
Oh , butterfly, fluttcrby, have you been told 
That the secret of liCe is the secret of love, 
And lo\'e is of GOII, und Goo is above! 

1"'8: 

COLORADO 

When Puesy her fair writ pa rchment shreds, 
And Art impatient Clings her brush aside 
With vain nllemlJt the wilcher), of this land , 
In some Ilulf measure to )Jortray, how then 
Shall I , rash wOl'ltllinlt. hope or dare describe 
How rosy dawn climbs U' J the eas tern sky, 
How round about, t he treasure-burdened hills 
The amethys tine Ilk)' withi n their jagged 
l~ingers hold, like some fair jewel, set 
In anti{IUC s ilver, flecked with burnished gulll ; 
How (lay. like ruddy amber 'd wine doth slip 
Into the star-gemmed, s ilvery cup of !light. 

Ma rk where, a ),(uillst the opalescent sky, 
The Sounish peaks, twin giants hoary, lie, 
And where from !>nowy Pike's peak's uis tant .:rest, 
The Erl -king flaunts his banner '.:ross the sky I 
}o'ull soon his rumbling .:hllriot wheel!! are hearu, 
Them swift the king, majestic, gloomy, grand, 
Wrapt in his d:n.zling robe of whi rling sand, 
Sweeps by, while d ose behind, I-I ygeia g liues 
And notes how noisome things and fou l lie hid 
Beneath the tramplings of her consort's steetls. 
Her locks ambros ial sweeten all the air, 
And nature springs refreshetl beneath her fee t. 

Now turns the wearied sun unto his .:ou.:h, 
Low spread within the weste rn sky, and decked 
With draperies glau.:ous, Tyrian·hued, and red, 
Whi le somy shining Hesper watch doth keep, 
A night-lamp to day's monar.:h while he sleeps. 
Dec~m1Mr 22. 1191 
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A HEART-THROE 

Away f"om the world's temptatioll!!, 
AWal' from its s tl'ife nnd hale, 

r wil! r:o lind leave m y task, 
Ami the weary world shall wait. 

will hlin.l ",ine eyes to t he sight 
or the ~uffcri nJ::" ,'oun,1 my f eel , 
will deafen mine ears 31141 hcar, 
See n:Lught :<.:\\,e the pure, the KW.:c t . 

• • • • 
The golden-rod swinging and swaying, 

Bentts Over me where I lie 
Amid the tall, cool grass(!.~ . 

With (nee upturned to the sk)'. 

While dragon flies circl ing O'C I' me 
With ruby and emerald gleam, 

WinKed Il'ems that borrow their II pJemlour 
}<' rom the tlying lilln's 1:ls\ beam. 

The sunset glow is fa ding, 
Ami the IIky g rows d!lrk!y bIUt!, 

SflVe here and there where n star 
Lets the glory of Heaven shine through. 

Mine em"thly eyes may not pierce 
To the regions beyond the star , 

But the eye of faith sees a vision 
SUrpassing description far. 

Alone with God and with nature 
My rebeJ1ious soul ;!'r"Ows stil l ,_ 

"Father, forgive. forgive, 
And help me to do Thy will!" 

Then my feet retra~e their I;teps 
To the ear th 's dull cares again. 

But 1 bear in my heart new love 
For the lIorrowing chi ldren of men. 
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LA CREPUSCULE 

(TwUill:ht) 

The witching hour when all the world doth dream, 
When care and sorrow seem to take their flight 

Into oblivion's night, 
And like a l ily's perfume through the gloom, 

Peace broods within the room. 

Faint violet mists creep warmly through the wold, 
A solitary night bird's lonely note 

Up from the ear th doth float, 
While toiling day's harsh discord softly dies 

Away in f ilent harmonies. 

Ah, thus may Peace my trembling soul enfoltl, 
When pales UI)on my cheek Hfe's sunset glow, 

And heavenly voices low 
Lull me to rest within Death's narrow bourn, 

To wait the Resurrection morn! 

Januo.ry 15, 1892 

SOUL SOLITUDE 

P oor ioo\s, we fondly gaze at one a nother, 
D ream ing we see, we know, and fail 

To mark how darkness thicker than black night 
Each from other's soul doth veil. 

Hopes, fears , ambitions, heart's desires, 
Our pale lips tell-vain words, they fall 

On cars too dull, they cannot understand! 
A dead wall parts us each from al\. 

Mysteriously as pasS' the winds of Heaven, 
Each separate soul its way doth take, 

Seeing and seen, as in a glass, darkly
Till in His likeness all shall wake. 

June 5. 1891 
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WEDDED 

}-'ai r liS twin -lilies on one s tem, 
They sweetly g rew, 

Their shy, k ill_hidden loveliness, 
Few ever knew. 

The perfume of their lives from e:u'lh 
To Heaven a rose 

Like some sweet incense, bu rned III morn 
Anti even's close. 

• • • 
Alas! At dawn of day. one ~lyinK 

Hung his head, 
The other pined, and in Ihe evening 

Both lay dear!. 
Jill, 2. 1892 

THE 'rW1N SOU L 

Barth hath its companion, Hea\'cn; 
Labor wearied finds sweet nest; 

Thus doth joy each sorrow leaven, 
Ordered by Divine behest. 

Nothing in the world is single; 
Love was mcant with love to plighti 

Heart with heart must needs t:ommingle, 
Soul to so ';l1 reflect its light. 

Grieve not lhen if vain thy sighing 
For thy Twin-soul's coming bright, 

Know that soul shall alte r dy ing, 
Meet thee in the World of Lig ht. 

In"uar), 13, ISi3 
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HER PICTURE 

I gaze upon t he Lrow so fail', 
The silken sheen of soft brown hail', 

The dusky eyes 
Like evening skies, 

The velvet cheek of damask hue, 
The lips as if with kisses wet, 
"Tis perfect art-and yet, and yet 
It is not you, not you I 

1 miss the radiant, soulful .,dunce, 
E'cn hCll.ven itself could scarce enhance, 

No paint<!r's skil l 
Nor ooel's will 

Can ever make it live anew! 
Within my heart of heart li alone, 
Deep graven as upon II stone, 
I find your image true. 

ISRAFIL 

0, TsraCi! , t hou mes:<Ienge r of Death, 
How s trange that once I should have feared thee 

'0, 
That once thy hand I thought {cit cold anu dread, 

That thou thysel f did'st seem my dendlies t foe! 

Yel now, that thou has t borne my r~ed ones far 
Beyond this weary world 's darlt woe and s trife, 

I gladly follow whcl'c thy footsteps lead, 
0, Israfil, thou messenger of Lifel 

Apri l 12, IHS 
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